“THE BOY WHO KNEW TOO MUCH!”

Thrilling Complete School Story—Inside.
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SCHOOLBOYS, HARRY

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

man ¥

the third or fourth time.

Nobody seemed to know, g
ek Lancozicr, the new man 1o the
wanted to hat, it was thar man's duty
spot,  He was not Lo he =oon,

the dickena he thought he was up to.
the order of the day.

came sondding across from a group of
“ Lancaster’s not turned up ™ anapped
Lo

cheerfulls.

really was not likely that the Greyiriars
Form man wos miscing.

WHARTON & CO. -
T TR AT R T L
Looking for Lancaster !
L1} W ITERE the dickens
Wingato
asked  that

Ho stared ronnd imparnicotly,

*Aunyvbody know where Lancastor 137

The Greyfriars captain frowned. ]
was Iriendly, almost chummy, with
Bixth Form at Greyfriars, But cricket
was cricket: and when a man was
te he on the apot.

Lancazter of the Rixili was not on ihe

Dozens of fellows were azking thom-
selves where Lanesster wasz, ond whae
1t was the first rime the new man had
beenn found wanting when covichket was

“Here, Cherey i7" called out Wingate,

“Halle, halle, halle:™ DBob Choory
Remove men who had gathered on Dig
Sido 1o watch the game,

Wingatoe.

“Want mo pltay @ asked DBob

Wingate plarcd.

Bob's question was humorous. Tt
captain would be calling on a Lower
Fourth junior to play becavse n Sixih

But Wingate_was in no mood for
Tne Micrer Lismsny.—No. 1,217

FRANX RICHARDS EXCELS HIMSELF IN-—

e glared at
the choery Bob as if he could have
vaten him.

“You voung asz!
blonze and see if Lancaster is there!

Lower Fourthh hannmour.

Cut off to fhe
Tell him wo're waiting, If he's not
there look for him.”

“Right-ho I* gnswered Bob. And he
rut oft,

Wingate grunied.

It was a Form matclrihat afternoan—
~ixth against Fifth. It was not a
matter of the first importance in itself.
But after that game Winpate was to
make hiz final selociion of the men who
were to po over to S Jim's on
Wednesdny., And the 8t Jim’s match
was one of the biggest Lixtures on the
Lreyfriars card.

1t was s foregone coneclusion that
Lancaster of the SBixth would play at
Mt Jim's: Wingate was pot likely to
lcave out the fincst cricketer ever scen
at Girevfriars, Still, the man ought not
li}_ have been playing the goat hike
Liag.

A wicket had gone Jdown; Lancaster
was next man in, and Laneaster was
not on the ground. The bowler was
waiting, the ficld was yowning, and
Wingete, frowuing, sent in  another
nan, leaving Lancasier to come later
in the innings,

Bob Cherry trotted cheerfully away
towards the House. With him weunt his
chums—Frank Nugent and Johony Buil
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh—to help
him look for Lanecaster.

Herry Wharton, the eaptain of the
Remove, was not with his chums that
afternnon. There was o rift 1 the luto;
and Wharton was not of late, zecn with
tho Co. so much as of old,

“8eon Lancastor, Skuwmeri"™ bawled
Bob Cherry, as the juniors passed Haraold
Skinner on their wway to the House.

- “No, and don't waut to!” answered
Akinner politely.

Bob paused a second, to kuock RBkin-
nwer’s cap off, in acknowledgment of thai
polite answer, and trotted on.

“Been Lancaster, Bmithyvi" Thoe
Bounder wos coming out of the Houso
a: the juniors arrived there,

“No. Isn't he on Big Side?” asked
Vernon-Smith.

“ He jolly well ought to be, but Le
jolly well isn't 1 e:ap%nined Bob., “0ld
Wingata's sent us to find him. Ha
nearly bit my head off beeauso I affered
to play in Lancaster's pleece.”

Tha Bounder chuekled,

“Hepve youn right if he'd Bilen it
qguite off for your cheek ! he enswered.
“ Here—what—you silly nss, what are
you playing at?"

Having sent the Bounder's hat whivl.
ing, Bob trotted into the House, followed
by his chums,

“Betier draw the Sixth first i said
Nugent.

The four juniors headed for ihe Sixih
Form studies to “draw ™ the Sixth, as
Nugent suggested. Why Lancaster had
not turned up for the cricket was rather
a mystery; bub his study scemed o
probable place to find him.

Bolb Cherry did the Bixth Form pas-
sage as if it were the einder-path. Per.
haps he was in a burry to carry out
Wingate's orders; or perhaps it waa
sheer czuberance of spirits. Anyhow,
he pelted down that sacred passage,
where mare juniors wera supposed to
“ﬂm} in fear and trembling, at top
spaid
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—THIS SUPERB SCHOOL-ADVENTURE STORY !

It was sheer ill-luck that Loder of the
Bixth came out of his study just as Bob
was pasting his doorway,

Bob had no timo to stop. He did not
even sec Loder before he erashed.

Crash!

Bump !

“Qh " gasped Loder,

“Owwwwww [ spluttered Bob.

Gerald Loder sat down suddenly. Bob
Cherry atag‘fnred back against the wall.
Nugent and Johnny Buoll and Hurree
Siogh camo to & halt just in time to
save themselves from piling up on
Loder.

“0Oh, my hat!"” ejaculated Nugent.

er staggored to his fect. He had
not been in a good temper when ho
came out of hiz study. The new man,
Lancaster, had the place in the Bixth
Form team that Loder regarded as his.
Loder's temper, never good, was not
improved thereby. DBut if his temper
had not been before he received
Bob's charge, 1t was worse afterweards.
The expression on his faco as he skag-
gered up was like unto that of a demon
I & p&htomime.

“*You—you—you—-"" he gurgled.

“Borry, Loder!” gasped Bob. *I—
I'm in & hurry ! Wingate's sent me to
find Lancaster, He's wanted to bat—"

That did it!

Lancaster’s name was not likely to

lacate Loder. It was mare likely to

ave the affect on him of a red rag on
a bull.

He grobbed Bob by the collar.

“Coms into my study, you voung
hooligan '™

“I—1 say, Loder—"

Loder spun the junior into the study.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter !

iLLY BUNTER grunied discon-
B tentedly.

Bunter was peeved.

Standin ore the cupboard
in Study No. 7 in the Romove, Bil
Bunter blinked into it and was peeved.

The cupboard, like the celebrated

Mrs. Hubbard's, was bare.

His study-mate, Peter Todd, had gone
down to Big Side to watch the cricket.
Bunter had hoped that Toddy had laid
in something Fﬁr ton before he went.
That would have been only thoughtful
on Toddy's part.

But Fe-rlmpu Toddy had been too
thonghtful to lay in supplics before tes-
time. With Billy Bunter around, it
was improbable that the suppliea would
have remained available for tea.

Anyhow, thers was nothing in the cup-
hoard. And theroe was nothing in
Bunter—or he felt as if there were
nothing, Tt was hours sinee dinner—
znd Bunter had hed nothing sineo,
but & bunch of bananas he had found in
Ogilvy's study, and a bag of hiscuits he
had iortunately discovered in Johnny
Bull's. Bo he was hungry.

It was Baturday afternoon, a half-
holiday at GreyIriars Scheool. Bunter,
naturally, wanted to cnjoy his half-
holiday. His idea of enjoyment was to
repose his fat porson under a shady
tree and pack away tuck.

But Bunter was prevented from enjoy-
ing his half-holiday in his own way by
the disconcerting fact that tuck cost
meoney, and Bunter was in his usual
impecunious state.

to blink round him fhrough bhis big

spectacles.

That was how it l::{:pcned that he did
not see a junior standing at the window
looking out into the quad.

He opened the cupboard door. Harry
Wharton turned round from the
window.

Bunter's eyes fell on & cake. Whar-
ton's eyes fell on Bunter,

Bunter reached out o hand, grinning.
Wharton, also grinning, reached out a
foot.

Biff |

*“¥Yarooooh !

Billy Bunter stag{ared and sat down
on tho study ecarpst. Harry Wharton
looked down at him gonially.

“Have another?' he asked.

“Ow! Beastl Ow!™” roared Dunter.
“I didn't know yon wers here, you
beast! I menn I—I eame hero specially
to speak to you, old chapl! Ow! Bto
kicking me, you rotterl If you thu;u,
I was after that cake—— Yoarooooh!

Bunter flnd.

The door of Study No. 1 slammed
after him, and for some minutes thers
wero sounds of woe in the Remove pas
sage. DBuntor had often been kicked,
but ho had never grown to like it. Heo
leaned on tho banisters on the Hemove
landing nnd gasped and grunted.

There wes o footstep on the Remove
staircase, and Bunter blinked down at
a rather tall, graceful, and athletio
figure that was coming up. It was
Lancaster of the Sixth Form, leoking
vory handsome in his First Eleven
blazer. .

Bunter gave one blink and grunted.
Lancaster of the Bixth had no intercet

He grabbed a cane from the table. i i im. Ho could not “touch ™ =
::E b df“fﬂu 1L IEMF Sy ot for the Best time, Billy Bunter for h Sixth Fnr'in }‘:““ for "ﬁ“ﬁ':‘a
ut I—I say, I'm in a - loan te tide him over till his
hurge—-” The police would give anything to know celebrated posts! order camo.
“Bend  over " roared  the identity of the ** Wizard *’—notorious The senior did not even
Loder. ks look at Bunter: probably did
“ Lancaster's wanted—" cracKsman, But the one schoolboy Who ot notice that the fat junior
“Bend over!” raved Loder. could help them is effectively silenced ! was there at all.
There was no help for it. passed on and walked

Barging about in the Sixth

orm passage was & serious offenee,
considersd—by the Sixth ot least—to
merit & whopping. Flooring & Sixth
Yorm prefect was a still more serious
offernice.  Bob rather wished that ho
had restrained the exuberanco of his

spirits.  But it was too late to wish
that now.

Swish, swish, swish, swish, swish,
gwizh |

Loder laid on the “six ™ as if he were
beating a carpet. Bob Cherry wriggled
painfully. 1# chums looked on from

tho doorway with sympathetic looks,

“There 1™ gasped Loder. *Now cuf,
Fou voung ruffian!™

“Ow ! gwmv P

Liob wriggled out of the study. I
proceeded up the Bixth Form passage
at a much slower pace than before.

* Hard luck, old chap!" said Bull.

“The hardfulness of the preposterous
luck is terrific, my esteem tdigtio
chum!"  said Hurree Jamset Ram

“Well, here we are!” said
and he knocked at Lancaster’s door and
threw it open. *I =ay, Lancastor, have
you forgotten the matech? Vou're next
man in, and Wingate— My hat, he's
not hers (™

The study was empty.
. “"Not here I"" gaid Johnny Bull, staring
into the study, " Where the dickens can

s man have got to?

“Ow! Wowl"”

“ Better look farther,"” said Nugent.

And the juniors proceeded to search
further for Lancaster of the Sixth, Bob
Cherry wriggling as he went.

Wow " was Bob's reprl\ly. .
ugent,

lhad been disappeinted about a postal
order! A remuttance, scheduled to
arrive from one of his titled relations,
had failed to materialise.

But there were more ways of killing
a cat than choking it with c¢ream,
When a fellow was seriously in need of
tuck, asnd lacked the wherewithal to
purchase tuck, the natural resource was
to bag enother fellow’s tuck. That, at
least, was Bunter's natural resource in
such circumstances.

On a fine hali-holiday in June most
of thoe follows, naturally, were out of
doors. Most of the Remove men wero
watehing the senior ericket matsh on
Big Side. DBunter was not interested in
eenior  ¢ricket mateles—or  junior
matches, for that matter, He was not
cven aware that the grme was going
on. Mbotters of weightier import filled
his fat mind.

“ Beast [ grunted Dunter,

Ho referred to the absont Toddy,
whose fault it was that tho study cup-
board was bare,

He rolled out of S8tudy No. 7. Most
of the studies, 1t was certain, would be
unocoupied. He had alrendy done
fairly well in Ogilvy's and Johnn
Bull’'s. Now ke headed for Study No. 1.

Wharton and Nugent, ho folt cortain,
would be out of the House. In fact, he
had seen Nugent go out.

Ba he rolled into Study No. 1, sure
that it was vacant and that the study
cupboard was ot his mercy. And in
matters like this Bunter was merciless.

20 sgure was he that the study was
empty that he rolled straight across to
the cupboard without taking the trouble

up the Remove passage. At
that Bunter gave him enother blink.
He wondered what on carth a Bixth
Form man conld want in the guarters
of the Lower Fourth. A prefoet might
cuino there with an official ashplant to
administer merited punishmont; but
Lancaster was not a_prefeet. Bunter
saw him stop at the door of Study No.
1, tap, and enter.
h_Thﬂ door of Study No. 1 closed after

im.

Bunter grunted again. The men had
gono there to jaw to YWharton, appar-
ently. Perhaps to give him a licking;
for Bunter remembered that there had
been somo sort of trouble lately, Whar-
ton, once one of the new senior's loyal-
est admirers, had turned ageinst him
for some reason. Billy Bunter charit-
ably hoped that Lancaster had genc to
Btudy No. 1 to give Wharton a licking.
That would scrve the beast right for
having kicked Bunter out. :

The sight of Lord Maulevorer coming
out of his study a minute or two later
drove Wharton and Lancaster from
Bunter's mind, His cves gleamed
behind his big speetacles, and he rolled

up the Romove passago to meet Mauly.
“1 say, Maul;r. old chap "
“*Oh gad ™ ejnculated Lord
Mauleverer.
He stopped in dlam;gu
His lazy lordship had made an effort.

s

He was going down to Big Side to sco
the cricket; then William George Bun-
ter appeared, like a lion in his path.
There was quite an affectionate grin
oo Bunter’s face as he bore down on
Lord Mauleverer: but there was no
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reciprocal affection in  ithe noble
eountenance of his lordship. )

Mguly backed prompt mtu his study
and closed  the i Bunter
accelerated.  But he arrived only in
time to hear & key turn.

“1 say, Mnuhr, old chap!'” DBunter
ra on the door ‘H"lﬂl hia fat
knuckles. “I say! Coming out, old

man "
*Nol” came from within.
"Eul ou were just going out when

Is | you, Mauly.”
: uam
“1 say, I'll wait for you, old fellow.”
“Dol Mauly.
Lord Manleverer, In hia study.

|trel-:hed hisg alufnntr and lazy limbs on

his u:ur:uus 50 long sz Bunter
was in the offing hias lordship intended
to “sport his cak.’
mind Bunr.er waiting for him in the
ﬁamk-:d unter could wait as long as

long as a locked door pre-
rerved l‘hulg from his proximity and

his conversation. Mauly was an accom-
nmodating fellow. He was comfortable
on the sofs, and he hoped that Bunier
tﬂn comfortoble in the passage.

tap ! came citer a minute or two,

“‘i say, Mauly! '\quiv. old bean,
are you coming out?'’

Mauly turned a desf ear,

"1 say, Mauly, Mra. Mimble I;":ﬂ got
mn‘m lovely ices at the school shep—
simap gerumptions jcex!™  Bunter
mnm;' through the ke&hnle. “1 epaw,
you've stood me ices sometimes, Mauly ;
now P'm going to stand yon some.
E-:-mﬂ along to the tuckshop, Mauly.’

(,P' tap, “E

an’t ,you hear me, Mauly "

*Yaoas.'

“Why don’t 'yo answer, then?
ag.””

“Too much
“Are Fou coming out?’ hooted
Bunter.

“Not h'l! you'ra gone, ald bean.”

“Beast 1"

Billy Bunter gave it up and rolled
AWay. He dropped into Newland’s
study, end o bag of apples Mcupmd him
leasantly for a few minutes—Mont

Newland and his study-mate, Penfold,
hemg out, Then he looked into
Wthl't:-y s study ond found a packet of
toffee. Feeling a little better, though
still hung‘ry Bunter rolled away to tha

RBemove staircase and went down.

The House seemed deserted. But aa
Bunter rolled away to the door he came
on four Remove fcllows; and Bob
Cherry hailed him.

“Hallo, halle, halla! Here's Bunter !
Seen Laneaster, Bunter i

“ Blow Lancaster I answered Bunter

peevishly

Ha waa not interesled in Lancaster.

“My esteemed fat Bunter—" zaid
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
bl | say, you fellows, I’m
inte you,"” said Bunter. he fact mIIE 1
was going to look for you. I eay, I
heen d:.,appnmted about a postal ords

an

“Fathead! Have you seen—"

“I think 1 mentioned to you fE]lﬂ-‘H‘s
that I was cxpecting a postoal order,”
raid the Owl of the Hemove, blinking at
the jumiors seriously through hie big

aclea.

“You did—a millien times or =0l
Don’t mention it again,™ amd Frank
Nugent. “Have vou seen—"'

“1 say, if vou fellows could lend

lad T"ve run

“Heva you seen Laoncaster ¥ bawled
Bob Cherry. “He's wanted on Big
Bide, and ¥ mgatﬂ 3 sent ua to find him.
We'va hunted everywhers for tho ass!
Have you scen the mani”

“ Never mind Lancaster,” =aid Bunter,

Tre Macxer LiBRARY.—No. 1,21T.

But he did nok ""'“*1]5

"1 wented to tell you fellows that Mis,
Iﬁ;I:mI:lI:rj has got in & lot of loyely
jcpgm—’

“Have you seen Lancaster I mpared
Jﬂhnnj' EHIL ¥

ly serumptious ices—"

""31': !l:k hl.‘m F zaid MNugent,

*1 say, I dare say I can
tell you w ata t-:: lun'k for Lancaster if

ou want him. In faet, I koow where

o i3, Lend me a bo

“You fat willain! Whﬂrﬂ s Lan-
T vo bli ith a trifing

b ou ¢on ¢ obliga me with a tri
loan tﬁl mg postal Er der comes, I d
see why I should oblige you, Bob C
If you want Lancaster, you can yol jl’
well ind him, and be blowed 1?

And Billy Bunter, ele.'.'ntmg his fat
little Tmiose ¢untemptuuush', started to
ﬂ.Wﬂ.j". He #o sudd as

erry grasped him by the back of
the neain?hob was gelting t:mﬂ nf look-

ing far aﬂca.ster and “=x” from
Loder had made him a little less good-
terapered than usuel. Ha grasped

Bunter’s fat neck and shook him.
“Where's Lancaster, you fat freaki”
“Owl Find outl Leggol Ow!”

“Where is be, you fat chump? Will
vou tell ma wher& he 13 {* roafed Bob.
“Nol “i[] ;5r well won't 1" hooted
Bténten “ Now leggo, vou beast 1™
rack
Billy Euntﬁrs bullet head established
contact suddenly with the wall, Thero
was a fearful how!l from Bunter,
“Now, where's Lancaster i”
“Owl Wow! QOwl”
o GIITE him another,” zaid Johnny Bull

—"“harder 1"

'ﬂw't Beast! Wow | He'"s in Whar-
ton's study 1™ hewled Bunter, * Leggo!

Wow "
“In Wharton’s study ! cjaculated
Bob, “What the thump i3 he doing ip

Wharton's study 7"
"Owl Wow, wowl"
“Let's look, anyhow,” said Nugent.
“We'lso got to ﬁnd the fathend I
“If you're pulling m§ e¥ Bunter, I'll
jelly well kick you! In fact, I'Il Kick
you, anyhow i roarcd Beb Cherry.
"“Yarooooh i"
e four_ juniors tramped u ﬂ’lﬂ stairs
te look in the Remove stu r tha

missing cricketer. Billy Bunt&r mileﬂ
oné into the quad. Hea rolled across to
the tuckshop behind the elms, to make o

one more attempt to induce Mrs. Mimble
to understand what a splendid customer
she was losing by & too strict adherence
to business on o cash basis,

His efforts proved of no avail, how-
ever, and Bunter turned out his pﬂﬂk&t:
in an cndeavour to find s coin. Like
the celebrated Mother Hubbard's cup-
board, however, s pockéts were bare,
and the mrumpuuus ices remained out-
side Bunter.

THE THIRD GHAPTER.
Down and Ont !

ARRY WHARTON stood st the
H window of 8tudy No. 1 in the
Remove, staring out. into the
quad. In the distance he could
sce ihe r«een playing fields and the
white-cla fa‘ures otting the green, and
the crowd o Gmyfrmru ellows gatl;mre-:i
round. The junior’s faco was darkly
clouded. After kicking Bunter out of
tha study the captain of the Removae
had turncd back to the window and re-
mained there, imkm'ﬁ: out. DBut he
herdly saw the scene that lay before hia
cyes in the hﬂ%ht Junée sunzhine. His
hrow was wrinkled in thoubled thought.
His heart was heav 'i
The differconce with his chums weighed
en his mind. He would have been glad

THE MAGNET

erangh to jein the cheery Co. on the

crmk%th ground but for the tmuh!a that
had arizen between them. Nobody was
to blame for that trouble. His friends
could not understand why he had turned
against Lancaster of the Sixth, the new
man at {reyfriars who had 3umpad into
pn;_ru]antgﬂnt a bound. The hiked Lan-
caster; they admired bim, a.s all the
school did—oand till a few deys ago

:’i’htn[_:rﬂtﬂn had shared t.he:r herg-worship
o

Thea fa!lﬂw was so splendid in every
way—a wonderful oricketer, far and
away the finest cricketer in a cricketing
school, yet without a trace of “side”:
& Sixt Form man, yet kind and
Iriendly to the juniors whnm he had mat
in the holidays; ﬁac: hearted, good-
tempered, liked by almost everyone with
whom he came in mntur.:h “beau
ideal of a senfor schoolboy—a fellow
with whom the most car :;lg nnh-:a would
have found it &:ﬂ'icutl to find fault.

Even now, knowing what Imn{-.nsbar
wad, Wharton eould not dislike lnm
could only wonder at l:um a.nd. iﬁ

If there had been a doubt W
would have clung to it—as he had
clung to the faintest doubt.

But thera was no longer a doubt; he
knew what Richard Lancaster was—a
erook, an 1mpn5tnr, a cheat, o wolf in
sheep’s clothing, s whited sepulchre, a
brea r of the law,

He alone knew, and the knowledge
was overwhelming.

He was thinking, as ho stood at the
sunny window, of what had happened
the night beiore—of the attem rob-
bery at Highcliffe, when ali doubts had
been finally banished, and he had dis-
mvelre-d Dick Lancaster to what he
was

Bo far Wharton had seaid nothing,
He had told Lancaster that he must get
out of Greyiriars, and left it at that.
To no one else had he spoken a word.
But if Lancaster did not go—

Ho must go! He could not remsin
now that Wharton knew. If he had the
brazen effrontery to remain, Wharton
hnd to B'Fﬁ out. Then he would have

at, in spite of what he knew,
Whn.rtnn realised that he was sorry for
Lanoaster—sorey that the fellow had to
E&'I'hm was a tap at his door, and it
ne& H-a apun round irritably from

a uw, nup ing that 1% was
Euntsar REAin. it was not Bunter.

It was a andmma athletic Bixth Form
man who stood in the doorway.
Whartpn stared blankly at aster.
The senior came into the study and
closed the door behind him. Herry
Wharton continued to stare at him.

