PLENDID "; Humorous Supplement ENSATIONAL '
CH ODL i nnd' ) =l
TORY ) Interesting Cricket Article (! ERIAL :

-

No. 1,216 Vol. XXXIX, ' ~ EVERY SATURDAY. © Week Ending June Gth, 1931,



YOUR EDITOR INVITES YOU TO—-

Alcays glad to hear from gou, chums, so drep me & line to the follmoing addross §
The Editor, The*' Magnet " Library, The Amalganiaied Press, Lid,, The Flaclioay
House, Farvingdon Sireel, Losdon, E.C4£.

E'RE having & really glorious
day to-day, as I write this,
and the sun i3 pouring in
I:hmugil. mwmy ofbce windows.

Try aa I will, can hardly think of
onyihing elsa but

HOLIDAYS !

It's a wonderful word, isn't it, when
vou think of all it meana? Bat, alas,
unlike you fellows, your Editor never
vaplly peta a complete holiday! He's
always got to remember that you chaps
juaist uwpon getting your MaoNET eve
weak at the proper Ume, and the result
iz that whan ** yours trujy " to
run away to the seaside or the country,
ho always has to take a bundle of worl
with hirm,

It's the same with tgm- auﬂmrst. When-
ever th away, the prine itamy in
their 1 sz W a.F t}rp{:wﬁm‘ﬁﬂut they
—lucky rall;y arrenge to go
obroad, and then start flooding my offico
with o stream of gaily-co Fﬁs‘t&ﬂ-’lﬂﬂ:,
which coma [rom porte of unusual
tha which they etrike en their holidays.
Natorally, it is necessary for them to
travel extensively, because they couldn't
write 80 convinoingly about foreign parts
of the world if they didn’t there and
g0 the countries for themseives.

You'll find plenty of

REAL HOLIDAY FARE
in the izsuea of the Miewer whi{ehHI am
now ing. The stories o aITY
‘h‘u‘tmrt-sc:]:Pd; &ﬂ for instance, are just
the right kind of sluff to read when on
holiday, while our latest serial 18 caleulated
to make you aimply long for each sme-
ceading issue, Bo % you can follow the
b sdventures of our new hero.
As holiday-time ia the time for boing
jolly, wall, the * Greyfriara Herald "
will zes to it that you get plenty of
chuckles. Don't forget your Magwer
when wou go away, chuma! It'll epoil
yvour holiday if you do! And you ecan
huy the Macwer anywhere in the British
1sles=-and at moat places on the Continent.

AVE wou ever heard of

| i R—
ne of my chumas from Wigan, Jce
Aindow, writes to tell me that it really
does exiat ! Actually it is a milway
siding where wagons tip their dust into
the cenal, and it projects only about 4 feet
from the canal lmnf:. Joa tella me thod
if I write to Wigan for a photo of the
pior, that iz the photo I'll pet! I'll take
Joeo's word for it—but if he or his chumsg
possers a snapehot of the * pler,” 1'd like
to se0 1t |

The first prizewinner this week Js
Hepinald Hiekinbottom, of 20, Buie
Hiveet, Crookes, Shelield, who winz one
of our topping Luoks #or the following
AT ¢
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Lady (angrily) :

“I'H feich my
hushand |

Tramp :  * N,

thanks, Tady ; I ain’t no can-

pibal ! **
ARE YOU A * HIKER "?

My morning ¢ talla me that there
are already over hall a millicn ' hikers "
in this country, and I ean't halp wondenn
lLow mfhe m‘f. E_qm:}arn .s:a num
smongat . iking,"” or
is certainly one of the heat waye I know
3@&:}5 8 holiday—and also one of the

sapest. All need is a pair of aborts,
A1) OPED-N60 phirt, strong boots, and a
ruck-spok, or an ald army k. A stout
gtick im an advantags, then you are
ready to take the open raad.

Thanks to the en rise of ths many
rambling cluba which are dotted all over
the eountry, you ocan ?ut- up for the night
at * Youth ﬁmtﬁii,‘ whers the charge
for a bed and a bath is only ono shilling.
You can also get food at wayside
and little eafen quite cheaply—and you
save on farem!

Whan you come to think of it, some
of the

MOST WONDERFUL SCENERY

in the world is to be found in our own
country. Beveral renders have written
to me to ek ¥ [ van recommend good,
cheap holidaya to them, and I have no
hesitation whatever in advising them to
go on s rambling holiday,

Just think of the wonderful places you
may reach on foot—the moors of
Northumberland and Devonshire, 1he

picty ue coves of Cornwell, the

glhg'bouu District, the Scottish hills,
Poak district, the Cheddar Gorge,

and, for my Irish resders, the Lalies of
Killarney., Make no tmisteke abent it,
chums, gome of the prettiest places in the
world are to be found not far from your
own doorsiep!

Many thu.‘nEa to those resders who have
written telling me about the beauty apots

BOOKS, PENKNIVES and
POCKET WALLETS offered
for storyettes and Greyfriprs
limericks. All gfforts te be
gent to:

clo MAGNET,
&, Carmelile Sireet,
Eonden, E.C. 4 {(Canip.}.

DONT MISS THIS
QPPORTUNITY OF
WINNING SOME-
THING USEFUL!

LIRS PEPRE T TPRR TV PERDT DTN TE] "I—llmlll

(le lady) : ** Could you
Teraimp y !‘h‘.r

|

EFaETENFTERERARIEi AR TERa TR RARREREFRA

B esssnsnemnnanrsnsissnsguesnanpiiasiiEidansngun

noar  their own  nejgh.
bourhoods. I've made o
nota of several of them,
snd I hope to visit all of
tham in time.

One fipal word of
advice, chumal Don't
forget to take your Mic-
Rer with you! Amnd, if
ou've got room in your
gmk fnrsnﬁmm, a copy of
the * Gem,” or one or two
isaues of “ The Schoolboys’
Own Library " will bhelp
you to spend many a
delightful hour en route !

OW that the weather
showe gigna of being
really warm in the
near future, it is

pleasant to turn to

A RATHER CHILLY SUBJECT,

Tom Coats, of Ialoworth, wants +0 know
Ehn: big icebergs m 1 Wn:Eil Gihmu.lm.
v in gize, generally 810
nl::n{tt- it RE mnuutaiun.ﬁy'ﬂ
oeek

pping. It ias
ship how far the
water, and, con-
etrike the sub-
i lang before
are in the danger

Anocther wvery dangerous thing con-
poeoted with mﬁ:gu s that the igg undar
watar may melt quicker than the ico
above, which makes the berg top-heavy.
It thereupon iurns turtle—and woe
betida the ship that happena to be near
enough to it as it heaves over!

Now for a clever G?Firhn limerick
sent in by Mies P. Pavk, of 27, Peel Street,
Lincoln, which well deserves the prizo of

a penknife.

0ld GosHog's 2 crusity old chap
Who's most apt to snarl and to snap
At fellows who, late,
Ring &t his losked gate,
And romse him frem oat of his nap |

Here's an amusing Littla piece of in-
formation for you! Would you beliove
that there was once

A PIG TRIED FOR MURDER?
:I[:&mndd.s :;lbf]&iﬂ?ﬂ.h!ﬂ, _'E:l-uEt’s tmilﬁ:'[?t
ppene v » o the year ¥
and & pig and her sﬁy ng were v
taken to cowrt, placed in the dock, and
tried for having murdered a child!
Furthermore, the pig was actually found
Guilty, and senten to death, while the
six young ones were acguitted om account
HWh;r youth! ; . ;
t i3 in next week's programmg ?
—I can hear you ell asking, Hero i6 ia;
First and foremost a grand long com-

plete tale by Frank Richarda, entitled :

“THE BOY WHO KNEW TOO MUCH !

It's full of just the kind of things you
like to read, and if it doesn't keop wyou
engrossed all the way through—wrell,
vou had better see a doctor ! It's the kind
of yarn yvou won't want to lay down unuil
you have read every word of it!

What deo think of our new serial
* Land of Logt Planea " ¥ A real thriller,
what T Onpe of my readers says: “ Every
serial you publizh seems to be better than
the last.”™ \Well, it i3 my intention to seo
to it that this splendid reputation is
maintained | -

0f course, there will be the * Crey.
friare Horald * lament as usuad,

= yenother interesting cricket article, snd
* ymore jokes and limericks.

YOUR EDITOR.



THRILLING YARN

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
What’s Up with Whartan?

ARRY WHARTON stopped
H suddenly.
Morning echool was over at
friars, and fellows of all
Forms streamed out into the quad.

The Famous Five of tha Remove wers
Eh‘!_'blﬁllg under the old elms in the
bright June sunshine, when Lancaster of
the Sixth came along from the House.

The tall, handsome Rixth-Former was
heading directly towards the group of
juniors, evidently with the intention of
gpeaking to them.

Four members of the Co.
gave him cheery grins, and
moved to meet himm &8s he
Came up.

But Harry Wharton, stop-
flmg suddenly, fushed red,
wesitated & second, and then
turned away.

Four pairs of eyes followed
him in astonishment,

“Wharton 1" called out Bob Cherry.

Frank Nugent ceught at Wharton's
BT,

“Harry, old man! What's up 1

“ Nothing I But—"

“You ass, Lancaster’s coming to speak
to us, Can't you sea—"

*“1 know! I—*

“¥You can't cut a Sixth Form man!
What on earth's the matter ¥

Harry Wharton did not reply, but he
would have moved away as Lancaster ol
the Bixth came under the elms.. Frank
MNugent held his arm. Frank’s face was
the picture of dismayed smazement.

It was against all laws, written and

/.

Featuring Harry n & Co., the Chums of Greyfriars.

unwritten, for a Lower boy to “eut™
a Sixth Form man in the quad if the
spitif moved the great man to address
him. And Lancaster was not, so far as
the chums of the Remove were con-
cerned, an ordinary Sixth-Former. They
had known him in the holidays; they
liked snd admired him; they were as
friendly with him a3 it was possible for
juniors to be with a Sixth-Former and
a First Eleven man. Harry Wharton
had been one of his most enthusiastic
apd loyal admirers hitherto. Ho hia
present action was simply amazing to his
friends,

By day the most popular fellow in the Sixth at
Greyfriars . . .
By night a skilful cracksman who, 50 far, has
evaded the police . ., .

And Wharlon bas discovered Lancaster’s
terrible secret !

“0f your rocker, Wharton?” gsked
Johnny Bull blankly.

*“My esteemed ond idictie chum-—*
murmured Hurres Jamset Bam Singh.

Wharton pulled at his arm,

“Let go, Frank! I-I'd rather not
) ‘L'.muastgr I he muttered.

Nugent did not let go.

“Don't be an ass ! Frank's voice was
unusually sharp. “Do you want to in-
gult a Sixth Form man—and the best
fellow in the Bixth, teo? Hold on, I
tell you.” ,

Lancaster of thoe Sixth was ncar at
hand now.

Wharton gave it up.

With the Bixth Form man within

OF SCHOOLBOY ADVENTURE—BY FRANK RIEHARDE._L

speaking distance, to turm and walk
away would have been rather too
pointed, whatever the motive of tha eap-
tain of the Remove w%"ht have boon,
Ho remsined where he was, his face
flushed and uneasy; bhia chuma, also,
looking rather red and uncomfortable.
They were wondering whether Lancas-
ter had noticed Wharton's effort, and in-
tention, to avord him. They could not
imagine what he would think of it, if he
had. The slightest notice from him was
an honour and e distinction for & junior,
The mere fact that they knew Lancaster
gave the Famous Five additional pres-
tiga in their own Form. Tha
Co. fervently hoped that the

scnior had not noticed the
amaging conduct of thoir
comrade,

Lancaster gave no sign of
having noticed it. Thers was
a pleasant emile on his hand-
Et::tlne faco as ho came to a

ait.

] “You're wanted, Wharton,"
said the senior

“Oh! Yes!"”stammercd Wharton.

His eyes did not meet Lancaster's.
The Aush foded out of his face, leaving
him a little pale.

Lancaster's dark, keen eyes scapned
him. He could scarcely fail to observe
that there was something amiss with the
captain of the Remove,

"Quelch spoke to me as I camae ouk,
and asked mo to tell you,” eaid the Sixth-
Former. “You're to go to the Head's
study.”

“"Very well 1" muttered Wharton.

Toe Macxer Lispart.—No, 1,216
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. Lancaster of the Sixth panzed. [av-
ing delivered the message from Mr
Quelch, the master of the Remove, he
would have walked on, leaving the
juniors rather “ bucked * at having been
spoken to in the quad by the great
cricketer whom all Greyiriara delighted
tc honour, But though the Co. appre-
ciated that distinction as much as usual,
it was clear that Harry Wharton did
not. He looked, as he felt, utterly un-
comfortable,  His eyes were On
round, and it was obvious that he was
fonging to get out of Lancaster’s pre-
gence. It was too obvious for the senior
to fail to see it; so obvious that the Co.
felt worried and discomfited, and quite
ssnamed, for once, of their leader,
Richard Laneaster compressed his well
eut lips slightly. Such a change in
Wharton's manner towards him was
startling. Most Bixth Forrm men, per-
haps, would have disregarded a juniors
manner, and loftily failed to heed
whether it had ch.:ged or not. But
Lancaster of the 31 probably had his
own reasons for taking heed of 1t
“What's up, kid?” he nsked good-

naturedly. .
Wharton's face coloured again.
“Eht Ohl Nothing!” be stam-
mered,

“ Feeling the strain, whati™ asked
Lancaster. “I hear that you had a
rather unCOMIMON eXperience last night.

“Ohl VYes. ) .

“From what I hear, some Highclife
fellows got hold of you yesterday, and
tied you to a tree, and left you out for
the night,” said Lancaster. *“Is that
!n?ij

"YE&" . "

“ Rather a rotten expericnce.

il ?Eﬂ.“

“ Probably that's what the Head wants
to seo you about.™

2 Il i no

Wharton's replies were nll 1m mono-
syllables. Thaezﬁnterﬁew with Dick Lan-
caster was evidently painful and unwel:
come to him.

Why it should be so was a mystery to
his chums, and appsarently to Lancaster
also. The Sixth Form man's eyes were
keen as rapiers as they scgnned him.
But Wharton did not meet hie eyes.

“Tt was Ponsonby and his erowd did
it,” =said Cherry, chiefly for the sake
of saying something, “and we're jolly
w&llﬂ going to meake them sorry for if,
hgr?eg, rather 1 said Johnny Bull

*“The sorrowfulness of the esteemed
Ponsonby will be terrific!” declared
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

“Where did it happen?” acked Lan-
caster.

Wharton did not answer. Bob Chervy
answered for him.

“Tt was on the way home from Lan-
tham. That ass Bunter bagged Whar-
ton’s bike, and Wharton motor-bussed it,
snd had to toke the cut across Hogben
Grange—"

Lancaster started.

“ Hogben Grange ?* he repeated.

“Yes. And Pon & Co. wers mooching
aboub there, and they collared him, as
he was alone, and ragged him. Wish
I'd been there!” said Bob. o

* You—you wera left for the mfht in
the grounds of Hogben Grange, Whar-
ton7” nsked Laneaster, in an altered
VOICE,

L1 YEE.'?’

“]1 suppose you got locse after 2
time

[T ?{'5;“

“What time did you get back to
Gresiciars ¥

Tre Maoxgr LIBRART.—XNo 1,216

*“Three in the morning.” -

“Quelch was sitting up for !zim,"_smd_
Mugent. “Ha's been like & bear with
sore head in the Form-room this morn-

ing. Lats hours don't agree with
Quelch,”

Lancaster smiled.

“ And they tied to a tree in Hog-

ben (Grange, and left you,there for the
night I* he said. *“A vile trick| That
young Eﬂﬁﬂﬁﬁl‘ﬁl Ponsonby is in want of

the a thrashing,
“Hea's goi w one I* said Bob,
“1 koow Grange,” remarked
Lancaster. “1 stayed a night there,
you know, after a spill on my motor-
bike. The timm{h aTe pmﬁmmn—m
Where did they leave you in the grounds,
Wharton 1

Harry Wharton raised bis eyes at last,
and looked the Sixth Form man full in
tha face.

What he expected to read in that
face he hardly knew; but all that he
read there was a mild apd friendly
interest, :

He did not answer the question,

“You esay the Head wants
Lancaster 1" ho asked,

“That's sn.™

“Then I'd better go in.”

And with that Harry Wharton turned
away and walked quickly towards the
House, leaving Lancaster of the Sixth
staring ofter him, and the other fellows
crimson with discomfort.

Lancaster gave the juniors a nod xnd
walked on. Hia lips were compressed
and there was a strange gleam in his
eyes, The four Ilemoyites looked at
one another when he was gone,

“What on earth’s up with Whar-
ton " asked Bob Cherry.

“Goodoess knows,”

“He's as good a2 insulted Lancaster,”
said Johnny Bullk  “What the merry
thump can he have against Lancaster,
all -::nfJ a sudden " :

“Can’t make it out,” said Nugent.

*The knowfulness is not terrific,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, shaking his
dusky head.

“Well, % won't do,” grunted Johnny
Bull. “We'll jolly well make him
explain, when ha comes out, sfter gecing
tha Beak.”

And the chums of the Remove zzled
and annoyed, followed Harry Wharton
to the House.

me,

THE SECOND CHAFTER.
The Caterpillar is Interested !

T ATERPILLAR I
1 De ﬂﬂurﬁy, of the Fourth
Form at Highcliffe, did not

ADEWAL.

The elegant Higheliffa junior, whoese
slow and aa?r ways had earned him the
nickname of the *Caterpillar,” was
standing with his hands in his pockets,
on the steps of the House at Higheliffe
School.

He was looking at a proup of fellows
at o littls diﬂb&ﬂﬂﬁ—?ﬂﬂﬁﬂﬂhi, Moneon,
{iadshy, Vavasour, all of his IForm.
The Caterpillar seemed interested in
that group and he did not heed his
chum Courtenay, who came out of the
House and joined him.

“ Caterpillar |¥ repeated Courtenay.

* 0ld bean,” answered the Caterpillar,
without turning his head, “I know

there's time for somo cricket practice

before tiffin. I know likewise that I'm

not goin’ to put any in. Chuck it "
Courtenay laughed.

“ Blacker 1" he answered. Gﬂurtanaﬁ,
the captain of the Highcliffe Fourth,
had his bat under hizs arm. “Well, I'l]
cut along whils you loaf |”

“PDon't!” said the Caterpillar,

THE MAGNET

“There’s gomethin' more interestin’
goin' on than cricket, Even the great
summer game, my beloved earer, takes
a back sest at the present moment.”
“Wkhat the thump—" Courtenay

an,
Look at Pon " said the Caterpillar,
Dot om0 you like” agreed D
» "' agreed De
ﬂoumg, with u‘nod,q‘nbul my ngg;in.iun in
that he's auﬁmemtfr bothered already.
Pon’s in low water, old bean—Pon's in
a #sad and moultin’ state. There's some-
oty i i e o By o3
ipling &4 13 g
ot hd:up-ﬁue, fathead I* ¥
“1 know it was some am,” assented

the Caterpillar. “Look at Fon! Where

in the happy, carcless smile of un-
thinkin’, unrofiectin’ boyhood! Whers
is the brightness of his jolly old
ayal answers whera,"

“ Ass 1M aaid ﬂnuramg
% BE& he glanoed towards the group of

nuts.

Ponsonby and Gadsby, Monson and
Vavasour, stoed in a elose group, in
low-toned talk. Courtenay would not
have notioed them, having little to do
with the slackers and black sheep of
his Form. But now that his attention
was drawn to Pon & Co., ha could zeo
that they were in what the Cater illar
elegantly described as a "moultin'2
state.

Ponsonby’s face was dark and savage.
Monscnn and  Gadsby loocked worried,
Vavagour looked more then worricd; he
looked frightened, Something, evidently,
wad tmuiﬁing the usually happy knuts
deeply.

“Pou's beem up to somethin'[™
remarked the Caterpillar saniﬂnﬂfh
H in’ more gerious than usual, old
thing, Pon's a frightfully interestin’
study., I keep on wond how long it
will be befors he's sacked from High-
clife. He'd have sacked from any
other school long ago. How awiully
lucky it is for Pon, old bean, that this

jolly old school iﬁn a stato of dry rot,
with a Chief Beak who dodders and

dozes, and s stall that follow his in-IddF
example an’ let everythin' alide. How
lucky for Pon that dear old Mobbs, our
respected Form master, devoted hia
energiea to greasin’ up to the nobility
an' gentry, and takin’ care never to
find them out in their litile pames—
what I

“Oh, rot!” grunted Courtenay. The
slack state of tﬁe school, which no deubt
wag fortunate for Pon, certainly did
not please the captain of the Fourth.

“But there's a limit, even at High-
cliffe,” yawned the Caterpillar, " And
I'm wonderin’ where old Pon has
stepped over the limit this time! Looks
it, doesn't ho?®

“No birney of ours !" said Courtenay.

“Your mistake, old bean,” answered
the Caterpillar gently. *“I'm frightfully
interested. I bet & man two ioc one thab
Fon would be sacked last term. I lost
that bet—instead of losin® Ponil I'll

ive you three to ome, old eoul, thab
*an will be sacked this term. Takin' it
on "

“ Oh, rats|”

“Come and talk to them,” suggested
the Caterpillar. “They’re in a state of
horrid affliction; and it's a kind heart's

iddy duty to comfort the afHicted.

et's go and comfort the afficted, old
scout,’

*“Bozh 1" : 5

Courtenay walked away with his bat.
The Caterpillar smiled eleepily, wend
down the steps, and strolled towards the
group of knuts.

A less keen eye than Rupert de
Courcy’s would huve seen that the knuta
were in an afflicted state. Had their
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low-voiced converse reached him, he
would have been still more assured of
that.

“T tell you it's as safe as houses!”
Ponzonby was muttering. “It's that
bruta arton’s word against ours
Well, we deny the whole thing !

"I know that!" growled Gad:shr.
llBut_l?

“ It was too thick 1" muttered Monson,
“Trin’ a fellow to a tree and leavin'
him out for the night—pah! I told

ou it was rotten, Pon! But you would

ave your way, and now we're for it 1"

“ Absclutely I mumbled Vavasour.

“We're for it, right enough, if vou
losa your nerve and  give yourselves
away ! said Ponsonby, with bitter con-
temnpt. “If weo all tell the same tale,
and stick to it, what can that Greyfriars
gacl g™

I"on's friends were not parficalar in
such matters; but standing in tho
resence of two headmasters and telling
alschoods was rather a sbrain on them.
Tt was a dangerous game, too, and they
wera norvous and uneasy. What they
had done meant the “sack,” even from
& slack school like Higheliffe, if it was
made clear against them., And lying
was & dubious business; there was
ali'nya danger of something coming
DUIE.

“ Cheese it !” added Ponzonby in a
whisper.  “"Hero comes that sss De
Courcey. He's noticed somethin'.”

“The brute notices everythin', though
he always looks half asleep!” grunted
Giadsby,

Three of the knnts looked depressed
and dismal,but Ponsonby gave tho Cater-
pillar a forced smile as he ecame up.

Rk e
—

= i —

“Well, he's goin’ to tell the truth, I
suppose,” sald Monson. ' And—and
when a man's tellin® the truth, people
beliave it somechow.”

‘**Hig own Beak must believe him, or
he wouldn’t be comin’ over here to 2ee
cur Head " muttered Gadsby.

*“His own Beak can go and eat coke!
It's our Beak that matters!” said
Ponsonby coolly. “And I can tell youn
Dr. Voysey would want a lot of proof.
Is there any proof "

“Not if we deny it, I suppose,”™ =aid
Cadsby. “But—"

4 Keep your nerve, you ass: that’s all
that's wanted.”

Pon’s friends did not answer. They
looked dismal snd depressed. Hard
lying, do doubt, might get the quartette
out of the scrape. Lying was not new
to them, either. But thoere was a limit.

Pon, at all events, had nerve enough
not to give himself away.

“ Anythin' a fellow can do, you men *"
asked the Caterpillar urbanely. His
eyes wera on Ponsonby & Co. with a
half-mocking smile in them.

“Eh! I don’t follow.” said Ponsonby,
“ Nothin's the matter that I know of.”

“Dear me! 1 was thinkin' that you
men were in fwightful twouble, and I
was rollin’ up fo comfort the aficted.
WNothin' wrong "

“MNothin’ at all.”

“Good 1" saig the Caterpillar heartily.
“I'm glad now that old Courtenay didn't
clinch on the bet I offered him.™

“What bet, you asai”

“1 offered him three to one that you'd
be sacked this term, old chap. Should
I hove lost ™ asked the Caterpillar.

5

“Oh, don't bo & gost!” growled
Ponsonby.

“You're not tellin' a friend all about
it asked the Caterpillar *“ Perhapa
I could help you. You don't need tollin'
that I'm the bhrainy man of the Fourth.
The fact i3, Pon, I don't really want you
to be bunked. You're an interestin’ study,
and I want to keep you by me, you
know, for entertoinment in idle moments.
e the point ¥

Pon's friends grinned. Pon scowled.

“Moke a clean breast of it to youe
Uncle Rupert,” went on the Cater-
i:{uli:ur encouragmgly. “If a thumpin'

i0's wanted, perhaps I could make a

suggestion, There's a way of doin’
these things. Lyin' is an art, like
everythin' else.  Your methods are

erude, Pon™

“Oh, shut up!” i

“Tired of my light and genial conver-
eation already " asked the Ca illar,
“"Is that my reward for takin' all the
troublo to butt into what doesn’t con-
cern me?" .