Lancastar made a handsome figura in
flannels, with the First Eleven blazer.
Wharton, looking st him, almost

doubted his own certain knuwladgu of
what the fellow wsas. This splendid-
looking ericketer-could he be tha secret
thief who had crept into Highcliffe
3chool, with & false mousteche gummed
to his llp—ﬂ thiel in the night? Look-
ing at him, it seomed impossible, and
vet it waa true.

Lancaster’'s face was unusually pale.

There wera 5 of stress in ik
Wharton doubted whether he had slept
the night before. The discovery

Wharton had made meant the end of
all things for Lancaster of the Bixth,
Wharton knew that the blow must have
been a crushing one.

Ho was surprised to sea Lancaster
there. If the [ellow had come to make
an appeal for silence, ha must know that
it was useless, And Wharton had » ],?-
goaed that he was on Big Side with t

ixth Form men who were playing t
Fifth. He stared at the senior wit -huii

speaking,
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Lancaster was the first to speak.

“¥ou gave me a surprise last night,
WParh:rm * Hais voice was low, but quite
Chlim,

“1 suppose s0,” said Harry.

“I've hcen :ﬁnking'—evar since.”

ﬂYEE*H' .

“I'm rather hard hit.” :
I"I’m sorry " said Wharton mechanie-
ally.
“You see "—Lancaster smiled faintly
—*I'm denying nothing."

“It wouldo't be muoch use.”

“Perhaps not, though I faney you'd

ave some difficulty in proving the
accusation you've made.”

The dark cyea were keenly on the face
of the junior, watching, searching.

Wharton made & gesture.

“1 don’t know, and don’t care, any-
thing about that,” he answered. "I
know what you are, and why you are at
Graviriars. You've deceived evervbody
here, from the Head down; you must
have deceived Sir Hilton Popper, who
brought you to thes school, Y?:-ur whnle

By sheer 11l-inek, Bob Cherry pelted down the sacred Sixth Form m
J ; Bump! Nugent, Bull, and Hurree Singn ha

life here is a lie from beginning to end !
You and your confederates have made
use of Greyfriars as a headguarteral
You'ro here under cover to—to——"

Wharton broke off. The thing seemed
too horrible to put- into words.

Laricaster winced.

“It's not guite so bad as that,” he
said. “But you wouldn’t understand,
kid. You couldn't understand,”

“I can’t,” said Harry. “A splendid
fellow like you—with the world at his
feet—dabbling in crime. I can't under-
stand that.”

“You're only a kid,” said Lancaster,
in the same low, quiot voice. “But I
was years younger than you when I
foll into the hands thet trained me. It
wasn't giving a fellow much of a
chance, was it¥"

Wharton shuddered.

"My father was killed in the War, as
Tou know. I was left a mere kid, with-
out a bean. I went to my uncle—as
kind a man as ever lived, but the slave
of drink—a tool in the hands of & gang

of rogues. He died and left me with
them.”

*You'™ muttered Wharton. Looking I

at the fellow, it scemed inecrediblo that
he had been trained in a pang of
thieves.

“The chief of the gang had a kind-
ness for o, Ho saw that I was trained
to take a decant place in the world. He
it the most dangerous crook in London;
but my uncle had been his friend, and
he was capable of kindness. He did
hiz best for me. But at the same time
he trained me to be—="

“What you are!"” muttered Wharton.

“What I am!"” said Lancaster.

There was a silonce, Wharton's heart
was heavy. He was conscious of deep
compassion. Yet talking was useless,
A erook was a crook: and a ercok had

3

I'd like to justify myself a little. You
mayn't ﬁnc{] it emsy to take my word
now, but I can tell you with truth thaot
when I came to this school I hoped to
throw the old life behind me. Slimy—
the man I spoke of just now—was my
friend ; I thought ho might stand for it.
was mistaken, Ho was my friend so
long as I was the Wizard—tho ecrook
and orackeman. At the first hint of

throwing over the gang, he showed tho
cloven hoof.”

“I understand.”

“That 1an't all. I resolved to break
with it at any cost. And thon—then I
found that I was in a cleft stick. If I
broke with 8limy, he was gomng to show
ma up here—in m{ true colours!
could go—leaving all Groylriars know-
ing what I was and why I had come, I
couldn't face thatl”

Ll

no place at Greyiriars. The interview
could only be pammful, and he wondered
why Lancaster had sought it. It was
easy onough for the schoolboy crook to
read the junior’s thoughts.

“You wondor why I'm here "

“Yes,” said Harry.

“Not to ask you to keep silence,”
said Lancaster.

HI muidn*t‘rj

"I know you couldn't!™

“I—-I don't want to hurk you,” said
Harry in 2 lfow voice. *I'm ready to
kcep silent about—about what I know
now. It's not my business to run you
down. If you'd suceceded at Higheliffc,
it would be difforent, But you got
away with empty hands. I'don't think
it's my duty to give you away—if you
get out of Greyiriars.,”

“You've left me no choice about
that,” said Lancaster quietly. * But—

ust as Loder came out of his study.
only just in time !

Crash I

Wharton felt a pang at his heark
He believed what the schoolboy crook
was telling him.

“But for that I should have left the
school weeks ngo,” said Lancaster..
“But I couldn’t let Greyfriars, know.
I couldn't. Slimy had ma in the hollow
of his rand because of that.”

“I understand,” muttered ‘Wharton
again. “But when you tell him that
vou've been found out—that you've got
to go——"

“Ha will hove to make tho best of
it. That's so. I shall leave Groyiriara
and go back where I belong.”
Lancaster's- pale face become paler.
“&limy will hold his tongue so long as
I stick to him. ¥le has no vae for re-
formed crooks. If .you hold your
tongue, too, the BSchool will know

Tae Maaxer Lisparr.~—No. 1,217.
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nothing. You can be zatished with
seeing the last of me."

“1 shall not say a word when you're
gone. ™

“But it's hard,”™ =eid Lancaster.
“ Harder than you may think. Fm not
itha fellow to whine, I hope; I can tako
punishment. But it's in your hands,
kid, and vou might make it easy for
me.?

“"How do you mean?”

“Wingate's counting on me for the
match at St Jim's on Wednesday. It
will be a blow to him if I'm gone. It's
only a few days more. If I go over to
At Jim's with the eleven on Wednes-
day, I can fixz 1t up for a telegram to
reach me thers after the mateh, and
not return to Greyfriars. Will xou
leave it at thati”

Harry Wharton was silent,

it waz not much to ask, perhaps, for
a fellow whose whole life had fallen in
ruins round him, It was only o few
days more. And it was true that
Wingate was counting on his wonderful
new recruit for che St. Jim's matceh.
It would be a heavy blow to lase
Lancaster from the team. And surely
it was not much to grant the fellow
who had lost everything; that onco last
triumph before he wentl

“B-but——"  stammered Wharton.
Tha miscrable thought had come into
Lis mind made the colour Sush m his
cheeks,

Lancaster understood, and his pale
face erimsoned.

" But,” he said, “you ecan’t trust me!
Why should wyou? I deserved that!
It's no good telling vou that if I stay
till the St. Jim's mateh, you ean trust
me to that extent: that I shall stay as-
Lancaster of the Bixth and not as the
Wizard. Why should you believe met?”

" Ha turned to the door. Wharion
made a quick step forward.

*1 beheve you, Lancaster! 1 do
trust you! Let it bo as 3"0'.! say. A
few days can't matter; and I do trust
yvoul” .

“Thank you,” said Lancaster quietly.

Bang 1

The study door flew open.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Bunter says
that Lancaster's here!” roared Bob
Cherry. “Are you here? Oh, hero
you are!”

Wharton stood confused by the sud-
den intorruption. But he marvelled to
geo how swiftly Lencaster resumed the
normal. The schoolboy crook’s sell-
control was nmmngi e ;

Heo glanced round at the juniors in
the doorway, and smiled—his cld
pleasant smile.

“What's up?® he drawled. “"Am I
wanted 1"

“TWell, my hat!” said Bob. " Have
vou forgotten the ericket mateh

Lancaster started. As s matter of
fact, the mateh on Big Side had gone
completely out of hiz mind. And
Wharton, réalising it, realised also how
deoply, how utterly the schoolboy crook
had been overwhelmed by the blow that
had fallen on him nnd what a stress
and strain lay hidden under his calm
gutward aspect.

Alv csteemed idiotia Lancaster, thoe
worthy Wingate is waiting for you, and
he 1z terrifically  infuriated,” snid
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.

“AMy hat! Thanks for calling me; I
chall have to sprint,” eaid Lancaster,
with a smile. And he left the study.

“Well, my word!”™ said Nugent.
“Fancy old Lancaster forgetting o
match! Whet's up with him "

“Come on,” said Bob., *We don't
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want to miss Lancaster batting.” He
looked back from the doorway st the
captain of the Remove and added:
“Coming, Whartoni"

_ Wharten shook his head, The four
juntors hurried away after Lancaster,
and Hgrry Wharton wasz left alone in
the study again.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Out for a Duck !

INGATE stared grimly at
Dick Lancester as he came
on Big Bide. He came

quickly enocugh ncw that he
had been reminded of his forgotten
duty. But the search for him had
taken quite a time, and two more Sixth
Form wickets had gone down, and still
Lancaster had not been available,
Sykes and North of the Sixth were at
the wickets now, Potter of the Fifth
bowling; and Leancaster was not im-
mediately wanted. There was an
apologetic smile on his face as ho joined
the Bixth Form men outside the
pavilion.

“ Awfully sorry, Wingate! Can't
make out how I came to be s0 careless!
You ought to chuck me out of tha
cleven.”

Wingate's frowming face melted into
& smile. Lancaster’s manner was dis-
arming. And old Wingate liked him,
There were few fellows whomn he liked
50 rauch as he did Dick Lanesster,
though he had known him only a few
short weaeks.

“ Well, dash it all, Lancaster,” he
said. “I had you down third to bat,
and sixth man has gone in now.”

“Hurree Singh told me that
were terpifically infuriated,”
Lancaster. “ And no wonder!*

Wingate chuckled.

“But what—why? Had you for-
golten the game, or what " be asked.
“That wouldn't ba like you.”

“The fact is, I had,” suid Lancaster,
“ Firgt time I've ever done such a thing,

you
said

and I'm frightfully sorry, and unless

you let me off under

Otfenders’ Agt——"

Wingate- Jaughed. His good-humour
wis qnite restored, astonished as he wus
that a cricketer like Lancaster could
possibly have forgotten a maotch.

“ After all, ne harm done,” he gaid.

the Firat

“You'll go in mext. But for goodness’
sske don't have another lapse
memory on St. Jitn's day (*

"“MNot likelyt” said  Lancaster,
lavghing.

“This i3 really only a practice game;
but whem we go over to St. Jim's we
shall have all our work cut out to beat
Kildare snd his lot,” said the Grey-
friars captain, “and you know I rely
on you. Halle, there goes Sykest Man
in, Lancaster 1™

All eyes were on Lancaster, as he
passed Sykes on his way to the wicket.
Fellows were wnnderinﬁ what he had
been up to, end why ho bad not ap-
peared on the ground before. But they
fully expected to see him make the fur
fly now that he was thers. There were
some good bowlers in the Fifth Form at
Greyiriars; but not a man who was
able to touch Lancaster, if the new
genior was in anything like his usual
form. No one doubted that he would
be “not out” at the finish of the
innings,

Some fellows, however, observed that
Lancaster did not seem quite hia usual
gelf. The light spring seemed to be
gone from his step—his handsome head
was not 2o orect as usual, Bob Cherry
& Co, had roturned at once to the ericket
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ground, anxious not to miss Lancaster’s
innings, and they watched him curi-
ously.

“Rlozgsed if I can make the man out I
remarked Bob. “ Why the thump was
he jawing to Wharton in tha study, and
forgetting all about the ericket?
B'ﬁicha answers whyl” said Johnny

ull.

“The whyfulness is terrific!” egreed
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“It's queer—becouse Wharton's had
simply nothing to do with him lately,”
said Bol puzzled, *That's why we're
rathor rusty with Wharton, to put 1%
plain. Lancaster's been thoroughly
decent to us ever since he came to the
school, though he's in the Bixth and
we'ro fags—and all of a sudden Whar-
ton turned against him, and never seid
why I know that he's not spolen to
him sinco—and Lancaster seemed to
have forgotten that there was such a
chap at Greyiriars at all. And now
U™

Bob shook hia head.
perplexed. ‘

*“Lancaster may have been asking
him what he wos playing the giddy ox
for,” prunted Johnny Bull.

“He wouldn't,” said Nugent. A
Sixth Formm man wouldn't care much
what a kid in the Remove thought of
him—cspecially such & big gun aa Lian-
caster.”

“* Well, ho's jolly good-natured.”

“That's so. Buot—Dblessed if I make it
out,” said Nugent. “I =ay, old Lan-
caster doesn't look so Bt as usual™

“I was just thanking so,” saxd Bobj
“but I fancy he's going to give the
Fifth somo lcather-hunting. Blundell’'s
put Greene on to bowl, and I'll bet you
two to one in doughnuts that he bags
ot least o dozen off Grecne.”

“No takers!” grinned Nugent,

Greene of the Fifth was bowling to
Loncaster; but the look on William
Greene's faco was npot optinmstic.
Greene knew that he had oo chance of

etting ncar the sticks. But he did his
gi‘st, which was all & fellow could do.

The result was surprising.

Every man on the ground was expect-
ing the cheory smack of willow and
leather, and to see the red ball whizzing
away like a bullet. It was not a diffi-
cult ball to play, cither; (reeno was
not & dangerous bowlor. Few men in
the Sixth, if any, would have Eailed to
knock that bell away.

Lancaster failed.

There was a smack; but it was not
the smack of bat and ball. It was the
smack of ball and stumps.

A pasp went round the field.

{reena himself was the most aston-
ished. Greens of the Fifth could mot
believe his eyes. He stared along the
piteh open-mouthed.

He had bowled Lancaster first ball—
kowled the mighty bataman of the
Sixth; the batsman who, as a rule, left
ever. old Wingate in the shade. Tho
middle stump was down; the wicket
had a toothless look  Wicket-keepor
blinked at it, sceming dazed.

Wingate, at the pavilion, gave a sord

He was quiie

of jump. _

“Towled I* said Wingate blankly.
“Bowled! My mﬂ’y hat! Dowled!
Clean bowled! OhV

“Is the maon aslcep?” gasped Bykes.

* Bowled 1™ repeat Wingate.

*“Bowled Greenel! Oh!

“CGood old Greene!” roared Coker of
the Fifth. “Woll bowled, sir! Woll
bowled 1

“Well bowled, be blowed, you fnt-
head 1" growled a Sixth Form man, “A
E;i:l!! in the Third could have played that

Lancaster, for a moment, stood star-
ing down at his wrecked wicket. He
scemed surprisced, too.

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob
Cherry. “ Might a3 well have left him
where he was. He's not much good
here. Duck's eggs are cheap to-day.”

“What the thump's the matter with
the man?” gaid Jo Bull,

“Gioodness knows!” ssid Nugent. “A
duck for Lancaster—my hat!”

“Off colour,” said the Bounder oracu-
larly. “Might happen to the best man,
Just off colour.

“If he does that at 8St. Jim's—"
murmured Hobson of the Shell.

DON'T WEAR A LONG
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Smile at_this amusing joke
for which Fred. Elliotr, of 70,
Halesworth Road, Handsworth,
Shefhield, has been awarded

A SPLENDID PENKNIFE! |}

Highbrow (hanging

?tﬂu raj ¢
it How does one hit a nall without
hiiting one's hand T *

Lowbrow : ** "Oid the "ammar
in both *ands [ '*

Now turn to page 21-—think
awhile, RAISE A SMILE, and ||
you may win one of our useful
prizes | l

Lancaster earried out his bat. Greeno
was still staring open-mouthed, like e
fish out of water. Greene could hardly
got 1t into his head, yet, that he actu-
ally ‘had bowled the mighty Lancaster
first ball, ]

Another Bixth Form man went in to
take Lancaster's place. DBlundell, tho
captain of the Fifth, smiled. He was
gorry, a3 a cricketer, to sec & good man
crack up like this; but the collapse of
the Sixth Form champion gave him
hopes of beating the top Form of Grey-
friars.

Lancaster's face was crimson as he
come up to the pavilion. - Wingate
locked at him. Wingsato was not the
skipper to roproach a men for an unex-

ected failure; especially & man who

ad never failed before. But he was
utterly amazed. Lancaster waos such a
cricketer as Greyfriars had seldom or
never seen before; and he had failed
like the wveriest “rabbit.” Wingate
simply could not make it out.

“Sorry |" breathed Lancaster.

Wingate found his voice,

7

“You're not fit to-day, old chap?

“1'm afraid not.”

“ Might have said so before!” grunted
Walker of the Sixth.

Lancaster coloured more decply, and
went into the pavilion, He was nnxious
to get away from sturing oyos. He lets
murmuring vouces behind hun,  Many
of the fouows agreed with Walker. I
an man wasn't fit, ho could say so beiore
he threw away s wicket tor his side.
This meant that the Fiith would very
lilkely pull it off ; which, in tho eyes of
the Bixth, was not a consummation de
voutly to be wished.

A few minutes later Lancaste:
walked beeck to the House. Manj
curious glances followed him

“If ho crocks up. like that at Bt
Jim'a——" gaid Temple of the Fourth.

That was the thought in many minds,
It had been a foregono conclusion that
Lancaster would play at St. Jim's. But
after such a hnpe-ll)eaa failure as this, the
matter was doubiful. And many Groy-
friars fellows wondered whother, after
all, the namo of R. Lancaster would
appear in the list for the big fixture.

o his study Lancaster of the Bixth
Sﬂ-ﬂﬂd mﬂﬂdﬂﬁ to and fro. Bince the
iscovery of the provious night he had
been under a severe strain. The know-
ledge that he was known in his true
colours to ot least one follow at Grey-
friars, o fellow whom he liked and re-
spected, had struck him hard. The
knowledge that he must go, that he
must give up Greyfriars, and all the
school meant to him, had struck him
still harder. But not till now had he
realised how deeply he had been shaken
—shaken to the very soul. His miser-
able failure on the cricket ground had
surprised himself. It gave on added
touch of gloom to the misery that was
cating into his very heart,

Tramp, tramp, trampl! iz pacing
footsteps crossed mnd recrossed tho study
incossantly, The Aush had faded out
of his face; he was pale and worn and
looked strangely old. o

Loder ot the Sixth, lounging in the

assage, heard that uncessing tramp of
ect, and smiled. But even Loder
might have pitied his rivol and enemy,
hag ha been able to read tho heart of
the schoolboy crook.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Rothing Dolng !

ARRY WHARTON came out of
H the House, and walked down to
Big Side. He was tired of his
own mmvﬁan;u; tired of tho
troublesome thoughts that througed in
his mind; tired of thinking of Lancaster
and the blow that he had been driven
to deal & follow whom, in spite of all,
he realised that he vet liked. He hoped
that the frosh air and sunshine, and
the company of the other fellows,
would drive tho whole thing from his
mind. And now that Lancaster, in a
fow days, would ba gone, there was no
roason why the rift should continue be-
tween him and his friends. ‘There had
not heen exactly a quarrel: but the Co.
could not understond his attitude to-
wards the fellow who was a hero. in
their eyes, and a certain coldness had
heen inevitablo. It was not easy for a
proud and high-spirited fellow like
Wharton to make the first advances;
but he had resolved to do so.

The Sizth Form innings was over
when ho reached Big Side. Lancaster
was not on the %mund: and Wingate,
rathor irritably, had dispatched a fag
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io tell him that he was wanted, Tt
scomied hardly possible that Lancaster,
ufter forgetting the marteh in the Grst
place, had forgotten it again. Bug it
locked like it, amd the Greviriars cap-
tamn wondered what on earth was the
matter with the man., Hoe was not
likely to guess.

_ The chums of the Remove were stand-
g In & group, waﬁ:tmﬁ for the Fifth
Form inmings to begin, Wharion looked
over the crowd and came towards the
four. They did not notice hun for the
moment ; they were gotting used now to
“going about ™ without Vyharton.

~ “Lancaster will pull up in the bowl-
ing,"” said Bol Cherry. " Ha bagged a
thuck for the Sixth. "-{'?EI'I, after aﬁ, any
man might bag & duck. I'vo bagged
ducks myself,”

“ You have, old man,” agreed Johuny
Bull, with & grin., “Many a time and
oft, in fact."

“Fathead] Wait till Lancaster gets
ihe ball 1" said Bob impressively., “He
was frightfully off eolour in the Sixth
Form ionings, but I tell you he's goin
to make hay of the Fifth Form wickers.”

“The hayfulness will be terrifie!”
assented Burree Jamset Ram Singh.

“If he doesn't—"" said Johnny Bull.

“Oh, he will I said Bob.

FIf ha doesn’t, it won't look rosy for
his chence of playing on Wednesday.
Wingate's picking out the men for
5t Jim's after this game.™

Wharton felt & pang as he heard. So
Lancaster had made a duck in his
innings | It was no wonder, considering
what the hapless fellow had on his
wind! YWharton knew the cause, if no
one elsa did.

“Can’t make out what's the matter
with the man,” said Johnny Bull
“First he forgets the mateh, then he
hats like a born idiot, or like Coker of
the Fifth—same thing. Now ha seems to
have forgotten again. Wingate's sent
Paget of the Third to fetch him.
Doeen't ha know he’s wanted to bowl§”

“That jaw with Wharton in his study
reems to have upeet him,” ssid Bob,
t:“ ‘i'-i"ﬁﬂrt.nn must have bored him fright-
Lily.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo]™ Bob Cherry
becameo aware of Harry Wharton at his
¢lbow. “Come to see the finish
“Yes," snid Harry.

at nnuﬂst-&r made & duck
|

Tt in his
innings

“¥es, 'm sorry for that.”

“If he doesn't pull up on the bﬂwiing
I fancy he won't go over to St. Jim's,”
zaid Johnny Bull. “Loder may get o
chance agamn,”

“Oh, my hat!” said Bob. “Might as
well wire 8t. Jim's: ' You win,® and let
it go at that, and save the farcs.”

“Better toll Loder that!™ chuckled
Johony Bull. ‘

“No fear | Omne six is enough for one
doy 1" said Bob, langhing.

“ (ot any idea what's the matter with

Lancester, Wharton 1" he added, turning
to the captsin of the Remove ngain,
Wharton ocloured uncomfortably,
" How should I know !” he stammered.
~ “Well, be was pow-wowing with you
in your study, instead of coming down
1o the game,” said Bob, “Have you got
ovar your hump 1

“What? I don't quite—"

“Y mean, Lancaster secms to have
taken the trouble to look you up and
talk to you. Can't Tm why, after your
thuﬁmg cheek to him, Perhaps you've
found out now that Lancaster 15 one of
the best chaps breathing, and that
you're & &illy assl” suggested Bob,

“T'd rather not spesk about Lan-
caster,” paid Harry. “Logck here, you
men, wa've bean rather at loggorheada,
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end all over nothing. A Bizth Form
man has nothing te do with us. Let it
drop.”

“1I'he dropfulness is the proper caper,”
agreed Hurree Jamset Ramn Singh,
" Let the amilefulness of esteemed friend-
ship banish the infuriated {rown of
loggerheadfulness. ™

“Oh, my hat!” said Bob, “That jolly
old moonshee who taught you English at
Bhampur, Iuky, wos a real, genuine

corker | His knowledge of the language
musi have DLeen  preposterous  and
terrific 1

“Aly esieemed, idiotic Bob—"
~ “Look here, Wharton,” went on Do,
in his direct way, “you had seinething
aguinst Lancaster. You never said what
it was, but you acted as if you thought
he wasn't o feilow fit to touch., I don't
suppose Lapcaster cares & brass bution,
But t's not the thing, It's not done, I
you've por over it, and you think the
satne of Lancaster as Fou did before, I'll
be jolly glad o hear ™

‘.‘J-'hﬂ.rmn made no enswer to that.
Thore
malka.

“If not,” said Bob, "tell us awhat
Fou've E-ct against the man., That's only
aricket,

Wharton did not speak.

A glint came into Bob's blue eyes.

“What do you wean, Wharten? Have
sou still gor something up against the
most decent chap in the school and
keoping it & secret?”

Wharton drew o deep breath.

“Can't you fellows let the whole thing
drop?” he soid. “Wo have nothing to
de with the Sizth. Let's agree not to
speak about it again.”

“That won't 1" said Bob curtly.

“It's mot the thing,” said Jobnny
Bull, shaking his Head. “1 know rou've
said nothing against Lancaster, but
you're practically mnking out that he's
4 bad hat in some sort of way. I cin’t
understand you. But I tell you plainly
that I don't like it 1™

Frank Nugent was silent., Hurree
Jamsct Ram Singh opened his lips, but
closed them again without sepeaking.

Wharton breathed harder.

He could not speak out, all the more
since his promise to Lancaster to keep
hia miserable secret if he left Greyiriars.
But to his friends his sttitude geered
one of obstinote unreasonableness. The
rift had to remain in the lute—at least
until Launesster was gone from the
school.

“Wall, let it go at that, then,” said
Harry wearily; and he left tho grou
of juniors and mingled with the crowd.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's old Lan-
caster 1"

Curious eyes were fized on Lancaster
as he weont into the field with Wingato
and his men. It was noticed that his
face was pale, but otherwise he looked
fit enough. Fellows wandered whether
he was going to "crock * in the bowling,
a3 he had in his innings. Wingate put
him on 1o bowl the frst over, against
Blundell of the Fifth,

“ Phew 1 murnaured Bob Cherry.

Haorry Wharion's face clouded.

His heart almost ached with compas-
sion for tho haplesa fellow., Whatever
he was—and there was no doubt what
he was=-he certainly was a keen
cricketer—a born cricketer. He had no
equal at Gresfriars, whether with the
wiilow or the leather. But now he was
failing lamentably,

It was no wonder. The wonder was
that he could, with such stress on his
mind, play at all—that he could keep
up that outward aspect of indifference,
with a heart like lead in his breast, the
blackest of black thoughts in his mind.

Wingate's face rewglnnger and longer
a3 Lancaster bowled that over.

was no answer that he could

It gava
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the Fifth twelve runs, and Blundell's
wicket was never in danger. Obviously,
the best senior bowler st Greyfriars was
off his form.

Twica again Lancaster was given the
ball, That he was making efforts was
lain encugl. But he failed. After that

ancaster was not called on te bowl
egain. And when, in the field, he missed
an essy catch and gave Hilton of the
.T;';ifth B nevw loase of life at the wicket,
Chye

Greyfriars men stared st one
another, and Skinner of the Remove
called out **Butterfingers!"” without

getting kicked.
“Sorry, old man!” Lancaster said to

Wingate when the game was over, I
know T'm rotten to-day
Wingate nodded in silence. He was

thinking of the 8t, Jim's match and
wendering whether Lancaster would be
rofirn then.

It was a single-innings game, and the
Fifth won it with two wickets in hand.
And the one topic in all the studies at
Greyfriars that evening was the hopeless
collapse of Lancaster of the Sixth,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Not the Fmish [

LIMY SUGDEN selected a cigar
S wroen his case, mpped off the end,

und Lglnea 1 slowly and melthodi-

cdally. iz greasy face was cufmn
and thoughiful., oOnly the gline in his
black eves sivowed that he was disturbed.
The fa, greasy man sat, heavy and
solid, n e shabby armchaiv, A
strange comrwst o his swolidity, Lan-
caswer wmoved: about restiessly, pacing cthe
room, hts fuce pale and barsssed, his
eyes burning, his Lips quivering. All the
cool scli-cowirol ol che schoolboy crock
seouned to have been thrown to the
wingds.

It was a privale room in an inn twenty
miles lrom Lrreyiriars School. Lancaster
hed doue the dissunce swiftly on his
mnotor-bike attor classes on Monday. At
that dislance trom the school his meet-
ing with BMr. Syivester Sugden was not
likely to be scen by anyone who
mratiered.

Bugden had listencd, almost without
g word, to what Lancaster had to tell
him. Now lLe sat silent and thoughtful,
lmnkiugl hard while he drew at his
cigar. It was a matter thst required
hard thinking. To Lancaster it was the
end of lus hie at Ureyfriars—the end of
all that made life worth living, sioce
that change of heart and of mind had
come to him. To Slimy Sugden it was
not the end. The blow was a heavy one,
Lat it did not crumple Slimy us 1t hw:i
crumpled the * Wizard.” Slimy, medita-
ting coolly, was considering how to
perry it But it had not even occurred
to Lancaster that it could be parried.
He was not the Wizard of old.

The senior of Greylriars moved
ahout, unrcsting. He paused every now
and then to stare at ine greasy, crafty
face of the master crook.  Greosy,
eraity, unscrupulous, hawkish—never
had Sugden’s face seemed so base in
the boy's oyes before. This waa thae mean
whe had trained him—who had had him

in hand iv tho impressionable years of
carly boyhood and trained m to
erime. Lancaster's loathing for the

man amounted almost to sickness. But
thoe man was his master.

The silence was long—broken unt:r.' by |
Lancaster's restless tramping, Blimy
threw tho cigar away half-smoked. His
busby brows wrinkled in thought.

Lencaster wondered what was the
gsubject of his reflections. The game
was up—that was clear. A respite had
been given him, so that he might not
fail Wingate in the match on which
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the Greyfriars captain’s heart was seb.
Wot that he was likely to be of much
use, after all, in his present state of
frayed nerves and gnawing misery and
despair.

Anvhow, the game was up; it was
Monday now, and Weodnesday was the
limit. }rThem was nothing to think out—
g0 far as Lancaster could sce. Dut the
master crook's view secmed different.

Lancaster came tc a stop at  last,
facing the greasy man. His impationce
was not to longar controlled.

“What about it, Slimy? I've told
you how the matter stands. I've got {o

did 50, Wha

get out of Greyinam. Fix up o tole-
gram—make it look plausible—you've
never been at & loss for a lie, anyhow.
Let mo get out of the school quietly—
without fuss—and get back to the under-
world I belong to. What are you think-
ing of i

g en spoke at last.

“Fool1” he said briefly.

"I"‘i"ﬁ mld }"'Dl-!_“

“Let's have it clear. Ounly the boy
Wharton knows?”

“DOnly Wharton, That fellow Loder
suspected long ago, but I handled him.
He dare not speak. Ha dare not hint.
I've got a paper he signed and gave to
a bookmaker—it's the sack for him if
the headmaster should ses it. I was
able to handle him—he's a roticn
rasopl and walked into my hands. It's
different with Whertor,”

"You can't handle him 1!

Lancaster stared. -

“Ii's vou that’s the fool. Blimy! The

Without Arst loo round the study, Bunter roached out for the cake. As he
reached out with a foot. Biff I

kid's as straight as & string—nocbody
could t s hold on him. Not that
he would care for threats: he's not that
ﬂmhp" L

“ Nothing like the senior Loder 1"

“MNothing at all, As struight as & dis.
YLoder's o blackguard and a coward at
heart. Wharton's clean all through and
no cowsrd. He can't be Irightened."

“ Nothing in the same line, then?”

“No, no, no!” snapped Lencaster.

“Thera are other wavs,” said Slimy
Sugden quictly—very gquietly.

And Lanoaster started as if a sorpent
had stung him.

Ho came a step closer to the
crook and his eyes burned down
at the greasy face.

“Lizten to me, Slimyl Lan-
caster's wvolce was tensa, dis-
tinet. * You've got me in your
hands! I'd throw up the gang
this minute, hut I dare not let

‘ Yaroooh !

Greyfriars know what you could betray,
For that reason, and cmlg that reason,
't ur man still, ut if you're
thinking of hurting the boy, forget it.
If he's harmed—if & hair of his head
is harmed—I go straight to the police
and give the wgnla show awoy |l I swear
that—and I'll see that you and every
man in the gang gets what's mmmil_' to
him, Let the boy be harmed. Slimy
Sugden, and you know what to expectI”

Bugden watched his passionate face
quietly. There was a ring of savage
sinperity in Lancastor's voice. 0
meant every word he said, there was
no doubt about that,

“I was not thinking of harming the
boy, Dick. There are other waya—less
dangerous ways." .

Lancaster eyed him savagely, sus-

iciously. e did not trust Mr.
E;rlmamr Sugdea. ;

“Let's keep cool,” said Bugden, *If

you're fod-up with Groylciars, if you
want to leave, if you're the coward to
throw up tho chance of your life at o
schoolboy’s threat, there's nothing more

to be said. You're not the man I
thought you I” .

“Have I any choice!? muttered
Lancaster.

“Get out of Greyfriars|” said Blimy.
with bitter contempt. "“Give up your
fast and only chance of keeping your
head above water | Give up the thought
of ever being anything but & crook in
the wnderworldl I'vo given you a
chanco that wasn't casy to give—of ocut-
ting a decent figure in the world, of
making o decent position for yonrself—
a chance I never hadl

“You'ro a crock; but iFs something
to have another, and a brighter, side to
your life. I've given you that. Throw
it away, if you like, like & coward and
a fooll Give up all decent associations,
and stick for the rest of your life to
company like the Weasel's and Ratty the
Rogue's! Make an end of all tho hopes
I had of you—knock all my pl:man
into & thousand fragmental But don't
cxpect me to sparo you if you dof™
ancaster panted.

?

i
L T
ak
e

< r

"Slimy, vou'ro mad! Do wyou think
I want to leave Greyfriars? t you
understand what it is to me? 1've told
vou I'd rather leave and beg my broad
than carry on there as a crook! I mean
it! But I've jumped to your orders—
I've played up—and you know why-—
becausrs f dare mnot let the school know
me as I am—as the h::gr Wharton knows
me. But for that-—"'

“But for that you'd have thrown me
over " sneered Sugden.
thousand

“I would—I would—a
times " exclaimed Lancaster passion-
ately. *“But you've got mo there—~you
would betray me, and I couldn’t face
that—the shame of it! Bettor death—
better & thousand &einthnl ]zutmnuw-—r
now—you cen see I've

Tee Maoner Lmnmt.-—ﬂﬁu. 1.31‘?.0
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When I'm gone, the boy will keep silent
—he's promised! I've nothing to fear
there. You ders not tell me that you
will give me away to the fellows who

like and tryst me—that you will—"

He broke off, panting, staring at ihe
hard face of the orook.

“Leave Greviriars against my orders,
and every man and boy in tho school
shall know you [or what you are!” eaid
Sugden icily. 1

Latwaster c¢lenched his hands con-
vulsively. . ~

“You'll go too far, SBlimy-don’t
drive me to desperation—""

 “Heep cool!” zaid the master crook
coldly. “If {his were the end, as you

think, I'd make the best of 1. But it 1

ia not the end. You've lost your nerve,
Dicle—that is all 1”

“What can I do?” muticred
Lapcaster, *“1 don't want to leave
Greyfriars. T cling to it like a drown-
ing man to a plank. It's all that there
is in life for me, Leaving the sehool
will be like going out of the sunshine
into a black FIL I shall sink, never o
rise agaimn, know it] I go down—
for ever! Back in the gang—back in
the underworld — associating  with
thieves, sharpers, rogues, vagabonds! 1
can goe myself, when o older, Ratty
the Rogue over again!” Hao shuddered.
“But what can I do? I'd rather leave
than carry on there as a crook—I've
eald it and 1 mean 1it] Now 'voe got
no choice left—the boy knows., He will
speak out if he has to.”

“He has not spoken yeli™

“Not a word.”

..Whr?"

“I hardly know. He likes me, 1
think—perhaps pities mel He's more
hurt than anything elee at finding out
what I am. f dare zay he doesn’t want
hiz school dispraced, too—he'd rather 1
dropped cut quietly. I know ha doesn't
want to burt me. I think he'd give
anything to be able 1o believe in me
as he once did. Ie will say nothing if
[ get out. He's promised that—I can
irust him.,  Bub if I kick ha will be
hard as ztecl, He will not keep silent
and let a crook stay on in the scheol
llow could hel”

* Money—" suggested Sogden.

Lancaster gave a laugh of bitter con- G

tr.-mEt.
“Fool 1" he said,

“Yhat can the boy prove ™ asked
Sugden.

*1 don't know oxacily how much heo
knows—only that he knows the truth.
It's not & question of proof. Once the
police are told that the Wizard is at
Lsreyiriars, p-::gﬁmg as a S1xth Form man
there, they will do the rest. They only
nead a clue”

“That's true,” Sugden nodded,
“The boy must keep silent.”

“Ia will not keep silent.”

Sugden's greasy ]ill:- curled.

“1 tell you he shall not be harmed,”
said Lancaster., " You've got me in the
Liollow of your hand, Slimy—I eannot,
I dare not, let you tell them what I am,
what I have been—but let harm come
to the boy, and I throw everything to
the winds; let the least harm come to
him, and the police shall know every-
thing I can tell them |V

“The boy shall not be harmed. It's
risky, and thero’s no need. There ara
other ways. I did not foresee this when
vou went to the school, Dick, 'but I fore-
saw that thers might bhe difficulties.
You're overwhelmed because vou've lost
vour nerve. I ecan hardle this.?

“Yes, I'vo.lost my nerve,” muttered
Lancaster, “The Witard was famous
for his nerve—but I've lost it now, 1
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could have died of shonje under the eyes
of a sehoolboy——"

“Cut it cut,” said Bugden coolly.
“"That 13 a mood—and moods pass.
Lcave the boy to me. He shall not be
harmed. There's no need. His silence
shall be secured—leave that to me!"

“I've told him that 1 get oot on Wed-
nesday—after a c¢ricket match we'fe
playiog at another schogl—-"

“Leave it at that.”

“1've dold nim that I shall not return
to Greytrigrg— -*

“You wili return !”

“Trnen he will speale—=-="

“He will not speak, Leave it to me.
ot & hair of his bead shall Be harmed.
know wnat you would do in that case,
Dick=-don’t waste your breath teliing
me sgoin, Go to the cricket mateh you
speak of—it will be better for you to bo
awiy, When you return to Greyiriars
you' will have nothing to fear.™

“1 don't understand !¥ muttcred Lan-
caster.

* Leave it fo me”

Lancaster resumed his restless tramp-
ing, Slimy Sugden watching him coldly,
sardonically. The ﬂﬂilﬂ-nﬁ]u}' crook's
brain was in a whirl. In spite of him-
self, he drew hope from the master
crook’s words. As he Liad said, he clung
to Greyfriars like a drﬂwning man to &
plank. It was all that saved him from
being submerged in the morazs ol
crime. It was all that saved him from
bemmmF like the YWeansel, like Ratty the
Rogue, like Sugden himself, Greyfriars
was hope to hiin—the hope of somchow,
some time, dragging himself free of the
mire of crime. It was like the light of
day to him. On the reverse gide there
was only blackness and despair.

He stopped at last, and faced Sugden
again.

“1f the boy'a not hurt—"

“He shall net be hurt !

Launcaster breathed hard and deep.

“¥ou answer for 1t that he will be
silent without—without——" His eyes
searched the greasy, cold face.

"1 answer for it.”

“Let it go st that, then.”

Five minutes later Dick Lancaster
was on his motor-bike, speeding back to

I‘E}; riars.

o was no longer the restless, care-
worn fellow who had tramped the room
at the inn wunder the eyes of Slimy
Sugden,

Somehow—he did not know how yet—
Slimy was going to parry the blow that
had threatened to shatter all things for
him. In that, he could trust Slimy.
The master crook was not a man of idle
wards,

Heo hardly knew whether he was glad.
Better to leave Gr&g[ria.rs than to carry
on deception and [ollow erocked ways
where he was liked and trusted. Ti
only he could have left with a fair name
and fame, leaving respect and kind
memories behind him! But in that he
was at Slimy Bugden’s mercy, and
Slimy had no mercy for him if he
rebelled.

Decp down in his heart, perhaps, he
was glad that the maaterp:mnk had
fo _him to n-u.l."l':i' on. If the junior
was eilent, he would remain a Grey-
friars man, and while he was o Grey-
friars man, he felt that there was a
flimme;ing of hope for him, like the
zint ghimmer of a beacon where all else
was darkness,

His heart gave a bound when the grey
old walls of the school came in s? ht.
Then he knew that he was glad—glad,
H‘i spltg of everything, that it was not

e end.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
‘" Richard Humselt Again |

Uit of whe Sixth glonced into

E Wingate's study, and hbis lip

curted in a sueer. The Grey-

friurs captain, sitting at his

study wable, bud e puper before bim,

and & pencil in tus hand, He was going

over a lst of nawes, with a corrugated

brow, 1t was luescay, the day before

the 8t. Jim's mutch. Loder did not

need telling what that list was, or the

cause of tue trown on Wingate's brow,

He stepped into the study, and Wingate
looked up.

The Lieyiriars captain was worried,
and the sight of Gerald Loder did not
seom to relieve him, He grunted.

“1 suppose Laucaster’s washed out?”
sald Loger, with 8 nod towards the
crickes list,

“1 don't know.”

“¥eu don't know—the day before woe
play St. Jim's I sneered Loder, * You
don't know—after the exhibitionm the
fellow made of himsclf in the Form
match on Saturday I

MHe was frighttully off colour,” eaid
Wingate slowly. *“Bomething was
wrong with the chapt He may have
pulied round since.”

“Do you mean that you're going to
play Lancaster, and leave me out, at the
cost of chucking the game away |*

Wingate gave him n grim look,

“That’s not the way to talk, Loder.
If old Lancaster's in anything like his
usual form, you're not in the same
street with him, aod you know it, or
ought to know it. But—-"

“I'm glad there's & ‘ but'[” sneered
Loder.

Wingate rosa from the table,

“You'd better come down to games
practice, Loder! ¥You're not keen on it,
though you've keen on playing for the
school, But if Lancaster’s etill off his
form, we shall want you. I chall &ca
to-day.”

Loder's faco
e like a shot!” h

“1I'll coma like a shot!” he said.

“ Right-ho 1*

Wingate went along the passage to
Lancaster's study The door was open,
snd he walked in. Lancaster was
standing at the window, lecking out into
the sunny quad. His eyes were on &
junior who was sauntering by himself
under the elms—Wharton of the
Remove, and the sight of Wharton had
brought a cloud to his brow.

But his b;qw was clear an he turned
towards Wingate., Whatever it was
that had been the matter with Lancaster
on Saturday, thers was no sign of it in
his looks now. Never had he logked
more hendsome and fit.

“Feeling At?" asked the Greyfriars

becamo = little more

captain.

“Fit as s fiddle.”

“I'm neot pretending that you didn’t
give me a shock on Saturday, Lancas.

ter, old man. You did.”

“Y know. I'm sorry!”

“We nll have our moods and tenses,”
said Wingate, with a smile. “If you're
all right again—"

“Right as rain !

“Well, you look it!” conceded Win-
gate, “If I had to leave sou out of the
team to-morrow, old bean, it would be
rather & hard knock for me. Come
down to the cricket and let'=s eee how
you shapae.”

“Like o shot !*

Wingate's face was cheery a8 ho
walked down to Big Side with Lancas-
ter and Gwynne, ¢ man bad been off

(Continued on page 12.)
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picture of C.

Playing at the Age ol Nine!

C. DACRE is s shining example of what any

schoolboy can accomplish if he applies himself o

@ almost any subject with the one great aim of

excolling thercin. Further, he is an example for

every cricketer—no matter whether he plays for his ‘-’;ﬂllﬂti?

or for a junior club—to copy; for he hits the pall with all

his might, ond goes on to tho field with the fixed deter-
mination to score guickly or come out. i :

Dacre is a young MNew Zealander, and visited, for the
first time, England in the summer of 1927. He was quite
new to the wickets and general conditions that prevail in
thiz country. And, what is still more astonishing, before
ho ceme over here he had only played in Saturday ericket.
One can imagine, therefore, what an arduous task was his
when ha had to play cvery day against the greatcst
cricketers in tho land throughout the summer of 1927,

His triumph was such as caused the authoritics to keep
him in this country. Of course, no English sporisman is
in favour of the importation of Calonial cricketers; but
the engagcment of Dacre with the Gloucestershire County
Cricket Club did not come sbout as the result of his
eagerncss to ba identified, in s professional capacity, with
English cricket. He loved the game, he excelled in. at,
He had lost both parents, and had no ties in New Zealand,
and becouse his batting displays were talked about through-
out the county cricket world, Gloucestershire, who needed
another young batsman, pressed him io anccept an engago-
ment :mgl ualify for the county by residence. )

Young ﬁnura wazs born at vonport, Auckland, New
Zealand, and at the ape of nine he attended the Davenport
Public school, where he immediately got inte ona of fhe
junior elevens But as he wens on he was not satisfied with
plaving for his school alone, for the matelics were played

on Saturday mornings, and he hated the idea of wasting
of senior clubs, . . 1

Eventunlly, he joined a side called North Shore, so getting
other in the afternoon, He remained at school for a period
of soven years, or until ho was sixteen years old, and during
%ﬁp each yvear, the Inst four sensons being captained by

aAgre.

2,000 Runs In One Secason!
moment at practice, He zoon made up his mind that
the ball was meant te he hit, and not merely stopped,

into that positiwon whereby ho eould impart the mazimum
of power when striking the ball,
the following letker to his father, and leaving it on the
breakfast-table at home, because he hadn't the courage to

“Dear Father,—I'm sorry to teli you that T've smashed
tha bat vou gave me, and as I hadu't any to use during the
school. and I've smashed those as well. But, please, 1 hope
vou won't ho cross, because each time I've smashed a bat
othes chaps want a new bat each, and I must get one, too.
But, please, 1 won't want any more pocket-money until
_ ¥Yes, young Dacre. while at school, scored seven conturies
in eight innings, and his 200, not out, was played on a big

THIS
“ Old Cricketer” gives you a pen

New Zealander and star batsman
of Gloucester C.C.

l

ARTICLES DEALING WITH :—

WEEK :

C. Dacre, & young

no boundarics. And gquite early in those years he spent at
school he scored in one season the phonomenal total of
2000. In New Zealand the provinces play matches much
in tho samo way as wo in England play ecounty gamoes.
And =zo0 wonderful wera Ducre's performances at school that
he, azs a small boy of fourteen, was chosan to represent
Auckland against {\'ellingtun, an honour which thousands
of really capable men players*of the province were coveting
for themselves. And on that day he wore hizs first pair
of long trousers.