*I—I say, the Caierpillar could help
ua out it—if he would,” muttered
Cadsby. *“His word's as pood as gold.

““I expected Ponsonby tio ke,
exclaimed Harry Wharton, ** and
Mr. Mobbs knows he s a liar, as
well as a hooligan and a rascal 1 **
Dr. Voysey ralsed his eyebrows
and siared at Wh:aittﬂn in amare=-
ment,

I—I say, Caterpillar, if—if you'd say
that you were out with us vesterday
afternoon——"

The Caterpillar raised a delieately
manicured hand in gentle rebuke.

“Nothin' doin’, Gaddy! Like the
Yankee in the old story, I cannot tell
a lia! I'm not above makin' a suggces-
tion, and puttin’ a tofich of art into it,
if youwre hard up for a thumpin’
whopper. But I draw the line at tellin’
lies myself. Bad form, old bean!”

“Then go asnd eal coke!” growled
CGadsby.

“I'm here to help,” ssid the Cater-
pillar reproachiully. “1f you're goin'
to confide in your Uncle Rupert, get it
off vour chest before the man arrives.”

Ponsonby & Co. started,
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"The man?
Ponsonby.

*As you keep on starin’ round at the
gates every other minute, 1 take it that
you're expectin’ a caller,” smiled the
Caterpillar. “Is it another row with
Greyfriars? I remember you shd in
barely in time for call-over lust night,
and looked frightfully  perturbed.
Mobby neoticed it, too, I think., What
had you been up ta, dear boysi?

“Mobby?" esxclaimed Monson,
alurm. * ¥You think he noticed?2

* Mobby won't say ‘uu)ithmg,*:‘ said
the Caterpillar reasurringly, "I you
do onythin’ shady, dear men, you can
rely on Mobby not to find out if he
can help it. You e¢an put your shirs
on Hohﬁ . Bl it might be sufer to
ask Mﬂbgf home for a week-end, Pon,
1o meet your uncle the marquis. it will
mnl.:-? all zafe in that guarter, That’s a
tip 172

ii:‘nnguub' rinned 1ovoluntarily.

“I'va as'}-:efl him,” he said.

“Bright 1" said the Caierpillar ap-
provingly. “ Very bright! I shouldn’t
wonder if E;:ru never get sacked from
Highcliffe, Pon, and even if you never
go to chokey afterwards.”

“You silly, {ooiling asg=——"

“I'm tryin’ to help,” said the Cater-

illar. *“Halle! Is that the jolly old
Eea;u vou're expeclin’i”

A car turped in at tho gates and
drove up to the House, In it sat Dr.
Locke, the headmaster of Greyfriars,
and by lus side sat Harry YWharton, the
captain of the, Remove. The Cater-
pillar capped Dr. Locke politely as the
car passed at a little distance, and gave
Wharton & friendly grin. Ponsoitby
& Co. stared on with grim, lowering
faces.

“So it's a Greyfriars row !" said the
Caterpallar. ™ Must bo pretiy serious to
bring the headmaster here. What on
mnrrﬁ have you duffers been up toil

What map!™ snapped

in

Ponzonby sct his lips,

“Eulflm{’: lig :f-ﬂigf *Nothin’, and
we all stick to that.Z o

“} hope you'll got away with it, old
beans,” said the Caterpillar, *“I like
that chap, Wharton, and I dislike you
enormously, but I hope you'll gei away
with it. What would Highclitfe be like
without you, Pon? Like a drama with
the villain of the picce left out, what?
Hallo! ‘lhere’s old Mobby, and he
sectns to want you.=

The Caterpillar ambled away. Mr,
Mobbs, the master of the Fourth,
appeaved in the doorway of the House,
glaneed round, snd signed to Ponsonby
& Co. The four juniors, looking any-
thing but happy, went into the House.
The Caterpillar whistled softly. It was
obvious to him that Ponsonby & Co. had
asked for somcthing sericus this time,
and he wondercd [azily whether they
were going to get what they bad aske
for.

——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Nothing Dolng !

R. VOYSEY, the beadmastcr of
D Higheliffie, was in his study.

The drowsy old gentleman

under whose rule the sﬁhwf

had grown slacker end slacker until it

was tn B state that the Caterpillar

described as “dry rot,” sat at his

writing-table.

There had been sn irritated cxpres
cion ou his face when sat down, He
was expecting a oaller—an unwelcome
caller, There had been & talk on the
telephone that mnrnit{g, and, much
against the grain, Dr. Voysey had con-
sented to sce the Head of Greyfriars.

It meant trouble, worry, mental exer-

tion, and all these things were ansthema
to the Head of Highchife.
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He was accustomed to leaving things
in tho hands of his staff, thinking and
caring little how they weut so long as
they went smicothly.

His intercsts, as & maiter of fact,
were not in the school of which he was
the Head., He was & silver-baired,
benevolent-looking gentleman, very im-
posing to the eyes of paremis and
governors. He looked an 1deal school-
master, but he had no gift for that very
difficult and arduous profession.
wag old, he was tired, and his inlcresia
were elsewhere. . o

He had looked irritaled, thinking of
the coming visit, But his faco was
placid now. He had already fcrgotten
the expected wvisitory | ;

As he sat he was locking at a picture
on the study wall—a picture which
Highcliffe ellows described as B
smudge, wondering what on carth the

d Beak saw in it to prize it so highly.

But Dr, Voysey was an artistic gentle-
man if he was not a schoolmaster. That
Rembrandt was s genuine picture. It
had eost Dr. Voysey eight lmndred
pounds, long years since, and it was
worth three thousand pounds,

The old gentloman gave hardly o
thought to its value. He gloated over
it a5 a prized possession. Visilors to

Highelife wero always shown that
Rembrandt when the Head wished
Many of

sﬁﬁniall}r to honour them,
them perhapas toolkt the same view as
most of the Higholiffe fellows, and
looked on the work of art 23 a
“smudge.” DBut its market value was
undeniable. Dr. Voysey's Rembrandé
was famous.

GB!]I!& at the picture, the Head of
Higheliffe forgot time and =spnce. T#
was qQuite a amell picture, itz value
being n its quality, not in its guantity.
It delighted the sleepy old eyes of the
Highelifie headmaster, atd he received
qguite an unpleasant jar when Dr. Locke
was announced. He had not even heard
the car stop. ]

Dr. Voysey sighed, withdrew his gaze
reluctantly from hin Rembrandt, and
rose to his feet,

He greeted Dr, Locke with a stiff
bow: Ho took no notice whatever of
Harry Wharton, who followed his head-
master in.

VWharton stood silent and uncomfort-
able while the twe headmasters oz
changed stiff, formal greetings. It was
very much against his own wish thag
Wharton was thers at all o

He had no choice about explaining
why he had stayed out of school the

revious night; but had he been given
Eia choice he would have preicrred to
say nothing. He would have been quite
eontent to take the pumishment of
Ponsonby info his own hands. He de-
tested being put into the position of
accnsing the Higheliffe fellows, all the
more because he was on friendly terms
with Courtenay and his set at High-
cliffe. But there was no help for it;
he had had to come. . .

“Let us lose no time, sir,” said Dry
Voysey. His glance wandered to his
Rembrandt for a moment. He remem-
bered that he had to answer o letter
from an American collector who had
offered him fifteen thousand dollars for
the picture—an offer he intended to
refuse with bare politeness. Ile was
anxious to get dono with this Greyiviars
husiness, Ho blinked at Harry Whars
ton over his gold-rimmed glasses. “I
understand that this—this boy has soma

acensaiion io make against certain
Highelifie boys.” .
“Not precizely,” said Dr. Locke

“The matter 15 B0 very serious, siry
that I am bound to bring it to your
notice. Unless it is satisfactorily deald
with here, I consider it prebable that
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this boy's guardian, Colonel Wharlon,
'm.ﬁ,& tn{e the matter up in the courts.”

‘;&f*tha (llm m}fr‘ muke Iliﬂ+§l.]li¢uahtlﬂﬂ

ood,” said Dr. Voysey peevishly.

§ “The facts, sir, are these. Loat
evening Wharton had occasion to take
a short out across the I?Hk at Hoghen
(irangs, returning to the after
seaing o cricket match at Lantham,
Four boys of this school met him there,
gvercame his resistance, and bound him
to 8 tree.”

(13 Iﬂdﬁd !H

“Wharton remained tied to the tree
to & very late hour. The matter
ita fortunate side,” continned Dr.
Lovke, “for it happened that two rascals
Lhad plaoned a burglary at Sir Julius
Hogben's house that night, and they
met at the beech-tree to which Wharton
was tied, As they did npot see him
in the dark, he escaped what might
have been a very terrible danger. He
was dble to loosen his bonds atter they
wWele a and reach the house and give
the slarm in time to prevent tho
robbery, though not the escape of the
burglars.”

“Indeed !"" repeated Dr. Vovsor.

He politely repressed a yawn. It waa
clear that the attempted burglury ak
Hogben Grange did not interest the
Head of Higheliffe, _

“1 tell you this, sir,” said Dr. Locke,
rather sharply, “as showing the danger
to whigh this boy was exposed by the

action of Ponsonby and his friends. If
those l?“rlesa characters had seen
him—"

“Tt appears that they did net, from
what vou say,” remarked the Head of
Higholiffa. *"We need not, therefore,
waste time considering what might have
happened, I think." o

Dr. Locke compressed his lips.

“yery well, sic! But it was alter
one o'clock in the morning when Whar-
ton succeedad in releasing himself, TUp
to that time he waa a prisoner In &
lonely park. I trust that you see how
sorious this matter is.”

“ Undoubtedly, Whom does the boy
acense ™

“Yon may speak, Wharton.”

Harry Wharton coloured.

“J accuse no ong, sir,” he smd. I
had to tell my Form master what had
happened. He had to know why I had
staved out the might. But if my head-
master would consent, I should prefer
nothing more to be said about the
e e it o B ¥

uite so—qguita 0, sl r. YOTVIey,
with an air of relief. “If you take that
view, Dr. Locke—" i .

“T cannot take that view, sir!"” anid
Dr. Locke sharply. “I reguire the
fullest investigation into the matter."

“Tn that case, let the boy give the
names, withsc::i [?nfvfurther waste of
tima ["' sanap L YO¥sey.

*“ Ponsonby, Gadsby, Monson,
Vavasour,” said Harry.

Dr. Voysey touched a bell,
directed the ﬁa%a who answered it to
request Mr. Mobbs to bring Ponsonby,
Gu.gshy, Monsen, and Vavasour to the
study. *

Tifera was silence, while the arrival
of the Fourth Form master and the four
delinquents was waited for.

Mr. Mobbs arrived, with Pon & Co.
at his heels.

Three of them were looking uncom-
fortable: but Ponsonby was perfectly
self-possessed. He pave Wharton a cool
glanes, and his lip curled.

“ Here are tho boys, sir!” eaid My,
Mobbs, barely ackoowledging the
presence of Dr. Locke,

“Thenk vou, Mr. Mobbs !"” The Head
of Highelife turned his glasses on the
four. *“Ponsonby! Thia boy, whose

and

and

namoe ig—is—is Wharton, accuses you
and your friends of—of tying him to a
tree, 1 think you said & tree, Dr.
Locke—"

“ Certainly I

“A—a tree,” resumed the Head of
Higlmliffa-—"n tree in Hogben Grange.
Did vou do this?"

“No, sir!” answered Ponsonby. And
the others shook their leads. Hard
lving was the order of the day now.
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“Thess bops deny it,” said Dr.
Voysey, blinking st the Head of Grey-
friars, “It would have been indeed o
vory extraordinary proceeding on their
park. I cannot, of course, eredik ik
without proof. I presume that Whar-
ton has some proof to offer 7"

“My word, sir!" said Harry.

i'm, hi'm! You do not expect me
to value Four word more hig than
Ponsonby’s, I suppese?' said. Dr.
Voysey testily, *These boys deny
1hme—

“ Certainly, sir!” zald Ponsonby.
“ Thers's not a word of truth in it. Wae
were nowhere near Hogben Grange
yesterday !

Harry Wharion's eyes gleamed. He
had known what line the Highcliffe
fellows would take—the only line they
could take, if they were not to be ex-
pollad from their school. He had been
gquite aware that this visit to Higheliffe
waa futile,

The seorn in his look made Gadsby,
Monson, snd Vavasour lower their
eyes; but Ponsonby met his look with
brazon agsurance.

“If I mav speak, sir—"" gaid Mr.
Mobbs, with a venomous glance at the
Greyiriars junior. _

“ Pprogead, Mr. Mobbs," said the Head
of Highcliffe. ]

“T am bound to saw, sir, that there
has been continual trouble between Pon-
sonby and his friends and the Grey-
friars boys; and that I am convinced
that the fault lies with Greyfriars,” said
Mr. Mobbs, ¥I am bound to say that

7

I regard this story a3 a reckloss
invention 1"

Harry Wharton crimsoned.

“I aexpected Ponsonby to lie,” lLe ex-
claimed; “and Mr, Mobbs knows that
he is a liar, as woll as o hooligan and
a roscal 1"

Dr. Voysey raised hiz eyelrows
staring at Wharion. Mr, Mobbs tumeni
almost green.

“Dr. ke, this language ! said the
Head of Higheliffe.

“Wharton, calm yourself ! said Dr.
Locke, “8ir, you cannot be sarprised
at the boy's indignation. He has.been
treated in 8 rullianly manner, and 13
here at my command lo state what haa
happened. 1 place the uimost relianco
on his word.”

“H'm, h'm! ¥You cannot expect ma
to do so, sir, against the declarations of
four boys bainnging to thid school,” eaid
Dr. Voysey., “Mr. Mobbs, I beliave,
rolies on the good faith of these boys
in his Form."”

“ Undoubtedly, sir,”’ said Mr. Mobbs.

Dir. Locke rose to his feet.

“If that i3 the view you take, Dr
Vovsey, I am wasting time here,” he
said. “I will only say that this iz nok
the end of the maktter, I have no doubt
that Colonel Wharton will take it up,

and that you will hear from Ins
solicitora, I bid you good-merning,
sir 1"

Dr. Locke made Wharton o sign o
follow him, and left the study. With &
heightened colour he returned to his
car, and drove away. His last remark
had brought a worried frown to the
Higheliffe headmaster's brow. Nob
that the old gentleman belicved the
accusation against the Highcliffe
follows; it was easier to take Pon &
Co.’s word and dismiss the mattor, than
to go into it with thorowghness, and
Dr. Vovsey always chose the easiest
path. But the ides of angry proceed-
ings from an irate old colonel threat-
ened disturbanee to his repese. It was
an unpleasant prospect.
~ He dismissed Mr. Mobbs and the
jumiors ond remained frowning for
some minutes. Then his glance wan-
dered to the Rembrandt, and the cloud
cleared from his brow. He forgot the
disagreeable interview and the disagree-
able consequences that might follow, in
contemplation of his arfistic tressure.
And a little later he nodded drowsily
off, and nodded, and nodded. till he was
imal}:qned by the announcement of
TCE.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Cut In the Quad !

M 00K, here, Wharton—"'
* Look here, old chap—"
“What the thump—"

“My osteemed asinine
chum—"
The Co. all started together. And
Harty Wharton's brow, which was

slready clouded, clouded more dﬂ@gl}',_
Ho had returned from Highcliffe in
the Head's car. Dr, Locke had been
oxtromely annoyed by the result of his
call at Higheliffe; though the jumior
conld have told him what he might have
expected. .
Wharton had begged the Head, with
prent earnestness, not to report the
matter to his uncls and guardian,
Colonel Wharton, but to let i pass.

He disliked the fuss that was being
made, still more he disliked being
placed in the position of anccuser. A
schoolboy feud, settled by the schoolboys
themselves, was ore msiter; but an
affair taken up the elders was quite
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sngther, and Harry's position was &n
swkward and disagrecable one.

11is headpaster had acoaded at length,
which was s relief. Frobably Dr. Locke
realised that the affair could only
materialise in & bandying of accusations
ond denials, unpleasani all round, aud
leading to nothing.

Dr. Looke consented, at Jong last, to
leave the matter where it wos, and, in-
deed, commended Wharton for his for-
bearance and f[orgiving spirit—a com-
mendation which was bardly deserved,
for Wharton had no intention of ellow-
ing Ponsonby to escape unpunished. He
wanted to end the fuss on the subject
and take the punishment of Ponsonby
into his own hands. That, of course, he
did not confide to his headmaster]

Anyhow, the matter had ended, from
an official point of view. qusnnb:.‘ &
Co.. et Highcliffe, were rejoicing over
their escape: Dr. Voysey had already
forgotten the matter; and Dr. Locke,
probably, was relieved to bave done
with it.

Justice had not been done, but justice,
after all, was fairly safe in the hands
of Harry Wharton & Co., had the head-
master only known it! But IHarry
Wharton was net thinking of the young
rascals of Highclife when the chums

rejoined him in the quad after his
return. Another matter was heavy on
his miind.

The four juntors all szpoke at once,
and Wharton knew what was coming.
Hiz brow clouded more than ever. The
Co. wanted to know: and what they
wanted to know he could not tell them.
He did not answer as they spoke, and
there was something like irritation in
their looks.

“Now, look here, Wharton,” zaid Bob
Cherry, “we've waited for you to como
back, and now hera you are. What did
you mean by playving the goat when
Lancaster of the Sixth spoke to you
after class®”

VWharton was silent. ;

“Have you gﬂt something against
him ™ demanded Johnoy Bull.

No answer.

“You practically insulied him,'* said
Frank Nugent. I suppoie yow kad a
reason

*Yes," zaid Harry ot last,

“Well, give it & name,” said Nugent
tartly.

“J ean't.”

“Aud why not?" asked Johnny Bull,

Wharton coloured. "There was a long
PaLse,

“1'd rather you men didn’t azk me,”
he said at last. “"I—I don't want to
have anything to say to Lancaster of the
Sixth. No remson why I should ever
have 'miythmg to do with him—he's in
the Sixth, and I'm in the Lower Fourth.
lliii”rather keep clear of him, That's
all.

“You, a Remove man, are taking it
an yourself to bar a Sixth Form man,
the most popular senior at Greyfriars,
Eccﬁpt old Wingate!"” exclaimed Johnny

ull.

* Not exactly., I'd rather keep out of
hiz way.” ¥ PP

“Well, why?"? exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“What's the man done i

“I—I can’t zay that he's done any-
thing.”

The Co. stared at Harry Wharton.
They seemed hardly able to believe their
ears, as the captain of the Remove made
that reply.

“¥ou can't say that old Lancaster has
done anything, but you want to bar
him ! ezelaimed Bob. “Ia thot what
you call eensei'"

“The eensefulness is not terrific, my

g Msc¥er LisRAET.—No, 1,216,

esteemed fatheaded Wharton,"
murmured Hurree Jamset Rom Singh.

UI=I ecan’t  explain,’  stammered
Wharton, " 1'mi pot surée—1 meap—JI-—-
I can't say a:;:,-1_1umi,r. No need to talk
alrous 1kl 1I'm sxmpi' going to keep out
of the man's way. That's all.'

Lob Cherry drew a deep breath, Dob
was seldom angry, cspecially with his
friends.  But he was angry now.

“That won't do,”” he said abruptly.

“It will have to do!”” said Harry

Wharton tartly. *I suppose I can keep
ot of o mwan's way if I like.”
_ "o, you can't! We knew Lancaster
in 1he hols; he’s taken a lot of potice
of us siuce he cawme te Greyiriars—he's
been thoroughly decont and kind and
good-natured, Ho's given us tips at
cricket—he’s tea’d with us in the study.
You admit that hie's done pothing——"*

“I don't know—-"*

“Vou must koow whether he's done
anything or not.””

*[—1'm not sure—!

“Blessed if I can make you out, If
you're not sure, youre bound to give
the man the benelit of the doubt,’?

“ That's only cricket,” said Nugent.

“Can't you tell us what you fancy he
may have done?” demanded Jobhnny
Bull.

[ I Eﬂ.i].‘ Lll

“And why not, von azs®"

“It wouldu't be fair to him, without
Leing sure

“Well, this won't do,”” said Baub.
“ Fellows will goon begin to notice. It
may revive that rotten story that Loder
of the Sixth started about Lancaster,
You haven't forgotten that Loder was at
& place ocalled Danby Creft in the
hohdays, and that there was a burglary
there, and Lancaster was staying there,
and that Loder more than hinted that
Lancaster kuew something about it.
He's shut up about that since, but if a
fellow turns against Lancaster without
& reazon——"" DBob broke off, staring at
Wharton's face, which bad grown
crimson. "Wharton! You npss! You
duffer! You're not chump enough to
Lelieve anything of that kind against
Lancaster, are you '

“Yor goodnes:s' zake let the matter
arop " exclaimed Wharton, “I can't
talk about it, and there's an end.”

"“There isn't an end "’ gxclaimed Bob,
“If you're backing up a cad like Loder,
egainst & splendid fellow like Lancaster,
vou can't expect vour friends to follow
your esample, f you do expect it,
you'll be jolly well disappeointed.”

Harry Wharton drew a deep breath.

“L'm not backing up Loder! Leder’s
chucked it, anyvhow, But—I'm going
to keep out of Lancaster’s way, 1'm not
asking you fellows to do the same. But
I—I must}”

“It will soon be all over the Remove,
Skinner noticed you in the quad, and
he's asked me what was up. Smithy
asked Nugent. You're ecaptain of the
Form, and you can’'t play the goat
without fellows n:::ticing;.”

“It won't do, Harry,” zaid Nugent,

“1I ecan't help it said Wharton
deszperately. “If you fellows knew—-""

“Well, we should know if you told
ns,”" eaid Johnny Bull in his stolid wov.
“We're not thought-readers! Why net
cough it up

Harry Wharton stood silent.

Evidently his new attitude towards
the popular new senjor was going to
cause trouble between himself and his
chums., They liked and sdmired and
l‘ﬁﬂl}:tﬂd Lancaster, as Wharton himself
had liked and admired and respeected
him—till last night! They could not
understand—and he could not tell them.
He could tell no one. He had not told
Mr, Quelch—he had not told the Head

*
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—he had not told Iuspeetor Grimes, of
Cousthicld, whe bad questioned him
closely about the two crooks who had
met under the ancient beech in H
Gravge, while Wharton was
there in the dark.

How could he iell?

Back inte his mind it came—the
rullianly, ferret-eyed Weasel lurking in
the darkness vnder the beech, waitin
for his confederate to join him, to crac
the crib at Hogben Grange. The
Weasel's nickname and deseription he
had given to the police. But the other?

Inspector Grimes had questioned him
about the eoiher. Wharton had
auswered, honestly, that he had not seen
the ether in the dark, but that the
Weasel had addressed him as the
Wizard, And be had seen, [rom the
mspectar’s manner, that that strango
name, the Wizard, was known to the
police.

But he bad not stated that the Wizard,
speaking to the other crook, had spoken
i1 the voice of Lancaster of the Sixthl

That he could not say.

His mind tossed in tormenting doubt,
Two voices might be exactly alike—even
to the little trieks of expression. It was
not likely, but it was posszible, and while
the merest doubt existed, ha could not
speak the name of a Greyfriars senior
in such a connestion,

That was impossible,

Wharton had fully intended to give
Richard Lancaster the benetit of the
doubt. He had intended to carry on the
sume as before. But he had found that
he could not.

He shrank [rom the presence of the
fcllow whom his conimon sense told him
was a crook, an 1m]pc}$tﬁr, a deceiver,
rascal; while his heart rejected what
his mind was forced to admit.

There was a doubt. He clang to the
doubt. There was little he would net
have given, to bave had his faith in
Diclk Lancaster restored. But it had
peen shaken {o its very roots. While a
shadow of a doubt remwaived, he could
not and would not say s word sgainst
Lancaster. But he had to keep cicar of
him—he had to keep away from him.

His chums waited for him to speak.
They waited in wvain. Tho dark,
ltarassed look om his face told of ihe
torment and trouble in his mind., But
ho had nothing to say. Even to his
chums, he could pot whisper what he
had discovered under the old beech in
Hogben GCrange—not while a douhs
remained.

The chums of the Remove excharged
glances,

Wharton was silent, and his friends
were silent; but their looks were grow-
ing grim. Yharton was theic chum,
bt Lancaster of the Sixth was a hero in
their eyes, and it was not ericket to turn
against & man for nothing, And there
had already been strange talk about the
new man in the Sixth, which Wharton's
attitude was likely to revive.

The bell for dinner rang out.

“Tiffinl" said Bob Cherry. “Got
anything to say, Wherton #**

i -E:.ﬂ l!l

“You don't expect us to be salisfied
with that 1"

No reply.

“ [Here comes Lancaster 1" said Nugent
uneasily,

Among the fellows heading for the
House, was the tall, slim, handsome
Sixth-Former, He was walki ng between
Wingate and Gwynne of the Sixth, chat-
ting with a pleasant smile on his face,

Wharton locked at him. Could that
handsome, care-free fellow be what
Loder of the Bixth had hinted—a crook ?
It seemed impossible. And yet—and
yet——

up
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Laneaster glanced at the group ol
juniors, left his Sixth Form friends to
wullk on to the House, and came towards
them. Evidently he intended to speak.