When Dacre left school he was not able to devote so much
time to cricket, for it was nccessary’ for him to think of
a career, and he then spent five years working in o wire-
honse. His spirit revolted nt the closo contmement, and
then he lost both parents, The iﬂ-ﬁl‘ youth was grief-
stricken, and he knew that his only hopo of forggrting was
to go vight away from his old surroundings an& spend his
days in the open nir,

t was then that a sheep farmer in a big way of business
offered him a job; and so young Daere began to dip sheep
and sort out fat-stock for the markets. His employer was
a lover of cricket, in consequence of which Dacro was given
many opportunities to play. IHe represented his provinee
in many matches, and was chosen to represent New Zealand
in Australia.

Flogging the Bowling!

ACRE confesses that he experienced the greatest joy

D of his life when he was asked to accompany the

New Zealand team to England in the spring of 1927,

snd what he did during that tour is not only o

mattcr of histery in the world of ericket, but it set up a
new and refreshing rate of scoring. .

In the first match of the tour, v, H. H, Martineau's XI.,
Dacre staggered the oppononts and onlopkers by scoring 101
in an hour. In the next match, v. M.C.C. at Lord’s, he made
107 in just over an hour, cighty of his runs being boundary
hits. Again, v. Leicestershire, he got B0 in an hour and
4 QUAaTier. iguiﬂat Edinburgh he made 167 in an hour and
a half, a rate of scoring which takes the breath anway,
Then against the greet bowling side of Gloucestershire he
Lit 64 in less than half an hour, 30 of them being made
from hits that went out of the ground. In the next mateh
he scored a dazzling 176, 132 of these being boundary hits,
the ball being flogged out of the ground on eight ogessione.
Last geason, when he took the ficld for Glouecstorshire, he
plaxyed brilliantly, and his-innings of 223 ageinst Worcesicr-
shire will leng ke remembor by the good people of
Worcester. .

Only a few days ago I asked Daogre to give M0 4 Message
for my rcaders, and ho complied by saying: “Tell them tg
persevere, and never to give up hope; te practise and
practise ; to hit, but never to hit blindly; to watceh overy
ball closely, and learn to usc the maximum of power.”
Then he added: “I have always tuken my failurcs as I
would my successes—with s smile. Yes, tell them to keep
smiling, no matter what happens, and they will assurcdly
conquer in the end.™ ,

“I lcarncd o icsson on keeping my good temper when
playing for New Zealand ageinst Victoria {Australia),” he
continmed,  “Vernon Fonsford, the famous Australian
erickoter, was batting, when the sun caused a shadow of the
grand-stand to appear across the wicket. Ponsford kept
appealing to the umpirs to cease play, and this so annoyed
the latter that he lost his temper, stripped off his white
coat, threw it on the ground, and refused to toke any further
part in the game. From that moment I decided never to

the afterncons by pleving the part of onleoker at matches

two matches every Saturday-—ong in the morning, and the

this time Devenport won the Auckland Schools” Champion-

ET was Dacre’s cuslom to put in practically every spare

end he cultivated the art of footwork in order to get

So successful was he in this, that he confesses to writing

speak out.

last fortnight, T had to borrow fwe from other chaps at

T've scored 100, and last Saturday I got 200, not out. The

they are paid for.™

ground where every run had to Le run out. There were

| zet rattled.” Taug Magxer Lmnari.—No. 1,217
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THE BOY ViHO KNEW TUD MUCH !

(Continued from page 10.)

colour on Saturday, there wos no doubt
about that. Dut such things happen at
times to the best cricketers. ¥ Lancas-
ter wes hia old =clf again, thero was
going to be a Greyfriars victory at St.

Jim's,

“Hallo, hallo, halle! Thera goes
old Lancaster, with his jolly old
willow * shouted ‘Bob Cherry, in tho
guad, *“This way, yYou men ¥

There was a rush of fellows to the
cricket-ground. Games practice was
uct a great attraction in itseli; but
every man at Greyfriars wanted to
know how Lancaster was shaping. A
crowd gathered to look on.

Harry YWharton was among them,
though he was not with his friends,
The captain of the KHemove had given
up the idea of healing the breach fill
Lancaster was gone, It would not be
long now. On the morrow, when Lan-
caster went over to St Jim's with the
cricketers, he would not return. Whar-
ton would have been glad for the
schoolboy crook to =core one more
trivniph before he went—to leave in a
*“trailing cloud of glory.” And Whar-
ton looked on curicusly to see how Lan-
caster shaped at cricket,

_Not & word had passed between them
since that interview n Btudy No. 1.
They had seen one another only st a
distance. There was nothing more to be
sald—the thing was scttled,

But when he had seen the Sixth Form
man_ sbout the school, handsome and
indifferent, Wharton had wondered. Heo
had wondered how the fellow could
keep up that outward aspect with what
Wharton knew muet ba on his mind,
Now, as he handled his bat, he seemed
guite the old Lancaster—thse born
cricketer, the fellow without a care on
his mind or his heart. And Wharton,
watching him, could only marvel,

Evidently the fellow had determined
that his last day as a Greviriars man
chould be a triumphant one, Evidently
he had banished black care, and pulled
himself together. Now he secmed to be
living and breathing cricket, as if no
other thought had ever entered his
mind.

Sykes of the 8ixth, Potter of the Fifth,
and two or three other good bhowlers
plied him hard; but there was no
“duck ¥ to.day, The miglhty bateman
was himsgelf again., With & cheery
smile on his face he knocked tho
leather all gver the ground:; and Win-
gate's smile e:]fmanded into & joyous

grin,  Loder of the Sixth locked on,
Ecuwlm%. Loder’s bricf hope had faded
away. If the fellow had been off colour

on Saturday, he was not off colour now,
He was at the top of his form,

“Richard’'s himself again—what?”
chuckled Bob Cherry.

“What-ho ! %rinned Jobinny Bull,
Y ou'll do, old man—you'll do!* the
juniors heard Wingate call to the bats-
man, “You're going to mako St. Jim's
£it up and take notice 1o-meorrow, old
bean! Now chuck that bat away and
send me down a few,”

And when Lancaszter bowled him fir:t
hall, the Grevfriars captain chuckled
with sheer delight,

“Yeou'll do, old bean ™ he repeated.

“Don't Loder lock pleaccd ™ mur-
mured Bob Cherey,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Loder tramped away zavapelv,

Harry Wharton walked the field,
wondering. How thoe man could keep
it up like thiz was a mystery to him.
Ho loocked as if he had forgotten the
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sword of Lamoeles that was suspended
over his head; but he could not have
forgotten. He was “ for * it. But he was
game atl through—game to the last|
And, knowing what he knew, Wharten
could not help admiring the man’s
catirage and self-contiul. The pity of
it made his heart ache. If dnly things
eould have beon differentt If only
Lancaster could have been what he had
fﬁmmd ! But it was useless to think of
at.

Later, he saw Lancastor walk back
to the House, between Wingate and
Gwynne, his face smiling, LYy, care-
lﬁ'ss,_ many eyes following him with
admiration. And back inte his mind
came another picfure—of a stealthy,
surreptitious figure ereeping in dark
shadows—and he turned away his cyes.
of 1t! But the fellow who led
a double life had to go, and the sooncr
he went the better.

—_—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
5t, Jim's Day !

séiwr T'H 5 question of cash,” remarked
l Bob Cherry the:-u%htiuli;r.

ik

“X say, you fellows—
“Hallo, halla, halle! Has
vour postal ¢tder arrived, Bunter "
“Nunno! It—it's been dalayed !”
“Then roll away! Buzz off |
“Oh, really, Cherry——"
“ Vanish I
“Look here, old chap—2
= Dmuppcu.ﬁ =
"Bhut up, anyhow " sa1d Bob Cherry.
“Now, you men, about the cash! It's
just a question of cash! What}"
“"The cashfulness is not terrifie,” re-
marked Hurree Jumset Ram Singh.
“But the poolfulness of our esteemed
resources may meet the ridiculous case.”

“Raillways are jolly #seful institutions
in their way,” went on Baob, "BHut
they've got ope drawback—they charge
railway fares, And the fare from here
to 5t. Jim's is rather steep. But if we
can raise the wind, if's worth it to cee
Lancaster knock spots off the St. Jim's
men.”

“Hear, hear ™

“Smithy's going,” remarked Nugcent
“He's got o car. Smithy's the man to
blow monev. Hea's taking Redwing in
his blessed car!”

“Well, it won’t run to a car for us”
grinned Bob., " The burning question is
whether it will run to raflway [aregs.”

“1 gay, you fellows——"

“Tnless, of course, Bunter will tela-
phone home to Bunpter Couri, and ask
his peter to lend us the Rolls—I mean,
one of the Rolls—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

It was morning break cn Wednesday.
That morming, at quite an early hour,
the Greyiriars First Eleven had started,
and they had been long gome.  Dick
Lancaster, of course, was with Wingate
and his morry men. And the fellows
had no doubt that he was already
“knocking spots * off St. Jim's with the
willow or with the leather. And many
Greyfriars fellows were keen to get aver
to 5t. Jim's that afternoon, and see as
much as they could of the game.

The afternoon was a hali-holiday, eand
Bob Cherry and his friends agreed that
it could mnot be better spent than in
watching the Firet Eleven beat BSt.
Jim's—especially old Lancaster, Great
things were expected of Loncaster, Bob
confdently predicied a century in each
innings, a5 well oz a couple of hat-
tricks, and a few miraculous catches in
ihe ficld, Probably that was an exag-
gerated expectation. Still, it was cer-
tain that the 5t Jim's game was going
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to be a great gamc, and that Lancaster
would make the home cricketers sit up

and stare, It was ﬁning te be a famous

vicmri, and the chnms of the Remove
were kocn {0 sea it

Leave to go over to St. Jim's could
be obtained ecasily enough from Mr.
Queleh. Cash was a mores diffieult
matter. Railway fares were steep, and
the chums were not overHowing with
superabupdant cash like the Bounder,

*1 say, you fellows, I'll phone home
for the Rolls, if you like,” said Bunter.
“The pater would send it along like a
shot, 1f—if he docsn't happen to be
Eszﬂg it to-duy. Of course, he might
.
“The mightfulness is terrifie,”

"Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! I think that's a generouvs offer,”
said Bunter warmly, “ And I’ll tell you
whet—1 want fo come over to St. Jim's.
I want 1o see that fellow D'Arey of the
Fourth, you know. He's an old pal of
mine—-="

“Does he know ™ asked Johnny Bull,

“Beast! I should tea with him in his
study; and he would stand e fellow &
decent tea,” said Bunter. “I've a lot
of other Iriends there, toe. Tom Merry
wouid be jolly Elad to see me. I've got
o letter from him in my pocket now,
saying that he hopes I shall be able to
come over.™

* Gammon !**

“T'll show you the letter, if you like,”
said Bunter, with dignity,

“"Bhow up, then!”

“1 remember now I lelt it in my
study.™

“My dear man, we always like the
nows from old Tommy. We'll come up
to your study and see the letter.”

“1 remember now that ass Toddy
tore it up in mistake.. I say, you
fellows, stop cackling! Look here,
suppose I phone home %m: the Rollsa? If
it comes you g&t g free joy-ride to St.
Jim's. If it doesn't——"

“IE 1" chuckled Bob Cherry.

“The if-fulness is terrific!”

“If it doesn’t, you fellows stand me
the railway fare. What do you sayi”

(1] RE!-S- IJI‘

“0Oh, really, you fellowsg—"*

“Now you've done your funny turn,
old  bean, 10ll away,” =aid Bob.
“We've got to think this out.”

Billy Bunter snorted and rolled away,
Money was rather “tight ™ in the Re-
move, so far as the four chums were
concerned, and there was no hope for
Bunter in that direction.

asked

“YWhat about Whartoni®
Nugent hesitatingly. .

There was 4 moment's silence in the
0.
_ “Better ask him,” said Bob. " Dash
it all, we'ra Rala,_thnugh he will kee
-i:nt_'.t E!a:_.rmg the giddy ox. Let's as
171 Pl

Harry Wharton was strolling under
the elms during break on his own. His
brow was thoughtful. Lancaster was
gone with the Firsi Eleven, and, accord-
ing to the compact made with the cap-
tain of the Remove, ho was not o re-
turn to Greyilriars after the match,
Some plousible execuse was to be made.
He would be ecalled away after the
game ; the cricketers would return with-
out him. It was the easiest and lcast
unpleasant way of making the break.
There would 5urfprisa regrot, ob
Groyfriars when he ailed, to join up
later, but some good reason would be
gh'en‘ And nobody, certainly, would
ream of pucssing the facts. neaster
would not be scen again. He would be
remembered with kindness, affection,
respect. Wharton was far from prudg-
ing him that. Indeed, he was conscious
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of regret in his own breast that Laon.
caster would never be seen at Greyiriars
pgain. .

He was thinking of it with a clouded
brow when his chums came up end
joined him. Bob plunged into {ihe
matter at once, ,

“We're geoing over to 8t Jim's to sce
the end of the game,” he zaid, “Like
to come along?

“Oh 1" said Harry. _

“We're going to pool resources,” said
Nugent. “I think it will run to third-
class fares. You'll come, Harry 1"

Wharton ecoloured, R

He would have welcomed this friendly
overture gladly encugh at any other
time, and on any other subject.

But it eame awkwardly now.

He was keen enough to see the game,
especially with so magnificent a cricketer
as Lancaster piaying for the school. He
would have enjoye
ihe half-holiday 1n
company with his
chums., But he
knew that he could
not go over to 3t
Jim's.

Heo had seen Lan-
caster atart with a
heavy  heart. It
would be painful to
gsee him again. Butl
that was not all
Lancaster would
gee him there. He
might think — he
would  think—that
Wharton was
watching him,
keeping an eye on
him to see that he
kept the ecompact.
That would be like
hitting & man when
he was down,

“Well?" grunted
Johnny Bull, as the
captaln o the
Remove did not

reply.

i 'i' he estcemed
company of our
idiotic chum  will
be terrifically
agreea"biu o  our
absurd selves,” miur-
mured the Nabob
of Bhanipur.

“Do come,
Harry!™ said
Nugent. “Look

ers, even if you
don't like Lanecas-
ter, for some fat-
headed reeson, you'll like to see him

lay 8t. Jim's. And old Wingate will

e worth watching.” He locked curi-
ously at Wharton, “¥ou'd like to sce
our friends at Bt. Jim’s, too—Tom
Metrry snd D’Arcy and Figgins and the
resf—="

“I'd like to come,” said Harry, “but
I LR

““(h, wash out the buts,” said DBob.
“ Now, shell out, and let's zee how the
oash runs for the fares all round—*

“1 can't come,” said Harry., “I'd like
to, but—but I'd rather not.’

“That's lucid, T must gay !” romarked
Johnny Bull dryly.

“Well, I can’t come," said Wharton,
flushing, *You fellows go, of course
T've got eome tin, if you're in difficulty
about the fares——"

“Well, if you're not coming we won't
borrow wour tin,' ‘said Boh, “I den't
gco why you ean’t come. Ivery man in
the place will go, if he can raise the
wind and get leave, Dub please your-
self 1

“ Please

yoursellf, by &all means™

Lancaster missed an easy catch, and
nien stared at one another, and Skinner called out ** Bultsrfingers !

grunted Johnpy Bull “It's & free
country.”

And the four juniors walked away,
lecaving Wharton to himself, far from
pteased at what they could only regard
as a rebuff.

There was a counting of cash and a
poaling of resources, and the four
juniors found that it would “run™ to
third-class return tickets. o that
matter wns satisfactorily sottled. )

After dinner that daoy Dob and his
friends startéd at once for the station.
Billy Bunter sterted, too. Lord Maule-
vercr was geoing over to Bt, Jim's, end
Bunter had attached himself to his long-
suffering lordship. Herbert Vernen-
Smith rolled off in great style in a car,
with Redwing and two other fellows in
it. He called to Wharton as he saw the
captain of the Rcmove standing at the
gates,

“Squecze in, if wvou like, Wharton.
Wea'll make room somohow.”

“Thanks, I'm not going.”

“Oh, all right "

The Bounder rolled off in his car
Coker of the Fifth hooted and chugged
away on his motor-bike. Coker was
bound for Bt. Jim's—f ho did not
slaughter himself or somebody clze on
the way there. Quite a crowd of other
fellows were going to the station. Harry
Wharton looked after his friends as they
went,  Frank Nugent glanced back,
iq.w him at the gates, and ran back fo

im.

“Look hero, Harry, do come along !*
he said. “'What's the good of stickmg
hera by yourself? Jein up, like a goo
chap ¥

“I'd like to, old fellow,” said Whar-
fon. ““Look here, Frank! I've not got
my back up. I hope you'll have a jolly

ood time, and I'll be glad to hear that

neaster’s madoe a big score. But I've
got a rcazon for not coming., Cut off

‘and eatch your fraini”

“{h, all serene, then !

i3

Nugent ran after the others and re-
joined them. Wharton saw him gﬁ-ﬁuk
to thom, and all four glanced back at
him. They were puzzled, and perhaps
e little irritated. After that glance back
they walked quickly on and did not see
Wharton again.

e

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Left on His Own |

i EFT on your jolly old own?™
i , asked Skinner agrecably,

Snoop sniggered.

Harry Whorton made no
answer. He was walking in the quad-
rangle, in the golden June afternocon,
when Skinner and Bnoop passed him on
their way to the gates, Skinner and
Snoop were not thinking of the cricket
match at 3t. Jim's. They were going to

ve Hilton a new lease of [ife at the w]kath The Greylriars

join & moerry little party, including
onsonby and Gadsby, of Highcliffe
Bchool, at the Threa Fishers, up the
river, with smokes and billiards. But
tho amiable Bkinner paused a moment
to deliver his gibe &t the captain of the
Remove.

“Como along with us!" suggested
Skinner, grinning. *It's -iqﬂing to be
jolly at the Threo Fishers.”

“Go and cat coke!” said Wharton,
and ho turned his back on Skinner,

The black eheep of the Remove weunt
grinning on their way. Harry Wharton
strolled uwnder tho elms, with his hands
in his pockels.

He wae not fecling cheerful,

His chums had gone out, irritated
with him for not joining up, He missed
them, and he was feeling "left” and
lonely, The thought of Lancaster
weighed on his mind, too.

He could not have acted otherwise
than he had done, that was corvfain, Yob
he had a feeling of having been hard.

(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

Surely, he had gone as far as any
honourable fetlow could go in proinising
to keep the fellow's wretched secret, if
he left Greyfriars. He could pot feel
sure that he was doing right, even in
that. Dut he knew that he could not
betray him—if he got out of Greyfriars
and woz never sgeen thers again. But
that was essential. It was oot cnly that
he had been & crook. He was o croock
etill—as the attempted rebbery at High.
cliffe showed. T'o kecep silent and spare
him was impossible. 1t would have been
becoming an accessory 1o crime.

Yet he knew that he was sorry that
that handseme, pleasont face and
athletic fipuro would never be scen in
the school again, The fellow had been
eo gplendid, in every way—overy way
but one! Perhaps he had never had a
chance-~a real chanco! Trained as a
erook, among crocks, what chance had
he had? There was good in him—

lenty of good. In other circumstances

e would %la\'u been what he looked—
Wharton was sure of that, But he was
what he was, and Greyiriars was no
place for him. i ]

“Coming on the river, Wharton?"
Souifl shouted to him in passing.

Wharton shook his head.

He was in no mood for company.

He walked aimlessly under the elms,
alter Squif was gone. Some fap
practice was going on, on the ericket
ground, and Wharton walked in that
direction and faveured Tubb & Co., of
the Third, with his desnltory attention
for o while, But Third Form ericket
soon palled on him, and he walked
away again.

He was feeling, as a matter of fact,
“rotten.” He could not help thinking
of Lancaster.

Ho wondered how the cricketers wera
getting on at 8t. Jim's. Was Lancaster
playing up in his usual style? Or had
he, perhaps, “creled,"” a5 he had done
on SBaturday? What he had on hia
mind was enough to put any follow off
his form. Wharton hoped that Le was
playing & good game, that his last day
s & Grerfriars man would bo &
triumphant one.

Twoe Sixth Form men como out of
the House, and they were grinning glee-
fully, Wharton drew near to them,
wondering 1f it was news from the
cricketers at 8t, Jim's,

“Wish I'd gone over,” ha liecard one
of them sayihg, “'My hat! Wingate
said that old Lancaster was a rod in
picklo for 8t. Jim's.”

“He's all that!” said the other man.

“You've heard from 8t Jim's,
Parkinson?' asked Harry, with the
respect due from a Lower Fourth junior
to n Sixth Form man,

Parkinson of the Bizih glanced at him
quite genially.

. "Yes; Wingale's phoned. We went
in first, and Lancaster made his
contury.

“ﬂh, aod 1
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« sald the

“He took four wickets in the St. Jim's
first innings—the hat trick
ixth Form man.
“Good man 1

“They were all down for e hundred—
Groyfriars  foriy-five shead_ on  the

inrnings. That's tho latest. It's goiog
to be a win, of course!"

‘The Sixth Form men walked on.

Wharton felt his heart lighter. Laa-
caster was playing a grest game, as ell
Greyfriars expected. harton was glad
of it. Yet he wondered. How could
tho fellow do it?

Wharton went into Hall to tea, He
had no faney for tea in the study all
by himself,

After tea he walked out of pgatea.
He was tired of hanging about the scbool
on lis lonely own.

Ho had decided to walk over to Iigh-
clife. Courtenay and the Caterpillar
would ke glad to see him, and it would
fill up time til] the crickoters returned
from S5t. Jim's.

His spirits rose a little as he walked
up the Courtfeld road in the bright
Juns sunshine, A closed car, coming
up the road at a snail’'s pace, passed
him, and he glanced at 1t carelessly.
He did not think of giving it o second
glance, and he was unaware that after
he had passed, the car turned in the
road IH'I-LP followed him at a distance.
Wharton was thinking of many things
that wfterncon,” but danger was not
smong theoe.

At Greyiriars, Mr. Queleh, the master
of the Remeove, was taking his case in
the armchatr in his study, after correct-
ing a pile of papers for his Form. Mr.
Queleht's reposo was disturbed by a tap
at his study door, and Trotter prescoted
himsclf—with a telegram.

The telegram was addressed to Harery
Wharton, but at Greyiriars all such
communicutions passed through & Form
master’s  hands. Mr, Queleh ripped
open the bull envelope.

“Wharton, Greyfriars School, Kent.
Ask leave come home imumcdiately.
Aunt Amy ill.—James Wharton.”

AMr. Queleh’s crusty [ace softoned.
This was bad news for tho head boy of
his Form.

“¥ind Master Wharton at
Trotter, and send him to me™

“ Yessir,”

“Ask the messenger to wait.”

“ Yeozszir,"

Trotter was absent ten mnutes,
came back alene.

“ Master Wharton's gone out of gates,
sir. Gosling says he sow him go Court-
fiold way about half en hour agoe.”

“That iz very unfortunate.” Mr.
Quelch frowned. “It cannot be helped,
however, the boy would naturally be out
of gates on & hali-holiday. Gosling
does not know where he ia3 gone,
Trotter ¥

“ He says not, sic.”

HTell Geostling to sond him to me
immediately he returns. And give this
roply to the messenger.”

An hour or =0 lnter, Colonel Wharton,
at Wharton Lodge in Surrev, was tho
zstounded + recipient of the following
message ;

anoe,

He

“Wharton coming home by earlicst
poszible trein,—Quelel”

And the old gentleman pulled his
prizzled moustache, stared at  the
telegram. and wondered what on earth
it meant, and whether Mr., Quelch at
Greyfriavs had taken leave of his senses.