The preat ‘man of the Sixth, the
famous lhard-hitter of First Eleven
matcles, was actually sesking them
out—making them objects of envy 1o
all the juniors in sight[

The Co. looked anxiously at Whavton.
1f Lie played the goat now, it would Le
nwarked, puintad, a score of fellows
would notice——

Tliere was a stroggle in Wharton's
mind, He wanted, he longed, to act as
wsual: to give the man the benelit of the
doubt. such doubt as there was, But‘hu
could not. Back in his mind came that
voice under the dark
old beech—tha wvoice
of the eroock ond
craclisman nicknamed
ihe Wizard—t{one for
tone the voica of
Richard Larncaszter of
the Bixth,

He hated the know-
ledge that was forced
on him; he almost
hated himself for not
having more faith in
the man against the
evidonoe of his senses,
But there it was, and
ha could not h'l.?iﬂ ik,
That handsome focs
was a lie; that carve-
free mannor was o
choat; and a sudden
loathing took posses-
sion of Wharton, and
subdued all  other
feelings. He turned
and walked towards
tlhe House.

Lancaster
dead.

The thing was too

ointed to be
irnored. A junior of
the Lower TIourth
had “eut™ a Sixth
Form man in open
quad.

Fellows starped
all sides,

Billy Em}ter, who
was rolling wup
cager for inner,
stopped. his eves wide
open behind bis big
spectacles,  forgetiul
even of dinner in his
estonizhmont,

There was o e
mur of volees.

Bob Cheorey, rod
with anger, madec a
iump after the caw-
ftoin of the Remove.
He groabbed lnm by
the arm gnd swung
him round.

“Wharton ¥ Bob’s voice was busky
with rage. “Are you mad? You fool,
bow dare you?”

Wharton shook off his hand.

“Mind,” said DBob, his voice tram-
bling. "I'm done with-you, for one, if
vou keep on with this.”

Wharton walked into the House.

gtopped

L

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Condemned by the School !

K. QUELCH frownped.
M There was undue excitement
at the Remnove table, the head
of which wns adorned by the
majestic person of MHenry Bamuel

Quelch,

Ar. Quelch was a scdate and orderly
gentleman,  Me liked scdateness and
orderliness in others.  In fact, bLe in-
sisled upon these great gualitics.

They were distinelly missing from the
Remove table at tiffin to-day.  Ewven
Billy Dunter was not giving his whole
attention to his dinner. Tor onee,
Bunter was not huryving at sixty miles
per hour through his first and second
helpings (o make sure of a third.

Mr. Quelch, naturally, was annoyed.
Some excitement was thrilling his Form
from ond to end. Ha did not like it.
Ile did not approve of it

Qther masters present in Hall had the
same experience. Mr. Hacker, at the
Ehell table, found his Form whispering

i
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anything. The junior was far from

sharing the seli-possession and aplomnb
of the schoolboy crock,

Wharton, as captein of the Remove,
and ono of the hGoest junlor ericketera
at Greyfriars, bad s certein place in
ihe public cye. But certoinly he had
never received sach attention as he was
receiving now.

As the whispering spread, fellows
craned their necks to look at Wharton.
Ho seemed the centra of atéraction.

Cnly his comrades did not look ab
him. Bob Cherry sat glumly frowning,
Johnny Bull was as grim as a gargovle.
Hurres Jamset Ram Singh's dusky face
was hard as bronze; evem the good-

Wharton hit out with dll his force and Hobson went down on his back In the guad, gasplug,
spluttering, and holding a streaming crimson nose.

Gug-gug-ug [ Oooooch |

he ejaculated breathlessly.

more than masticating. Mre, Capper
frowned upon a murmuring Fourth.
Me. Prout eved with portentous dis-
approval a muttering Fifth., Even the
fags of the Third and Second seemed fo
have caught the infection.

Something was up—unknown to the
masters—unknown to many of the
seniors and juniors, but spreading in
whispers and nods.

At the high table, where the Bixth
Torm sat in state, Laneaster of tho
Sixth ate his dinner with his nsual calm
repose of manner. Nothing in Richard
Lancaster’s manner indicated that he
observed anything out of the common.

At the Remove toble, Harry Wharton
sat with his eyes on his plate; but his
cheeks were red, and he ate scarcely

natured Nugent was obviously per-
turbed, ry, and resentful. And they
carefully ignored the chum who had
always been inseparable from them.
Thot alone was enough to cauge cxcite-
ment in the Remove—a bresk in the
litherto closely united and happy con-
pany of the E‘am:-us Five. rtainly,
it would not have excited fellows m
other Forms, who did not care two
strowa what went on in the Remove.
Buot fellows in all Forms stared at
Wharton now, with the keenest interest
and curiosity. .

Wharton, without looking up onew,
was keenly conscious of it. ’

He Lknew that he shared with Lan-
caster of the Sixth the whole attention

Tas Macxer LiBRsRT.—No. 1.216.
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of the School. But he could not carry it
off with the indifferent amile of Lan-
caster,

His heart was heavy encugh.

He regretted what he had gdone—yct
ho knew that, in ithe same c¢ircum-
stances, be would bave donoe the same
again, simply because he could not have
helped it.

Every instinet in his nature rose in
revolt against the imposter, the clicat,
the huwbug, the deceiver,

‘There was a doubt, He kept on re-
peating to himself that there was a
doubt—sufficient doubt, at least, to moke
it impossible for him to utter a word
in his own justification, He could not,
and would not, say a word against the
wan admired by the whole School. Bue
he could not, and would not, speak to
him as if nothing had happened. That
was impossible.

But to the rest of Greyfriars, know-
ing pothing of what Wharton Enew, it
as a sensation.

Lagcaster of the Bixth had been secn
by a crowd of fcllows to walk up to the
juniors, to hopour them with a word or
two—an act of condescension on the
part of s0o great a man. TWharton of
the Hemove had been secn to turn his
back on the great man, cutting him
dead. ]
~ The unezampled cbheek of a junior,
1 daring to “cut™ a Bixth Form man,
fairly took the SBchool's breath away.

There was no mistake about it—ffty
fellows had seen it, in open quad. 1t
was amazing—unexampled—almost un-
nerving.

Unless the kid was mad, there was no
explanation that occurred to most of
the fellows.

That he would be called over tho
coals for his cheeck, was a certainty.
Lancaster might bo expected to thrazh
him for his impudence. Wingate, the
captain of the school, was giving
Wharton a look, from the high table,
which indicated that he intended to
speak to him later on.

Why Wharton bhad done it was a
mystery.  Skinner of the Remove sug-
gested to Lis friends that he had done
it t¢ make a sensation, and bring him-
self info prominence: a suggestion that
made Snoop and Stott and Fisher T,
Fish snigger. Loder of the Sixth
wondered whether the kid had found
out anything about Lancaster, and felt

retty certain that he had,
ollows made all sorts of surmises. But
all sprecd that Wharton was a cheek
voung ass. that he ought to be kicked,
f._nd that he was booked for a high old
ine.

Diuner that day seemed endless to
Harry Wharton,

He ate little; but kept his cyes on his
food as if he loved it as much as Billy

Bunter.

He wondered whether the meal
would ever end. It dragged its weary
length aleng like a wmmgzd snake.

But it wasz over at last.

Hall cleared, and a swarming crowd
of fellows went buzing into the guad,
all talking, and with only one topic, the
f;;ghtful cheek of that impudent young
tick, Wharton of the Remove,

Wharton ﬁ:}n{*&d at his cliums as he
went out, v did not glance at him.
Frank Nugent hesitated for a monent,
and then, with an averted face, fol-
lowed Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull,
who stalked away., Hurree Jamszot
Ram Singh also hesitated : but he shook
hig dusky head and followed the others,

Wharton set Lis lips as he went out
by himself.

His friends had turned him down.
Thera was a rift in the lute. There

Tag Maexer Lismary.—No. 1,216,
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had been rifts in the lute before; but
this fime it was a rift with a ven-
eance. Under the eyes of a crowd of
ellows, his friends turned their backs
on him, as ho had turmed his back on
Dick Lancaster.

LDeep and bitter anger roge in his
breast.  After all, they knew him; they
knew that he was not given to acting
thoughtlessly, frivolously, unthinkingly.
They might have truste Lim, and borne
with him,

But that feeling was bricf.

A little reflection showed Wharton
how lhs friends must look at the matter,
He had turned suddenly, inexplicably,
on a fellow who bad always been kind
and friendly to him; whose staunchest
backer he had been. He had explained
nothing. The Co. still felt the same
towards Lancaster as ever. It followed
that they could not feel the same
towards Wharton.

They were sore, angry, irritated, in-
censed. And Wharton was reasonable
Dumuﬁlﬁ‘tn realise that they could not
help being 0. Bo long as be kept up
his present attitude, they were turning
him down. It was a blow to him; a
beavy blow; but it was only to be ex-
pected.  And he made up his mind,
sensibly enough, to be patient, to pre-
vent the breach from widening, if he
could; and to wait for better times,
without allowing hasty temper or re-
sentment to betray him.

Some Fifth Form men came towards
Wharton as he walked alone in the
quad. They did not speak to him; but
Blundell of the Fifth kicked him—hard.
Potter of the Fifth followed it up with
another kick: Greene kicked him in his
turn, and then Coker, and then Bland.

Harry Wharton was not the man to bo
hicked with impunity. Neither were
the Remove the men to let their Form
captain be kicked without rushing to
the rescue, But circumstances were
altered now. Wharton staggered to
and fro under g0 many kicks, and
Remove men who saw the incident only

grivned. The Fifth Form men walked
away, still without speaking a word to
Wharton. They had made their opinion

clear of tho junior who had bad the
cheek to insult Lancaster; they had,
in fact, made it painfully clear. Harry
Wharton was left gasping.

“You've got what _‘;’ﬂu ve asked for,
old bean,” remarked Vernon-Smith,

Wharton gave him a grim look.

“In fact, I've a mind to give
you one myself,” added the Bounder.

“Try it on!” said Wharton savagely.

“What did you insult Lancaster for,
you booby 1™

“Find out!™

The Bounder ﬁhrﬁg%ﬂd hiz shoulders
and walked away, Hobson, of the Shell,
came along. erhaps encouraged by
the impunity of the Fifth Form men,
Hobby, of the Shell, proceeded to mako
his_opinion clear alse. He landed a
kick. The next mowment earthquakes
happened to Hobson of the Shell,

Wharton was very near boiling-point
by that time. James Hobson, quite
umntentionally, served as a scapegoat.
The captain of the Remove came at
Eif’s with gleaming eyes and clenched

ELE.

#That's for—" Hobson was begin-
ning. “¥Yaropoh! My hat! ¥Yoop!”
he continued in a howl of anguish, as
Wharton's fists croshed on him, right
and left.

Thump, thump, thump1 Bang, bang,

bang !
H%hsﬂﬂ of the Shell was a good man G

with his hands. He was as plucky as
any man at Greyfriars. But he was

stuply nowhecre now. The ecnraged

Removite knocked him right and lef

For two or three minutes Hobson of

the Bhell almost wondered whether the
erack of doom had come, and whether
the universe¢ was falling in frasgments
round him,
. Then he was left lying on his back
in_the guad, gasping, s;ﬁuttﬂriﬂg, and
belding a streanung crimson nose, and
ﬁjaem]glhr&athlem!y:l " -

T 1 UE-EUEUE ocoogh |

Harry Wharton walked away, leaving
Hobson for dead, as it were. Az hu
passed under therelns Sykes of the Sixth
stepped towards him and kicked him,
The helpless junior spun round om him
furiously.

“You Bixth Form cad, keep your
hoofs to yourself I’ yelled Wharton.

E%_keu gave him a grim look.

“You measly little eweep, I'l kick
you sacross the quad if you give me
I:m;r l?mk—nha*.l ¥ gad, I will, any-
w1

Wharton dodged another kick, and
departed. It was futile to enter into a
scrap with a towering Bixth Form manp,
Likewize, it was agamst all rules and
laws, written and unwritten. Sykes was
not & bully, like Loder or Carne—every
man at Greyiriars knew that he would
not kick a junior unless that junior
thoroughly deserved it. Wharton, as a
matter of fact, liked 3ykes of the fii:r.til,
and respected him. He knew how Sykes
felt about the matter, and could not
really blame him.

Lancaster of the Sizth appeasred on
the path. Ha did not take any notice
of Wharton this time. He walked on
apparcntly without seeing the liuniﬂr.
for which Wherton was thankful. But
Gwynne, coming along a few minotes
later, looked at Wharton, and made a
movement towards him—and the hapless
captein of the Remove gave him a wide
berth only in time. He knew thas
another kick was coming.

Bob Cherry and the rest of the Co.
were under the elms. Wharton moved
towards them, and they walked away
together., He stopped, with a erimson
flush on his face.

“He, he, he!”

That fat cachinnation came from
Billy Bunter., Wharton’s eyes gleamed
round at the fat junior.

“You podgv, cackling chump—" he
began.

“He, he, he!” chortled Bunter.

Wharton made a stride at him,
stopped, and turned away. Bunter was
not worth kicking. He walked back
towards the House. Temple, Dabney &
E:r,., lounging by the doorway, looked at

111,

“Here's the checky cad,” said Cecil
Temple. “Here's the cheeky fag that
cuts Sixth Form men !”

“You measly worm !” said Fry of the
Fourth. “What did you mean it—
insulting the man who won the k-
wood match for Gre]yfriam? If I were
old Lancaster I'd jolly well thrash you 1

“Let's kick him1” auggeamd Temple.

“Oh, rather ') said Dabney.

Wingate of the SBizth I d out of
the doorway. He appeared just in time
to prevent a wild and whirling scrap.

“Wharton !* he rapped out.

"Yes, Wingatei” said Harry re-
signedly.

“I've tomething to say to you. Follow
me to my studi,'."

Wharton, with a clouded face and a
heavy heart, followed the captain of
reyfriars.

(Continued on page 12.)
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COOK,

the great Sussex batsman and famous footballer.

A Success at Soccer, Too!

HERE are fow, if any, players who hold out so much

I MW for the future as does Tom Cook, the great

x batymen and famdéus footballer. Yet when he

was frst sngaged by the Sussex County Club as far back

aa 19922, few would have predicted anything like & cricket career

such as we nssooiate with men who are likely to add to Englend's
laursls. Butb let me tell the complete story.

Cook was born and b ht u,? in the village of Cuckfield,
whore he attended day school unfil he was thirteen years of age.
ﬂa 1:;:3 eleoted captain of the cricket team two years beiors

When Cook was thirteen his parents sent him to a school
eallad York Place, at Brighton, and it was there that he found
the summer e to be on & very much higher plane. Indeed,

the etandard was 80 high that Cook was unsucoessful in his
efforts to get into the school team and had to be content with
ing regarded as & promising footballer. i

Eventually he left school to take up enginaaﬁutg. He was
apprenticed to a big firm, with whorna he stayed for eighteen
months, leaving to join the Navy when the Great War was
appranchi its f yoear. JHe was under age, but he wanted
10 “ do his bit,” When the war cams to an end he resuraed his
engineering atudies—this time at the Palsce School of
insering—and even vast about to find a suitable job.
ade depression had set in, however, and just as Cock was
'vingupha%ﬂhawgamkﬂdifha'dmm on 88 6 pro-
i footballer with Brighton and Hove Albion, He was

& sucoess and gained for himeslf a reputation as one of the

beet and faivest of players in the League.

A Meteoric Rige !

INCE leaving school—a matter of some” years—Tom only
played two games of oricket, both matches being for
the sscond eleven of Cueldfield. In these he did nothing
whioh oalled for comment, vet a Mr. E. W. Woollen,

who saw Cook play, asked him if he'd care to have a trial at
the Bussex County ground with a vlew to taking up oricket
professionally.

A * dud " ericketer while at school and then only two games
fn about five or aix years, Cook did not Imow what to reply.
But he loved ericket and had confidence in himself, so he was
about the happiest young man in Cuckfield when he rushed homs
to give the news to his {m::enta.

And it waa in June, 1922, that Cook travalled from Cuckfield
to Brighton and took his turn at bowling in the nets, & large
numbor of other young cricketers being there for the same
mum. He was only there for bowling ; but, to his great

ppointment, he never scemed to got the ball past a batsman,
nhur:i,. when lunch time srrived, he was prepared to journey
omewand

Then, to bis garprise, he was gé‘ven a pair of pads and & bat
and told to go in and have a knocl, The reader must remember
that when Cook commencoed to bat in those neta on the county

d it was only the third ocpasion of hip hav
his hands ginoe he lelt school, However, he stug

had & bat
there and

brought off fyrumber of good shots, after which he waa taken
to the who arranged for Cook to stay in the “nursery.'
Butb again was something uncanny about Tora Cook, as

about aix weeks after joining the * nurgery "—on July lst, 1822
—he played for Bussex in %he-u' County ﬂhampinmhi% fizture
wnﬁ_ iodatershire, Owing to his
wioket-keoepers, Cook was exces

t reveremop fur first-
careful to remain

within bounds ; indsed, he overdid it and, whon 13, frod on his
wicket and flattened all three stumps.

The next match, versus Lancashire, was fo bo played at

Liverpool on July 5th, end Tom Cook waa again included in
the Sussex eleven, this tims playing magnificen :inmi sgoring 50
not out, and 26 not out. Iis exhibition was such os gained him
&é:unrmnnﬂn‘t- lﬂ-&cu in the team and, unless kept away by
indisposition, he has played in every match since,
There are hundreds of first-olass cricketers in England to.day,
but there is not one who oan boast of such & meteorio rise
from the mm?amt-iw obsourity of & rural sscond eleven to the
firat eloven of & first-class county in a period not exeeeding
five weels,

Never Give Up Trying!

FORGET tho real oceasion when Cook got his first wnt%
I in first-class oricket, ulthuu\%h I was present at Lo
when he pot it while playving for Sussex against Middlesex.
It was a fogt to be remsm , bocause not only did it
commence the !ﬂ%ﬁiiﬂt of bundreds thet he has since compiled,
but it gave wonderful and direct evidenece of the magunificent spirit
which prevaila in what is often termed * EE oricket.”

Cool waa playing nicely until he got into the nineties and then
it waa obvious to body that he became nervous, When he
made & run he looked round at the score-board. He drove a
ball and got 3. And agsin he looked round at the board and
began snother period of nerves. To out a long story short,
Durston, I think it was, who was bowling, walked down the pitch
and a.akadm &iut:: :;Eth& hﬂmﬁum [ ]:;]undredhi%ﬂn ]ﬂaunt;,'

o, r getting & 'vawplﬂtis wlar sant

im down & ball pﬂ:;ifaﬂly for Cook to hit. the best of my
resollection this was during Cook’s first or seoond sesson.

Y can think of only one similar action in first-class cricket,
and that was many years ago, when 8. M. J. Woods, the
Australisn and Bomerset fast .bowler, waa playing against
Oxford University, for whom (. Q. Bmith waa getting his first
trial, Woods had skittled out the ficat three or four batsmen,
when he saw poor white-faced Smith coming out to bat.  Smith,
who eventually became the greatest centre-forward Asspcistion
football has ever had, was shaking with nervousness, and Woods
met him before he got to the wicketa.

4 'Thiy your first trial ! he asked. * Yes,” ropliod Sraith.
¥ Well, don't be afraid,” went on Woods, _ “ I'll bowl you threo
long hops on the log side for a start. Hit each one for four
amg vou'll soon fes! confident.” The grest fast bowler kept
his promise ; was hit for 12 in three bal Emith scored a
century. That ge&r the since-famous (. Q. got a hundred in
the Oxford snd Cambridge mateh at Lords.

Laat season Tom Cook was in his beat form and played many
fine innings, four of them being over a hundred. 1 waa pressut
at Hove when he made 278 againet Hampshire and I never saw
& better “lnook.” There was great enthusissm amongst ihe
players as well as the npwmmmhawmtmmmm%orfw
ever, and everybody roared with laughter when, with Cook’s
score st 260 not out, a man with a rauncous voipe shouted :
“ fend for the firs brigade! They'll put kim out.”

I saw Cook & day or two ago and he attributed his succoss to
the fact that he nevor givea up trying. * I try as much to.day
aa I did on the ocousion when I had to bat in the nets at Hove
in 1022, I wag then without & ience ; I was practisally a
stranger to ericket, although I loved the pi mnd it was
honest endeavour which got me with the ground stafi ol the
Sussex ‘club. And I belicvs any ‘?Mi’l who foves the game and
tries hord all the tima can do what I have done”

What encouragement to the boys of our Empire |
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(Continued frem page 10.)

THE SIXTH CHAFPTER.
Down on His Luck !

INGATE stoed, his hand rost-

W ing on the tulblr:-, and on the

ashplant that lay there. His

eves were fized on  the

harassed, troubled face of the junior

who stood before him. Wingate was

angry—deeply angry; but he was per-

]:n_le::eﬂ, too. Whartou's conduwet puzzled

him as much as it puzzled others who
had seen it, or heard about it.

“I suppose vou know what you're
here for, Wharton?” he said gruifis.
“You're going to get six "

Wharton made no answer; he had
guessed that already.

“Buar first,® continued Wingate, “I
watt to know what you mean by this?
1 can’t make you out. What sou've
done is cheeky and silly. But you're
not the kid to make a fool of yourself
for nothing. I can't make you out. A
Sixth Forin man—a splendid fellow all
round—a man that the whole Bchool is
proud of—goes out of his way to be kind
t¢ you because he met your pcople in
the bolidays, I suppose, amf becauss
he's a good-natured chap. You turn
your back on him in the most pointed
way In open quad, under the eyes of
& hundred fellows, and eut him dead.
If you're not mad, what do you mean
by itd®

No answer,

“¥ou can't imagine that it matters
two straws to a man like Laupcaster
whether you want to ses him or not,”
said Wingate. “You can’t imagine that
he would ever have noticed your exist-
ence at all, except from good nature
and becanse Jour uncle knew his father
m the War.

Wharton was still silent.

“ After t]iis. of course, Lancaster will
probably kick vou, if vou have the
cheek to go near him,” said Wingate.
“I don’t understand why he did not
kick you acress the quad when you
igenlted him.  Any other Sixth Form
man would have. He's too joliy good

tempered.”
Wharton thought that he could
understand.,  Lanecaster had divined

something—guessed somothing. Ho was
not m the dark as to Wharton's
motives, like all the rest of Greyfriara,
The selmn]hﬂ{vcmnk knew. He must
know  that harton had discovered
sumethlng: during that eveatful night at
Hogben Grange. And though he ke
& lace of indifference it was likely
enough that he was in fear that the
Junior would talk of what he had dis-
ww;ni__:_l'_ed.

L “Haven't sou  anything to say?”
demanded the Greyfriars  captain,
irntated afresh by the junior's silence.

“No, Wingate.”

“No excuse to offer i

“’Eﬂ.j"

“¥You're not even sorryi”

:I:E’h_artnn hesitated.

Well, yes. I never meant to insult
Lancaster—I never meant—] mean——>"
He stammered. “Look here, Wingate,
Launcaster doesn’t eare what a fag thinks
of him, I know he'd rather have
nothing said.”

“Of course he doczn’t care a straw,
and he eeoms quite willing to let you
get away with your imppdence.” said
Wingate cohtemptuously. “But I
bappen to be a prefect, and I den't
allow Lower beys to inmanlt the Sixth,
If vou've nothing to sar, bend over that
ehair,*”
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In silence Wharlon Lent over thehad not “shut up '™ because he had seen

chair. The ashplant rose and fell. I
was 8 gevero six, and after the last
etroke had fellen Wharton's face was
pale, though he had uttered no sound,

Wingate pointed to the door with the
cane,

“You can gol!” he enapped with a
conterupt in his look and tone that cut
Wharton much more deeply than the six.
“Get out ™

The six_had bLeen zevere enough; bul
Wharton hardly felt it as he went down
the passage.
junior’s heart been so heavy.

! caster of the Bixth passed him
in the pastage as be went. He passed
him without a glance,

Harry Wharton went to his siudy in
the Remove. The studies were deserted
at that time of day, and there was no
oite 10 the Hemove passage. He was
ciad of it—he did not want to meet
the eyes of his Form-fellows,

Ho closed the door of Study No. 1, and
moved restlessly about the room.

Voices reached him from the quad
through the open window, checry voices
in the bright Juhe sunehive. They
jarred on his ears now.

His thoughis were bitter.

More than ever it was borne in on his
mind that he had made no mistake that
strange night under the ancient beech in
Hogben Grange. It was Lancaster's
voi¢e he had heard. It was Lancaster of
the Sixth who bore the odd name of the
“Wizard” in a gang of crooks. It was
Lancaster who, in company with the
fervet-eyed * Weasel,” had cracked the
safe in Sir Julivs Hogben's mansion.
Ho knew it—knew it ! But he could not
say 0. He hated the very thought of
uttering what he kuew.

But to all Greyfriars Dick Lancaster
was the wothletic, popular senior; the
tremendous cricketer who won matches
for the school: the splendid sportsman
who wes almost & god in the eves of
hero-worshipping fellows.

at was what he seemed—and only
Harry Wharton knew whoat he was!
Loder of the Sixth suspected. Wharton
knew npow that Loder's hints and
whispers about the new man were not
merely the outcome of envy and dislike.
But what the bully of the Bixth only
suspected, Wharton knew.
_ And yet there was a2 doubt—a tortur-
ing doubt.  All the time there was a
esibility that he was in error, that he
ad misjudged a splendid fellow who
had been kindness itself to him,

If he could only be sure! And yet, at
the bottom of his heart, he knew that he
was sure. His troubled mind swaved to
and fro,

The study door opened, and he logked
round at Frank Nugent,

Nugent’'s face was overcast, his
manner hesitating, He closed the door

after him, and stood logking at his chum. g

Wharton smiled faintly. e could un-
derstand Nugent's mixed feelings.
“Well 1" he said at last,

“YWhat did Wingate—"  began
Nugent,

“He Faw} me six.”