1 one over,”
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Kidnapped !

ARRY WHARTOXN turned out
H of the Courtficld road into the
footpath te Higheliffe, and
passed from bright sunshine
into the shade of leafy branches. He
heard the sound of a esr behind him,
but did not turn his head:® it had no
intercst for him. He was not aware
that the car stopped at the foothath,
and that twe men dropped from it and
ran lightly up the p&tﬁ after him. The
chaulleur backed the car off the road
into the shady path under tho trees,
and waited with his engine running.

Wharton swung along the [ootpath,
which led by woods ang fields towards
Highcliffe Bchool; a short cut which
saved going round by Courtfield. It
was & pleasant walk in the leafy month
of June. DBut the captain of tha Removo
wnas not destined to reach Highelifie that
% iternocon, or to arrive anywhere near it.
A ecore of yards from the road, the
branching trecs and high hawthorn
hedges sereened him from goneral view,
and the two men who haf left the car
?ll}ickm'll:!d their pace and came up with

1T,

No thought of danger was in his mind,
but he naturally turned his head at the
sound of rapidiy running feet and quick
breathing. )

Ho had o glimpse of & squat, thickset
man, whose face was more than half
hidden by & thick beard and a low-
peaked cap; and of another man with
& sandy moustache and horn-rimmed
E!aﬁseap Neither face was Familiar to

is eycs, end he had time for only a
glimpsa, ¥ven, as he turned, the two
men leaped on him, and taken utterly
bg surprise, the junior went erashing to
fhe gprass,

VWheaerton was too astonished by the
sudden attack even to struggle for a
moment or twao,

. Ho sprawled on his back in the grass,
in the grasp of his two assailants,
panfing.

The man in the plasses, holding him,
stared anxiously up and down the path.
It was not a frequented poth, but o
pedestrian might Lhave come in sight at
any moment,

" Qvl._:.it.‘:l:. Weasel 1" he breathed.

“We got him, Ratty ! grunted tho
thickset man.

" You rotters—" panted Wharton.

He began to struggle fiercely.

Even yet he did not guess the object
of the attack unless it was robbery.
But the name of the Weasel spelled
danger. He knew that nome—and now
he knew the ruflian, 1o spito of his false
beard. It was the Weasel—tha con-
foderate of the schoolboy erook—the man
that Lancaster knew ; the man who had
driven the car in the bank raid at
Courtfield & few weeks ago. It was the
Weasel—the man who had addressed
Lancaster by the strange name of
“Wizard.,” Tho other man was a2
gtranger to VWharton; he had never
heard of Ratty the Ropue,

“Quict, you young focl!™ hissed the
Weasel.

In the grasp of two powerful men, the
juntor had no chance, But he resisted
desperately.

For a full minote he strugpled, the
two ruffians muttering oaths as they
endenvoured to secure him.

The Weasel’s false beard was brushed
ol in the struggle, revealing the eruel,
ju’ct[n,:ib jaw of the ruffian. DBut tho
schoolboy's  resistance was  futile.
Breathless, still striving Lo resist, he was
lifted from the pround and rushed back
along the path towards the waiting car.
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* Quick I'* hissed Ratty the Rogue.

Wharton t a hand logse, and
clutched at the doorway of the car. A
savage blow on the wrist loosened his

grasp, and he went headlong in, _
Ratty and the Weasel, panling,
Ju in after him,

“Lot her out, Tadger | panted Ratty.

But the chauffeur did not need telling.
As Ratty slammed the door shut, he let
the ecar out, and it raced along the
Courtfield road.

Wharton, dazed, dizzy, utterly
nstounded, lay in the bottom of the car.
It was diffieult for him to realise what
had happened to him. It was little
more than a minute since tho ruffians
had seized on him, and now he was
the closed car, speeding away—where?
He could not gucss. :

But further resistance was impossible.
The burly Weasel was kneeling on him
on the floor of the car, his lLittle piggy
9513? gleaming, his jaw juiting threaten-
ingly.

“Keep quiet, you young fool!” hLe
snarled.

Wharton's mouth was open to shoul.
Dieftly, Ratty the Rogue stuffed a pear-
shaped gag into it. The junior's choked
volce died away in a faint mumnble,

“That's better !*’ grunted the Weasel,

Wharton glared up at the ruffian.
His brain was in & whirl. He struggled
feebly, unavailingly, with a sinewy knee
jammed on him. Ratiy the Rogue bent
down, grasped his wrists and drew them
ing{itEMI and bound them fast with a
coOr,

* New, take it casy, kid,” said Ratty
with a grin. “You ain't going to be
hurt! Dut vou got to keep quiet.”

A large rug was thrown over the
junior as he lay on the floor. He was

idden from sight now, if by chance any
eye should glance in the closed car.

The Weasel removed his knee and sat
down, and re-adjusted the false beard.
Since the bank raid, the Weasel did not
desire his unprepossessing countenance
to be scen on the Courtfield roads
without disguise. Neither did Ratty the
Rogue, for that matter; but the sandy
moustache and the horn-rimmed glasses
changed the man who had used the gun
in the bank raid, beyond recogniticn.

The car tore on.

In a few minutez it had left the
Courtfield road, and was following a
lane that led away from the town.

What dircotion 8 was  taking,
remained unknown to Wharton, though
the jolting told him that it wis no
longer .on the high road.

ﬁa lay half-sutfocated under the rug;
gagged, his hands tied, a helpless

risoner, A foot rested on the rug over
f-:im, pinning him down. The rascals
wera taking no chances of the schoolboy
struggling to his feet, and catching an
€ye In & passing car, _

For long minutes the junior lay in a
state of mental confusion. But he
steadied himself at last. He was kid-
napped, and the kidnapping lhiad been
swift, ruthless, eviden dy planned in
advance with ecare and forethought.
And omne of the kidnappers was the
Weasel, the man Lancaster knew; the
man who had called Lancaster Wizard.
That knowledge helped Wharton to
arrive &t what the kidnapping meant,

He had been watched for that after.
noon. Tho closed car crawling on the
Courtficld road near the school, had been
on the watch. Uthe‘:ﬂhpﬂrh&pa, had
beon on the watch alse, in case he did
not fall into this trap., What the rascals
would have done, had he not gone out of

ates that alterooon, was unknown to

im, He knew nothing of the telegram
which, had he been in_the school, would
have started him on a journey to éurre:r_._

But ho knew that plans had been care-
fully laid; that trouble and expense hod
not been spared to make the coup
successiinl.

What did it mean?

I - e
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With bitlerness in his heart, scora
and anger in Lis mind, ke knew what
it meant—what it must mean.

This Llow came from tho schoolboy
crook.

The Woasel’s presence was a proof of
thie conncetion, The squat rufiap was
a confederate of the “"'Wizard's”

There could bo no abject in kiduapping
him but one—to sccure hia silence; to
enable the schoolboy rrook to carry on
at Greyfriars, He might bave dﬂu‘%‘bﬂd
it; might have sought for some other
cxplanation. But the Woasel's presenee
made it & certainty, Ouly because he
know the truth about Lancaster conld
that Iawless gang have any reason for
spiriting him away.

Ho had trusted the fellow, knowing
what he was! Fool that he had been!
Lancaster had eclaimed a few dayve of
grace—for the 5t. Jim's match. His
rﬁgl'c-hiect had been to gein time—for
this!

In that thought, Wharton did the
schoolboy crook an injustice.  But he
knew nothing of Slimy Sugden, end it
did not occur to him that Lancaster,
even now, did not know what 1was
happening to him.

Hiz feelings were bitter a2 he lay
nnder the enveleping rug, while the
swift car ate up the miles,

Several times the mutlering vbices of
the two crooks came to hiz ears, But
for the most part they were silent,

The car tore on, ow many miles
it covered, Wharton could not ealeu-
late; but he knew that it must be
many, many miles,

Kidnppped ! They wore taking him
far from Groylriars—far from search,
far from pursuit! What did they in-
tend?  What fate was in store for hint?

‘The car stopped at last.

\Wharton was lifted to his feet. The
rug remained round him, and over his
head, blindfolding him. With an iron
grasp on either arm, he was lifted from
the car and forced to walk, He realised
that he was in a building; bis feet
stumbled on unscen stalrs.

Suddenly he was released, The cord
at his wrists was cut, the gag jerked
fromm his mouth., Ths rug’ was taken
away. Ho stared round him dizzily. A
door slammed; a bolt grated home.

He was left alome. Gosping for
breath, he siared round him with dizzy
eves—at a bolted door and a shuitered
window. Ils wis a prisoner—where he
could not begin to guess, The school-
oy crook’s secret was safe nowl

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Reiurn of the Crickelers !
ENRY SAMUEL QUELCH
H sighed.

Buzzeza !

Once more the scanty leisure
of the Recmove master at Greyfriars
was invaded. First it had been a tele-
giram; now it was the telephone. Mr.
‘_Ol;mh*h laid down his book and lLifted

¢ receiver.

“Hallo ¥ zighed MMr. Quelch.

“(olonel Wharton speaking,”

“Oh!"” said the Remove master, Evi-
dently it was a trunk eall frum Surrey.
But the colonel could hardly have ex-
pected his nephew home yet, even i
Harry Wharton had started immedi-
ately tha wire had reached Greyfriars.

"ﬂ: that Mr. Quelch?"

“Goeaking " sard the Remove master.

“I'vo received a  telegram  signed
with your name, sirl® came through
g Maicxer Lirrapy.—No, 1.217.
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tlhie deep volice of Colonol Wharton, 1
presume that you sent it?”
“Quite ! agreed Mr. Quelch, :
“1 am ot a loss to kuow what it
means, sie™

“Indeed! I supposed that I had
made my meaning clear, Colonel
Whartotr.  Your nephew was out of

gates when your telegram arrived.”

{l'Eh?'J‘

“On a half-holiday the boys are free
till calling-over,” explained Mr. Quelch,
“The moment your nephew comes in I
ghall tell him that he lhas loave to go
home, and e will take the first train.”

“ What

“f ecan do no more than that, sir, as
it is quite unknown whero Wharton has
gone,” zaid Mr. Quelch,

“What the deuce, sir, do you mean?”
exclaimed Colonel Wharton tesuly, ©
have sent no teicgram.”

“Wha-g-a-t "’

MMr. Quelech almost dropped the re-
coiver in his surprise.

“1 have sont no telegram, sic.”

“Colonel Wharton ™™

“] repeat, sir, I have sent no tele-
gram, and I fail to understand yours.
Will you explain what all thiz means?”

“j=I—I do not understand!™ stam-
mered the Remove master, in bewilder-
ment, * A telegram reached the school,
addressed to your nephew, and signed
with vour name, this afterncon. 1
opened it, as his Form master, accord-
ing to rule. It stated that his Aunt
Amy was ill—"

“His Aunt Amy ia not ilL™

“And that he wasz to ask leave to
come home at once!”

“Phis 15 amazing, sir! T sent no
telegram! 1 was astonished—astounded
—ta roceive yours, stating that my
nephew was coming home.  What the
detice, sir, does it all mean®™

“I—1 fail to comprehend! Hold the
line, please—I have the telesram hoere.

will read it to you.”

Mr. Quelch did so.

“It 15 sowe idiotic sort of a praciical
joke, I presume!"’ boomed the colonel’s
volee, Y1 have certainly sent no tele-
gram; and Miss Wharton is perfectly
well,  Fortunately, it scems that my
nephew has not started for home.”

“No, sir! Heo was out of gates, and
has not vet come in. I intended to
send him immediately he returned to
the school.”

“It is fortunate that he was out
otherwise he would have had a pninfui
shock. Hiz aunt is poerfectly well,
What lunatic ean have played this
foolish trick? Where was the telegram
handed in?"

Me. Quelch glanced ot the slip,

“Wimigrd, sr.”

“That is near here,” said the
colonel. “Some local practical joker,
it would appear—certainly a telegram
from me would be handed in at Wim-
ford Post Office. It is extraordinary.”

fExtraordinary, indeed ™ prunted
Mr. Quelch, *Fortunately, no harm
has been done—the boy bhas not yet
heard of thizs telegram. I recommend
vau, sir, to inquire at Wimford DPost
Office and learn who bas played this
detestable trick=—an offence against the
law, sir.”

“I shall certainly do so at onee, sir.
I am quite amazed. It 15 extraordinary
—muost extrpordinary.”

Colonel Wharton rang off.

Mr, Queleh putr up the receiver,
grunfed. and returned to his armehair,
with knitied brows,

He was disturbed and angry. Cer-
tainly he was rclieved not to have bad

Tre Micxer Liprany.~—XNo. 1,217,

news to give to lhe junior when he
cameo in. But such & trick was decply
exasperating. As: the telegram had
Leon handed in at & town in Surrcy,
the sender was obviously beyond Mr.
Queleh’s reach; but he hoped tervently
that Colonel Wharton would Lo able to
truce the author of such a stupid and
unfecling practieal joke. That it was
anything but & foolish practical joko
did not vet occur to the Removo
master. He little dreamed of what was
happening to Harry Wharton in those
viery moments.,

It was Mr. Quelel's duty to take
rofl.eall in Big Hall that evening.
Harry Wharton did not answer fo his
D g.,

Bt guite a large number of Grey-
friars fellows had late leave that day
to go over to 8t Jiun's. They wero not
expocted back till the cricketers re-
turned,  Wharton, certainly, had not
gone over to St. Jim's, as Gosling had
seen him go out of gates late in the
afternoon.  MNeither had he asked his
Form muster for leave to go. But it
was possible enough that hoe might heve
gone some distance to meet his friends
returning ; and in any case, 1t was not
very unusual for s junior to be Iate
for call.over on a half-holiday. M.
Queleh attached no great importanco
to the fact that Wharton did not
answoer to his name, only nlg.l’lung i)
mental note to give him fifty lines,

It was considerably later when the
cricketers returncd, and the summer
dusk was deepening over Greyiriars,

Crowds of fcllows had gathered atb
the gates to greet them, though it was
past the uﬁuaf time for the House to be
closed. Rules were relaxed on such an
occasion as 8t Jim's day.

Mr. Queleh  went to  his  study
windew, when 8 roar of volcea
announced that the returm teom was

coming, Henry Samuel Quelch was not
a cricketer himsclf, but he took a
patriotic interest in the cxploits of the
First Eleven. The reault of ﬂ}c_! first
innings was already known; Wingato
liad plioned to hia friends in the SQrxtl
Joft behind, Every fellow was expect-
ing to hear of a great and glorious
vietory when the ericketers eame back.

Mr. Queleh smiled genially os he
heard the roar of cheering in the quad.
The great men were coming in, with
the erowd of followers who had gone
over to sce the gume, The roar that
wole overy ocho of Greyiriars told that
they came home victoriows.

«Tlurrah! Hurrah!"

“PBravo!"”

“ Good old Lancaster !

*“Hurrah ! .

It was @ terrifie roar. Lancasker's
name was shouted on all sides, IEvi-
dently Laneaster had done well for his
side. Mr. Quelch smiled at the sight
of the tall, graceful figure, the hand-
some face, among the cricketers as they
came up to the Iouse. ‘

He liked Lancaster of the Sixth; there
wore few at Greviriars who did not like
him. .

e leaned from the window, catching
Wingate's cve. The captain of Grey-
friars was looking elated—in {fact,
exuberantly jorful.

“How did it go, Wingate?" asked
Ar. Quelch,
W
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\Wingatoe prinned cheearfully.

“ Ripping, sir! We won by szeveniy
runs, or, rather, perhaps 1 spould say
that Lancaster did—"

“Oh, rot!” said Lancaster, laughing.

“Hurrah! Good old Lancaster!
Hurrah " all Grerfriars was roaring.

“I congratulate you, WWingate!"”
smiled Mr. Quelch.

“Hurrah! Hurrah!™

“ Bhoulder high, you men!™ roarcd
Syklics of tho Sixth.

“Look here!” exclaimed Lancaster.
“Chuck it! My hat! I tell vou—"

Elis voice was drowned in a roar, On
the shoulders of Wingate and Gwynne,
surrounded by a roartng, cheering mob,
Dick Lancaster was swept into the
House.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Missing 1

LU [IAT did I tell you men®"”
“Hear, hear ™
“1vid 1 say Lhat that man
. Lancaster  would
cenfury in coch innings, or did 1 not
demanded Bob Cherry.

“¥You did, old chuckled
Johnny Bull.

"The didfulness was
esteemed and 1diotic Do

“Ind I say ho would hand out the
hat trick ' continued Bob Cherry.

“You zaid twice ! grinned Nugent.

“Hm! Well, once was enough for
at. Jim's,™ said Bob. “What the thump
do you expect of & man? Hat tricks
while you wait, or what*"

“You said twice!" chueckled Johnnw
Bull, *“The hat trick twice, old man!
But wvou were right about the giddw
centuries ! Fiest time a Greviciars man
cvoer doubled his contury in & mateh with
8t. Jim's. I believe Lanecaster was born
with a bat in his hands!”

“Id I say he vwas s giddy marvel, or
did I not?™ went on Bob Cherry, who
appearcd to faney himself in the role of
prophoet.

“Bo did we olli” said Johnny DBull
““1 knew he would knock spots off 3t
Jim's.  Bubk I never knew he would
kineck so many spots off. We beat them
by seventy runs; but the faet is, they
wera Jlueky, They've gob some good men
over there, or they'd have heen washed
right off tho carth !

“I say, vou fellows—"

“Iallo, hallo, hallo! I didn't hear
you cheering Lancaster’s conturies ag
st Jimn's, Bunter 1"

“I was looking for that chap D'Arcy
most of the time,” gaid Billy Bunter,
“ Funny thing the way tho man kept on
disappearimg in the crowd cvery time I
spotted him—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“J knew how jollvy plad he'd be to
see me; but he never seemed to ses me
at all, you know," said Bunter.  * Funny,
wasn't it? I was quite sorry to leave at
the finish without having spoken to
him—"

“Fa, ha, ha!t”

“RBlessed if 1 see anvthing to cackle
at! I sav, yvou fellows, did you sce ony-
thine of Wharton on the way home?”

“VWharton ! repeated Bolb,  “No!
Ien't he here " DBob glanced round the
BEagr.

The captuin of the Remove was not
gmong the swarm of juniors there.

“ueleh has just asked me if he came
to meet us on the way home,” aaid
Bunter. “I told him I dido’t know;
hadn't seen him, anvhow.”

“He's jolly late in, if he's out of
getes,” sald Nugent, in eurprise.
should have thought he'd have wanted
to know how the game went™

bagp a
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All unconsclous of the two cracksmen

who were [ollowing in his path,

Wharton, with his bands thrust deep
in his pockets, walked on !

“Well, it was Lancaster’s game; and
perhaps he’s not interested in old Lan-
easter,” said Johnny Bull, with o grunt,

“I fancy he'll be interested when ho
hears that old Lancaster made a century
in each innings!" chuckled Bob. “1f
that doesn't make him love Lancaster
like & brother, nothing will! Two
genturtes—the hat  troick—ifour odd
wickets—thres splendid catches which
1 saw with my own jolly old eyes—I nsk
wou men, did you ever see a crickefer
ike that man Lancaster?™

r Nﬂ"ﬁlﬂr [IJ

“Wall, hardly ever!” )

“The neverfulness is ternfic!”

"1 could talk about it all night!”
said Dob. *Did you notice that catch
when he got Kildare of St. Jim's——"

“Think we had our eyes shut?*

“Did you notice the look on Darrell’s
face when his leg-stump went—"

“Did we not?” chuckled Nugent.,

“1 suppose we've got to go to prep!”
ssid Bob, with & grean. “ Fancy prep
on & night like this! 'Member how Lan-
caster got that St. Jim's man Monteith
—he ught it was going fo be a
wide—"

v And the widefulness was nobt ter-
rifia !I” grinned Hurree Jamset RBam
Bingh. "My esteemed and ridiculous
chums, this is & day worthy to be marked
with & white stone.”

“Notice how old Wingate chortled
when Lancaster did the hot trick?
Fairly gurgled”

“Prep !” said I'-Iu?ant,

“Blow prep! Bless prep! Bother
prep! Precious little prep will be dona
this joliy old evening, my beloved
‘sarers| Let's hope that @Quelch will

Lave | his best temper om in ihe
murnm_f 5 ]
Unwillingly the juniors went to prep.

In spite of all rules, most of them wan-
dered out of their studies during prep,
to talk in passages and deorways of the
reat gamo at 2t Jim's, and the magni-
cent show put up by f_r:mmate.r of the
Bixth. Even Skinner & Co. for once
showed some interest in the topie of
cricket.
Prep. ds tha Bounder remarked, was
an insult and an injury on such a day.
And prep was fearfully scamped in
mnsk shudies. ]
Frank Nugent, in Study Ne. 1, did

his prep alone. He wondered whero
Wharton was when prep was over and
the captain of the Remove had not put

in an appearance. Nuogent was nob feel-
ing unecazy, but he was cxtremely
surprised.

“You've not seen YWharton?” he
asked, when he met his chums in the
passage after prep.

“No: hasn't he come asked
Bab,

“Sepms not: he's npot come fo the
study, anyhow." ]

“May find him downstairs.”

“Well, he seems to have cut prep,”
said Nugent. “This means a row if he
doesn’t come in jolly scon!” )

““(an't be more trouble with High-
cliffe, I suppose?” said Johnny Bull
“You remember thosze rotters got him
and tied him to a tree one evening, and
he was out till after midnight—""

“That's not likely to happen twice.”

“Wall, no! But it's queer, his siay-
ing out.”

in?"

he chums of the Eemove looked'
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round the Rag for Wharton when they
went down, DBub he was not there; and
nobody scemed to have seen anything
of him. Wingute of the Sixth, lmkmg:
g little tired, but extremely cheerful,
glanced into the Hag scon afterwards.

“Wharton here?™ he called out.

“Not here, Wingate,” answered Bab
Cherry.

“ Anybody scen him?"

Nobody Lad,

“Gosling says the kid went out of
zates before half-past five,"” said Win-
snte: “he doeso't secmn to have coms in
since. Any of you kids know where he
mighs have gone "

“Haven't the fainfest!”
Bob.

“Well, he will get a licking for this '
grunted the captain of Greyfriars, and
he walked away to Mr. Queleh’s study
to report. 1

The RBemove master was looking
worried, He remembered the recent
gceasion when Wharton had been ragged
by the Higheliffe fellows and kept out
late at night. It was extremely im-
probable that such a thing had happened
azain, bub hoe was unessy.

“You have not been able to learn
whers the boy went, Wingate (” be
askod, .

“Nobody sesmns o know anything
about it, sir,” answered Wingate.
“Gosling savs ho walked out of gates in
the direction of Courtfeld.” _

“He cannot be in Courtfield at this
hour. ™ :

* Hardly, sic!”

“Jf it should prove to le enother
outrage by the Higheliffe boys, severo

we Bacyer Lisesry,—No. . 1,217
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measures thall be taken!™ said Mr.
Quelch, with & glint in his eyes. " But
I connot think—"

“ It docsn’t seem likely, sir,”

“No; but I am feeling very unesasy.
If he does not return by Ebod-tume, I
must make inquiries. 1t is very annoy-
b i
nEAngt,hEng- 1 can do, siri” asked
Wingate. ' :

The Greyfriace captain was rather
anxious to get to the preiccts’ room,
whera & joyous discussion of the day's
match was going on.