“Well, T suppose you expected that,

ni"trn w]:nt vou did?

28,

“Why did ryou do it, Harry?™
Nugent came nearer to his chum, and his
voice was earnest. “ 0lad chap, what iz it
rou've got in your mind? You can't be-
lieve an:,rthiu;t:- ainst the man. That
sfuff Loder talked a few weeks ago—vyou

]aughed_ at it, the same as we did.
Loder himself took it all back in publie.
Lancaster shut him up somehcw.”

"I wonder how!” said Wharton
quictly, For he knew now that Loder

Never had the hapless La

his mistake, How had Lancaster forced
him to eat his words? By some under-
hand meiliwd-—zome method that would
only have oceurred to a crook, that could
only have been used by a crook?

“We know that Lancaster knew that
man Weazel,” went on Nugent. “He
explained it—the man was an old servang
of itis unele’s. There’s nothing in that.
I suppose vou take the fellow's word on
that

Wharton knew that he could not take
waster's word on anything now. DBut
he did not answer.

“You know that Lancoster helped to
chase the bank raiders at Courtfield, and
it wag rnnlE{Lamaster who got back the
loot,” said Nugent.

"I know the bank raiders got away.”

Nugent started.

“You don't think——>"

“Don’t talk about it, Frank. I've got

nﬂthu:llg to say—there's nothing I _can
sa¥, I've nothing to say apainst Lan-
caster.”

“It's pretty plain to me, at least, what
you've ﬁnt in your mind,” ssid Nu
“1 think you must be mad, Wharton,™

“Let it go at that, then,” said Whar-
ten wearily., “The fellows are turniog
me down right and left, and I can't help
it, If you turn me down with the rest,
1 shan't complain.”

Nugent compressed his lips,

“I ean’t turn you down. I'm your
oldest friend hers. We've been pals
too long for me to turn you down. But
it's no good making cut that I can feel
the same so long as you keep this up,
for I can't.”

Wharton made ne answer, snd
Nugent, after a troubled pause, left the
study without speaking again,

The captain of the Remove leaned on
the window, and stared out into the
sunny quad.

He was left alone. His best {riends
had turped ageinst him, Every mean in
the place seemed down en him. He
oould not justify himself witheut speak-
img out; and he could not not speak
cut. If only he had not made that
bitter discovery! If only those High-
cliffe cads had not left him tied under
the beech where the schoolboy crock had
met his confederate in the darknoss of
the night! And at that thought Whar-
ton's eyes pleamed, and his teeth came
hard together,

Ponsonby was the cause of it all.
Ponsonby and his cowardly vengeance
for & welldeserved thrashing, had
landed Wharton in this. A ruffianly
outrage, for which the cad of Higheliffa
had Eﬁﬂaﬁed punishment, was the root
of the whole trouble that had fallen on
the captain of the Remove.

And Pon was rejoicing in his ¢scaps—
teiummg in the way he had lied success-
fully, and pulled the wool over the
rowey eyes of his headmaster—rejoic-
in the way he had got away with it
arton's eyea glinted. Ponsonby, at
least, should pay, he told bhimself
savagely. The cowardly malice of the
cad of Higheliffe had brought all this
uﬁﬂi“ him—and Ponsonby should pey for
a

in

THE SEVENTH CEAPTER.
The Highcliffe Maich !

M HEILLINY, ain't it?” yawned
I the Caterpillar,
Courtenay did net answar.
The chums of the Higheliffa
Fourth were standing among a crowd of
fellows on Big Bide at Highdliffe
School. They were watching a First
Eleven match. Langley and his men
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The “* Holiday Annual *? rose and fell,
in Nugent’s band, and fell on Bunier’s bullet
head. There was a2 wild roar from ihe Owl of
Wharrer you

the Remove. “0Ow! Yoop!

upto? Owl™

- e s oW am

woro playing the Tirst Eleven fromn
Greyiriars, Courtenay had eyes only
for the game, and chiefly for the man
who was, at the moment, batting for
Greyiriars—a handsome, ‘
fellow, who scemed to play with the
stiffest bowlin new man at Grey-
friara named Lancastor, whom he saw
for the first time that ény.

It was a wonderful inninge, and it
chained Courtenay's attention. High-
clifie had gone in first and secured 80.
Greyiriars were already 150 on their
innings, of which 100 belonged io Lan-
caster, Heo had just completed his cen-
tury, amid & roar of cheering from a
hundred Greyiriars men who had come
over to watch the pame.

Near Courtenay and the Caterpillar
stood four Remove men from Grey-
frinrs—Bob Cherry, Nugent, Johnny
Bull, and Hurree Singh. But Harry
Wharton was not with them,

It was & week since the affair at Hog-
ben Grange. During that week the rift
in the lute had not mended.

A little farther off Pomsonby & Co.
were lounging, taking an idle interest in
the game. Higholiffe was a slack school,
but the news of the great innings going
on on Big Side, had drawn & consider-
able crowd. Pon & Co. had conde-
ecended to give the ericket a look-in.

;; Thrillin', what1” repeated the Cater-
Ar.
Pl Don't jaw, old chap,” gaid Cour-
tenay. “*That men's & marvell The
best man Greyiriars ever senf out!
They say he's a new man in the echoal.”

“Torrific, isn't he?” drawled the
Caterpillar. “XEnockin’ spots off the
jolly old leather, by gad! Listen to
[Cherry’s duleet whisper.” . .

¥ Brava [ Bob Cherry was roaring, 1n

gracefunl N

It rose

1
1

tones that were far from dulcet. * Good
ecld Lanecaster ! Well hit, sir 1™

* Hurrah ! yolled Jobhnny Bull.
"Th%t’ﬂ batting, what?” grinoed
“The batfulness is terrific and pre-
posteroua ! said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “QOur estoemed and idiotio side
will not have to bat again *

“MNo fear!” said Bob. “Highcliffe
will never get level. We'ro going to
heat them by a jolly old innings.”

“Shouldn't wonder if Wingate de-
clares soon!” remarked Johnny Bull,
“We're going to win this by an innings
and a few wickets over |

“Bravo !* velled the junior: ngain, as
the mighty bat swept the ball away, and
the whito-elad figures Hoshlied nlong the
piteh.

Lancaster of the Sizth was at the top
of his form. Iiz handsome face was
bright, his oyes sparkling. He looked
a.sl%rﬁah a3 peint, after making a cen-
tury. Greyiriars men opined that he
was good for amother century, if Win-
gate did not declare.

“Good man, good man!” exclaimed
Courtenay.

“Glad to see Higheliffe licked, oid
bean ¥ murmured the Caterpillar.

“The man's splendid!” said Cour-
tenay. “He will be spapped up for tho
county., He’s wonderful 1

“Beems g decent sort of blake,” re-
marked the Caterpillar, his eyes lazily
on the great batsman of Grayiriars. "1
rather hike his looks [ ]

“Everybody likes him, I think,” said
Courtenay. “I noticed even DMobby
spenking to him eivilly.” :

“My dear mon, I saw him speakin’ to
tha Head after lunch,” said the Cater-
pillar with a grin, “and the old Beak
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was charmed. Ha's certainly pot & way
with him. Tactful with old gents.”

“There he goes again! ‘Well hitl”
exclaimed Courtenay.

“Never saw a bloke so jolly at seein
his school licked,” grinned the Cater
sillar, “*And even the rvanks ol
Tusoany could scarce forbear a cheer,
what? as jolly old Maciadden says—wa
his name Macfadden?"

“Macaulay, you ass!”

“I knew it was some sort of a Mae,
I say, old thing, Wharton isn't here®
vawned the Caterpillar. “I  pather
that there’s some trouble on between
him and his friends at Greviriars.”

“I1s there? I'm sorry,” said Courte
nay,

“Oh, I dare say it's nothin’ serions—
kids will be kidsI" said the Caterpillar
tolerantly, “It's more luck for Pon.
I fancy they'd have scragged him, by
this tima, for the dit:g trick he played
on Wharton last week; only this Jﬂlii
old zift in the lute hes intervened.
dare say that's why Wharton has asked
moe to see him”

“Has he? Why?" ;

“I think he's yearning to give Pon
what Pon begged for that night st
Hoghen {}mnge; and, lackin' the usual
bnc%iin’ of his strenuous friends, he's
rathor at a loss,” said De Courey.

“Pear old Pon has been keepin'
within gates lately. PBein' of & pleasant,
peeceful nature, he hates the idea of
runnin’ into a ferocious Greyfriars man,
thirsting for gove, outside. I under-
stand that Wharton has been lookin'
for him a lot end not finding him,”

“Rotten fur™ ¥ growled Courtenay.

The Caterpiliar nodded.

“1 don't believe Pon would take firat

(Contimued on page 16.)
Tie Micxer Ligrarv.—No. 1,216
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{E‘aminua& from page 13.)

prize if they handed out prizes for
pluck,” he edmitted. “I fancy he's
watchin® the cricket to-day because he
doesn’t care to roam the merry country-
sido in case & Greyiriars man might
be lookin' for him, Wharton wiil have
to keep it bottled up, unless he comes
oter here and corners Pon in his study.
And I suppase he couldo’t quite do
8 here 1 goos
ere he i

:Eha—Pﬁ?
!L ﬂtﬁul"“m’ that man Lancas

Y0h, rippio'!” ssid the Caterpillar
without looking. *This is somethin’
like cricket, old thing; though, to tcll
you the truth, I pever think a cricket
match wholly successful without a ba

of cherries. What do vou think®”
“YFathead I
“He's 8 good man, and a good-lookin’

man,” paid the Caterpillar, his lazy eyes
turning on Tancaster as he made good
et the wicket once more. “They're
r:erfamlﬁe' goin’ to beat us by an innings.
Well, let's cheer the enomy, if our
friends can't win. It's & poor heart
that never rejoices. I wonder why he
was suckin’ up to old Voysey, though?”
Courtenay turned from the game at
that o stere at his friend,
“What the thump do you
Catorpillar?™
“Exactly what I say,” drawled De
Courey, “ ¥You see, I saw it—after lunch.
Qur never-suffciently-to-be-respected old
wag takin' his little trot under the
caks by his study window, This sports-
man, Lancaster, had left his friends
and was strollin’ round, no doubt scein’
th? interestin' s:fhta of Higheliffe, as
be's never been here before,
_ '0ld ¥oysoy, of course, is one of the
interestin’ sights—an imposin’ relic of
ancient times.*
“Look here, you ass!™
“8till, you would hardly expect =
sleepy, snufly old gent to interest & man
like Lancaster, would you? But he did,
He took on Voysey in a graceful,
tactiul, agreeable sort of way; respect.
ful wouth addressin' venersble age;
an' all that: and I could see the old
boy was charmed. Charmed is the
word |
"He was glad to make Lancaster’s
soquaintance —said g0,  Liked  his
manners. I watched them goin' it,
wonderin’ what on carth & man like
;_'.rmeaster was wastin® his time like that
or.
~ “Do you know, the man's not only
a cricketer; he can talk pictures.”
';Ilzgciur_-:ﬁt?” ropeated Courtenay. 1
ot picture-palace pictures,” grinne
the Caterpillar. “Works of art—jolly
old masters — Rubens, embrandt,
Michaglangelo & Co. Knows the whola
bi:g ﬂfd t“c%fs. Old Voysey \Eas jiusii'r
charmed. ou <an guess what 1ol
lowed.”
“No; what?
Vorsey asked himd in, to show him
Tre Macxer Lismary.~No. 1,216

OLCEr,

" have been fearfully

. Caterpillar.

hiz smudge. I didn'c follow them inte
Voysey's study—not bein’' asked. Lan-
caster's had tmmly old privilege of
seein' the Head's Rembrands, old
thing, An honour reserved for really
dist ished wisitors. Fodr man must
! ! bored—unless,” the
Caterpillar added as an afterthought,
“unless he really takes some interest
in smudges.”

Courtenay laughed,

“1 was mildly interested,” said the
“Every fellow I mect is
an interestin’ study in one way or
another. But why & magnificent bloke
like that man Lancaster wasted half
ait hour on a snuffy old donkey like
our beloved Head, beats me.

“I Lkeep on woendering why he was
greasing up to Voysey. You sce, it's
not my bizmey, so I'm frightiully
interested,”

C“What utter rot!" said Courtenay a
little sharply. “He docsn’t look the
man te grease up o anybody, If he's
interested 1n art, most likely he's heard
of the Head's Rembrandt and was glad
of a chance to see it, happuning fo he
here. Don't be an ass, Ruport!™

The Caterpillar sighed.

“Floored again,” he said. * Halle,
what's that row ebout? It was a
roar from a hundred Greyfriars throats.

“It's o boundry, you asz! Wateh tho
game and don't jaw.”

“I'm  afraid I'm borin® wvou, eld
tulip.” The Caterpillar looked at his
watch, “I'm going {o sce Wharlon—
special a-.pipmntmr.-nt at the bunshop.
U'm frightfully cut up at missin’ the
rest of the game. I ask you, as a pal,
to ses what happens and tcll me
afterwards, That will be my only
solace, Ta-tal”

Tha Caterpillor sauntered Iazil
away  Courtenay hardly missed his
chum; he had eyez only for the game.

As most of the fellows expected,
Wingate declared the innings closed at
200. The Higheliffo sccond innings
passed swiftly Lancaster of the Sixth,
whe had done wonders with the bat,
proceeded to do wonders with the hall.
Twice the hat trick elicited a wild roar
from the Greyfriers crowd on the
Highcliffe ground. The innings col-
lapsed deplorably, leaving Greyfriars
winners by an innings, wickets, and
runs.

“ Lancaster, Lancaster I

he name was on every tongue. Thal
evening in Hall at Greyfriars the won-
derful cricketer had an ovation that
made the old rafiers ring. Fellows of
all Forms stood and cheared when Lan-
caster of the Sixth came inte Hall;
aud his face, flushed and happy and
pleased, had never looked so handsome.
And Harry Wharton, locking at him
then, wondered,

Was this the sccret crook who had
whispored to the ferret-eyed Wease)
under the dark branches of the baech
at midpight? Was he—could he have
cen “mistaken? His mind tossed in
troubled doubt, and he wondered.

—— Pa

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Rift In the Luie !

ARRY WHARTON laid down
his pen and pushed hiz books
eway; Nugent rose from the
tablo in Btudy No. 1 and stood

hesitating as if in doubt

“Coming down?’ he said at last,

“ Mot just yet.™

Nugent moved slowly to the door.
_Life had not run on its wsual smooth
lines of late smong the chums of the
Greyfriars Remove.

The rift was still in the lute.

THE MAGNET

Certainly there was no open breaking
off of the old friendship. The Famous
Five were still on friendly terms. Bub
ali the Remove knew that the once-
united Co. were no longer united. When
they met they were ¢ivil and friendly,
but they did not meet go often as before,
and they parted scomer. 'They were
under & constraint that made the old
frank, careless friendship impossible.

Skinner and his friemnds, who Lad
charitably hoped to see the disunited
churns at daggers drawn, wero disap-

cinted. Ona or two good-nature
ellows like Lord Maunleverer and Tam

Redwing, whe had tried to heal the
breach, had alse been disappointed.

‘The breach remained.

It had to remain while the present
circumnstanees lasted, The incident in
ihe guad of the captain of the Remove
cutting Lancaster dead before all Grey-
triars had excited tremendous interest
at the time, but it had passed out of
the fellows' thoughts.

Schoolboy memories are not long, and
every day had its own incidents and
interests.

Harry Wharton was carcful lo keep
out of the Bixth-Former's way, and
Lancaster was equally careful on his
side not to come into contact with
Wharton. So there was no fresh incident
to renew interest in the matter,
g_lumnrs only remembered that Wharton,

gd cheeked Lancaster, and that they
were all down on him for #, but the
affair faded from the minds of most
of them. .

With the Co. it was different. They-
¢ould not help resentmg en attitude
they failed to wunderstand, snd they
resented Wharton’s refusal to give the
slightest explanation of his conduct.
They felt that he was giving credence
to the miserable rumours Loder had set
afloat mbout the splendid new fellow:
rumours that he had scorned as much
as any other fellow at cne time. They
felt that they could not forgive him
that, They really were waiting for him
to “come round,” as Bob expressed it,
and admit that he hod made an ass
of himself. ]

But Wharton gave no sign of “coming
round.” He only wanted to let the
matter alone, to let it fall into oblivion,
to_get it out of his mind if he could.

He wanted to forget thet night at
Hoghen CGrange when he had heard
{.ancaster of the Bixth whispering with
the crook—tha other ercok—under the
shadows of the ancient beech.

So, with outward civility and even
friendliness, there was disunion amang
the Famous Five, and Wharton was lefé
more and more to himself by his
friends.

It waz I'riday cvening now, two days
after the Highecliffe match, at which
Lanecaster of the Sixth had dis-
tioguished himself once more and
become more than ever the idol of
(ireyiriars. Drep was over in the
Remove, and the fellows were going
down,

But the cheery tra%ﬁ of fect, tho
cheery bawl of Bob erry, did not
sound at the door of Etud{ o. 1 an of
old, Bob and Johnny Bull and Hurree
Jamset Ram Bingh went down together
without calling at No. L. And Frank
Nugent had to make an effort to ask
Wharton if he was coming down, and
when the captain of the Remove replicd
in the negative, he went to the door
with o fush in his checks and without
speaking again.

He went slowly along towards the
Remove staircase. Nugoent was Harry'e
oldest chum at Groyiriars—his best
chum, Ones or twics there had boen
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frouble between them, due to Wharton's
hasty temper, but Harry had not erred
in that way for a long time, Now thera
was trouble again, for which Wharton
certainly was mnot to blemne, though it
seemed to Frank that it came of his
friend’'s unreasonableness and obstinacy.
What could ho have against a splendid
chap like Lancaster—and if he bad any-
thing, why couldn't he give it a name?
That was how Frank looked at it. But
ruch a3 he liked Lancaster, the Sixth
Form man was nothing to him com-
pared with his best chum, and Frank
wished heartily that the bone of con-
tention had never come to Greyfriars,
splendid chap ss he was!

Wharton, left alone in the study,
knitted his brows glumly.

Many times it had been in his mind
to explain to his friends—to tell them
what was on his mind. He was tempted
again, as Nugent went silently from the
study.

But he shook his head. He was nut
eure—not sure! He knew it, he felt it
but he could not make so terrible an
accusation against any man without
definite and absolute proof. Iis friends
would not believe it. They would sup-

ose that he had heard a wvoice like

ncaster's speaking to  the casel
ynder the hecoh in Hogben Grange.
Voices were sometimes alike, Indeed,
Wharton himself clung to that possi-
bility. But whether his friends believed
it ar not, he could not tell them, It was
not oricket, it wes not fair play to
Lancaster to breathe a single word to
a single soul while the shadow of a
doubt remained.

But his face was clouded as the door
closed on Nugent. He missed the
cheery Bob, he missed the quiet and
stolid Johnny, he missed the smiling
dusky urbanity of the nabob, But most
sorely of all he mizssed Frank’s friend-
ghip, the old_pleasant confidence and
comradeship. He felt sometimes that he
equld have hated Lancaster for having
thus come between him and his friends.
And vet he was conscious that he pever
could hate Lancaster, never could even
diglike him, whatever he was.

He turned to the study ecupboard
and sorted out & pair of rubber shoes.
Nugent, had he been still in the study,
would have wondered what they were
wanted for. He slipped the shoes under
his jacket and left the study a little
later.

His way did not lie downstairs, He
slipped quietly up the upper staircase
1o tﬁa Remove dormitory. Fellows wers
not supposed to enter the dormitories
until bed-time, but that was a rule
frequently disregarded. The captain of
the ve entered it and concealed
the rubber shocs under his bed.

A few minutes later he came down
into the Rag.

There was & crowd of fellows in the
Rag ofter prep. _Bob Cherry and
Johuny Bull and Hurree RBingh stood
together, talking: Nugent was sitting
by himself, looking st a * Holiday
Anpual.” Wharton did not join them.
The Bounder gave him a sarcastic grin;
it rather amused Smithy to see the
coptain of the Remove “om his lonely
own.” Skinner winked at Sroop and
they sniggered.

Wharton, unheading, picked up =
book and sat down to read. Frank
glanced at him for n moment over the
top of his *“Holiday Annusl” and
dropped his gaza again. Billy Bunter
rolled over to join him, with a fat grin
on his face.

“I eay, Wharton, old chap—2=1

“I'm reading I"" was Wharton's reply.
He wae in no mood for conversation
from the Ow] of the Remaove,

"Fammon '” said Bunter cheerlullsy.
“¥on ain't reading—you’ve only pgot

P
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hold of that book becauss nobody wants
to speak to you.”’

Harry Wharton breathed hard.

Az a matter of fact, there was some-
thing in what Bunter said, but that
made it none the more agreecshble.

Bunter gave a fat chuckle,
“Don’t be stuffy, old fellow,” be ad-
monished. "“I'm speaking to you,

though your friends have turned you
down.'’

“Will you shut up, Bunter?”

“Dash it all, what did you expect?™
argued Bunter. " Anybedy could have
told you that it was side to cheek the
Sizth. ¥ou can't put on roll because
vou're captain of the Form—not to that
extent, Everybody's down on you, and
I:ﬂi 1J:::_:-:.:mil to say that it serves you
Tl T

“ Clear off, fathoad.”

“I'm toking pity on you, old chap,”
sald the fatuous Owl, 1 eay, Wharton,
don’t pretend to read. You might be
grateful to a fellow for talking to yon
when nobody else wanis to. You're
Eracngaﬂy cut in the Remove, and you

now it. It serves you right, of course.
A fellow who puts on side and fancies
himsel® oand all that—"

“Will you sheer off, you fat idiot }"’

*(h, really, Wharton——"

“Hock it, fathead.”

Billy Bunter sniffed and rolled away.
Ho joined Bob Cherry and bis com.
ingnm;m and blinked at thema through
via big spectacles.

“I egay, vou fellowg—""

“PBr-r-r-rer 1 zatd Johnny Baoell.

“That aes Wharlon is as eidey as
ever,'’ said Bunter, “I'm going to turn
him down, the same a3 you fellows.
Jevver see s chan with such s swelled
head? I say—>"

The three juniora walked away. Billy
Bunter blinked after them end rolled
over to Nu?'ent.

“I say, old cha e

“Don’t bothar 1™

“Look at Wharton, pretending to
rcid, becavse he's practically barred in
tbe Form!” chuckled Bunter. I
wonder he doesn’t kesp out of the Rag.
Don’t you? Hather rough on vou bein
stuck in his study, old chap. Blessed i
I know how you stand & stuck-up ass—
yargooooach P

The *“ Holiday Annual'” rote and fell.
it rose in Nupgent's hand and fell on
Bunter’s bullet head.

There was & wild roar from Billy
Bunter as he sat down.

“Ow! TYoop! Whoopt! Beast!
Wharrer you up to? Owl®
Mugent glared at him.

“Have another 7' hs demanded,
“Owl Wow! Yowl"” ,
He did not

Bunter pcrambled away, ;
want another. He retired hastily from

the spot, rubbing his head.

e

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Caterplilar Astonishes the Natives !

THE Caterpillar sat up in bed in
the Fourth Form dormitory at
Higheliffe School and smled.

Langley, the Highcliffe captain,
had seen lights out for the Fourth some
time since, but the Higheliffe juniors
had not settled down te repose. Black-
ness reigned a% Highelifie, from the
Qixth to the Second.

A “doddering " headmaster was not
likely to have an efficient staff, and the
staf were almost an slack ns their
vfmi:mhla ﬂiefi f;]-'."hu pr?ﬁfﬂﬁta wer;f t:n

ack as t BtA or slacker, <
? Tre MiGrer LIERARY,—No. 1,216.
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lights out in the junior aormitories the
Sixth Forn prefects were more likely
than not to be gathered for bridge In
their studies, some of them more likely
than no: out of school bounds, A
“row ¥ in a dormitory had to he fre-
mendous before it was likely to draw
e préfect up to investigate. And what
was going on in the ITourth Form
dormitory testified to the slackness of
the whole schaal.

Several candles were burning, and

Ponsonby, (Gadsby, IMonson, and
Vavasour were gathered playing
bridge, with a bed for a card-table.

Drery and Merton were smoking and
talking “geegees.’” Smithson, Yates,
and Benson were playing leap-frog.
Frank Courtenay was asleep, but he
was almost the only fellow in the
dormitory who was, though it was past
ten o'clock.

On this particular night, it is true,
the Highcliffians were giving themselves
a little more “rope ™ than wsusl. For
the headmaster was away, attending a
headmasters’ conference somewhere, uand
stayiong away the night: and Mr. Mohbbs,
the master of the Fourth, had gone with
him, Dr. Voysey, ecertainly, never
soemed to remember that there was a
Lower School at Highelife at all, and
Mr. Mobbs saldom or never looked into
his Form's dormitory after lights out,
Still, their absence gave a fecling of
additional security to the young rascals
of the Fourth. They were well awars
that thev had nothing to fear from the
Higheliffe prefects, The Caterpillar
had remarked more than once that
nothing short of manslaughter would
have drawn Langley away from his
evening garme in his study, and no doubt
tha‘ﬂa.terpiilar was right,

Sitting up in bed, handsome and
elegant in his silken p}r‘l;?mas, Rupert

de Courcy glanced over the unroposeful

ormitery, and smiled.