“ At present, no. Wingate.”

Mr. Quelch was left looking worried.
Wingate waa fecling a little concerned ;
but he concluded that the thoughtless
junior had gone off somewhere. and
perhaps lost a train back, or zsomething
of the kind. As a matter of fact, hia
mind was full of the great mateh at
8t. Jim's, and at the mometit had Little
room for anything else. He put a
cheery face into the prefects’ room, and
glanced over many cheery faces there—

missing, howover, tho one he specially

w to sea.

#Where's old Lancaster?” he asked.

“Sporting his oak, I believe”
answered Sykes,

Wingl.ta rinoed.

“He's jolly well not going to sport
his oak this evening! I'll go along and
root him outl"

And Wingate walked slong to
Lancaster’s study in the Sixth. In the

Rag, whero the juniors most did congre-
gate, there was another topic now, aa
wall as the great and clorions victory
at 8t. Jim's. The fellows were wonder-
ing where an earth Harry Wharton was,
and what could heve happened 1o keop
him out late—and as Lime drew
nearer they wondered more.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Slimy’s Way !

ANCASIER ot the Bixth waa
E stretehed dazily in a big chair 1n
his study by the ecpen window.
The June evening was soft and
balmy, and it was very quiet aond
pleasant there, i
Lancaster was not exactly *sporting
his oak.” as Sykes had expressed it; but
he had withdrawn lamself as soon as he
could fremn the buzzing crowd, and he
hoped that no one would come along and

disturb him. He had plenty of food
for thouglt.
Hard play  all  through s long

summ>r's day had tired him a little;
but it wus & pleasant sort of fatiguo to
a fellow so thoroughly fit ane healthy,
He had enjoyed that day to the very
limit. Black care had been cast away.
He had lived that day only for ericket;
the Wizard aud all his werks were dis-
missed from mind, and he was onl
a Greviriars man playing for BSchool.
And the cxeitement, tho cheering, the
constant buzz and bustle of the long dav,
had helped to keep black thoughts nt o
distance., DBut on the homeward jour-
ney they had intruded; and now that
he was aloae they thickened on him.

He had broken the compact with that
Remove kid and returned to Greyfriars
with the team. What next?

Slimy had said that Wharton would be
silent; that his silenco would be secured.
How?

He had not scem Wharton since his
return.  He had not expected to see
him, so far as that went. But the
junior must koow that he had eomoe bhack
—must havo heard his name roared in
the gnad—must have scep him carried
into the House shoulder-high. What
was the kid think-
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ing—and doing?

Had Slimy
worked it? If so,
how ?

Az he lay back
in the big chair,
his hands behind
his head, his=
rinewy limbs
stretched at case,
the soft brecze at
the window play-
ing on his face,
Lanecaster
wondered, Ho helf.
cxpected to  hear
Wharton's step in
the passage—to see
the junior's scorn-
ful, aeccusing face

- J L

in the doorway.
Ho  half-expected
to hezr a heavier

tread—that of s
master sent to con-
duct him te tho
Head-—if Wharton
had spoken out.
He would not have
been surprised to
hear the tramp of
a constable’'s foot
And yet he
realised that he
did not quite ex-
pect any of these
things—for Slimy
was 0ot & man of
idle words; and
Slimy had said
that the boy would
keep silent,
_ Had he warked
it—and how? He
dared not harm the
boy—he knew that

&
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the Wizard mcant every word of ths
threat he had uttered Tf the boy was
hurt, the gamoe was up for the whole
gang; Lancastor's reselubwon was fixed
on that, and Slimy knew that it was
fixed There was & pount beyond which
tho master ¢rook dared not proveke him.

A [ootstep came up the poassage and
stopped at  his  doeor. Itichard
Lancaster’s heart beat fastor.

* Halls, old bean I

Wingate of the Sixth leoked into the
dusk of the study. .

Lancaster, master of himself, smiling,

ave him a mnod without rising. EHe
ooked the picture of lazy case and
comiort. :

“ Look here, we want you, old men,"
gaid Wingate. *You're not going to
understudy the fower that blushed
unseen, Lancaster. You're wanted.”

“You'll turn a fellow's head at this
rate,” said Lancaster

Wingate laughed.

“MNot likely in vour casel But you
can't win big matches for the school and
hide your light under a bushel. By Jove,

ancaster, It was u big day for Grey-
friara when you came—l1 never know
what a prize-packet wo were getting tho
ﬂay Sir Hilton Popper brdught vou

ore.”

“You're glad I came to Greyfriars?”
said Lancaster. with o curious look at
the eaptain of the schanl.

“¥ell, I should be rather an ass if I
wasn't, t[mugh you've washed out a lot
of my own personal kudes” seid
Wingate, with a grin. " Fellows used to
say that I was the best batsman at Groy-
friars. I haven't heard that remark
lately.”

"“{h, rott"

“My dear man, you can play my head
off with the willow, as easi & 88 you can
play old BSykes’ head off with the
leather., And we haven't a man in the
field anvthing like vou. You're a giddy
marvel all round.”

“I shall have to see my hatter after
this,” said Lancaster gravely. “I shall
want a much larger size.”

“1 think that's what the men like
about you most, old man—not a trace of
gwelled head,” said Wingato; “though
if ever a fellow was entitled to pat on
roll you're the man.”

Wingate sat on the cdge of the study
table, facing Lancaster. He little
dreamed of the thoaghts hidden behind
tho handsome, sintling foce before him.
Nothing had happened, Wharton had not
spoken—that was clear to the schoolboy
crook. He had had plenty of time to
speak, but evidently he had not done
s0. How had Blimy worked it? Whar-
ton had not come over to St Jim's
with his friends. Lancaster, whose a
nothing cscaped, had noted that, and he
understood why., Not till Lancaster
camoe in at the gates could the boy
have known that he was coming back:
but he must know now--he must have
long known. If ho was in tho echosl, he
must know. And it was now long past
lock-up—he mmust be in the school.
Slimy had worked it somchow—but
how? What influence could even that
wary, cunning, astute crook have over
a fellow like Wharton? How had he
secured the boy's silence?

Wingate's next words came as if in
snswer to the schoolboy crook's wun.
spoken question.

“By the way, Lancaster,
nothing of that Remove kid,
on the way home, did you?”

“Wharton!”  repeated  Lancaster
slowly. “No."

“Quelch has an idea that he may have
come to meet us on the way home—a
lot of fellows did,” explained Wingate.

oul  BAW
¥ harton,
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*“But I've asked nearly everybody, and
nobody scems to have seen Wharton,”

Lancaster started a little.

“Why " he asked, ““Isn’t the kid in
the Housa 7™

“MNo; he seems to have eunt call-over,
and hasn't come in.”

Lancaster sut upright.

“You moan that he isn't here "

“That's it. 1 dare say he'll turn up
by bed-time,"” said Wingate carelessly,
“There's a whopping waiting for the
young #s%.  DBut look here, old moan,
coino
follows all want you™

Lancaster did pot reply. Wingate,
looking &t him in the ghmmer of sun-
set from the gquad, noticed that his faco
socined pale.

“Fopged a bitt" he asked.

“Yeg—a trifle.” Lancaster’'s voige
wat unsteady, *I say, isn't it rather
serious for & junmior to stay out as late
a3 thisl"”

“You bet—it's & whopping for him
when he comes in. Unless something's
happened to tho kid, of course.”

“Unless something’s happened to
him !” repeated Loncaster mechanically.

“Well, he twas regged some time ago
by some fellows from Highclife—tied to
a tree at Hogben Grange and kept out
late,” said Wingate. “The woung
rascals got off punishment by somo
precty hard h-ing on the subject, from
what I hoar, It's possible there's Leen
something of the kind
again. Mot that it's
iikel;f,, of courze,”

“Then the kid's misa-
ing "

along to the preiccts’ room; the-

TUnharmed! He waos sure of that. A

visoner! That was & certainty, 100,

ancaster wus to have gone that day.
Ho had not gone, but the boy who knew
his secret had gone in hie stead. He saw
it all now,

He clenched his handa,

* Mover, nover !"

Hf: breathed the words between sel
toceth,

Ho maode a stride to the deor. To
leave the. House, the school ; to rush out
lis motor-bike; to tcar away as fust
a3 petrol could drive him; to face the
master ¢rook and demand the bhoy's
release at any cost, at any danger—ithat
was the thought in his mind. To dciy
Slimy Bugden, to dare hin to do lus
warst—anything rather than this |

But he stopped.

The cold, hard, greasy, implacable
face rose before his mind. He could defy
Blimy, but he would have to li:w for
his defance. The crock would be piti-
lezs.  All Greyfriars would know what
only Wharton yet knew.
The wretched fellow groancd aloud,

What could he do?

He paced the siud,}r agalint. It could
not go on—it couldn’t! If he had felt
Lefore that it could not go on, he felt
it now more intensely, It could not,
with & boy imprisoned in some secrct
den to sccure his silence. Agein he

strode to the door, hizs mind made up

BOOKS, PENKNIVES, and POCKET WALLETS

ra

his chance. The smile lingeted on Dick
Lancaster's fuce, Iinding the bitternees of
death in his hewrd,

“0Oh, he'll turn up
all right, like & bad
penny. Look hcre, old
man, I've coms to root
you out—the fellows all
want you——"

Lancaster smiled, but
it cost him an effort.

offered for Storyettes and Greyfriars Limericks.

All efforts to be sent to: cfo MAGNET,
5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C4 {Comp.}.

Don't miss (his opporiunity of wjnning something usefal

“¥You'll have to let
me off, old chap. The
fact 15, I'm rather
tired—I hate owning
up to it, but there you are.”

“Rot!” said Wingate, *“You were as
fresh as puint atter a slogging day. DBut
'l let you off till supper in Hall—you'll
have to turn out then, if we have to
come hors and carry you.”

And with that and a cheery lavgh the
Greyiriars eapiain left the study.

The smile dropped from Lancaster’s
face as if it had been wiped away as
the door closed behind Wingate, He
leaped to his feet. )

Wharton—missing !

Lancaster needed no more than that!

Slimy hed worked it, and that was the
way he had worked 1t. Laoncaster
knew | He wondered now that ho had
not guessed. He seomed to be losing hus
keenness, e might have gucssed!
What other way was there to silenco the
boy T

Slimy dared mot hurt him. He was
sura of that| Not for 8 moment did he
doubt that. But Wharton was missing !
Wingate fancied that he would turn up

for bed-time, Lancaster knew that he
would not. Slimy was not the man fo
fatl. The boy would not return !

Liancaster paced the study with irregu-
lar steps.

Fool that he had been not to guess!
He might have guested| What other
way wae there? Yet he had not
guessed, The old keenncss of the Wizvrd
asomed to be deserting him. 2ore and
more be was becoming a Bixth-Former
of Greyiriars, less and loss a wary crook.
He might have guessed |

Where waa the boy !

for the moment at least, Shaome, dis-
grace, ruin, despair—anything but this
villainwy,

There was a tramp of feet, and his
door wus flung open. A crowd of Bixth
and Fifth swarmed in the passage—a
soa of loughing faces.

“Come out, Lancaster 1%

“Come out, you modest violet !”

“Bag him, you men ¥

“Bupper in Hall, old bean!” grinned
Wingate, *“ You're wanted, and we're
not taking no for an answer, Serag

im ¥

Like a fellow in a dream, Lancaster
was' hustled away by tho @au%}lun
ITe svent to supper in Hell,

crowd.
stunucd by the roar of cheering that
grected him as he appeared there.

Masters as well as boys joined in the
checring. 0Old Prout was purple with
his vocal cfforts; Capper was squeaking
in his high-pitched voice; Quelch grin-
ning like & good-tempor gargoyle;
Lascelles shouting as loud as any school-
boy. SBixth and Iifth rcared and
thundered. Bupper in Hall was o great
function after such a match as that at
St. Jim's. ‘The hero of the hour had s
smiling face, and no eye could read the
thoughts behind 1,

Shame, disgrace, all these follows
knowing the truth, thess ringing cheeis
turned to hisses or to scormful silence,
these bright, friendly faces averted in
contempt, disguat}{horrﬂrl No, he could
not face thatl e was strong, but jt
was beyond his strength

to face that,
Silence—silence, and

boy must take

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Vanished |
[ 1
N The vising-bell was clanging
over Ureyirnars in the sunny
swinmer morping.  Bob, fires
usual, glanced at Harvy Wharton's bed.
It was empty.
“ Mot heve!” repeated Bob Llankly.
lemove went to bed the previous night.
Some of the fellows had remaioed awake
for o time discussing and speculating
asleep at last, nothing doubting that
the mmissing junior would return later.
He had not returned. Many eyes
becn slept in. )
“My hat!” spid Nugent, with a deep
breath.
a night gut this time [’ grinned Skinner.
“This will ba the sack for Wharton!”
“Shut up, Skinner !” growled Johnony
-c!m?"f ) ) _ .
“ff 1t hasn't, something will," said
Skinmer, “and what will happen will
boot! Ow!"” added
Skinner, as o bolster
landed on him ond
foor, cutting short his
humorouws ohscrvations.
Faces in the Remove
but 8Skinner felt dis-
Paaud to take o
mmorous view of the
ton had stayed out all
night, which mcant ex-
pulsion from the school,
satisfactory lanation. And what ex-
planation could there be, ecxcept an
mecident 7
juniors went down. There was remorsc
azs well as anxiety in the hearts of
Wharton's chuins. They had left him
Jeaving him alono for the day. They
were not to blame, but it seemed to them
now that they were to blame. They had
lus friends something had hﬂ;gp-zned.
They could not guess what, but some-
thing that had kept him sway all night.
not the fellow to walk under a motor-
car or to fall over a clif. What could
it mean?
muttered Nugent, with a lump in his
throat, “and—and it must s
He remembered Wharton standing at
they went to the station. That was the
last he had seen of his chum. Was it
the last he was ever to sce of him?
snid Hurreo Jamsot Ram Singh soberly.
“But let us ask osteemed Quelch, He
must know.”
prayors, The move master's face,
alweays severe, was unusually grave now.
They wanted fo know what had htﬂ;

UL heret” said I-‘.nl;s Chevry.
out of bod 1n the Remove dormitory, as
Wharton had not comne in when the
23 to what wos up. They bad fallen
turiied on the cmpey bed, It had noo
*Qur jolly old Forin captain’s taken
Bull, “Something's bhappened to the
bae the order of tho
e eP
strewod him omn  the
wore  grave.,  Nobody
iaatter. Harry Whar-
unless he could give a
Four faces were very gloomy ¢s tho
the provious day in an irritated mood,
left him. snd while he was left withont
What could have h:&pena-d He was
“Yf—if—if it's something serious,”
the school gates, looking efter them as
“The seriousness must be terrifie,”
The four caught Quelch on his way to
pened, but they dreaded to hear

anawar.
“Wharton, sir—-"" faltercd Bob,
“Wharton did not return last night,”

Tee Maicxer Lignary.~No. 1210
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gaid Mr. Quelch. " Ilo not alarm your-
sclves wnoecessarily. He will probably
requrn  safely. i-i"ia abscuce 1s Inex-
licable, but—'

“But vou know what's bappened,
sic 7" exclaimed Nugent.

“Nothing is known,” answered Mr.
{iue . “No one seems wo bave seen
the boy since he waiked ourt of the gaies
yesterday afterncon.”

“0Oh!” gaspod SNugent. )

“ News may reach us any moment,” said
Mr. Quelch kindly., He understood what
the juniors were feching.

L accident, sir ! wuttered Johnny
Bull.

% Nothing can be heoard of eny acci-
dent,” said the Remove master. I have
mads cxtensive inguiriess Thoe police

nmhinf Noiuhog 15 known at any
hospital in the localuy.”

“He couldn't hove gone home for any
reason, sicl”

“J was in commumecation with Colonel
Wharton late last night. He has not
gone home,” said Mr. Quelch.

Bob gritted his tecth.

“The Higheliffe [cllows—you know
what they did once, sir!”

“I am calhing at Highelifie this morn-
ing to inquire,” said Mr. Quelch,
“Every inquiry will be made.”

The school went in te prayvers. After
prayers the disappearance of Harry
Wharton was the sole topic.

Mr. Quelch was geen o leave in the
Herd's cor, snd all the [ellows konew
that he had gone over to Higheliffe
Bchiool. When he returned it was soon
known that there wus no news,  Mr,
Quelch was very busy that morning, but
not with his Form. The Bemove were
taken by a prefect. At dinver thore
was a vacant place at the Remove table,

Fellows who had clung to the idea that
Wharton's absenee might be due to some
fresch “rog " by Ponsonby & Co., of
Higheliffe, gave up that idea now.
Obviously, nothing in the nature of a
“rag " could have keopt the junior away
from school all this time,

He bhad not gone home. NWo news
could be had of any asccident. The
missing ‘junior scemed simply to have
vanished from the face of the carth.
Cosling had seen him leave the school

*

sbout half-past five the previous after-
noon and take the dirccuon of Court-
ficld. After that, space secined to have
swallowed him up. .

Billy Duoter had & suggestion to
make. DBunter mooted the theory that
Wharton had run awes from school to
become a pirate. Dut the fat Owld
valuable contribution did not even
evoke laughter.

Where was Wharton ?

1f the theory of an accident had to be
given up, what could account for his
continued absence? Kidnapping was
suggosted, but it scemed a wild idea.
Who could woant to kidnap him i

“If he'd only come over to 8t Jim's
with us—"" groaned Bob Cherry after
dinncr--at which he had eaten hardly
a mouthinl.

“Why the thump didn’t he?” growled
Johnny Bull.

“ Just that fatheaded set he's been
making against Lancaster; he wouldn't
comne over and sce Lancaster making
hey of the 5t. Jim's men. That must
have been his rvason—if he had o
reason.’’

“He said he had o reason,” muttered
Nugent. _

“ell, that must have been it Oh,
the awful assi"” groancd Bob.
can he be, vou fellows? Where on earth
can he be¥" :

“The wherefulness is terrific.”

“They've got the fishermen from
Pegg scarching along the cliffs,' said
Nugent, his lips quivering. * But—but
that's not” itl Wharton wasn't the
fellow to tumble over s cliff. Besides,
he went out towards Courtfeld—that's
not the way to the sca.”

“What wouldn't I give to sce the old
chap trotting in at the gates this
minute I"* groancd DBob.

“7 zay, vou fellows—-""

“QOh, shut up, Bunter!" .

“1 gav, there's no news yet!’ said
Bunter. “They haven't found the
h‘ﬂ'd-j'"'_"
“What ' velled Bob Cherry.

“The body— Yaroooooh! Owl
Boast ! Leave off kicking me! 1 was
only telling you fellows they hadn't
found the e thDnE&Fppp s

Biliy Bunter flod for his life.
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The [our chums “mooched ¥ dismally
about the gquad. Under the elmns they
camo on Lancaster of the Sixth. His
face was very grave, and he cast a
curious—it wwight have gecmed almost o
furtive—glance at the juniorse. 'The
trouble in the four young faces gave the
schoolboy erock a pung. There were
heavy hearts at Greyfriars that day, but
none heavier than his. .

“No news yet, you fellows?"” said
Lancaster quietly.

“No,” miuttered Bob, 1 say, what
de you think can have happened to him,
Lancaster {"*

Little did Bob dream how easily the
Sixth-Former could have answered that
question had he chosen | :

“ Ha secms just to have vanished into
31‘:&{:&;“ said Mugent.

“Wall, he can’t have quite, can he?”
said Lancaster. “I shouldn't worry too
much 1if I were you. It's queer, of
couras. But Wharton'a not the kid to
land in serious harm; ho can take care
of himself. 1 feel quite sure myself
that he's safe and sound.”

“But if he is, why doesn't he coma
in 1" asked Bob,

Lancaster shook his head -

“No use asking me that! It's jollv
ucer | But 1 feel cortain that he's all
;lEI}t—certn.in that he's safe—wherover

o 15"

‘1 wish I did 1" muttcred Hob,

But Laneastor's words left the juniors
feoling & little comforted when ho
walked on.  His lightest opinion had
weight with them. — The whole thing
was utterly mysterious and perplexing;
Lut if old Lancastor thought that Whaz-
ton was safe and sound, very likely he
was right. Old Lancaster was ndt the
man to talk out of his hat. ]

Lancaster smiled bitterly when his
back was turned to the juniors, He had
been unable to resist speaking & word of
comfort to the distressed chums. though
prudence warned him to haold his
tongue. Slimy Sugden had trained
him, but his traiping had not been
thorough; he should not have left the
schoolboy crook a conscience |

el -

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Calling in Ferrers Locke !
o K IDNAPPED " snapped Colonel

Wharton.
Inspector Grimes nodded
slowly. ;

Dr. Locke nodded still more slowly.
Mr. Quelch pursed his lips, .

The four gentlemen were gathered in
the Houd's study.
Greyfriars. A whole doy haa passed
without news of tho missing jumior, The
one topio now in the quad, in the pas-
anges, in tho studies was the disappear-
ance of Wharton of the Remove. The

lorious victory of Bt. Jim's had quite
aded into the background.  Nothing
was talked of, thought of, but the amaz-
i“ﬁ disappearance of 8 Greyfriars
fellow in the broad light of day.

Colonel Wharton tu%ged savagely at
his grizzled moustache,  His eyes
smouldered with suppressed wrath.

“Tt's clear I he said. * The telegram
makes it olear!”  He looked at the
Courtfield inspector. ;

“] must agree,” said Mr, Grimes.
""That false telegram eigned by Yyour
namne, sir, would have caused t
to leave the school immediately had he
been within gates. It could have been
gent with no other object. It was &
gecond string to their bow.”

“ But—"" murmured the Head,

- nephew was watched for outside
the schooll” rapped the colonel, “I

School was over at -
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YWas

robable that he would go out on
o ha f-hﬂlid:}'hmd he was undoubtedly

watched for. But the telegram was dis-
patehed to make all sure; if he had not
gone, out, that would have made him go
out.’

“It appears clear, sir,” said Inspector
Grimes. *Had Master Wharton been
in the school he would have started for
Courtficld to take the first train on
receipt of that telegram. BSomewhere
on his way home to Surrey he would
have been seized. He would have been
watched leaving the schonl, of course.
Indeed, it is qiuita likely that when ho
left, the rascals eupposed that he had
had the wire.””

“But why '’ said the Head.

“Why 1" repeated Mr. Quelch,

“There you gsk me too much, pentle-
men,"” auig Mr. Grimes. “But for the
telegram 1 should conclude that the boy
kad met with some accident in some
lonely spot, or even that he had gone
off with some foolish ides in his head,
as schoolboys have done before now.
Put the false telegram signed by
Colomel Wharton's name proves con-
clusively that there was o design to
entice him out of the school yesterday
afternoon.”

< Canclugively 1" grunted the colonel.

“They—whoever they are—left
nothing to chance," said Mr, Grimes,
“Whether he went out, or wh:et.hur ho
stayed in, their plans were laid. Un-
AWATD ut; his danger, the boy had no
ohance of eseaping it.>

“Tf he had gono with his friends—"
said BMr. Quelch.

“I do not think that would have
saved him, sir. On so long s journey
these sconndrels would have found their
opportunity, I have little doubt.”