Beloved 'earers)" said the Cater-
pillar,

Some of the fellows looked round.

“Takin' a hand, Caterpillar}” asked
Gadsby,

“Thanks, no!” s2aid the Caterpillar.
" Franky would ba shocked if hapwnl:e
up ao’ saw mé turdin' night into day.
I never shock Framky if I can help it
Besides, thera's gomethin' else on to-
night.”

Ponzonby looked round and laughed,

Goin’ out on the tiles?” he asked.

The Caterpillar shook his hesd.

“"No. That would Franky, too.
I'm goin’ to have a visitor.”

“A visitor " i;-&llerl Monsom.

Almost every fellow in the dormitory
stared ot the cool, urbane Caterpillar
as he made that startling announcement,
A visitor in the F orm dormitory
at half-past ten at night was something
new, even for High a, :

“Yes,” smiled the Caterpillar, “Man
comin’ to see me. He's almost due, and
I'm goin’ down to let him jn !
Im:s?;m I" said Gadshy incredu-

“ Absolutely 1" said Vavasour.

“"Do 1 ever gammon?"” inquired thie
Caterpillar. * ‘t I always tell the
frozen truth? Heven't I afton told you
men that it adds unpecessary trouble to
existence to tell lies? Haven't you
found that 2p, Pon}”

“0Oh, shut: up |” said Ponsornby, while
uummi the fh 8 _[aughed.. g

¥ at the way you lied to the
Head lasi week abous the raggin’ wou
gave Wharion st Hogben ange 1"
argued the Caterpillar. “You got off
the sack by pitohin' it hot and strong,
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I agomit. DBut there's
follgw,” _

“I don' see it," said Ponsonby, with
a shrug of the shoulders.

“I'm goin’ to point it out to you. Thal
man Wharton, of Greyiriars, 15 thirstin’
for gove. Hver gince you tied him to
that tree in Hoghen Grange you haven't
dared to show your mnose out of
gates—"

“It's & lie!"™ yelled Ponsonby
furiously. He glared at the Caterpillar,
forgetful for the moment of the cards
on the bed.

Am I mistaken®” asked the Cater-
pillar, raising his eyebrows, *“ Possibly,
possibly ! To err is human! Let's say,
then, that you've kept within gates
ever since, not because you're afraid of
meeting Wharton outside, but becauso
you've found & new and sudden charm
in home, sweet home, The dear old
school, the clingin' ivy, the jolly old
mullioned windows, and Mobhy's red
nosg appeal to vou as they never ap-
pealed before, and you ean't tear your-
self away from them—"

“Hﬂ.-,. a, hﬂ-!”

“Get on with the game!” said Pon.
senby sn?g.g’elj'. “We're playin' bridge,
not listenin’ to that fool’s cackle !’

The_-re was s chortle sll through the
dormita Hl‘ It was pretty well known
in the Highcliffe Fourth thet Ponsonby
was taking uncommon care not to come
into conbact with the Greyiriars junior
he had ragged in Hoghen Grange on
the night of the burglary there. Every
man in the Form knew that Wharton
was looking for a chanece to meet Pon-
sonby; and that Ponsonby was sesing
to it that he got no chance.

“What ever your reason, dear old
bean, it puts that man Wharton in =
difficult ;;qsltmn," said the Caterpillar.
“T met him at the bunshop in Court-
fiald on Wednsasday, and I
pathise. He's yearnin’ to meet wvou,
I’:qn—!on,gin‘ and pinin’ and almost

enin’ for 1t. And you keep on
keepin' out of his way. _oEa deferred
maketh the heart grow sick—and I'm
bound to say that you're makin' every-
body pretty sick, Pon!”

“8hut up!” bawled Ponsonby,
“We'ra playin’ bridge!” .

“You can play bridge any time, old
bean; but you can’t always hear my
entertainin’ conversation,” wurged the
Caterpillar. ""Make the most of it
while 1t lasts, Pon. Iook how the
mabter stands! ¥ou rag & man, with
the help of thres heroic friends—don't
hluﬁh you men, your heroism iz pretty
wo e

“Qh, cheese it, Caterpillar I"" muttered
Monson.

“Havin' tied him to a tree, and left
him for a night out, you tell Eushela of
lics, and geg off chesp,” went on the
Caterpillar.., *“You Lkeep out of the
man’s way, 80 that he can’t even hava

trouble to

ad to sym-
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fool! I'NIl ba glad enocugh to put the
cheoky cad through it, tél-f i L
“Good I" exclaimed the Caterpillar
heartily. ZThere spoke the fightin'
blood of the Ponsonbys! ou'ra
thirstin’ for battle, same as jolly old
Wharton| Good egg! Ian't it lucky
that you're goin’' to happen to meet
him
Courtenay looked very curiously at
18 chum.
“What do
Rupert?” he a
“I've been plottin’ and plannia’,” ex-
plained the Caterpillar blandly. * Pon,
by sheer chance, of con has bLeen
keepin' out of Wharton's way. That
man Wharton takes the wview—quite
unjustifiable, of course—that Pon is a
sncakin’ funk, dodgin’ him. 8o my
bizney is to bring the two togother, till
they click! The guestion was—how?
Pon's love for home, sweet home keeps
him within gates—nothin® doin® there!
If Wharton came over to sea him, Pon's
love of law and order would make him
bring & master or a prefect on the
scena: exit Wharton, without punchin’
Pon! It was a frightfully difficult
problem, which only & brain like mine
could have solved ! But I've solved it,”
said the Caterpillar proudly. “I've

d:{.'e-:.l‘rﬂu mezn by that,

spotted the winner, so to speak. To-
night's the night!"”

onsonby stared at him,

“YVou gabblin® ass, what do wvou

mean ?” he snarled.

“‘E:uatli what I say! To-night's the
night! The Head's away and Mobby's
away, and while the jolly old cat’s away
the merry mice will la“}', a8 the proverl
tells us. TI've asked Wharton here.”

“Here!"” yelled Ponsonby.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Gadsby.
blﬂ 'Ii"i-{nhtarpillnr 1" exclaimed Courtenay

ankly.

“Have I eurprised you, my beloved
'earcrs?" asked the Caterpillar. “I
suppose I have! When you've recovered
I'll go on.”

“Wharton ocoming here!” pasped
Smithson. “Oh jiminy "

“The man's fri{g;htfully keen !" said
the Caterpillar, He's takin' the risk
of breakin' bounds at his sohool after
lights-out—takin’® a welk in the stilly
night—all for the sake of meetin’ Pon
I've smuggled gloves up to this dorm—
all ready for the fearful combat! Whar-
ton will ba here in a few minutes now—
I'm lettin' him in—and there's goin' to
bhe o scrap in this dormitory that will
muoke you sit up and rejoice !™

“Great pip !’

“0Oh, my hat!” said Courtenay.

“Pon’s goin’ to have the chance he's
longin' for eof putting' the Greviriara
man through it. He's goin’ to have it
goon, He's goin' to prove that a High-
clife man doesn’t funk Greyfriars, not-
withstanding deceptive appearances.

the satisfaction of punchin’ your nose. I Gad, he's lookin’ bucked at the mcre
oall it rough on rton. told him I prospect!”

sym ised, and offered to lelp to  Ponsonby gave the Caterpillar a
establish contact. I began to turn over deadly look.

in my powerful brain ways and means of
bringin' you up to the scratch, Pon.”

Frank Courtenay was awake now, sit-
ting up in bed, listening to the Cater-
pillar, Every fellow in the dormitory
wWag ]ia't&'ninfntn him with keen atten-
tion. Th knew that something wag
coming, though nobody, so far, guessed
what 1t was.

“It's & lie!" hissed Ponsonby, almost
livid with rage, and quite forpetful o
bridge mow. “I'm not afraid of the
cad| X'l thrash him scon enough if
I happen to meet him !”

_;;Menn that #* yawned the Caler.

illar,

k. “Of course I mean it, you drawlin’

f choice, after Wharton

“If you mean that, you fool—" hea
muttered. 2

“I mean it, old thing.”

“Wharton's comin' herei®”

“"He's almost due now.”

“If you think I'm going to scrap at
half-past ten at night—with a rotten
Greyiriars cad—"

“I think #o," assented the Ceter-
pitlar. “I don’t think you'll have much
ts hore™

Ponsonby jumped up from the bed.

“Well, I'll soon put a stop to leitin'
Creyfriars cads into the school altec
lights out!” ho snarled. “If Mobbs
were at home I'd eall him——""

1 selected this jolly evenin' because
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Mobby and the Head are roamin’ the
open spaces,” yawned the Caterpillar.

“Well, wo'll sce what Langley has to
say about it—" _

“We won't!” said the Caterpillar
cheerfully, i

He leaped from his bed, and, with a
bound, was between Ponsonby spnd the
door. A shove on the chest sent I'on
staggering back.

“0ld thing, keep an eye on that
doughty warrior, while I go and sce 1
Wharton's come,” gaid De Courcy.

“Certalnly I said Courtenay.
The captain of the Fourth quitted his
bed and placed his back against the
dorniitory door. DPonsonby eved him
almost wolfishly: but he stood beck
He had no chance of shifting Courtenay.

“¥ou rotter ! he muttered.

Courtenay gave him a glance of con-
tempt.

“¥ou're bound fto stand up to the

i ‘I’f

“ Do you think I'm afraid of the brute?
I'll fight him willingly enough.”

“You delight my ¢ars, old bean,” said
the Caterpillar. " Oneo more the jolly
old fightin' blood of the Ponsonbys is
boilin’. XKeep it on the boil, old thing,
while I cut down and fetch ihe Grey-
friars man.”

The Caterpillar, half-dressed, siiﬁ%gd
out of the dormitory. Covrtenay clpsed
the door after him and placed his back
to it again, There was o buiz of excite-
ment, and Pon's friends guthered round
hima  encouragingly, There was no
doubt that Pon needed cncouragement.
Face to face, and man to man, was not
Pon's style, and not what he wanted at
all, But timt, for once, was what Pon
was going to get!
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Five would have acted together, as one
man, to bring Ponsonby to hook. But
that matter, Iike other matters in which
they had had a common intercst, had
dll;ﬂppud since the trouble had parted
them.

No doubt his friends would have
backed him up, as of old, if he had
asked them. But in the present circum-
stances he could not ask, and did not
think of it. Only thero was &2 pang at
his heart as he crept out into the dark-

ness alone, leaving his comrades asleep
in bed.

Masters and seniors were still up: but
Wharton did not descend the stairs. By
an upper box-roomn window he reached
the leads outside and dropped to the

ground.

Wharion put all he knew inlo his hlows, and Ponsonby dodged. elreling compleiely round ihe ring, under a fire of chuckles
from the speciators. **JIs It a fight or a foot-race ? ** inquired Smithson humorously.

fellow after what you did 1 he said.
“Anybody but a coward wouldn't need
asking twice. You're letting down the
mhm? by showing rotten funk. You
tackled Wharion four to onc—now
tackle him fairlg', man to man |¥

“Hear, hear!” sniggercd SBmithson.

‘ Dash it all, Pon !" murmured (Gadsby.

Even Pon’s own knutty friends were
ashamed of him now.

“Pon, old man,” muttered Monson,
“vou can't eall in a prefect, dash it
afl! The Greyiriars man is takin’ all
the risk in comin’ here—-"

“ Pon, old bean ! said Drury, y

Ponsonby cast an evil look at lus
fricnds. e rcalised that he was “for
it ¥ there was no cscape for him. His
eyes burned at the smiling Caterpillar,
But he sullenly made up his mind to
the inevitable.

“You're goin’ to get a fair fight, old
man,"” urg adsby. "“We're all here
1o see fair plzr;?r. It’s Whartoo who's

takin' chances.
*0Oh, shut up!® enarled FPonszonby.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Man fo Man!
HAERY’ WHARTON slood listen-

ing in the darkness of the

Remove dormitory at Grey-
frigra.
The deep snore of DBilly Bunter

rumbled througth the silence. e could
hear the stendy breathing of slecpers
near at hand, Not s fellow in the
dormitory was awake, e:mr:é';t. the cap-
tain of the Form. And Wharton
dressed quickly in the dark and slipped
on the rubbor shoes he had placed in
readiness under his bed. He was going
out of House bounds after lights out—
a serions matter for any Groyiriars man,
and especially for the head bn? of &
Form, He could not be foo carciul.
Silent in the rubber shoes, he trod to
the door, There ho paused again, His
chums were fast asleep. Fle could not
waken them. If he went, he had te go
slone. But for the unhappy dispute
that had arizen in the Co., the Famous

The night wind from the sea blew
fresh and keen on his face as he scudded
away, keeping in the darkest shadows
till ho reached the old Cloisters and
dropped from a wall into the road.

He walked swiftly away through the
summer night,

Highelifio School lay beyond Court-
field ; but there were shors cuts by paths
an the broad comminon, and by leaty lanecs
and dewy fields, and Wharton knew
evary one of them.

He was bound for Higheliffe; but not
a fellow in the Remove hoad becn told.
1t was natural that Wharton should feol
a keen desire {o punish Ponsonby for
that “night out" at Hogbon Granpe,
He was not the fellow to bear a grudge;
but an outrage of that kind was rathcr
too serigus a matter to be W OVer.
Pon had to have a lesson.  But that wos
not the only resson for his determination
to punish the cad of Higheliffe. It waa
that act of tuffianism which bad landed
him in his present trouble. He owed it

Tae Macrer LBRARY.~—No. 1,216,
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all to Ponsonbr; and he was resolved
that Fon should mot escape with
impunity at the cheap cost of telling
falsehoods. -

He tramped on rapidly by field and
lape, through the fine June mght,
bardly dark even at that hour. ‘

The matter had been arranged with
Llie Caterpillar at the bunshop 1n Court-
Beld on Wednesday., Le Ceurcy had, in
fact, made the 511351231:113]1, and cotered
into the thing cordially, LThe Cater-
pillar, with =all his lazy ways and
carcless outlook on  life, had some
regard for his school, and felt the dis-
grace that Ponsonby had hrought upon
at, An act of ruffianism, and a Lushel
of lies to escape the consequences,
seemed outside the limit to him; and
it itked the Caterpillar, too, to sece o
Higheliffe man fl.m]i-.ing a mecting with
a fellow from another school whom he
had ragged with heavy odds on his side.
If Pon did not want a fair fight, Pon
had better learn to keep out of mis-
chief; that was the Catorpillav's view.
1f Ponsonby refused to answer for what
he had done, he had to be made to; and
;'E_le Catecpillar was the fellow to make
1im.

Higheliffie Bchool loomed up cgainst
a8 velvet eky. Harry Wharton

neezed through a gap in the palings
o nﬁdpaddmlg that adjoined what were
called, at Higheliffe, the “old courts.”
It was & way by which the Higheliffe
knuts were aecustomed to get out when
the spirit moved them to Leeak hounds
at anlht—-a way the Caterpillar had
used himeelf more than once, and which
Lo had described clearly to Wharton for
present use.

The Greyiriars junior trod quietly
under the old trees in the paddn?k and
reached & low wall that gove on the
courts.

He was now within the precincts of
Higheliffie School, and had to be doubly
careful. Jo the distance he could zeec
lighted windows. Tho Caterpillar had
assured him that, once he was in the
Fourth Form dormitory, interruption
was very unlikely. But he was not in
vet. Dr. Voysey and Ar, Mobbs were
away: but the er masters were not
yeb gone to bed, and most of the Sixth
wero likely to be still up. It was noces-
gxr¥ o be careful.

Vharton stopped suddent.

There was a moving shadow by the old
wall be waz approacinng: aud he won-
doved, for a moment, whether the Cater-
pillar, eoutrary to  arrangement, had
come out to nueet hin,

But it was nobt likelv: and Vlarion
stopped and backed into the shadow of
an oal.

Someone was there, looking over the
low wall towards the sehool, It wus o

wat, thick-set figurd, 1tz outlines, as
Wharien watched jr, secuued to have
some familiprity to his eye.. Dim as it
was, he made out that 1w was the figure
of 2 man, not of a bov,

His lip curled.

Probably it was some shady character
fromy the Cross Kevs or the Three
IFishiers, who haed dealings with some of
the “sportsmen ¥ of Bighelifte, It was
clear, at all events, that the man was
waiting there with some object.

The ficnre stood for some minufes,
gazing towards the distant lighted win-
dows, and then moved awav and disap-
peared under the trees in the paddosk.

Wharton walted a fey minures more,
and then proceeded on his war., Who
the man was, and what he wanted there,
was no business of his; all he wanted
was to keep clear of him.

Ile dropped silently over the wall,
picked bis way through the old courts,
and emerged into the Higheliffe quad.

Five minutes later he was Rtaﬁdill§
under o window on the ground floor o
tha Hounse.

Even as ho stopped, the lower sash of
the window slid up; evidently someone
was already on the watch within,

“Right on time, old bean!™ came a
goft wvolce, with a slightly mocking
inflection in it—the voice of the Cater-
pillar.

De Courey gave the Greviriars junior
o hand, and helped him in at tho win-
dow.  Wharton stepped down inside,
and the Highclifie fellow closed the
windew again. Ther stood in darkness
in o Jarge, dim room, evidently a
master’s study.

“You're expceted, old thing I mur-
mured the Caterpillar, . " Pon's burnin’
for the combat—ryearnin’ for it! Yon
feelin' fit "

“ Quite”
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“Nobt droadin  the terrific wraih ol
Pon at the last moment ?™

“Not at all.”

The Caterpillar chuckled.

. “Come om, then! Let's get up fo the
agorm before the fightin’ Elcrcrd of the
Ponsonbys cools down! I told Pon 1o
keep it on the beil; but you never know.
This way. This is the Beak's study—
the Beak's away to-night, you know,™

;é.ﬂm § so8 an inch.” B i

wve me your army, old tulip; 1'm
the kindly light ihat leads.” e

Fhe Caterpillar grasped Wharlon's
arm and led him awar.

By dark passages and dim gtairensos
he led the Greyfriavs junior. They
slopped at the door of the Fourth Form
durmﬂl::ﬁf, and the Caterpillar turnoed
the handle and pushed. There was somuw
resistance inside the door,

“0ld Courtenay's standin’ with hLis
back to it,” murmured the Caterpillur.
“Fon's developed a sudden desive for
the company of prefects, Generully
speakin’, he would hate a prefeci w
butt into the dorm afrer lights out, Lt
for on¢e he seems to want ‘em. Hu's
not goin' to be gratifed.”

Tho door opencd, and they passed in.
Frank Courtenay gave Wharton a smile
and a nod. very other Higheliffo
Fourth-Former stared at him curious!y.
Pon gave him a black look.

The Caterpillar closed the door.
“All sercne now!” he remarked.
1§ht|n? blood still boilin', Pont"
“o and eat coke !

“Pon's in a wax, Wharlon,” ezx-
plained the Caterpiliar gravely, “Dou'c
mind his manners. He's in a wax,
He's been dreadin’ to lose this oppor-
tunity of provin' that a Higheliffo man
doesn't funk a Greyfricrs mao, It's
got on his merves s little. But now
you're here Pon will be all right, won'c
vou, PontX

i E-:m rqliiitaﬁ cad 1™ "

on, o ean, your la & ainsg
me I paid the Gaterpillgfurigrgnch-
fully. “What have I donef”

“ Backin' E;:ﬁ:- a Greyfriars cad agninst
our own ool, vou rotter I' smaried

:rl}scmgg. . ] .
The rpillar rdised his eychrows.

“You don't seem to cateh on, Pon.™
he said gently. “I'm backin' you up.
Greyiriars men have been sayin® that
you won't tackle a man unless you've
got thres or four friends to helyr vou
handle him. I'm givin' vou the chance
tc prove that that's o slander. Whae
more do you wanti”

Ponsonby gritted lus tecth., He ecast
a look round at his knutty friends. Now
that Wharton was there alone Pon
would have been glad to eall on Lis
followers and turn the affair into a
rogging. But it was evident that there
was nothing doing in  that line.
Courtenay had a_far larger following
in the Highcliffe Fourth than Pon, and
the captain of the Fourth intended to
see fair play. And Pon's friends, as u
matter of foct, had no objection to
sceing fair play also. As Ga shF wlits-
rered to Monson, 1f Pon didn't want
o put up his hands, why the dooce
couldn't he have lct the man alone in
the first place? And Monson nodded
assent,

“The hour's growin' late,” went on
the Caterpillar. "“That's nothin’ for
Highcliffe. 8till, there's a limit. I
EHE‘%E&E gettin® to business.”

“I'm ready,” said Harry Wharton
quictly.

“Pon's more than ready —burstin®
with esgerness,” gaid the Caterpillar.
“Here's the gloves, If vou want a
sccond I'll be proud fo act for yvou—no
Greviriars gent bein” presont. Pick out
a second, Pon. CGaddy, you kecp time

with that big gold watch of yours,=

131



EVERY SATURDAY

Ponsonby elowly—very slpwu—l.pm- on
gloves, The grinning TFourth-
Formers formed a ring. And in the
centre of the ring Pon stood facing the
Greviriars junior—[ace to face st last,
and man to man.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.,
The Fight at Highelifle !

64 IME (2
E Gadsby, with his gold wateh
in his hand, called * Time !”

“Go it, Pon!" came an en-
couraging chorus from the kouts.

A dozen candles gave plenty of light.
Fellows, half dressed or in pyjamas,
stood round, lﬂ-ﬂkln% on eagerly.

!

Ponsonby gritied s teeth and made
up his mind to it. He had & good
chapce of pulling it off if his courage

did not fail, He was o little taller than
Wharton, gquite os heavy, and a good
boxer. His chief difigulty was hig
rooted objection to taking punishment.
Wharton cared nothing for punishment
so long as he gave his trescherous
enemy the thrashing he had asked for.

In the frst round Pona stood up well
eud there was a murmur of apprm*a,i
from his friends. Ponsonby was well
awzre of the kudos he would gain if
by good luck he Lnocked out a fighting-
man like the captain of the Greyiriars
Remove, And since there was no help
for it he put hiz beef into it, hoping for
the best. To prove that bhe wos pot a
funk, to regain his wavering iofuence
over his set in the Fourth, above sall
to give the fellow he hated the thrash-
ing of his life, made it worth while to
face a pair of punishing and do
his very best. Savage anger and malice

spurred him on, too, In the first round
Fon nitted himzelf well, and he had
WA to the work a little when
Gadshy called time.

In the second round he still stood up
to the test.

“Pon's got a sportin' chance if he
sliclts it out!"” murmured the Cater-

illar to his chum. “It's jolly odd, you

w, I like that man Wharton, and
I dislike Pon frightfully, but I'd be
glad to see him wimn, I suppose that’s
giddy patriotisom, what?”

Courtenay nodded.

Ho shared the Caterpillar’s feelings.
He would have been glad to see & win
for Highcliffe. U

e Eg pad, Pan’s goin' 1™ said
Gadsby.

“(ood old Pon!” said Monson. “By
gum, he's goin’ to win |¥

“ Absolutaly I murmured Vavasour.

Luck was favouring the cad of High-
cliffe. Wharton’s foot slipped on the
smooth fiocor, and for a second he was
at his enemy’s mercy. Pon was pot the
man to give an enemy & chance. He
piled in swifily, end his right came
with a ctash on the Greyfriar’s junior's
jaw, followed up by his left between
ithe eyes, and Yyharicn went down with
o crash.

“ Phew 1? murmured the Caterpillar.

Gadsby was counting gleefully., Glad
enough would Gaddy bave been to
count the Greyfriars man out.

“One, two, three, four, five, &ix,
seven—" {(iaddy was fairly racinp.

“(Gaddy, old bean, have you put your
foot en the sceelerator i interrupted
the Caterpillar.

“Shut up!
Monson. :

“ Eight, pine——"" panted Gadds.

Wharton was on his feet again. He
was dazed, dizzy, $roEeT bub not to
save his life would he bhave allowed
himself to be counted ocut.

Ponsonby was on him like a tiger.

Under a rain of fierce blows Wharton
hardly knew how he kept his feet, but

Gaddy's countin®,” said

he kept them. He tock pumshment
that would have made Pon sick, but
he took it like a man of bronze.
Knocked right and left under smashing
blows he rocked and reeled, but be kept
his feel. .

said the

T Gﬂdd}'_q
Caterpiliar.

It was time, but Gadsby had not
called time yet. (Uadshy evidently
believed that a {imekceper's duty was to
belp o pal win, Bué as the Catcrpillar
made & step towards him, Gaddy
realised that there was o limit.

*Time ! he rapped outs hastily.

It came as o much-needed relief for
Wharton, The minute rest saved him.
He sank on a chair in his corner,
panting.

His second fanned him with a towel

“Hot work!” said the Caterpillar,
“"Hot work, old bean!”

Wharton did wot speak. He nceded
all his breath. )

“As your second, old thing, I'th
longin' to see you win,™ said the Caler-
pilar, “As s Highchiffe man, D
yearnin’ to see you licked. Like jolly
old Desdemona in the play, I do per-
ceive here & divided duly., But fair
play’s a jewel, and if Gaddy plays any
more tricks there's goin' to be another
fight in this dorm to-night. Lend me
your ears, Caddy.”