** I¥’s a sure thing,"

* {that Wharton will get the order of
ihe hoot.
off suddenly as & bolsier Ianded on
him, and strewed him on the floor,
cuiting short hl':l-ﬁhumurnm observa-

began Skinner,

Ow—yooh | " He broke

0ns,

“But who ' said the 1lead helplessly.
“And why "

“That is inexplicable,” said Colonel
Wharton. ** We are not in the United
Btates, where kidnapping for ransom is
a common oceurrence. It is scarcely
ercdible that my nephew can have been
Eidnapped with such an object.,”

" Bearcely, =ir!” said Mr. Grimeoes.
“Had Greyvirviars drawn the attention of
8 gang of kidnnppera, they would have
selected another vietim, I think—such as
Lord Maunloverar, whe 1a known to be
very wealthy, and who would certainly
have been quite as easy a victim.'

*But if that is not their object,’ said
ihe Head, *“what can their object pos-
sibly boi"

“That iz what we have to ascerfain,

sir,” said Mr. Grimes. “There is one
gleam of light at present.”

“And that?"” asked the Head.

*“A short time ago Muaster Wharton
was instrumental in preventing a
burglary at Hogben Grange. He waa
able to give us the name of one of the
thieves—a  well-known crook long
wanted by the police, called the Weasel.
This man was also concerned in the
bank reid at Courtfield a fow weeks ago.
It is possible that some motive of re-
venge on the part of this rascal and his
azzociates may have something to do
with it."

“It 13 possihle—-""

* Possible, perhaps,” said Mr. Quelch,
" But the man Weaszal weas, og {_{Im BLY,
concerned in the bank raid. 8 WwWas
chased, and the plunder taken from
him by two bovs of this achool, of whom
Wharton +was not one. ‘They were
Coker of the Fifth Form snd Lancaster
of the 8izxth JForm, No revengeful

atteanpt haz been made on either of
these boys'
The inspectar pursed his lips,

T said, sir, that it is a gleam of
51¥ht—ﬂnly a ﬁlmm I" exid Mr. Grimes,
“1 do not build wpon it. At the samo
time, in view of what agfears to have
happened to Wharton, recommend
that the two boys, Coker and Lancaster,

should ba on their guard—very much on
their guord.™

“Undoubtedly 1" said the Head,

¥ Meanwhile—"" said Mr, Quelch.

“Meanwhilo, sir, we have the case in
hand, and hope for results,” said
Inzpector Grimes., *The circumstances
point to kidnapping—thot is sll we are
assured of at present. But we are losing
no fime, sir, I hope to have news for
vou before long.”

Inepector Grimez took his leave, &
very puzzled man. The three gentle-
men 1n the stondy looked et one angther,
Colonel Wharton gnawed his moustache.
He was as pum’lacf as the inspector. All
the ecireumstances indicated kidnopping,
vet kidnapping seemed inexplicable.

he junior was kept away by foree, or
he would have returned. ‘The false tele-
gram proved that there had been a
carcfully laid schemo. But who kept
him away—and why? The gleam of
light referved to by the inspector scemed
a very faint glimmer indeed to the
others. But where was Wharton? In
what hands had he fallen?

Dr. Locke broke s gloomy silence,

“T am completely at a loss,” he zaid
slowly., “Inspector Grimes is a capable
man, & zeéalous man, but I fear that he
is at a loss also, Tf Wharton does not

Tog Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1217



24

return te-day, 1 think there is only one
step to be taken.”

Colonel Wastion looked at hum.

“I stall send tor wy relative,”
the Head.

“Your
colonel, o

“You have probably heard of him,
gald Dr. Locke. " Hoe is, 1 beliove, 2
very celebruted man in his owi line of
busipess. His pume 13 Ferrcrs Locke—
ho is s private detective, of Daker
Strect, in London.™

The colenel 5 eyes gleamed,

“Good " he ejaculated.

“He is & busy mau—a very busy
maon,” said Dr. Locke., “But I am sure
he will not refuse to come hera at m
request aod investigate. He is well
soquamted with  Wharton und  his
fricnds, and will take a personal interest
in the matter.”

“If Wharton is to be found, Ferrors
Locke will be able to find him," said
Mr. Queleh, with a nod. “ Nothing
could bo better.™ N

“ Assurediy,” said the colonel, “1
know Mr, Locke, and have every faith
in hin. Dr. Locke, you have relicved
my mind immensely. With your per-
mission, 1 will remain and see Mr.
Locke when he comes.” S o=

“1 should have suggested it, sir.

And the conference in the Head's
study broke up. Colonel Wharton, pac-
ing under the ¢lms in the guad. was the
recipiont of many glances from the
Groviriars fellows.  Hlis bronzed [ace
was grim; but his heart was lighter
since the Head had stated that Ferrers
Locke would come. If any man could
solve the strange mystery of Harry
Wharten's disappearance, it was the
colebrntod Daker Street detective.

The Head still nourished o hope that
there would be news of the missing
junior. But aa the June sun sank lower,
and the day drew to an end, he had to
give up that hope. )

There was no news. Search and In-
quiry were going on For a wide
radivs round the school everyeone koew
that a schonlbovr was missing. and that a
roeward was affered for mnews of him.
But there was no news, Harry Whar-
ton had vanizhed from all knowledge as
utterly as if the earth had opencd and
swallowoed him up. And the Head at
last fonk up his tslenhane teceiver and
gave Ferrers Locke's number.

gaid

relative 7 repeated  the

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER !
Haope !
6 SAY, you feliows !
I Billy Bunier rolled into Study
No. 1, with his little round
ceves full of excitement behind
his spectacies.

Prep wui over in the Homove—not
that Bob Cherry and his friends, at
least, had given much attention to prep.

Tho four chums were gathered in
Study Ne. 1, disinclined for the crowd
in the Rag. They were discussing, for
the twentieth time or more, the mys-
ferious disupprarance of the captain of
the Hemove. It was a dismal discus-
sion, for no amount of tulking scemed
to lelp. The matter was thrashed out
over and over ageln, without o glhimmer
of light dewming on the subject. It
seemed a hopeless problem, from what-
ever angle it was looked at.

They only hoped that there might be
news, and thar hope was growing faint.
ivews, if it came, might come any
voment. But it did not come, and the
Frionds of the missing junior had an
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expericnce of the hope dolerred that
makes the heart grow sick. Al the
more bitterly it was borpe in on their
minds that they had been estranged
frem their chum when this sudden and
inexplicable disaster had befallen lim.

But as DBilly Bunter rolled into the
study, his fat faco full of excitement, tho
four Removites spun round eagerly,
their faces lighting up.

“News?" oxclaimed Bob, with & gasp.
“Have they heardi” exclaimed
MNugent.

“MNews! I should jolly well say sot”
sald Bunter., “Leave it to me to bag
the news, old beans! You {cllows
never hear anything. Precious littls
goes on in this school without my know-
ing, I can tell you!” And the Owl of
the Hemove bestowed o fat, complucent
wink on the staring four.

“What do you mean?"
voico was husky, *“Ii you've hear
thing, Bunter——*"

“I jolly well have ! said Bunter cm-
phatically. "“I've told nobody yot—ex-
copt some fellows in the Rog, and some
Fourth Form chaps, and o Fifth Form
man, aond—"

“Toll us—qguick [”

“1I'in telling you os fast 2s 1 can, ain’t
I? I got it from the DBeak himzelf!”
said Bunter i1mportantly. %80 it's
official. You see, I was in Masters
pussugd when he came to spesk to
Queleh—"

“*Will you cough it vp, you babbling
idiot!" hissed liob Cherry. " Cus the
cackie, and get it out, you fooll”

“{h, really, Cherry—"

“Get it out!” yelled Bob savagely.
“1s it news of Wharton, sou idiot?"

. voure going to call a fellow
nomes, Bob Cherry, when be takes the
trouble to come and tell you the latess
news——" berpan Bunter indignuautly.
“Here, 1 say, Ei-:-ggnnl Yaroooh !

Bob grusped him by the collar.
Bunter evidently did net understand
that the chums of the Remove were
anxious. Perhaps he did not see any-
thing special to be anxious about. Butb
if it was news, the juniors were not dis-
posed to wait till Bunter unwound it
slowly.

Shake, shake, shake!

“MNow, you fat dummyp—>

“Yarooooh " roared Bunter.

Bang! DBunter's bullet head rapped
on the study door. A fiendish vell rang
tho length-of the Remove passage.

“MNow get it out ! shricked Bob,

“Ow! Wow! My napper! Wow!l”

Bunter rubbed hiz head and roared.
Bob glared at him as if be could have
caten him. But it was 2 case of more
haste and less speed.  Bunter roared
and yelled instend of imparting his
news.

“Let's go down,” said Nugent hastily,
“1f that fat fool knows, the other fel-
lows know—"

“Ow! I say, you fellows, hold on!
They don't know—only the fellows I've
told | gasped Bunter. " Keep off, Bob
Cherey, you beast! I've s jolly good
tind not to tell vou now, after—"

“1s it news of Wharton 1" hissed Bob.
“Huve they found him? Answer!”

Nugent's
any-

11
L

“0Oh, not They haven't [ound the
body——  Kee off, you heast!®
DBunter dodge round the table.

“ Wharrer you jumping at a fellow for?
They haven't found the body, so far as
I know. Keep off, can't you? Look
here! I jolly well won't tell you if you
atn't civil IV

“There’s no news.” Nugent’s brief
hope had died. “It's only the fat tdiot’s
cackle ! Get out, Bunter!”

“That's all you know!” sncered

Bunter. "I can jolly well tell you it 15
news—though they haven't found the
RKevp off! 1 heard the Head tell
Quelech—he left Quelch’s study door
open, you sce, and 1 was there—right on
the spot! 1 don't moeun to say I
listened—you know I wouwldn't do uny-
thing of the sort—but I huppened to
hear—"

“Oh, cheeso it!" snorted Bob Cherry.

“Well, I like that! 1 can tell you,
other fellows have been jolly glad to
hear the news, and you, being Whar-
ton'a friends—" ]

“The jawfulness is terrific!” said
Hurreo Jamset Ram 8ingh. * Will you
cotno to the csteemed pownt, Bunterit”

*How can & Icliow comne to the point
when you keep on interrupting him—
banging a Icllow’s napper, too!” said
Bunter warmly. * Ungrateful, I call
it! But, of course, you don’t carc about
Wharton as I did. He wasn't your F"I
as he wos mine. 1 dare say xouve
nearly furgotten him already. ut 1
hope I'fn hot that sort. I'd walk rmiles
1o seo tho body. I say, you fellows, the
Boeak told Quelch—I heard hlm—t{lﬂh
Locke’s coming—Forrers Locko—you've
heard of Feorrers Locke, [ supposo—-"

“Ferrers Locke!” repeated the four
juniors with ono voice. And every face

rightened. '

Bunter prinned. He had succceded
in interesting them, after atfl. His news
was worth hearing,

“Thet's it,” he snid. *“You know,
that detective johnny is a relation of
the Beak's. Well, old Locke's phoned
to young Locke—the old Obadiah to the
young Ubadiah, you know—he, he, he !—
and Locke says ho'll come. The Beak
told Quelch so. 1 heard him! He'll
be bere in the morming !

“Oh1* satd Bob Cherry, with a deep
bredth.

“0Oh, pood!” said Nugent.

“The goodfulness of this ecsteemed
nows i3 terrific,” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. “The felicity of my worthy
self is onormous.”

“And all you can do is to bang a
fellow's mapper when he comes to tell
vou," snorted Duntor. 1 can jolly
weall tell vyou, Bob Cherr "

*Oh, ¥E.‘|-!J out I growled Bob,
“Thaot's your wey of thanking a chap,
suppose. Suppose the Head had

caught mo listening outside Quelch’s
door—1 mean, I wasn't listening, but
he might havo supposed——"

H‘Hmk it [H‘

“]1 came to tell you fellows—I1 haven't
told o dozen fellows yet. It will be &ll
right now,” said Bunter.  *That man
Locke's jolly elever, and I ean tell you
he will find the body— Yarcooooh I”

Billy Bunter departedshurriedly from
an ungrateful study, closely pursued by
a whizzing cushion. The cushion over-
took him in the doorway, and there was
a yell in the Hemove passage. _

1 say, this is jolly good snid
Johnny Bull. “If any musn can find
old Wharton, Ferrers Locke can, It
was & brainwave of the EHead's to send
for him."”

“That man Ferrers Locke is a giddy
genius, in his own line,” said Bc;b opea-
fully. "Lots of things that don't mcan
anything to us, may mean a lot to him
when he gets going. 1 dare say he's
dealt with dozens of kldtmf‘.l[inng cases.,
He will find Wharton, you fcllows.”

“It's anly kidnr:ppmg," said Nugent,
in & low voice. “That's bad enough;
h%t.—h::l;—it couldn’t bo——" He broke
off.
“OF course it couldn't,” said Dob.
“Why should anybody want to hurt
Wharton® That's rot!™

(Continued on page £8.)
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ANOTHER THRILLING INSTALMENT OF OUR GREAT FLYING SERIAL,

LAND of LOST

(See introduction on
page 26.)

Kodon, Son of the Sun!
: HIRLING round, Bill Lyon
W ﬁein‘ted the gun at Doak as
8

heard the gunman fume.
Doak’s hand dropped, and his

thin lips writhed back in a snarl,
“ Gone native, have yuh, rati”

“One H‘Luank more out of you and 1
plug you " Bill drawled. “What d’ﬁuu
want to fre at those chaps for? They

hold Dexter prisoner, but he said they
were friendly cnough. Haven't either
of you ony sensei™

“They chucked a
grunted Doak.

“It was o sign, that's all,” answered
Bill. He could zee where ihe frst flung
spear had fallem. “Don't Fﬂ-u
think that chaps who con sling
epoars lika thoy cen, to form
n fonee like that, could throw
ona and kill youa with it Gvst
time if they wanted??”

Contemptuously he turned hia
back on Doak. For & moment
murder gleamed in the gun-
man s oycs. He raised his hand
g little, but thoe Chief's hand fe!l on his

spear  first ¥

wrist.
“MNot yet,” whispered the Chief,
ghaking lus head, “Ha was right. Wo

wera too hasty. Find Dexter first, and
et the jewels, then we can settle with
th of them, if he can get the natives
to be friendly.”

In the meantime, Bill had walled
boldly to the barrter of spears. He wns
acting purcly on instinet, but he fol
that what ha had said to Doak and the
Chief was rvight—that if the men in the
'li]i.mgtﬁ had wanted to kifl, they eould

ave done so without warning. Tha
fact that they bad merely thrown up o

LLANES!

,ﬁi{i;

barrier in ironi of the white men with
their spears, and still had refrained
from killing them, seemed to him to
prove that they werce not unfriendly.

He jerked up one of the upn;ght
ears from the ground. He saw that
e haft waa of a light-coloured wood,

and the s&namh&a& a ghining, black sub-
stance. He tested it and found it to be
of razor sherpness—obsidian, a velcanic
substance like black glass, with the
durability of a diamond.

For & moment he hesitated, holding
the spear in his hand. Then, with an
instinctive gesture, he turned the haft
towards the jungle, the blade towards
himself, as a gesture of peace. He

For twelve months the natives fed him on the
fat of the land and gave him every atiention.
But the thirteenth month was destined to be
an unlucky one, for he was to be offered up as

a human sacrifice !

went  through the fence of
walking slowly and deliberately.

After a moment's thought he decided
to make his friendship more apparent.
For want of something better, he took
off the Hying-helmet he was still wear-
ing and draped it over the butt of the
spear, as if to hide the fact that it was
a weapon.

The sun gleamed down on his bare
hoead, so that his own hair gleamed as
goldenly as that of the men in the
jungle. And at sight of his approsching
thus thers broke out from behind the
sercen of dark green leaves an excited
murmuring,

spears,
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The Ruined Temples [

HE muttering of the men belund

the sereen of forest trees held

8 definite note of fecar in ik

Then their wvoices ceased sud-

denly. Bilenca fell like a blanket, #o
that therc wns no sound st all, and
Bill could hear the beating of his own
heart, pounding drem-like in his’ ears.

The sun blazed like a great golden
ball, sinking steadily towards the west.
Its rays shitnmered on the rich golden
hair of one of the men in the trees;
and, to his amazement, Bill Lyon found
the man to be kneeling, head bowed to
the ground, in an attitude of devotion
towards lhis own advancing
fAgure.

The young pilot almost
checked his advance with
astonishment, It seemed
strange that thesh people, whe
had FArst aunounced their
prosence by o cloud of spears,
should now prostrate them-
solves before him. )

Bill kept on steadily, thrust aside a
ropa of liana which hung shuwspended
fromm o feathery-leafod tree, and passed
into the shade of the forcet., There,
within the gloom, he saw a number of
the golden-haired men, totulling about
fifty., TFach one was koeeling, head
howed, turmed in his direction.

“They don't scem particulurly war-
ke Bill muttered to himself—and
at lia soft tonecs the man nearest hun
Brose. :

There was o strange exprossion on
hizs face as ha looked at the pilot. Fear
showed in his eyes, but something of

Tre Maioxer Lisraey.—No. 1,217.
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gladues:, too, as if he were looking at
o conqueror or—the thought Hashed
through Bill's wmind queerly—at o god!

He was o fine-buile man, with broad
shoulders, and muscles rippling liko
cables beneath the gold n}i’ his skin,
His nose was curved and flatnish, hke
that of o North American Indian, his
eves strangely dark against las tawny
skimm. Rack his brains as he might,
Bill could think of no race of people
he had come acress mm his travels who
reserbled this man. ]

He gestured with his arm, as if to
indicate a passage through the forest;
and, looking, Bill saw there was a faint
trail leading through—a narrow path.
way, cut between the thick-growing
lianas whiclh drooped rope-hke every-
whero from the palms and tropicenl
trees,

Bill turncd his head, and between
the rows of spears could sco Douk and
the chief stonding beneath the wing of
the upended monoplane, watching him
curiousty. _

The young pilot's mind worked
swiftly. I cnly he were alone, ho fele
gure ho could impress theso strango
people that he was something marvel-
lous, sinco they alrcady scemed to
imagino so. But as soon as the Chief
saw Shane Dexter he would try to
get the Crown jewels of Levania frowm
him, and then make a getaway., And
Bill sensed thoat were such a thing to
happen these  golden-skinned peoplo
would quickly begin action.
Gesturing 1o the Etﬂ.ndin%‘
wait, Hill turned and stalkec back
through the trees and the fence of
spoars till he reached Doak and the
Chief.

When lie spoko it was almost in o
whisper, as if he were afraid of the
golden-skiuned people overhearing hom.

* Listen, you two!” ho-said. “Weo're
in one big mess if we don't tread
caceful. 1f you want to get out of
here, the best thing you can do is obey
me for a while, You know I'm not the
kind to play any dirty trick on you.”

The Chief nodded, his strange, lack-
[ustre eyves fixed on the pilot, o him-
self had sensed the awe with which the
men in Lthe forest had treated Bill, and
he realised that tor the time being at
feast Bill was their protection.

“They secem to take me for a god
or something, by the curious way
they'ra behaving, and 1if we cun keop
the illusion up, so mueh the berter for
uz,” Bill continued. “Since yon two
started fring ot them they'll probably
think you're my bodycuavd. T think
perhaps it'd be better to keep that up.
Yeah, I know it’s funny, Doak, sccin
vou'd cheerfully plunk a bullet through
me as soon as not; but don't forget
I'm the lad who's going to get you out
of here. What hoppens afterwards s
on the knees of the gods. So that we're
not likely ta gquerrel among ourselves,
the bost thing for you tweo to orotend
15 that you're dumil. Savvy? (Can't
talk 1"

He watched the Chief's reaction fo
this suggestion somewhat anxiously,
What lie really wanted to avoid was
the Chief having conversation with
Dexter, should they find the American,

Doak's narrow mouth opened, as if
to begin raving at Bill; but the Chiel
stopned bim with a movement of his

man to

hand. Then  he nodded at  Ball,
althongh a smile twisted his lips
“He  might.,”  thought Biil, e,

followed by the Cheef and Doak, he

nade for the forcst again—"he might
have fallen for that and be putting
himszelf in my hands, or he might have
sonie scheme of his own, Btill I've got
my ‘point.”

The men were standing by the time
they reached the forest again, They
bawed low upon seeing Bill, staring
curiously at the two men behind him.
They were frank in their glances, too;
there was nothing of fear in them as
when they looked at the pilot,

The man who appeared to ba the
leader led the way through tho trai,
keeping nkout n yard ahcad of Bill and
a little to one side. As they left the
fringe of the forest the jungle bocame
thicker and thicker, so that they
geemed to be walking through a twailit
aisle.

The place was

drenched in  ecerie

gilenee. It seemned more uncanny Ly
the faet that there was life about
them., In a clearing of the tree-tops

a swarm of bright-hued butterflies
dipped and wheeled silently, like &
cloud of gold and flame. Once Bill
caught a glimpse of & tawny, mottled
shape, whoso shadow blended ao well
with the dapple sunlight and shade
that hia blinked to see if he rcally had
soon aright—and when he opened his
oves the shape was gone.

For halfi an hour they plunged on
steadily. The man guiding was un-
faltering, never hesitoting, fﬂlluwmg o
trail as plainly marked to him as
Piccadilly would be to Bill. Piccadilly!
Bill grinned as the nmame occurred to
kirn, i

How long since boe had been in
London? Where were they now? How
long had it taken fo H{I? There had
only been a few short hours of dark-
noss throngh which they'd flown. Only
one night had passed. It scemed in-
credible to believe that only fwo doys
—or was it three?—had passed since he
hiad come back from the monotony of

piloting & Transcontinental plane
acresa the Channel and back.
His thoughts checked, swerved

abruptly to the present. The guide had
stopped, was motioning for him to go
ahead, The trees had been thinning,
and now Bill and the crooks wore in an
open space.  As they passed along, Bill
subconsciously noted picces of masonry,
overgrown by weeds and moss  and
creepers, and thought they must have
been some rock formation in the forest,

The truth was driven in en him now
as he looked. They had been ruinsg,
grown over by the irresistible djunglc.
But here, where the trees stood back
the ground had fallen in. leaving a wide,
deop basin, eloping gently to the centre.
It might have been an upheaval of
Nature, or it might have been mado

INTRODUCTION.

Enfrusted with a forlune_in jewcls, Shane
Derter, a crck American pilot, sefe out to fly
the mighty Atfantic, bul i eaughl @ a 1ond-bell
i foreed down tn some witcherled eonntry,
Hiz wireless signals for help ara picked up by
a nolorious ergek, who, anzious Lo gel kis hands
on the vasl fortune, orders hiz underlings fo
Lidnan Rifl Iyon, chiel pilot of the Transs
cotitinenial Airays Co. In e hope of rescring
his old frieid Dextor, Bilf aprees lo fy the
“ Chief ™ and kie Rhenchmon throwgh the toinds
Bell.  Erventunlly, they alight on dhe fr of
jJungle, in which Derler has apparenliy been
forced down. The three white men are ap-
mroacking Hhe songle when a efond of spears
comes sottring Wirough the air to form a barricr
agninst them, Raizing hiz gun, the ** Chigf "
fg abonl to fire when Fill ruches forwerd and
ghatehes the firearm from Jis Rand,

{New read on,)
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by the sweat of 2 million men's brows.
For o wall, smooth, and shaped like
a great, winding scerpent, writhed
around the rim of the basin.