“0h, rot! muttered CGadsby. But
he made up his mind to be a little more
oarciul in the calling of time. He did
not want trouble with the Caterpillar,

The mipute was up all too soon for
Wharton, but ho came up prompily
with the call of “Time !* and through
the next round contented himself with
defence while he slowly recovered from
the terrific hammering he had received.

Ponsonby pressed him_hard and fast.
If Fon had a chance of pulling it off,
this was hiz chance. Pon made the
most of i, It was & wearing round te
Wharton, and he had to take hard
knocks without getting at his adver-
BATY. was glad when the third
round ended, Gadsby calling “Time!"
promptly enough under the searching
eye of the Caterpillar,

Ancther rest pulled Wharton reund.
When he stood up to his opponent
again he had recovered his wind and
his strength. He was fit all through,
and his pluck waszs undimimished. In
that round Ponszonby attacked hotly
again. But thiz time hizs attack was
stopped and retalinted. P:{H‘l began b0
get some hard hlttmﬁ.. which never did
agree with Pon, and his hope of pulling
it off began to fade again.

Fifth round followed: and in the
sixth Ponsonby had a hunted lock in
his eyes. His chance—if it had becn a
chance—had passed, and the Greviriars
fellow had the upper hand now. Pon-
gonby onded the sixth round on the
fHoor, on his back, spluttering.

“Time I

Slowly Ponsonby came up to the call
of “Time " for the seventh round. His
friends were no longer looking hopeful.
Pon had plenty of “beef ™ left in him,
but his courage was failing. He backed
and dodged from hard hitting, cireling
completely round the ring, under a fire
of chuckles from the spectators. Smith-
son asked whether it was a fight or
a foot-race, and there was o laugh.

“@Go it, Pon ! murmured Monson.

“Put your beef into it, old chap[”
satd Vavasour,

It was easy enough for the knuts to
advise Pon to “go® it; bub it was
doubtful whether they would bave
“gone ™ it themselves, under the hard
hitting of the Greyfriars junior.
Wharton was pressing the fighting, hard
and harder, and Ponsonby ducked end
dodged and panted.

you rotter—>
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Crash [

A right-hander landed fairly on Pon's
ohin. It almost lifted bim from his
feot, and be spun over and crashed.
p;l ote whack I murmured the Calers

illar,

Gadshy began to count. He did not
race this timo, He slowed. But it was
futile. Pon did not stir; he would not
bhave stirred if Gadsby had counted a
hundred. He lay where he was,
gasping.

“Thizs is where Higheliffe chucks up
the sponge,” gaid the Cacerpillar re-
gretfully,  “Pon's good for three or
tour more rounds yet; but the fightin’
blood of the Puusunbirs has gone cold.
You win, Wharton, old bean.”

Harry Wharton peeled off the gloves.
It had been a hard fight, harder than
he had expected; but Fonsonby lay at
his feet, licked to the wide. ﬁia glare
of hatred did not trouble Wharton.

“Better bathe your uhiwf, old
thing,” said the Caterpillar. *It's goin®
to be a bit decorative, I think.” He
yawned. “It's more than time that
good lLittle boys, like us, were in bed
we've lost our beoauty sleep elready.
Buit the jolly old entertoinment was
worth 18"

He led the Greyiriara junior to =
washstand, where Wharton bathed his
heated face. Pomsonby’s friends picked
him up, and helped him to his bed.
Most of the Highcliffe juniors turned
in, now that the fight was over; Lut
Courtenay and the Caterpillar re-
mained up to give Wharton what help
they could in repairing damapes. From
somewhers in Lthe night ceme the clume
of a quarter; it was & quarter past
eleven. Wharton started.

“Don’t hurry, old bean,” murmured

the Calerpillar. “The night's yct
young.”
But Wharton did hurry. He dried

his face, slipped on his jacket, and left
the dormitory with the Caterpillar.

T

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Wizard at Work |

i EASEL 1™
w It wae o whispering voice
in the deep shadows of the

paddock, Darkness lay thick
among the old oaks, and in the dark-
ness, shadows stirred.

“You, Wizard!”

A husky voice whispered back.

Hig'hchji:ie School lay dark and silent.
Where the crumbling wall of the “old
courts ¥ bordered ths paddeck, two
figures met under the oaks. One was
the squat, thick-set figure that Wharton
had glimpsed whon he passed through
the paddock en his wa{‘ in. The other,
tall, graceful, athlatio, had just arrived.
The ferret eyes of the squat man peered
at the mewcomer, in the thick shadows
under the tress, and he gave a grunt of
satisfaction.

Tha face he saw, dimly in the dark-
ness, was a handsome fma—-strapgalj
in contrast with his own gtubbly visage.
It was the face of Richard Lancaster, of
the Sixth Form at Greyiriars; the face
of the Wizard, schoolboy, crook, and
cracksman. ;

“Yon're 'ere, Wirard ¥ muitered the
Waoasal.

“I'm here.” 'The schoolboy erook's
tone was low and sharqln. There was a
bitter note in it. “Isn't it Slimy's
order! Isn't there n haul of three
thousand pounds, ready for the taking?
Of course I'm hers,” ) ]

The Weasel peered at him uneasul?'.
He could ses Lancaster’s [oce only
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dimly; but he did not like the look on
it. The Wizard was there—there lo
carry out the orders of Blimy Sugden.
There had been a time when he would
have been keen on the work; as keen as
the rufianly Weasel himself. Bul there
waz no keenness in the Wizard's face
now., Thers was & dogged determina-
tion, strangely mingled with something
like despair. The Wizard was in a
mood that 1he Weasel was not likely to
understand.

“Iv's  easy, Diel,” muttered the
Weazel,  “Slimy got it all cut and
diicd, The headmaster's away to-night

—&imy got thal certain, You've been
in the place—you've spotted the blooin-
ing picture that Slimy can sell over the
pond for three thousand of the best.
It's as easy as pie. Dick,”

I know that,” .

“Ten minutes'll sece Fou through,
Dick—and vou hand the picture to me,
and get back to your school. T gob the
car in the lane, and wou bet T'll get
that blooming Rembrandt safe inte
Slimy's hands Lefore morning., Yyhars
wrong with yvou. ek ¥

Lancaster did not answer. e stood
silent ir the gloom, staring with a fxed
gare at the dim face of the rufhan.

The Wease! muttered an impatient
oath,

“You ain't fizad up, as usnal. Dick!”
He peered more closely at Dick Lan-
caster's handsome face, Save for its
pale. tormented expression, that face
was the same that Greyirinrs knew—un-
changed. Uhe Wizard was acenstomoed
1o disguise his looks when Lo prowled
as a thief in the night. This time he
had not dome so. “You're takin' risks,
Dicl:." ]

“What does ii maliec?”

The Weasel slared, _

“If you're seen—and wyou might be
geen—"

Lancaster shrugged his shoulders.

“The old schoplmaster's away, Diclk,
Slimy got that straight; but they
meayn't all be in bed yet, and there's =
chance——" The Weasel's ferrety eyes
peered at him, "' you was seen angd ro-
cognised, Dick, the game's up for you
at vour school.”

“All the betier, pechaps,” said Lan-
caster bitterly.

“Talk sense!" snapped the Weasel
“"Youre at Greyiriars to play Sluny
Sugden’s game, not to plears yourself.
What's got you, Dick? Talk sense.”

Lancaster stood silent,

From where he stood under the caks,
he could see Highcliffe BSchool, the
great building glimmering in the clear
Jung mnight. 'hree or four windows
showed a gleam of light from behind
the blinds; all were not yet slecping at
Highclifte,

That matiered nothing to the Wizard.
He koew that the headmaster's study,
witere the precious Rembrandt hung,
would be dark end deserted. He knew
the lie of the land; he knaw that the
window would yield at onece to his
hand; he had only to use the knowledge
he had so cunningly picked _ui the day
he had played cricket at Hl‘g eliffe,

It was the easiest of easy *jobs ” for
the schoolboy crook. Ten minutes, or a
guarter of an haur—and loot worth
thres thouspnd pounds would be handed
over fo the Weasel, to be borne away
in the car that waited. :

Blimy Sugden was already in fouch
with an unscrupulous American col-
lector who was ra%ared to pay & fancy
price for the Rembrandi, E{im wag
not close with money—hundreds of
pounds would fall to the share of tho
Wizard. Easy work and easy money,
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Yot the hapless fellow's feet seemed
rocted 1o the ground, as if he were un-
able 1o take a single step towards the
prize,

The Weasel heard a heavy sigh leave
his lips. It came from an overcharged
heart,

“Dick, you fool!” he muttered.

Laneaster looked at Lim. He pushed
back the low cap from his forehead and
wiped away beads of perspiralion.

“Weasel! You remember how we
were mterrupted—last werk—al Hoghen
Grange,” e muttered, " Well, it was a
Crevirairs Lid-—p junior whe Lad been
tied up in the park by some young
raseals=—a lad 1 knew—"

The Weasel's stubby fingers worked.

“Wish I'd got "old of him, then,” he
mutrered. ”Igc: wouldn't have give the
uhiﬁl if I'd got my ‘ands on his weas-
und.

«" A lad I knew,” went on Lancaster,
unheeding, “a lad 1 Lknew and liked—
who kuew and liked me™

The YWease] started,

‘; le..m:-an e knows—he's found you
out—"

“I mean that he suspects, if he does
not know. I mean that he shrioks
awaey from me, as if 1 were something
foul—uncican.” The handspme face
worked. 1 mean that [ dare not mect
his eves—I mnean, that his look sickens
me with shame—1 moenn that I dare not
ask him why he has changed, for fear
of what he nmight say.”

“He s told——"

“Nothing. Ie discoverad something
tlhat might, I do not Enow what—enough
to turn his lLiking for me into loathing.
But cither he 15 not sure, or else some
other reazon keeps him silent—he has
said nothing. Not even toe his own
friends. Bur he knows—lknows what I
am. Lf e does not actually know it, in
the way of proof, he feels it. Since that
might he has avoided me as if 1 were a
leper,™

The Weasel breathed hard.

“IH he ain't talked, he c¢an't kpnow
much, not for certain, anyhow. And
covers that know too much have been
knocked on the 'ead afore now.”

“wilence, you villain!” hissed Lan-
caster.

Heo locked, for a moment, as if he
would strike the stubbly, brutal face so

near his own. The Weasel drew back
with an oath,

“You wouldn't undersiand,” said
Lancaster. “I'm & fool to speak of it
to vou.  Siimy wouldn't understand,

What has a crock to do with shame?”

He laughed a low, bitter laugh. “Deo
you know why I don't throw up the
game? Why 1 don't break with the
ang* TBecavse 1 dare not let the

School know what Blimy would shout out
for all the world to hear. ‘That's the
hold Sugden's got on me, sinee I've
been at Greyiriars.  Thet's why I'm

heta to-night—a  dog  obeving  his
master's whistle! A dog brought to
heel 1 There was intense bitterness in

Lancasler’s voice,

The Weasel made no reply. He was
3mt~:: incapable of comprehending the
ark, bitter moed of the schoolboy
crook. Dut it made him uncasyv. The
Wizard, once the most daring and reck-
less of the lawless pang was weakening ;
that was how the Weasel looked at 1k,
Bepentance, remorse, aching shame that
ote into the unhappy boy's heart, only
meant weakening to the callous ruffian.

“Brought to  heel!”  repeated
Laneaster. * Brought to heel at the
urack of the whip.”

"You're wasting time, Dick.”
Lancaster roused himself. He madeo a
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movement, and the Weasel laid a delain-
ing hand on his arm.

“Don't be a fool, Dick! Put on your
ﬁ::mga 10 Cale ¥OU was seen.'’

“You're right,” muttered Lancaster.

It took but a few moments for tho
schoolboy crook to put on his “fxings,"”
az the ruffian cxpressed it, A falss
moustache, a few touchez of grease-
Emmt, and the Greyiriars senior’s face
ooked years older, and unrecogunisable
as his own. The Weasel drew a breath
of relief. The Wizard was getting down
to it at last.

Leaving the ruffian under the oaks,
Lancaster dropped over the wall into
the old eourts. Lurking, crecping,
slinking in darkest shadows, the thiof
in the night went on his way. Lancaster
of the Sixth, for the time, was no longer
i existence ; the Wizard was at work [

—r———

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Thiel in the Night !

b UIET, old bean!" whispered
the tﬂ.terpilla‘.l'.
Harry Wharton made

scarcely o sound as  ho
followed his guide, led by the Cater-
pillar's hand oo his arm,

Only a glimmer from high windows
broke the gloom. It was nearly
hali-past eleven, and at that hour, few
in Higheliffe School were still up. From
two or three masters’ windows, a gleam
of light still shons in the gquad, but that
was all. Long since, the House had
been locked and bolted for the night.

Caution was very necessary, however.
It had seemed a tremendons lark to the
whimsical Caterpillar to arrange that

fight in the dormitory—and Wharton
had cagerly closed on the only way of
bringing Ponsonby to book, But if a

Greyfriara junior had been discovered
in Higheliffe School at such an hour
of the night, the results would hava
been very serious for all concerned.
YWhartonr, certzinly, would have been
reported to his own headmaster, and un-
doubiedly flogged with the greatest
severity for such an adventure; and
the Caterpillar, equelly certaioly, would
have had to apswer for it.

They trod softly past a door, under
which a light still gleamed. ‘The
passage was dark, but someone was up.
‘Their hearts beat faster as they passed.

““All serene,’” whispered the Cater-
pillar as they turned a corner into
another passage, black as the inside of
a hat, “But a bloke ean't be too
careful in the joliy old cires, what "'

“Quite "' agreed Wharton.

“Pon would jump for joy if he could
giva us away and get you copped by a
prefect or a beak,” murmured the
Caterpillar; “but Courtenay will see
that dear old Pon doesn't take a step
outside the dorm. We're not really
proud of Pon here, dear man, and I'm
glad you licked him, though for tha
honour and glory of Higheliffe, I wish
he'd licked you. Sort of mized feelin's,

what ? aro wo are at the Beek's
study door.”
De Courey opened =a door, and

Wharton passed into the large, dim
study, by the window of which he had
entered the House an hour ago.

De Courcy gave a subdued chuckle.

“1 wonder what Voyser would
think, old thing, if he knew that twa
voung swocps were usin’ his study at this
time of night,” he murmured. *“Not
likely to guess, what ¥’

“Y imagine not."

“Whila the cat's away, the merry mice
have a high old time,” said the Cater-
pillaz. #With the Beak away, this is
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the safest route in and out. He some-
times sitz up late, dodderin’ over the
jolly cld classies. He's far encugh away
now, though, an’ dear old Mobby's with
Lim. Hold on!" added the Caterpillar,
in & suddenly changed voice, az Wharton
wag stepping towards the window.

“What—"" began Harry,

“Quiet '™ breathed the Caterpillar.

He drew the CGreyfriars junior back,
into the deep shadow beside a tull
Oriental screen. He pointed to the

window.
The starlight on the glass was
darkened,

_tWimrtﬂ-n started violently as he saw
it.

That black silhouette against the
window was startling enough, at such
an hour of the night.

“Who—what—"" he hreathed.

The Caterpillar suppressed a chuckle.

“Quiet! Mum’s the word! You'll
Iave to wait till the coast's clear, old
bean,

“But  who—de you know——-r
Wharton stared at the black shadow
outside the window., His heart was
beating faster.

"1 g:}n’t know, but I guess,” The
Caterpillar’s  tome  was  whimsical,
“We're not the only sportsmen usin’
the Heads study window as an
eypergency exit, ﬂi’d fruit, wlile the
Beak’s awsy, Bome merry sportsman
of the Bixth has been out of bounds, I
take it, and he's gettin’ back this way."

“Oh!” breathed Wharton.

“Wait sn' sesl!” murmored the
Caterpillar,

The two juniors waited in the black
shadow of the screen, and waiched the
figure at the window. !

The Caterpillar had no doubt that it
was a3 he had surmised, and Harry
Wharton supposed that he was right.
Some breaker of bounds was relurnin
at that late hour, he concluded, and,
like the Caterpillar, he had thought
of the headmaster’s window as a safe
route—while Dr, Voysey was away 1in
London.

Nothing but a black silhouette could
be seen at the window. The figure was
knecling on the broad stone sill,
fingoring the sash. A looze cap was
pulled down over the forchead, and a
dark coat enveloped the fOgure; the
juniors could sce that much. )

There was a sharp but feint click.

Wharton heard his companion draw a
gquick hreath. The Caterpillar seemed
startled.

H ' What ' whispered Harry.

“T fastened the catch after lettin® you
in, old bean,”’ whispered the Caterpillar.
“That sportsman has opened it from
outside.”

Wharton caught his breath.

“It's net an easy catch,” mutlered
D¢ Courcy in his ear. *“In fact, it’s a
pretty hefty catch, It can't bo a High-
cliffe man who's able to open a catch
like that from outside a window."

That had already fashed
Wharton's mind,

“It caw’t be done with the bngers—
that johnny's usin’ a tool of some sort—
not the sort of tool that a Highcliffa
man would have,”” “The Caterpillar’s
whisper was barely audible in Whearton's
ear. “0Old infant, that's not a jt}llg
old roysterer returnin® from paintin® the
Three Fishers' red. Quiet '

Wharton's heart throbbed.

The sudden knowledga
both of them at once. It was not a
breaker of bounds at the window., It
was not a Higheliffe man returning
from s spree. The ease and swiftness
with which a difficult fastening had been
Ejpﬂ;md from  outside, demonstrated
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into

rushed on

Wharton made o movement, bul the
Caterpillar's grasp closed like iron on
his arm.

“uiet I’ he breathed.

The Greyfriars junior steod still,
silent. The sash was slipping up under
pressure from without : the window was
open.

Head and shoulders of the dark hguove
were already in the room.
~ There was a light sound as the climb-
myr hgure dropped within, The window
remained open, bub the curtain waos
swiftly drawn across it, shutting out
every ghimmer from the stara.

Silent, but with throbbing hearts, the
two juntors stood by the screen, They
knew that they were in the presence
of a law-breaker—that it was a thief
of the mght who stood within a few
vardsz of tliem. Both of them kept cool ;
mdecd, had Wharton been able to spo
his companion’s face, he wounld have scen
a grin there. Danger had no terrors for
the Caterpillar, and he was enjoying
this strange and thrilling adventure.

Btlenco followed for a long minute,
which seemed an age to the two juniors,
_The unseen intruder was doubtless
listening. Through the silence, faintly,
came a sound of soft breathing.

Err—rer

LOOK LIVELY, LADS,
with your

| GREYFRIARS LIMERICEKS

and win a

LEATHER POCKET WALLET!

One of these dandy prizes goes
ta Layton G. Layberry, of Rolles-
ton Park, Tutbury, Staffs, who |
sent me the following winning
effort ;

The Bounder of Qreviriars School |
Iz claver, couragoous and cool. I
Though bad In tho past,
Ha'a refarmed at last, |
And now he's a regular " jawe] 1

You send the limerick and I'll
supply the prizel ,

Tho Caterpillar was siill pressing
Wharton's arm, as a sign to keep silent.
The Greyfriars junior made no move-
ment,

There was a [aint sound from the
unseen Ggure at last. A sudden beam
of brilliant light shol across the study.

It came from an clectric forch.

It did not reveal the two juniors
backing behind the screem. It was not
even turned in their direction.

It shone upon a picture that hung
on the wall opposite Dr. Voysey's
writing-table,

The Rembrandt glinmered in
brfﬁ{‘t bean.

e spob of light moved nearer to the
picture; behind it, the figure that held
the torch was wrapped in blackness.

The Caterpillar understood at once
what dawned more slowly on Wharton.
The Ca.terﬁillar knew all about D,
Voysey's Hembrandt and its wvalue;
Wharton had heard of it, p&rhﬂ;}s, but
had forgotten ib. To Wharton's eves
the picture was what the Iighclific
fellows caled i, o smudge; to the
Caterpillar’s eyes, as to the cracksman’s,
it was o canvas worth three thousand
poundls,

A keen blade glided over the canvas
within the frame.

Almost with the furn of a wrist the
canvas was eut out of the frame and
the latter was lelt emply.
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There was a sound as the canvas was
rolled and thrust under a coat. The
beam of light was shut off.

A stealthy sound, receding towards
the window! Tha e¢racksman had not
been three minutes in the room, and he
Was [f;omg! Evidently the Rembrandt
was the only object of his visit.

The Caterpillar's teeth set hard. 1t
was useless to shout an alarm: the thick
would have been gone with his plunder
long before the house could have been
roused. There was only ene thing to
be done, if the midnight prowler was
not ito escape with tho most dearly
prized possession of the Head of High-
cliffe.

Wharton felt his eompanion move.
He elenched his hands, ready to back
gpi the Higheliffe fellow in whatever ba

.,

The curtains whisked aside azain:
the starlight glimmered into the stady.
The darlk figure was half-out of the
window when the Caterpillar, with (he
spring of a tiger, was upon i1.

The sudden attack took the cracks-
man utterly by surprise. He rolled
back into the room as the Caterpillar
dragged at him and erashed on the
Hoor,

“Back up!” panted the Calerpillar.

Wharton did not need the call.

Ho was alveady leaping to the High-
cliffe junior's aid, and his grasp closed
on the cracksman as the latter began to
struggle. And the threo of them rolled
over, fighting desperately,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Escape!

b OLD on!”
ﬁ “Hold him|”
Wharton and De Courey

. banted out the words at the
samo tume as the struggling figure
leaped up.

Something was in their grasp--they
ad not let go, But the lithe figure had
leaped free, after those fow sceonds of
ferce siruggle, and was springing at the
OPREen WIKNGOW,

They knew the next moment that it
was the cracksman’s overcoat that was
in their hands,

With tho litheness and swiftness of a
panther he had slipped out of their
grasp. Slipping out of tho overceat,
he left it in their hands, and =
dosperate bound carried him to the
wintdow.

Wharten sprawled on the flocr. Tho
Caterpillar was left on his  knees
Between them thew held the coat.

and after

The Caterpillar sprang v
the figure that wans nIreacE.' plunging
thmug%n the window. Wharton was
zslower, for he had been sent sprawling
on his back.

But the Caterpillar was too late.

The sctive figura leaped from tho
window and landed with a fight thud
on the ground outside.

Without an instent's =lop i1t broke
inte flight so swift that it scemed
sparcely to touch thoe earth as it fled.

“By gad!” panted the Caternillar.

His leg was half-out of the window, in

pursuit, when he stopped. The fleeing
figure had already vaniched into
shadows.

“By gad!” repeated the Caterpillar.
He turned and peered at YWharton,
“Hurt, old bean i

“Ne.” Wharton stageored up. "My
hat1 He's gone!™

“Ha's left his jolly old coat behind
him! What = trick! iy zad, that
ecoundrel had his wita abont him.”

Tue Macxer Liseapy.—No. 1,216
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The Caterpillar ocossed the studz
swiftly aud switched on the electric
light, The room was flooded with
illumination. Tt revealed Harry
Wharton standing with the cracksman’s
cvercoat in Lis hand.

“Caterpillar! Look
¥Wharton.

He held up the coat.

On the inside was a long pocket—
evidently a specially made pocket for a
special purpose. From it projected the
end of a roll of canvas.

The Caterpillar jumped at it

“Oh gad! He had the picture stacked
in the coat—of course he did—and he
had to leave it with the coat. What
luck I

Da Courcy drew the roll of canvas
from the coat. It was the famous
Rembrandt—the three-thousand-pound
picture which had drawn the thief in
the night to Higheliffe School.

“0ld Voysey's smudge!” chuckled
the Caterpillar, “Gad! I can soe our
venerahble Beak thankin' us with tears
in his jolly old eyes. It would have
broken his heart to lose that smudge!”

“Thank goodnoeas!” gasped Wharton.

He listened. Therse was no sound of
alarm from the howse. The struggle
in Dir. Voysey's study had becn fierce,
breathless, but very brief. BSuch noise
as had been made had not reached other
Sars,

He looked from the window into the
June starlight. The flecing cracksman
was gone. The thought had crossed his
mind that the thief might be desperate
enough to return for his plunder. Buc
there was no sign of him.

“Look at this,” eaid the Caterpillar,
pmklﬁ up & small object from the
gtudy Hoor.

VWharien looked at it. It was an
artificial moustache, evidently brushed
from the face of the cracksman in the
strugele.

“Some gent who didn't want his
chivyy to be seen,” grinned the Cater-
Eﬂfar. “Sorey he's  got away!

ut___ll-

“But what?” asked Harry.

“0ld bean, we were rather fakip'
risks. The fellow might have used a
Jemmy, or a gun! We chanced that.”

“I never thought—" _

“Neither did Il I'd have chanced it,
anyhow; that roller wasn't gettin' off
with the loot! But I fancy we've boen

hera!™  pasped

a bit luckf. old thing."”
Harry Wharton nodded. Ho leaned
on Dr. Voysey's table, panting after his

exertions. The fight in the dormitory
had tired him, and the fierce struggle
with the midnight thief left him quite

Epent.
The Caterpillar locked at  him
thoughtfully,

“We've got to rouse the House and

let one of the beaks call in the police,”
he remarked. *But——"

He paused, and Wharton looked at
him itnquiringly.

“You'll et into a [rightful row at
your school if it comes out that vou
wore here,” said the Caterpillar, “ Think
you'd better out before I sound the lound
timbrel ' No need for anvbody to know
that you were here, unless you want to
bag your share of the credit for Laflin’
that bold bad bandit!”

Wharton smiled. That consideration
did not appeal to him in the least. But
he was very anxious that hiz nocturnal
visit to Higheoliffe should not be known
at Greyiriars. It meant an extremely
unpleasant intorview with his head-
master, and consequences that would be
more unpleasant still.

Tag Macwer Lisrasy.—No, 1,216,

f'I‘—I':l’ rather clear, if you don't
rm:lm—---—’ .

“All sercne,” said the Caterpillar.
“I1 can easily explain havin' come
downstairs somehow, but you 'would find
it rather harder to explain what the
thump you were doin' here. Leave it
to me. "

“I'd bo jolly glad,” said Harer.
“Aidter all, you ecan tell the police 23
much s I could. I'm no use if I hang
on——~"

“Nong; only a jolly old ornament,”
sald the Caterpillar. **You didn't seo

ER T

the merchant in the dark, I suppose?

“MNo;  nothing  wmore than a
shadow——"
“Eame here! We've got his coat;

though, if the man knows his business,
there's nothin’ in the coat to lead to
him. BStill, the bobbies will be glad to
have it, I dare say, and this merry
moustache, too. Did you notice any-
thin' special about the brute?”

“XNo; only he waz as strong as &
horse and as quick as a tiger,” said
Wharton slowly.
~ ““He was all that! But I had another
rmpression———-:":"

* What's that "

“That bhe was remarkably youthful
for a man in his lin® of business,"" said
the Caterpallar. "It wasn't a man we
were scrappin’ with, Wharton—not a
rown man, I mean. I'm sure of that.
t was a voung fellow—I'd give three
to one in doughnuts that he was under
twenty. Well under, too!™

Wharton started violently.

Now that the Caterpiliar’s words sug-
gested it, he knew that the same impres-
siont was on his own mind. ]

The c¢racksman had been athletic,
powerfol, muscular—as powevful a3 any

man of thirty. But there was a
difference.
“Fou—you think—"" stammered
YWharton.

“]}ﬂ'ﬂ..l_t }'Du?”

Thera was a long pause before
Wharton answered.

“Yes,” he said at last,

“I've no doubt of it," said the Cater.
pillar, nodding his head. *“I'd bet
anythin’ on it! Can't be mistaken in a
matier like that.” He stared curiously
at Wharton, whose face had whitened.
“1 sawy, what's the row—fcelin’ bad
after that tussle "

“No, no!” Wharton pulled himself
together. He could not tell the Cater.
pillar what had darted into his mind at
the suggestion that it was a boy, and
not a man who had struggled in their
grasp in Dr. ‘l’c{)’sﬁ‘z's study. “No!
I'm all right! Ii—if you think I may
as well go, De Courcy, I-I'd be glad
to cut—if you're sure——""

“That's all right! Leave it to me”
said the Caterpillar. " As soon es you're
clear I'll rouse the House—nobody need
Lnow that you've been featured in this
jolly old scene.™

Wharton drew a deep breath. More
than ever now he was anxious not to
figure in the senzation that would follow
the alarm.

“I'Il cut, then!" .

“3ind you don't run into the jolly
old cracksman,” grinned the Cater-
pillar, as Wharton ewung himself into
the window. “Not much danger of
that—I fancy he's far enough off by
this time. Good-night."”

“ Good-night 1"

Wharton dropped from the sill and
scudded away. In a couple of minutes
he was outside the precinots of High-
cliffe.

Looking back, ke saw lights Hashin
in many windows—a distant sound o
alarmed confusion reached him. The
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Caterpiliar was already rousing the
House, now that the Greviriars juntot
waa clear,

Wharton left Highcliffic behind him
and ran swiftly,

T T———

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Blow Falls ]
whispered

(1 OT it
G The Weasel
hoarsely, as a Lbreathless

figure dropped from the wall
of the old courts of Highcliffe into
the shadow of the caks in tha paddock.

The Wizard did not answer for the
moment. e leaned on the old wall,
breathing in great gulps.

The Weascl eyed hin anxiously, The
echoolboy crook was no longer wearing
an overcoat, and the false moustache
was gone from his face. His hands were

L
_ “Dick! You ain't slipped up on
it " mutterad the ruffian.

“Fool! Cut and run while vou've
got time," panted Lancaster,

:'“' hat—what the-—=-""

‘I was watched for—I don't know
how—something must have got out—I
only got away by slipping out of m
coat and leaving it in their hands,™
breathed the schoolbor crook. *“It was
touch and go—-"

“The picture?' hissed the Weasel.

“It was in the coat—the coat that
Slimy had made with a special pocket
for ik,"" said Lancaster bitterly,

“Dick, you've failed—vou ain't what
vou was,” muttered the Weasol, “I
got to tell Slimy that you've failed
agaln-—-"

“Tell him what you like! But you'll
have no chance to tell him anything if
you don't beat it quick! They'll be
telephoning for the police already. CGat
to your car, wherever it is, and beat it,
you fool,”

Lancaster wasted no more words on
his rascally associate. Still panting for
breath, he hurried away under the oaks.

The Weasel stared after him,
muttered an oath, and hurried away in
another direction. The Wizard had
failed, the Rembrandt was not destined
to fall into the greedy clutches of Slimy
Sugden, and it would never be sold
across the “pond.” A haul of three
thousand pounds had slipped through
the fingers of the pang. The Weasal
spat out oaths as he ran.

But he lest no time, Once the alarm
was given there was safely oaly in
Hight. The schoolboy crook had only to
walk back to  his school, where all
traces of the Wizard would vanish, end
he would become Richard Lancaster of
the Bixth again. It was different with
the Weasel—a hardened crook, well-
known to the police. The ruffian
hurried away to the secluded spot where
hiz car was hidden, started up without
s second's delay, and let out the car to
breakneck speed on the London road,

Lancaster pgave him no further
thought. HMea guitted the paddock and
eprinted. At a distance of a quarter of
e mils, however, ho dropped into a
walk. Roads and lanes were desorted at
that late hour; but he did not desire
to draw the attention of any belated
pedestrian by rnn_mn%: Cuee he was
well away from Highclifie he walked at
an easy pace.

He stopped at a pond, under the
shadow of willows, to wash the traces of
grease-paint from his face. He walked
on again, his hands in his pockets, his
brow dark and moody under the cap
that was pulled low over hia forehead.
If he was seen now he was Lancaster of
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the Greyfriars Sixth-—out of bounds at
pight, but impeasible for anyone to ¢on-
nect with the attempted burglary at
Highcliffe. k

But he did net desire o be scen out
of bounds as a Greyiriars Sixth-
Former. Hec kept the loose peak of the
cap well over his face, and it was not a
Greyfriars cap, And he walked b
& shadowy lane, aveiding the open road

Patter, patter, patter 1

It was a sound of running feet in the
shadowy lane behind him. Lancaster
started, and stepped into a ::Iumg of
willows, a0ne wWas running hard
after him. He was more than half-
way to Greylriars now—it could hardly
be pursuit. DBut caution was second
natura to the erook. He backed into
the blackness under the trees and waited
for the runner to pass.

Patter, patter, patterl

The _swiftly-run-
ning feet passed
and died away in
the distance ahead.
He had a glimpse
of a boyish form
passing in the
glcmm under hpavy
ranches. That was
all.

When the patter-
mg footsteps had
died away in the
distance he stepped
out of cover aip
and resumed 18
Way.

Not for a moment
did 1t ocour to his
mind that it was a
Greyiriars junior
who had passed
him. If he Led
thought of Harry
YWharton he would
have supposed that

harton was aslesp
in the Remove dor-
mitory; he knew
nothing—and eould
know nothing, of
Wharton's__ edven-
ture at Highcliffe
that night. And if
he did not suspect
whose was that
awiftly runmng
figuro 1nm the
shadows, &till less
did he dream of the
thoughts that were
in the mind of the
runner.

He strode on in silence and darkness.

He reached the echool ot last, and
glipped in by way of the Cloisters. _ It
was paskt mi ni?ht now, and Greyfriars
slept. Not o light glimmered frem a
gingle window,

Lancaster paused under ene of the
old elms in the quad, and stared at the
silent building, at the many windows
glimmering in the stars.

To that sleeping school he was return-
ing like a slinking thief in the night [
They did not know, they never dreamed
—unless that kid in the Remove knew.
If they had known him as he was—
The hot blood surged into his checks,

He closed his teeth hard. They
phould never know—and it was because
he dored not let Greyfriars knew him
for what he was that he was helpless
in_the clutchea of Slimy Sugden.
only he had never come to Greyiriars!
But it wos too late to think of that.

Slinking, skulking in shadows, le
drew near the sleeping Houge. His
ptudy was on the ground Hoor—egross
and ingress wers easy. '1ho branches of

an ¢lm east a shadow across the window,
circled by ancient ivy.

He stopped at the window.

His hand was on the sash when the
faintest of sounds reached his ears, and
he etood motionless, his heart racing.
A shadow detached iteelf from e
shadows round him. He turned his head
and saw_ the whiteness of a faco glim-
mering in the gloom. :

A gquiet voice came through the silence.
It was a Inwl tenss voice—a volce he
knew—ihe volce of that “kid in the
Remove,” in whose avoidance of him
he had read suspicion.

Bo vou've got back, Lancaster.

The Sixth-Former withdrew his hand
from the sill and faced round. The
colour drained from his face.

There waz o long moment of silence
a3 he faced Harry Wharten in the
shadow of the elm branchea.
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conldn’t belicve it was you—TI wouldn't
belicve that a Greviriars man was a
thief and & crook., But I knew it all
the time."

Lancaster stood zilent,

“I wasn't certain before—I'm cortain
now 1" Wharton's voice went on. ™ Lan-
caster! 1 carn’t understand you—you,
& fellow the whole zchool is Emud of I
¥ou must be madl You, a thiel—you,
a crook—you, hand-in-glove with thieves
and cracksmen! I can't make it out!
But it's truel Loder knew it, and
gﬂu’va frightened him somehow into

olding his tongue. It'a true! You
can't frighten me, Lancaster! You've
got to get out of Greyiriars|” _

Still the stricken Bixth-I'ormer did
not speak. He conld only stare at the
accusing face in the shadows, dumb.

“¥ou understand? You've got to geb
out of Greyfriaral Youw've ne righb

Wharton broke ik

“1 thought I might get back frst—
I ran all the way, I hoped I'd get
back first—te make surel Now I've
made sure |”

Still Lancaster did not speak. From
his colourless face his eyes seemed to
burn, :

That running figure in the lane—it
was Wharton'’s, then! He undersiood
that now. DBul what did the boy know
What could he know?

Wharton's next words
him.

“I was at Higheliffie] Never miind
what I was doing there—I was there!
I was cone of tho two fellows wou
struggled with in Dr. Voysey's study.”

Lancaster shivered, The junior’s voics
was quiet, tense; but it was the knell
of doom in the eara of the schoolboy
erook. The scorn in the boy's face cut
him like a whip.

“I knew it was you at Hogben Grange
that night—I knew your voice under
the beech. I knew it, I felt it, bub I
tried to think it was a mistake., 1

enlightened

With the litheness and swifiness of a

panther, the eracksman slipped out

of his overcoat and made a hound
through the window |

here—no rignt! Get out of it, and go
back where you belong "

Wharton waited for an answer. But
no answer came. Lancaster stood as if
turned to stone. =

And the junior turned away and left
him standing thus.

The Remove dormitory was silent,
s]eeping. when Wharton tiptoed in, Ho
ﬁlunge into bed.  Round him the

emove fellows were sleeping the sleep
of hewnlthy wyouth, But it was long
befors Wiﬂ-rtnn slept: before his eves
lingered that white, stricken face—the
tortured face of the schoolboy crook,
tortured with shame and despair. Tha
faca of Lancaster of the Sixth haunted
Wharton in his dreams when ot last
he slept.,

THE END.

(The next yarn fn this fine series in
entitled: “THE BOY WiHo ENEW,
TOO MUCH!™ Make ture of reading
it, chums, by eordering your copy in
good time.)
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HOW THE STORY BETARTED.

Entrusted with & forlune, Shane Dexler, o
crack Awmerigan pilot, sets oul o Ay the might
Atlantic, but iz caught in o wind-belt and force
doters 10 zome uneharied coundry, Hig woirefess
signails for help ars picked atp by a notorigus
crook, who, anatous (o get his hands on the vosl
fortune, ordsrs it undsrlings to kidnap Iiill
Lycs , ehisf pilot of the Transcontinental Airays
Co.  Prompied more by the hope of rescuing his
e i, om S o e ot

ief, agread Lo & gpecialliy-cons
strucled plone through the treacherous wind-belt,
Drriven alorg af the mercy of a potcer over which
Ii-afi'mt abrofittely no ;uvrﬂmé, ti,nal‘a ﬁm“irﬁﬁg’;ﬂ
anfy on keeping oa even Kool NSO LLE
the wind-belt and evenlually arrives over a dense
forest in which Dexter hod apparently been

SJoreed down,
{ Now read on.)

e

Victims of the Wind-bel{ !

ARTH ewept townrds the swoop-
ing monoplane  with  fearful

speed. What Doak had deseribed

a5 o dark mass beneath them
swiltly took form. As Bill Lvon
released the helium valves in the hollow
wings, eo itho plane dropped more
rapldly out of the belt of wind, until at
last the high hissing of the gale ceased
altogether, and there was only the
normal seream of the wind as it whistled
through struts and ailerons.

Bill sensed the guickened revelutions
of the propeller, and realised that they
had dropped far bolow the hurricans
belt, and were now hesd-on into a wind
blowing in the opposite direction, two
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-
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miles below the wind zene thev had just
come through,

Below, the dark mass resolved itself
into a dense forest. Far away, rising very
faint and distant in the light of early
dawn, were mountains, entirely enclosing
the dark forest.

But the pilot had no fear about land-
ing, for from the height at whioh they
still were, he could see that there were
many open spaces 1n the foreat, while
efar glimmered a sheet of water, like a
mirrer gleaming pinkly in the rays of
the rising sun. hey were sweeping
down into a bowl of the earth, entirely
surrpunded by the farlooming moun-

tains.

Bill glanced at the compass, which
still retused to function, the mneecdle
merely jumping about with the motion
of the bus. Where they were the young
pilot had not the slightest idea. But,
after what had passed, he felt that they
11'1ug|1t well be approaching some stranga
place.

There was no sizn of life below that
he could gea. Ha shru?ged. tilting the
joystick so that the plane's nose took
on a still steeper angle.  And then
suddenly Bill Lyon gave a little cxeola-
mation, and his hands gripped more
tightly around the ebonite handle of the
jovstick,

He estimated they were still soma-
thing like two miles above the earth,
A distance sway he saw a wide, green
plain, and dotted about it, like the
skeletons of some great prehistorio birds,

ETIIET= L]

were the battered wrecks of several
planes.
The spara gleamed whitely like bones.

Thera were fully a dozen wrecks; a fow
were blackened, evidence of having
caught fire in their crazy descent from
the battcring wind that had brought
them here.

The place rescmbled a Bargas:o Sea
of the air; s lonely burial ground for
all the wandering ships of the air that
had been caught in the aerial vortex so
high above, and sucked down to destrue-
tion in this apparent desolation.

“Didn't road anything like this ia
Shane's notes,” Bill muttered to him-
self, staring down at the grim relics, “[
puess maybe he described the place
though, but the Chief failed to piﬂg. up
that part of the message. He only got
it in snatches, anyway.”

The young pilot felt a lump rise in
his throat as he stared at the skeletons
of forgotten planes; thought of the

wneers who had Aown these machines.

hey were of many types, his experi-
enced eve could tell, even from the
height he was above them. 8 wal
one there, in particular, of larger, more
gheleton-like structure than the others,
which Bill realised was a wvery early
cffort in acroplane construction.

Staring down at this Land of Lost
Planes, %lill forgot the two killers in
the cabin behind him. His mind went
back, thinking of the pioneers of
aviation who had never been hzard of
again; men who,like Shane Dexter, had
attempted to fly the Atlankbis, whose
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signale had been received up lo &
certain point, and then who had disap-
peared i1olo the blue. The relics were
grim ; but there was something very fine
about them.

Land of Lost Planes

Thoe pilot's thoughls were snapped

short suddenly. It was Doak, the
Chief's  white-faced  gunman, who
croaked suddenly. Instinctively Bill

turned his head at the sound.

The gunman’s ncrve had snapped.
Hitherto he had been iron-faced, impas-
sive; but beneath the mask he must have
been frightened to death at what hie had
been through. Mo was a killer, but he
had always had his feet on firm ground
when he killed, and he had always made
sure of his own safety. Invariably his
victims had been shot in the hack., Such
o man muost inevitalbly break down under
nerve-ordeal, He croaked:

“Get down! Get down! Can't you
gee what's happened to them others?
Wihat are yvou hoverin® around up here
fort We'll crash—

With hia white face streaked with
cvimson, his black eyes wide and staring,
he looked half crazed., Uttoring a
sudden, inarticulate snarl, he snatched
his arm away from the restraining hand
of the Chicf, who had been gazing with
interest out of the window,

“Land 'er, will you! You rat!®

He lunged towards Bill, lurching
across the cabin like a tiger. The Chiet
snppped out o word, but Doak was on
Bill before his leader could hold him
back.

PentruF hotred of the pilot, coupled
with awiul fear, gave him madman’s
strength. He didn't trouble to use the
automatic in his shoulder
holster, but closed his hands
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than egaw, the move. There were three
spiteful  eracks in ac many oconds
Livid jets of scarlet Hame speared from
the gun-muzzle; the cabin was flled with
the acrid smell of powder,

Bill's right hand bunched td a mighty
fist. 1le put all bis weight behind pr,
brought it in one smasling punch 1o
Doak’s unprotected jaw.

The gunman sagged, flaticned. The
plane lurched and swayed erazilv; but
this time Bill was taking no risks. He
stooped swiftly and plucked the auto-
matio from Doak’s nerveless hands aud
stuffed it in his tunic belt, o

Turning, he saw the Chief sagging in
the pilot’s geat, blood streannug from a
livid streak across his forehead, and the
ground bat o few hundred feet away,
rushing towards them.

In one movement Bill leapt agross to
the pilot's seat, prabbed the wnecon-
scions form of the Chief, and yanked
hinmi out bodily. ITe didn't know if the
man were dead or not, killed by one of
his own gunman's wildly shot bullets,
His one 1dea was to regain control of
the plane before shie crashed,
down ta the ground,

But even as he gripped the jeorstick,
pressed with feet braced agoimnst the
rudder-bars, he knew ho couldn’t flatten
her out in time. The speed was too
great. Doak was epumpled against tho
cabin wall, the Chief sprawled on the
floor.

Thera was o sudden jar. The ground
swung upward. Glass shattered, and
the =un blazed squarely into Bill's eye-
balls, searing them, then scemed to
burst into a golden shower of sparks.
Thunder roared about him, and amid it
he heard his voice, very [nint, saying:

nosc

27

were human beings. They might need
attention, He remembered secing tho
Chiet's face covercd mn blood, the livid
streak across his forchead,

Stalking painfully across fo the plane,

he peered through o split in  tho
glominium of the cabin.
Thero was Doak, still erumpled

apainst the wall, hiz face buried in his
crossed arms.

“Getk Tem out Orst ! Bill muticred to
himszelf.  “Have u look aroumd after
an' sea if the bus iz repoiralle”

He orawled through ihe split opening
i the cabin and bent over Doak. Tho
man was breathing. There was o livid
bruizo on his temple; a lighter bruise
where Bill had walloped %rim on iho
jaw. Tha fact that Bill had knocked
him out had probably saved Deak's life.
Unconscious, he had Been relaxed when
the crash cume, funbled about like an
cmpty sack. Braced, be would probably
have heen  emashed among the
wreckage.

Drageing the man out, Bill realised
sucldenly there was no sign of tho Chietf
in the cabin. For a moment he felt
puzzled, then remembered how he hun-
sclf had been thrown clear.

‘" Probably thrown out
zide,” ho thought dizzily.

The young pilot hieaved Doak out, and
streteched him bencoth the shade of the
plane's wing, Ie remembered there
was a spirit-HBask in the cabin, and went
puck for it. As he groped nbout he
pecred through the shattered frame of
the cabin window, and saw & figure
probing among the geunt wrecks of tho

other planes.
Bill recognised the short,

the other

in & steel grip around Bill's From the fringe of the jungle came a dark eloud plump ure of the Chel,
thr -ank: the pilot the sun glinting on the lenscs
by Tia T B 0L of spears, an impressive warning to the three of his pincenes. Anger

“The controls!” Bill man-  white men whe had dropped from the clouds! gripped DBill suddenly at

aged to gasp.

q']:hua Chief, still green from
air-sickness, but feeling better, stag-
gered to the contrels as Doak Etrufgiml
with Bill, He even grinned a little,
concentrating on keeping the plane on
a level keel, while the two fought there
in anidair.

Now that they were safely out of the
wind zone, he didn't much cave if Bill
was bumped off by his gunman there and
then. e felt that 1n cmergency he
could pilot the plane back to safety now.
It had been his plan to kill the pilot at
some time or anotber. Why not now as
well as any other? The only thing was,
hie wasn't teo sure of landing this mono-
E]ane he had consiructed. Not on un-

nown ground. :

Bill fc-git the blood ponnding in his ears
as Doak’s grip tighrened. The gunman's
face, no longer white, hut suffused rediy,
glared into his own but a few inches
LWAY, p— ;

Desperately Bill jerked his head for-
ward. It met Doak’s chin with a crack
which snapped the gunwan's head back
with a jerk. lis grip of Bill's throat
relaxed a fraction. he pilot jerked
back swiltly., Doak’s fingernails tore his
flesh as he did so, but the grip was
moved, :

The voung pilot brought his fist crash-
ing into Doak’s face. Again and again
he hanwmered the gunman. Now it waes
Doak who was defending himself against
the furious onslaught. He covered his
face with his hands, striving to ward
off the blows. HMe crouched on tho
ﬂ]mh_hingl_ floor of the plane cabin,
snarling like a wild-cat,

His right hand dropped suddenly, then
swept across his chest to his shoulder-
holster.  An antomaiic glimmered in his
hand. Bill dueked as he sensed, rather

I inew we couldn't do

sight of the man, for the
Chief was peering and
probing about in the skeleton that had
been Shane Dexter’s acroplane.

“Hi! You—vou confounded ghoull!™
velled Bill hoarsely.

The Chief turned hastily,
called :

“(h, so vou're all right, are you?"

e turned his back and went on coolly
with his sgearch. But cvidently' there
was norhing there to interest himy, for
when Bill clambered fram the cabin
with tho fask of spirvits he turned away
from the white wreckage and camoe to
the pilet. _

“Why are vou bothering about him "
he said, while Bill was pouring the spirit
berween Doak's lips. “He tried to kill
vou, didn't he? II bhe gets & chanco
Lhe'll still try.” 5

“ o won't, and neither will you !
Bill answered grimly, “There are two
reasons. First, I've got his gun, and I
shan't hesitate io wuse it cither on him
or vou: and, second, although you may
have dezsigned this plane, it takes o
fellow with more technical skill than
vou've got to do any vepairs to it. I'm
the only one among we three who's got
that gualification. Did you find the
jowels, vou—vou bedy-robber?”
(Continued on néxt page.)

then

“1 knew it-
it 1" ,

Thereafter he scemed to be wrapped
in & warm blanket, which hid light
and zound from him !

A Barrier ol Spears !
ILL etirred. The sun beat down
B hot on his face. Ile epencd his
eyes, but tho blinding glare of
the sun made him close them
apain guickly.

Conscionsness relurned gradually and
paifully. At Jast, when memory re-
turned fully, the young pilot raiscd
himself on one clbow. His face twisted.

At fivst sight the plane looked in a
bad way. She was up-ended, her tail
sticking high in the air, the nete of the
cabin scemingly glued to the carth. The
front part of the cabin was splintered
but the wings scemcd all right, spread-
ing unbrokenly from cach side of the
fuselage.

Bill found that he had heen fung
through the front of the cabin, and had
landed some ten or a dozen yards away
from the nose of the upended plane.
He arose to his feet stiffiy, feeling him.
self gpingerly, and was surprised and
rolieved to find that, ;
although bruiced
and battered pain-
fully, no bones
were broken.

His first thoughts
now were for the
men who had beon
with him in the
cabin. Killers they
might be, but they

LT
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I didw’t,” the Chicl answered
plucidly. "]jut no doubt I shall, Dex-
1er i about here somewhere, if he hasn'c

been killed Ly the natives he spoke
ubout, If he's alive, he will hand over
tho jowels tp me, 1f he's dead 1 will
get fhem.  As for your gun that you
rook from Dook, there are only thres
bullets left in the elip. Donk has no
more on line, I took what he bhad ]l:[t
when I was !mm:u% hitu back from you.'

“ A fut lot of helding baek yvou did !"
growled Bill. “And, anyway, three
bullets are cnough for vou, [ don't
Lknow how on carth you weren't plugged
when one of Doak's croused yvou I

“My luck held , that's all, my
dm: cllow,” the Chicf replied -:almiv.

“It was mercly o graze across the
temple, which put me out temporarily,
ﬂth&rw:m, I could have landed the
plune pﬂr!ﬂﬂtl;, well, I am surprized
that you didn’t make a better job of it !
Ia it repairable do you think ¢"

“Look after ihiz dough-faced friend
of yours, and I'll have o look round.
Mind, 1 m:Eh the ﬁm% sign of any
mnnk{: tricks, and I'll shoot. Savvy?”

It \muld bo botter,” said the Chiel,

“if we were to eall a truee while we
are heve, I think, T will promise you
not to phw any monkey tricks, ns you
enll it, providing you overhaul the plance
and make gvery cffort to help us all
out. You will get the reward I stated.”

“I trust you just about as far as a
enall can run in o npht second,” grunted
Bill. ™ Which ain't ne d:stnnm at all?
What 1 said holds good-no monke
tricks, or one of the three hullets in this
gan isn't geing o do .you much good.”

Ho turned on his heol, and left the
Chief 10 tend to Doak.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

In a few mowments he was absorbied in
the tusk of estimating the damage to
the wrecked plance. The fact that the
machine ha been  constructed  of
aluminiumgalloy hed undoubtedly saved
its lifo.

Bill  discovered that the wings,
engines, and propellers wers untouched ;
that the calin ygnd lunding gear hl
Leen the principal objovts that  Jud
suffered dumage.

“8lic's a lume duck, bnk she's still
airworihy,” he mused. “Thut off-wheel
hos been warped back too fur, but cuan
e Dbolted forward again, The stroe-
ture hasn't suffered. Bhe's good for o
take-off nnd o landing or two yeb.”

The fact thut the cabin hod beoen
battered obout, the glass smashed, and
the w indnw-irnaues wranched wquld_nut-
mﬂttrmli% affect the machine in flight
ut all ‘he ﬂnif thing nocessary was
n.; repair the landing-genr and right the
plane,

In'a few moments Bill was absorbed
in the task of bolting up the worped
offside whecl-struéture.

Then suddenly the silence was brokan
by the sharp erack of o gun. He starled
as if ho'd been sta

" 1loaky gettin
he muttered, anc
wing. of the planc,

‘Then he checkexd,

Dosk and:-the Chief were erouched
under the wing, immeodiately Yacing the
fringe of forest which skirted the open
plain 3 couple of hundred yards away.
And, flitting in 4ho dark green of the
jungle, Bill saow the ﬁhupﬁs of moen.

The Chicf had a gun in his band, and
Nouk, too, had ane. DBoth were ﬁu nﬁ
at the men in the jungle. Bill saw

1t from his ChicE,”
roan around to the

clearly—a tall, lithe fellow, o golden
Lrown in miﬂur naked, save for o
twisted belt of gﬂi{l whmﬁ Bl pnrrmr.l i
skin of golden col n:;mr. wverything
about the man sce den, even his
hair being the rich, bum:shcti colour.

There was o “luapermg sound, wml
from the fringe of jungle came a dark
cloud of spears, like the shor, throw.
g javeling of the uncient Grecks, ‘I'lc
SPRUTS EO0E ingh in an are, scomed
to make somir formation, then fell
together until they stuck upright in the
ground to formn a kind of fence in froue
of the Chief and Doak. Amnother cloud
whispered out from the jungle Iringe,
the spears fulling with amazing aceyracy
botween the spaces left by the [irst
Hight.

n spite of his first amazement, il
felt: admivation for tho unceiny skill
witlhh which the spears were flung, thus
rapidly to forin a barrier against the
-white men.

“You fools! Don't fire at "om ! ho
shouted to the Chicf. " Thoy're the
chaps Dexter was talking about I

He rushed forward as tho Chief,
ignoring him, gleliberately raised M
ltan{] angl n:.ghtmi his revolver between
the spoces of the spears. Bill's foot
weut orward in a huty kick that cuught
the Chicf on the wrist, The gun tted
nowse and flame, but the lmll::t sailed
harmlessly high. In anclher momont
Bill biad rushed forward wmd snatched
up the gurn..,

(I8 ok the craoks are +n the Land
of Lost Plancs, wheve wny wnknown
J:rnfn il el penturen gt them. Vil
they fimd Dexter? | Don't miss, ihe next
free de-vecdainier fhetadarent )

Write for my froe Bargain I.l.nh
of the best ALL-BRITISH G;

i DAYS' APPROYAL. CARR
P 16 1 9, ur
tm‘m All unﬂmrim FREE.

Cash price ga:

1931 SPECIAL OFFER

With Bubber Grip.

5’6

o9'6

Ench

AT&IE Bat for 5/8.

A 10/6 pair Pads for #/11. A 7/6 pair Batting Gloves for 3/11,
SBand for Crickat Bargain List Post Fres.

GEO. GROSE & CO,,

A 7/6 Leathor Ball for 2/8.

8, New Bridge Bt.
Llﬂllllllﬂ ? .-l:

E'GE"J.‘ET.A.IP {’l:l-l.
i-ll: f-:!r rn'r.t

ETAL STAMP
CASKET FREE !

Inr:lu.dhg MATLOCE MOUNTS,
BNYELOP
GA l.r Ei E (MBTAL),

'H"Ii'.pl.r BE IHﬂLUDE]L

\?ICI'I'JH HANCR{JFI‘ MATLHEH, ENG.

THANE-
PERFORATION
J.TB EMAEREK

E'E}RQE-

: and

1. 'btl {;31.

BE STRONG :

dnrl 4T Mone
Ooursy ndds X

ent {with 2 inF. on Ohest a8d 1 i, on Arins): also ogs an Iran
‘WEII g!mt Balf-cortrel, Virlke Mashood, Persoboal H: nﬂthmﬂﬂrpﬂn
your fricads]. Téstimony FREE, or ﬂnmp!lel-n uuz. ERBING

INSTITUTE (A}, 28, Dean Road, LON

T promise you Eobust Healbh, Eh:u::bicd
Birepgth, Stamins, and Dashing Euerﬁ

I':l-a.ckt My amazlng o=l
Ing. ' b0 Four musculsr

CAMPING' BUY NOW

WEEK-END HIKER

Size 6ft. long, 4ft. Jins. wide,

3{it. Bins. high, Gin. walls, Mado

mem stro 'nhiia maberial,
rags-join

in 3 sections, /

plete in wh1tal4 3

cotton Ta-'!ﬂa Post 1f-

THE CGLIMAX T
same elze ag above, but of superlor quality “hite matorial, 1870
grecn rot-proof material 22/0; Pure Egyptian Cotton, 20/-, Postage
BI. AH Hs Ground Sheets to fit, 6/11.
y 303, GRAYE INN ROAD, Kings X, i.ﬁﬂﬁﬂﬂ,, W.C.1.

1f-,

Bent C.0.D. if desired,

DON'T BE BULLIED

d Twn E‘mh Btamps for sonie BEPLENDID LE#EO
?ﬂ:l 4 mupmma Phots Plate of Jap Ehlmptn!:?

The T-Fnld:eﬂnl .hpl.unu Balf-Dpfonos witlont ®eapons. ‘_hh:

cere of Fonrsalf ander ALL clroumetances; feat oo ma

a0 havo IﬂHHTIIR- IToacrated P-ur!lnn for 7 {9

BEND WOW to “TAWARA"™ (Dapt. .l..i,}.

-I.'l'unnl' :E.: nworth, Faltham, Middlasex, ?ra-u:umi
Taltlon only St 88, Curbaty Sirect. Regent Birect. Wb

| “BOY KING ” TRIANGULAR F!ET. FREE !

110 diferant m-mld.in world's Fouangest rofer, . postage onir.
LIEBURN B S i 0 AR s R S

BE TALL R e 11 Ty, Bap
ﬁ’wﬁ.
MAGIG TRICKS.

BREIN Eﬂ""ﬂﬂ, g8, Dean
Price8d.eath, 4forl/- —T.

iﬂ!ﬂﬂﬂ'-

ete—FParcela, E,f'EI 6/t  Ventriioguist's
Instrument. Invlsible. Imitate Birds.
Harr!ll:m,EBB,Pinmmch'.!hL.Lundnn,HJ

LUSHING, #EYXESs, TIMIDITY.—Fur FREE particolars
B:m Eart Strest O Jnﬂmfﬂﬂmibirmndamm o.. - BUGHES,
All ong for Advertlsement Th thia wh iutinn shold
to the Adveriisemant &:‘ﬁn UNIDN JACK !EHIEII

Welway Houss, Farringdon Strest, London, B.C.8.

EQUIPHENT FOR BOY'TECS

Tou cannst a®ord to miss thass ABRTOUNDING BEARGAINGL
HANDCUTFES, ** Boy Dutwtln " make. Exira strong and heavy,

“ Boy Deteotivae ' ‘lllI ’I‘.lN ;?IJ"I'I'ITE Oontalnlng: Greass
Faliois jsnllw or Chiness ﬂunnurn or Indiany; Moustaches, Halr
{apsoricd colsurs): mmu’n!n Bears lnﬂ rt: Ligu mr b}mi::ln: Ut
fropk teeth; eto., ekc., elo, % DIFFE IE'T' ingiud.
ing nlunh!u book, * BECEETS OF m&ﬂm:ﬂa " mm wﬂ i /8.
Enl:t.t}::]l' FLTﬂk BOXESR. Haovo no lock or key, yob Lhey cannot
be opene --mn kn.mr hew!i With tvwe divislons to hold Dhiale of
socret inka, {for ré or mopey., Comp with phial each o
Eu'rlnb nnﬂ lamtnons ik, :l.l'l+ Or hilhnut hinlt :I.I-.
ALL O81T FREE || Bt
TFrile fieen H HWa rerd off if arﬂ.tﬂ b-gr.pju:ru .n}‘ ’.-Hi'”.ﬂ”
THE EBOY DETECTIVE BUFP ‘?TJ“ i, ‘Pi:k .,
32, CATHCART ETEERET, BEERENOO

HEIGHT INCREASE GUAHAHTEED‘

Atwzing Illusizatcd Completes Coufse only =2 PO (worth E2.2 .

Pattles., testimoninle, lmmn.—HEL‘ln*IH E. ﬂ'IHCW{I EBedanl, meingham
Marven,™ Belf-conscionansss cored

BLUSHING, i st
Road, LONDOM, M.W.1,

TAMMERING. amp NOW I g jsrer si1ad
srmﬂ': B. HUGHES, 26, Hart Streat. Pﬂ#ﬂﬂrf e
3““ ETAHPE Foﬂ ﬂd. med 37 -) isclodlog Alrpost, Rar-
Wales, Gold Comst, #i2.—W, A WHIT Enédn:nﬂmﬂlﬁyﬁmﬁ%h



14

ication essential.—Ap
NNER, Stud
view can be had it desired.

STUDY TO LET.

Centrally situated, near h. and &
water, Large, airy oparfment—much
bigger than d
cpbrd, two win
—and servant’s bell (but no servant).
Owners are expecting to have no further

-Lennel, with Aréplace,
ws—one with glass in

for same, owing to Joey Banks
re bets, Early
EARO

No. 1. Order to

= ——1

No. 48,

euftiars

Tty e e et

THE MAGNET4VERY SATURDAY

>4,

R, et e e

jeval

Edited by
HARRY
WHARTON,
F.GO.R.

LATEST

EXTRA
GO QD
ED\TION J

15

—

et e m——

June 6th, 1931.

KEYS WANTED.

Remove fellow
keys,. Two weanted
kollection. If
have the keys of Wharton's cupboard
and MNugent's desk (ware he kecps
club munny) the fellow will pay the
follow 1.
comes,—Apply BOX, W.G.B,,
“Greyfriars Herald.”

15 kean on kolleckting
to komplsat 'y
any fellow can lett hun

the

bobb—when hiz postle order

U.R.A.L

uLe

ijm.ﬂ_w to Quele]
| :

SET

LAUGH AN GROW FAT.

SINISTER GANG

Notice-board Meddlers

3 AT GREYFRIARS

flogging and 1,000,000,000,00
i e
H. 8. Querca (Masler),

; Enﬁﬂ-ﬁ»ﬁ thiz {s gquite bad
POLICE ON THE TRAIL |guous: the matier has now taken
] -_HE._H perious turn, EEJ.;EE
: 5 are placin EEMW urious noticos
A new form of crime hag arisen] . T : hahﬁ..nmmﬁrn. Blun- | on mﬁ wnmm.,n. a mwr difficult to
st G ara,  Hitherto it haa| dell, Guynns, Walker, Bland, disprove the genuineness of theso
been .,_Eb_m unknown for eny-| Faulkener, Price, Pitzgerald, | notices, Tere is ons which I8

_wu E.ﬂﬁ_ an official | Narth. etrengly suspected to be a fake s

on the notice.boards ; What a crowd!  Rockwood
rﬁrﬂw mﬂ.ﬁ_ a made its Appearance | g1 eesak NOTICE »

H_.En__mu. .H.Eu.._nﬂm E&.nuﬂ__ﬁ .n__.m I shall be glad if the feam Till the boy who has purleined
oty gang—aor WFEWH gl welected will be ready to enter the | 1Y crib 1o Coesar please refurn it
Egnw%.._ ine. and then adds| brake af eleven o'clock, and I| @9 .m,_.ﬁﬂt 5, ah 2o
20t detalls and inaulting| hope every man jack of them will | ¥NG le to check the Third Form

sdjectives to the notices h
Even notices by Wingate an
Head are mot immune from this

ﬁ

fike,

kick me hard as often as hey
igried,

exercises willioud 1,
E, Twica {Masfer).

This one made ita sppearance

sacriloge. GEorae WINGATE. | o tho board last night, and sjayed

" The worst n“,m__w“n me .m_..m .q___,m_b there for about ten minutes, while

ho ke Eﬁzﬂru OTEeT: 16T |  This document has reduced | somebody wos telling Loder,
imita et .._whma g3 um ..#anmn almost to breaking point,

ﬁEu_nrm": AL 1k 18 to tel | and hag bean offering almost “ I am o sneak, a beas! and a

which is the gpurious pert.

the genuine notice aod

impossible rewarda to anybody
who will tell him the name of the
culprit. Hore is another specimen :

bully, I am a dingy rotier, and
I hope I shall soon b8 bunked.

.w_.mﬂﬂhﬁu Lopex.

sl ENGLISH LITERA
iy NGLIL TERATURE
NOTICE BY THE PAPER. s Mﬁa mmmﬂﬂ o8 n_..m.. ﬁﬁ“unhwmﬂu ﬁ
CAPTAIN. I shall be glad if ihe poor zibs | now fairly safe from deteotion.

who have enfered the English
Literalurs Prize Eesay usll
their namas fo me not later
midday on Wedneaday next, and
I will reward them with a sound

Popular suspicion reste on Bkinner ;
but in every instance Bnoop and
Btott bave been able to give him a
complete alibl. More news may
be forthooming later,

%.Hn

Look here, vou fellows, this has got to stoap. After
what by E o Frides. T Il fhat sonetl
ED

CRICKET CAPTAIN INDIGNANT

Slacking Team

APPEAL, BY HARRY WHARTON

insuborr—insubb—insuborddi—mutiny,

I said to my ericket team on Friday : * Listen, you
men. There's a circus in Friardale, but the eleven
must not go to it to-might. If you frowst in a stufly
gircus tent E.mn ﬁ
Fou.
out for

.._... . 43 |- o » .ﬂg-
§ 8 =8 e oy R
i AR R il i

: = . 1 e ; f1g e ; Hmﬂ.._h ih

: SN MR W the Abhotaford
; e match, and I told
the fellows so,

J-  the

the circus.

something has
about our Cricket eloven. I issged an
order, and thoy defied mwo. It is nothing less than

Abbotaford
match to-morrow.
Stay away from

- mﬂﬁnﬂrﬁﬁm wwwaﬁ
R O grum 3 bt
= twd I was firm. It
would never do to
atale for

bl o S
8 wont ter the clown ast,
Vernon-Bmith _wmhn mFmﬂEMﬂE gitling nsar n#am%w..
Hurree Singh and Nugent. Johnny Mm..E and Sqmi
were throwing streamers at Penfold and Mark Linley,
Hazeldens was frowsting by himself on the other ai
of mﬁ_un big &mh_rm ok
very man of my ericket teamr was there. Th
bad digregarded my express instruotions, i
It is no use them denying it. I know they were
ﬂ-ﬂﬂu wﬂqﬂw in & front seat, :Hm..u I Em_q them plainly.
. hera's more of i shall a
wrathy. That's a M_ﬂﬂ i e

Answers to Correspondents

(Sorry ! Cant m to reply this weok. We
have just received a letter from Munuma Todd, eon-
___,Enm.u,m 882 M#mn.m. end 16,785 questions. We
heven't finished reading it yet. We have arranged
for the next thirty.seven issues of the HERALD to be
eot apart for tho snswers to Alonzo's questions,
Perhaps !)

| AMAZING SENE AT CRICKET MATCH

J

"

Kuity Problem for Umpire

An  extraondi ine Ua-
cidont took place in & JBQTee

] oricket matoh between the - SEMaR

Remove and Upper Fourth  EstEn
vegterday eftarnoon. Tha § v
incident r.mw. ﬂa a &E_um o v
argument, which, in turn,
eratod into a display
of tistie prowess, and ended in syag
lecture from the wmpires,

It reblly was & most am
point. Readers of the * Henfl!
are ssked to puzzle out whathe
wverdiot of the wmpires should 1

been, .

HE& mﬁm were EME" rw_.
h_oﬂﬁ emple was batting
Bquiff of the Monpa.ﬂm_ was ._u.q_mln.
Temple had a hard job to sp the first two
[ balls of the over; and athe third he mra“
d and, jumping twerards down t
piteh, he lashed all Enight, It was &
terrifio clout. The ball soaredway through the
sir in the direction of & large of tree which stood
by the boundary.

out wi

Tha ball landad plump in thejse, and remained
fixed in the branches in full vie &4 V ernon-Smith,
who was chazing it. Bmithy, at the hall,

ﬁd&wﬂ&?.mw:ﬂﬁnﬁugi%gﬂg
naﬂgwﬂu Temple etarted Whis fourth run,
but the wmopire waved him by

"“It's & boundary," he said,

“ It'a not 1 "' mmapped Tep  * That branch
of the tree projects over the kadary line. 'The
ball is still in flald of plapit heen't crossed
the lne. Come oml!!

Bo Temple and Beott ran rother two runs,
Then the umpire ﬂﬁ__umnnewﬂ
“ Lost ball-—six | 1 ho said tely:

“ How can a bell be loat whe:t™ right in front

silly oyes I I hooted Teple ™ It imn't &
ball, and it ien’t six. Onﬁ;b

Temple and Beott continued 8rgn. Wharion

of
lo

stared at them. The E&lﬂ.ﬂﬁ twelve
for the hit, and they showed neigom of essing up

THPLE'S GREAT HIT

“Here, cheeze it 1" he
exclaimed. " You can’t

St Lecp H.,EEHm_ like _.__._wu_,hm.mw

We can

until you fisld that _uﬂm

A iy .
Ty and Tetum it fto  the

it. The ball was dia

the hande of B

wiokoet S ted
Temple. rﬁ:@ﬁu@ aﬁu_pﬁ“pm

Bob Cherry and Wharton ran

e over t0the iree. Bmithy looked
#h et them with g eyes.

¥ _ac “We'll ghow ’em | * he choriled.

“I'm going to shin up the tres.

Get un mw that and eatch

1" chuckled Bob.

Up the tree went Smithy.
He canght the branch and shook
and fell—eafaly inta
ob Cherry below.

“ How's that " rosred Bob, flinging up the

ball.
Ot ! aal
Temple
ninth run
‘ What rot |

The ball was
bat.*

d the nmpire.
middle of his twenby-

** he roarsd. * How is that out !
caught from the tree, not the

“ It waa still in play,” sniggered the umpire,

back, * You were gtill runnin

mm#muwﬂn I8 oWD
—60 ball, speaking metaphorically, was sti
travelling, You're out, Caught Cherry, bowled

Field,”
Temple laid
the umpire.

down bis bat and went to inlerview
The Bemove arowded round to

protest that worthy, and in a moment there was
& sitong argument raging.
Ternple was compelled to go at last. The

apectalors—who were m
up the umpire,
sense to let the umpire

wouldn™t have
¢ But still,”

Removites—backed
inald had had the

gﬂw him *__.E..

I Cecil

beon out,

a3 he paid to Fry afterwards, " 11

Eknocked a twenty-niner, so it doesn's malter

-meh.?

Can You Turn 4 g ..
Penny Into A Poun? 2 355

penny into &
Let Fisher T. Fish Help Yu %ﬂ EEEH
None. You've no busing enterprise. I'll

S By, & panay bottls of b Firite an ertic
» Buy a e of in ite an article
like Emnumnu the * Herald,” .m..__”._. a pound for
it from Wharton. (NoTe. d and supply
are two different things, Fishy-FEr.

2. Buy vegetabls marrow w's—20 a peany.
Crow twenty marrows. Sell 4 at & bob a time.

3. Buy a gtamp. Ier a competilion

in the papers, wwﬁ & pound,

Here in an
original  rid.
dle from
Pator Todd,
What is it
that——

EwEnﬂﬂﬁﬂEFwﬂ_mrw “
he's mieerable; H he Enwnwwmu.

PETER TODD'S
SPECTAL

A Brain-Teaser

if he gots it
it, wmmm@ ._EHH

tented ; it he finds it, he's unhappy; i he
hears it, he's deaf ; i he says it, he's wise; if he

aats

it, he's hungry;

if he doesn't, he's

eatisfed 3§ if he owne it, he's poor; il he lends

it, he's glad.?

Angwor~~NOTHING.

._H.__".E_
:_w.m._&.n ﬂmﬂ

ht to know all about Nothiog,
B going to be paid for this riddle.)

SAD STORY OF 100 LINES

Poor Old Fishy

STILL WRITING

News has just eome to hand of

an extraordinary incident con-
nected with an impot of 100 lines
which Fisher T. Fish bagged in
clasa this morming. It was during

sty

lesson. Quelchy said :
Tell me the Capital of

Mexico, and what intercet attaches

o

its historys"
Fishy replied, without the

E#E.mﬁ hesitation :

‘Capital—one million dollare.

Interest—soven per cent

apnum,”

And he was rewarded

with a hundred lines,

and sorawled
Instead of goin
for it was &
more im

Direstly aiter dinner he pat down
out his 100 lines.
out afterwards—
f-holiday—Lhe hed
ant things to do. He

was thioking of startiog esnother
monsylending business, so he wrote
out a draft prospectus on aGme
shocts of paper

Tt waa 88 he logked for his Ynea| |

that ke made the sickening dis-
covery that he had written the

mﬂwﬁwﬂﬁ on the baslt of them,
it wise not to let Quelchy

#88 that prospectus, Fi

i
B

bottle of

got some
gre and wrote out a
cond time,

Five minutes later he knocked &
ink over this second

hundred, so he started on a third.

He hod just finished the three
hundredth Jine when Johony Bull
came in and lit the fire on which to
boil the kettle, The paper e used
to light the fire was discoversd to

D T ot o0 Blaliy atactod
ith many n# Fishy ptar
the naﬁnﬂu—bﬁn.ﬁwm. What became
of this pet it is impossible to say.
Whether the breeze blew theta oub
of the window, or somebody took
them away in mistake, hes not
ﬁu H__ﬁu 9;..“_. But, at any rate,
o peare

oelin ua_ﬁi___ dead beat, Fishy
started the fifth hundréd. At the
time of going to press, he s still
writing.

BTOF PRERBS.~Fishy's #fifth
hundred torn up ascoidentally b
Squiff, Fiehy has just been EHEM
by Quelch for not doing his linea.

e

TO-DAY'S HAPPENINGS

What to See and What to Miss

SATURDAY
The following is a diary of to-

day's eventa t—

Justica,

AG.—12 noon.
Before

Courts of
Mr. Justice

Wharton. DBolsover v, Bunter—

unless settled out of conrt

vi

pre-

ously. Remove wv. Bno

dietment for sneaking to i
Witnesees enter by the mide door.

CRICEET MATCH ON LITTLE

SIDE : Greyirinra v. Hewksoliffe,
mﬂ.ﬂmﬂmaﬂ 3 pam. Tea interval, §

BIG BIDE: Greyiriera v. Old

Arnoldiaps, 3 p.m,

TENNIS : Qualifying round for

Invitation Champio

by Harold Skinnoer.

Matchea.
WOQODSHED : El&wﬁw party
Free smokes.

Admission by ticket only. (Guests
are advised to bring their own
playing cards, as Slnner's cards

ara uauall

B
T

marked.)
DOBRMITORY : 10.30 P,

Eﬁ.mhn.,.mnu“m_ﬁ?mﬂ
S Fane s

THINGS WE
WANT TO KNOW

mru?mdm—.nﬁ:ﬁig Ewm
Bunter that, when he eats & pou
of pork sausages, e may be eating
& near relation

Has Coker done anything to his
face, or did it grow that way
naturally ?

Doss Mr, Queloh beat carpets
Ehﬁmﬁﬁwn wvao,, in order to keep his
hand in ?

Did Prout ghoot that stuffed
bear in his study? Or did the
brute take a look at Prout and drop
dead with fright !

Is it a fact that, when Bob is
asleep in dorm, his feet are out of
bounds 1

Why doean’t Loder buy a watch
ingtead of going down to the Green
Man to see the time ?

Doea Mr. Hawko, of the Green
Man, think thet Loder is rather &

greon man, too 1