Below, in the Hoor of the bowl, %o
that they were looking down at them
were grouped squat toruples, built ﬂf
o dull red stone, gleaming in patches
blackly wheroe they were inlaid, like
ancient mosaie, with obsidian.

The bowl mwust have been nearly o
mile in area, the grotesgquely earved
wall entirely surruunding it, Two
thoughts fAaghed through Bill's mind as
he looked. One was of the slow swars
of sweating men who—how long ago?—
had built that wall, His next thought
was o speculation, wondering if the
beings who had built this place ceuld
have known anything of the art of
camouflage. .

Overgrown a3 it was by weeds and
crecpers, coupled with the dull red and
black, the plice was practically in-
visible from the air. Three of the
temples wero fairly close together in the
centre of the bowl. The fourth, smaller,
more compact, standing little higher
than &« man's head, and without per-
ceivable opening, stood under the shade
of the frowning wall. The colours
seemed to blend with light and shade,
g0 that when Bill etared at ono pomt
for long he found it wavering before his
eyes, and discovered that he couldn't
focus it for long. Bmall wonder, then,
that the ruined temples had escaped
his notice when they had been Hying in
the wind zone, miles above.

A brazen pong sounded suddenly,
reverborating between the walls of the
bowl, emitling a clangour that rumbled
and boomed so that a Aock of birds shot
up from the troes of the jungle, chatter-
ing and scolding at the noise that had
disturbed their peace.

Figures appearcd lilke magic in the
bowl, swarming out from tho three
squat temples. Bill had seen no lock-
out anywhere that could have seen
them coming, vet that their arrival was
expected was obvious by the clamour of
the gong. The men who came out from
the temples were like those standing now
behind him, smaller in the distance, the
dying sun gleamming on the pold of their
hair and the girdles about their waists,
glittering on tho shining black sub-
stance of their spear héads.

At Lthe head of them Bill saw one
robed fipure—that of a man, bent and
old, whose hair was silvery white, Ha
clutehed in his hand a staff, about which
two Ecmeﬁia of gold entwined them-
selves, their heads crossing at the top.

The men formed themselves in two
columns, spreading fanwise from the
doors of the temple from which the old
man had come, while he ctood at the
end, awaiting the white mon.

There were carved steps leading down
from the wall to the bowl., For a
moment Bill hesitated, snxicusly scan-
ning the ranks of the asseimmbled men to
see 1f Shane Dexter were among them.
An icy hend scemed to clutch st his
heart as be realised that there was no
sign either of Shane Dexter, the
Awmerican airman, or of Poineau, tho
Frenchman, Was he too late?

Hea shrugged. 1t was no good stand.
ing there wondering. The thing to do
now they were here under these circum-
gtances was to keep on with the bluff
that he was a god, play it put to the
end. That was the cmf:,' way he'd be
of any use to Dexter.

Slowly, with as much dignity as ha
could muster, he stalked down the
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hondvad or =0 stops leading 1o 1he Hoor
of the bowl, followed by Deak and the
Chicf, a vard behind, and, fﬂ-!f{lwing
themy, the golden-skinned men who ha

found thier.

Thero was o murmur in the vanks of
the men as Bill approached. He cer-
tainly was a fine figure. Chance had
made  him  big, muscular, broad-
shouldered and blonde. Hard work,
flying, and open-air life had made him
bronzed and fit. With the redness of
the «ying sun glinting on his gold
hair, ho %ﬂﬂkﬂd as if he might indeed
be a superior, white-skinned member of
the tribe whick was now greeting him.

The murmur died away as he ap-

roached. The men knelt, batting their

eads to the ground. S

“AInst hurt ‘em, I should thank,” Bill
found himself thinking vaguely, as he
roalised that the ground was one huge
mosaic of tiny red and black stones.

The old, robed man was incredibly
ancicnt. His skin was withered and
hung in folds upon his skinny Erame;
hig face was pavchment-like, ctehed with
o thousand linmes and wrinkles, DBut
with much creaking and labou: he pre-
pared ta fold himself up like the others
and do homage to Bill, _ :

*Ng need for that, old-timer,” Bill
eaid hastily, and stepped forward to
iake the old priest by the arm.

Black eves glowed into His a5 he sup-
ported the ancient frame., IE the old
vhap were a hundred years old—as
uwdeed he might well be—there was
plenty of fire in the sparkle of hiz cyes.

“WKodon!™ he said simply.

“Rodon ! came in a deep murmur
fromi the bowed men,

“Beems ke  thai's
pondercd Bill.

e hali-turned, and from the corner
of his eve caught sight of Doak, sug-
gostively handling his revelver, Tle
curzged to himself at his folly in not
looking to sce whether the gunman had
heen carrying one at his hip when he
was unconscious. He had only bothered
humself with taking the automatic from
the man’s shoulder holster,

“Put that thing away, you fool!” he
murmured sharply. * They're not going
to do us any harm—yet. And don't
answer me back, You're dumb ¥

The old man locked at Doak, and
spoke in a euwrious, clipping language.
'The words could scarcely have held any
vowels at all, and seemed mese like a
snecession of olicks and gutturals,

Doak put his hand to his mouth and
«hook hiz head, as did the Chief. There
had beenr something about the old man’s
fiery regard which told them it would
he safer for them to appear dumb.

At the moment Bill, too, wished that
he wag dumb. The difficulty of language
was 2 groat rvick. They might think it
strange that a being whom they con-
giderest & god shouldn’t understand
their language. : :

“Probably think it stranger if 1
didn’t talk at all,’ Bill muttered, 1
guess I'll have to pretend a lot!”

The F":!.*ESI: turned and led the way
to the largest temple of the cluster of
threce. They walked up between the
avenue of prostrate men, A wide, dark
entranee showed the dim interior of tho
temple. They could see massive pillars
gupporting the roof and the faint gleam
of gold embossed on  them. Next
moment they weroa inside, their eyes
blinking in the cool shade after the
glaro of the setting sun reflecting from
the rad stonework of the bowl,

A raised dais was in the centre of the
temple Surrounding it were eight of
tho. golden-skinned men, They wers
leaning on spears, downthrust before
them. Their hoads wore howed, veb thei

my name !

Ou iba

postoye was owrionzly alert,
which

daiz waz a bed of skinsg
reclined a figuro.

A shout from thiz figure, echoing and
re-echoing through the temple.

“Bill! By Gosh! RBill Lyon!”

Awkward!
T tho shout the puards hecame
A clectrified into action. They
whirled around, up-ending
their sprars, so that the black,

o1l

f:littnriug oimts were thrust towards the
pure on the dais,

Bill Lyon stared, hiz oyes rapidly
hecoming  accustomed to the gloom,
i‘-"_md then o shout burst from his own
135,

ol Dextor ! Shano Dextor! We're not
too late !

For it was the American jnlot who
\i.'rx_ﬁ reclining on the hed of skins om the
CAEE.

Dexter could not move towards them
on account of the thrusting spears,
which grimly forbade his movement,
His bronzed face was abght with eager-
ness, hiz dark eyes blinking az he saw
the threo white men, bohind thom the
old priest, and behind them again, now
watching fearfully, a number of the
golden-skinned men.

The priest was leoking doubtfalle,
first at Dexter, then at Bill

The English pilot suddenly beecame
alert to a sense of forchoding, Xe was
boing woighed, studied, and he felt Lo
was on_ the verge of making a false
move. His senses were acutely sharp-
ened by the danger of his position, and
ho knew for the first timo that the old
priest was heginning to doubt.

“I can’t talk their lingo, Bhane,” he
samd a2 monotonous voee to ihe
American, as if he were mutiering some
incantation. “Have you picked any of
it up I*

“Yes,” answored Dextor.

“They seemm to take me for one of
their gods or something,” said Bilk
“They call me EKodon, I've pot to
make ‘em believe 1t all the time, or
we're in o fix, What sort of a fix are
vour in, to have a guard hike that¥”

“AUe? Huh! I'm a sacrilice. I'm
goin’ to be offered up to you to-morrow |
Yeg; tomorrow is the feast day of
Kodon, Bon of the SBun, and for a yeny
I've been made o fuss of—

“Then tell 'em that I, Kodon, Bon of
the 8Bun, wish to be alome with the
‘sacrifice ' for a little while, that T may
guczstion tho * sacrifiec’ to see that it 15
worthy I' Tell “em that I can’t talk to
them et until the feast iz over: myv
father the S3un won't permit it 1"

A wwinkle ghimmersd in the Amer-
can's nyes at this grave speecch, but Lis
face was emotionless as he translated
the words into the clipped specch of the
natives. The priest, s=till doubtfal,
stared at him, then glanced half-fear-
fally at Bull. Finally he bowad, clip-
ping words to the men with the spears.

They moved back swiftly from the
dais, bowing for Bill to ascond it, Lui
closed round Donk and the Chief as
thoy, too, made steps to [follow Bill,

ill's eves fixed on Doak. IHe could
sea that the gunman was on the verga
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vou cutzide watil Loon has Onishod his
examination to sce if I'm fit for hine
Then you'll be brought back hore to the
temple. Best do as they say for now,
and no harm’ll come to vou.”

The Chief nodded. 1lie wns playing
2 patient game., Ho was prepared to
walt—until he could lay hands on the
jewals Doxter had, Hez signed to Doak,
and together tho two of them, between
the guards, were taken to tho temple,
followed by the old priest,

As he reached the entramee 1o the
temple the Chief paused, turned, nowl
starcd sombrely at the two on the dnis
Then he turned and went outside. A
moment later, and thore was a long
rumble, and two massive doors stid 1nto
place, to meet together, closing the
catrance to the tomple.

Promptly Shane Dexter’s hand zhal
out and gripped Bill's.

“Last time I saw you was al Croy-
don,” he c<ried; "an’ now it's Heaven
knows where! DBut it’s mughty gomd fo
sec you ! How did you get here?  Who
are the two sinister-lookin® birds who're

layin’ dumb? Did you smash your
plana? Why—"

1ill chucklea,

“One at o time, oldiimer!” he
grinned.  “DPvo pot o frew guestions o
atk, but T'll tell my yarn fiest.”

Swiftly he ontlined hiz kidnapping by
ihe man called the Chief; the crook’s
desire for the Crown dowels: amd the-
journey 1 the monoplane,

“Tf vou hadn't bren carrving (hose
jewels  this  feller ealled the Chicf
wouldn't have bothered his head ahoud
voul” finished Bill, "It waa-qust luck

that L picked L1]i.'- the messages, Al
Poineau—whera's he 19 ]
“Doad 1¥ Dexter said lwicflv. “Von

Hasson suceumibod to his injurics first.
Poincan wasn’t o lucky., You ser, thess
peopla  are  Myae, I've di=coverad.
They'vo  beon  expecting  theie 1
Kaodon, Ben of the Bun, to visit them
for centuries past. Von llnssen ohvi-
ously wasn’t a god—ho was too terribly
injured for that. and he wasn'é  fair
enongh. Toineau had a  big, fan
shaped golden beard, and for a iime
they thought he was. Them when 1
came alonp on the scene and started io
build a wireless set out of the bits aml
pieces off the plancs, ho helped me, aml
they thought wa werc going in for ovil
practices. No, they never misiook mae
for their pad—I guess 1I'm ton dark.
He's snpposed to be a big. hefty blonde
—an' you most cortamly Gt the picturs,
fellar

“Well, they decided fo find onl if
Poincan really was their god, so they
put him to the test. That waz not w0
long ago. He had to walk through ihe
Temple of Death, If he camo out alive
he was safe enough and would be hailed
g5 their pod.” .

“PTemple of Deailt?” cchood Tl
“What's that i

“Did you nolice that sguatl, fnt-
topped temple by the wall o lallaohe
away ! Well, no one ever goes within
3 guartor of o mile ef it, It's desth--
and I don't mean maybe.  Poor old
Poinean had to walk into it=-there's one
aopening  enly.  1Ia unever came ou
again. No man in the whole lustors of

(Continanl on need poge.)

of speaking. .
“If you want to get out of this place
ﬂll"-"ﬂ's’ﬁ ]'I.t‘il Hﬂ.Iul,
" vow ati play | [Writet
dumb. Already complete
they’re  Dbeginning | [
to doubt—" -
“I don't know
what it's all about,”
l:uigm in ]_F! ext E.!l'l']
swiftly, “but you’ e —— s g
QO ’t-::- na  harm WERITE FOR COMT'LETE L
vet, o Phew'll take !
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il Guarantead for aver,
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the fvibe has ever been 1n and come
out,

“No; don't ask mc what happens. I
don't know. But in view of the history
of the place, you can't wonder that any
man who's lucky enough to walk in theru
and get out again is hailed as the High
Cockalorum, For its mnever boeen
done [

“And if we're not eaveful I might be
put to the test ! Bill exclaimed.

“That's so," answercd Shane Dextor,
“We've gotta be caveful, laddie. The
reason ' not dead is boecawse e
Maya's have an old custom which [
seemn 1o have heard of before.

“Thoy take the most comely man in
the tribo & year before a feast day, amd
they anoint him. and dedicate him lo
tho gods. After that he has a marvel-
Jous time for 8 whole vear. They fned
him up, give bim anything he asks for,
becauvse he's the chozen of fhe pgods
And they chose me, reckon, not
because I'm good-lockin®, but beesuse
I'm a strang>t to the tribe and dork-

imned, and they thouwghe 1t might
please their god more,

“Early this tnorning they beard vonr
lance, and word went sround that
codont was cowning st last. 1 reckon
vou tnust have landed shortly after sun-
rise, which helped "em with the.illusion
that vou were the Scn of the Bun.
They were scared, but after an hour ov
k0 they got up a party to find wou.
When they saw. those carrolr locks of
vours it just about- seniled things for
‘em, und they took it for granted ypu
were Keodon, Bo here vou are in time
for me to Dbe sacrificed to you 10-
LT FOw—""

“Why, they st bo the old  sun-
worshippers=—Muavas, vou  sand ¥ Haill
exelaimed. “ Hey—gosh! We muost hoe
in Centrel  Anmernien somewhere ! The
Mayns wore a wpeople  allicd 1o the
Aztees amd the Toltees. 1 know for o
fact that in the jungles af Coentral
Amicrica thare are sunposod 1o e hiddon
remains of ruins and tewnples that—"
*Central Amerien ™ breathed Shane
Doxter, amazed.  “Cosh!  Don't that
sound miee an' near bome? DBot o itds
incredible ! At fhe moment, though, 1
don’t care where we are s0 long as we
got out I

“We will, somchow!” Dl  said
guietly. “You sav the sucrifee 1sn’t till
sun-up to-marrow—ahout noon. That

gives us more tiwoe than if they wero
like other heathens and did their wlla-
culla stuff at nightfall. No good plan
was over ovolved with a tired brain and
cmpty stomach——"

“They'll Lring fruit and meat”
reiutned Dexter,
As ho spoke the doors of the ftemnlo

rumbled back and the old priest with
{Continued at foot of nexd rolumn.)
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THE BOY WHU KNEW T0O MUCH !

(Continued from perge 24.)

“Well, why should anybedy wunt to
kidnap him, if you come to that?™ said
Johnny Bull.

“Well, yeoes; but—but—" Bob
paused.  Then e brghtened., ' Lan-
caster of the Sixih thinks he's safo and
sound.  He sauwl so. MHe thinks n's
nothing worse than kidwapping.  He's
o bool, ™
M That's s0.” Nagent broghiened, oo,
and Johnmy Bull gave a grant ol assent,
unrd Hurrco Singh a nod. The opaion
of Laucaster of the Sixth was something
like an oracle to the junrore

“Look here, let’s go and 1ell Lan-
caster this,” said Bob, *“Ile wildl be
jelly glad to hear 11"

*Laet's ! agreed Nugent,

The junicrs, with much brighter faces,
went down the stairs. They went at
ouce to the Sixth Form passuge. lLoder
of the Bixth, lounguyg in hiy study
docrway, stared at thoem.

“Any news of Whartont” he asked.

“MNot of Wharton, yer,”" answered
Bob.
Loder—wo'va heard that Ferrers Locko
is coming here to look for him.”

Loder started.

“Ferrers  Locke!
Loder's eyes glinted,

“¥es. We're going to tell Lancaster,”
said . Bob.

Loder stared at
sardonically,

“Do!™ be said. “Ile will be fright-
fully bucked.” Ilo laughed as  the
juniors went on their way.

But they wasted no thought on
Toder. Bob banged ot Lancaster's
toor, threw 1t open. The SBith-

The delective?™

him, and grinned

and

“But there's jolly good nows,

Former raised lus eyes from a Greek
book on the study table.

*1 say, Lancaster, I thought you'd
like to know,” burst ont Bob. “We
believe Wharton's going 1o be found
jolly scon=——"

Lancaster gave lnm a strange look.

“The Head's called o Ferrera
Lotke—=—"

" Ferrers Locke?” The name dropped
incelisnically from Lancaster’a lips. He
wondered whether the jumors saw tho
colour waver in his chveks.

“"Yeg—the detective, you know," sawl
Dob cagerly, “He'll find Wharton all
right!t LDeon't you think so¥”

Lancaster smiled.  He smiled will
his -lips; but his eyes were havd.

“It 12 said that Ferrers Locke never
fails,” he answered. “Thank you for
coming to tell me. I'm—glad 2

His eyes dropped to his book agamn.
The juniors withdrew from the study,
rather damped. Lancaster of the Sixth
had not secemed so keenly interested aa
they had expeeted.

He was more keenly iutercsted than
they could have dreamped.  : When the
door closed on them, hwe lifted lis eyes
from the Greek again. In those hand-
sorne oyes thore was o, hanted look.

“Ferrers  Locke!  dic  whispered.
“Ferrers Locke—ut Greyfriars!”

Lancusier vew o deep breath, Ho
must unt lose his nerve now=—he would
miced all his nerve, all las courapge, all
his resouree! They were not Likely to
fuil- L. Dut there was a-chill in hid
heart like the touch of ice,

THE END

{(Fhe nexrt stary in thiz spdemdal ek
afries is cakidivd P THE WAY OF THE
WHAARD ! Yo ean wnly ke xure of

El

stenedivig i by avdering your capy WELE

IV ADFANCEN

(Cantinwed frem esluman 1.)

Doak, the chicf, and the aght spear-
men entered the rcinpie,

Doexter bastily arvangod wimself so thar
he was sivting at the reet of the “god "
San of the Bun, The eight spearmen
bont low and arranged  thomselyves
around the dalz, Skins were pur for
the Chief gl Douak to vest on at e
foot of the dma,

Huge heaps of fruit en prolden disies
that madoe the eyves of the Chief and
Dosk open wide, were brought 1o then.
While they are Bill talk to  them,
watched fearfully by the eight guard-
Ing spuarmen.

*8Bleep if you can and get rested,”
Bill advised, “We'll try to muke a
getawny at early dawn., But we must
have rest ™

He tried to relax on the saft gkina:
prepare himself for the ordeal of trying
to escape with Dexter, What happened
when they got to the plane sgain didn'r
mntter, Therae wasz a hetter chanee of

overcoming  Doal and the Chicf than
thts chtlre tribe.

Tl temple wos i now by oo osofb
glow from a hanging lemp. The heurs
patsed, 1he silence  bBecomning  doeeper.
Tlei ciwlt sposrnen might have boen
carved from bhronze, they were o snll:
but their eves were walelful of  their
saerifice.  Their * god * slept peacefully.
Tt suddendly Bill awoke, beartog a faint
sound, Mo stiifened.

It was Deak—he was talking tn his
slecp |

And he was supposed to be dumab! A
spearman leancd forward, eyes rolling
in fright. "Then he shouwied, leaped for-
ward, and banged ot a heavy copper
gong with the butt-end of his spear!

The brazen clangour rolled throuph
the temple.

(What will happen now? The sun
worshippers will ghow no merey ff they
find out they are being deceived ! Don't
wifar mexrt Sulurdoy's alirring fustalment
—rreri Fme rontirue a theill 1)
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1 CWT. SNEEZING-
POWDER WANTED.

Also, 1 gross Stink-bombs, 1 ewt. Itch-
ing Powder, 1,000 tin-tacks (bed-room
size), 1 dozen pails of Liquid Glue, and
1 ton of Boot, I'll chow my fogmaster!

—3tate lowest terms, Tubb, Third Form
TOOT.

-
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Gseeyftiars Yexald

No. 49.

LAUGH ANY*GROW FAT.

LATEST

Ediled by
mTARRY m.x.__lm A
HARTON,
rr el GO OD

mEﬂaz

i5

AMATEUR PIERROTS!
Looking for a Holiday Engagement?

Then apply at once for momborship of

ihe - Greyfriars Beach Concert Pariy!
Roheareals start next week.  Step-

e —

il

e ————

T - —

June 13th, 1931.

dancers, Acrobats, and Conjurers
urgently uired. Fat ventriloguists
not wanted at any prica l—Write,
= Wiblay Productions, Ltd., Remove
Paszage, |

1

SCHOOL PORTER

WINS” BIG SWEEP

How Gosling Celebrated
AND THE SEQUEL

AR, WILLIAM GOSLING WINS BIG BWEEPI™

It wes in oll the morni B . Greyiriars,
of eourse, sat up and Ea#ﬂﬁmn% ik &

We had been hearing sbhout CGosling’s sweep
ticket for a long time. The Head doesn't allow
us to indulge in swoepstakes; but the samo ban
can't, of course, be ced on the Bchool porter,
g0 Codling was able to invest ten bob of the aurplus
profits of his job mm & ficket,

What Gosay was going to do if he won !

The * if " part of it, however, had seemed rather
formidable, eonsidering thers wore about & million
other speculators. ut Gossy had been very
optimistic, and the moming papers ssemed {o have
justified his optimizm. They dida’t give the addroess,

ut the name wes sullicient, and & crowd of us
rushed off to the mw..quﬂ.m lod

Aravecily ool had atrondy easd the: glad
news, Instead of pottering about et his ily
tasks, he was reclining in an armchair in {ront of
his lodgs. A pipe was in his mouth; a tumbler
and 8 Eﬁamaﬁ.maarﬁm. bottle stood on & garden
Eﬁmaﬁ hesi E%P : i

ratters, Gossy | * wa 5

“ Thank'sa ! Told you I'd be lucky ! " grinned
ﬁﬂﬁmﬁ H: aﬁc_ﬂ mcwwwd mm* this .¢H¢= ﬁﬂ.mm-m_ tell
ihe * win 0 "im, Wi uth

" 'What ¢ " R i

“ (Go en' toll the 'Ead I want to speak to “im | "
repeated Gossy, with a glare. * An’ don't stand

thers argifying with & pgent of hindependant

Hu.-.
o this was how egudden woalth

means 1 M

io
r.
William (ios-
ling 1 Natur-
W
rush
to carry oub B
his order;
most of uws F
would rather ' | S
have faced an fj} )
carthguake ¢ 3
than carried '
Gosling'a
sumniona  to
ihe worthy
Bealc !

Gossy's glare becomre quite ferocious as he saw
that nobody meant to go.  Fortunately—for
himself —he had no time to carry out & campaign
of nsasult and battery before Mr, Queleh sppeared
on the scene.

Quelchy faiely jumped ags his gimlet eyes fixed
on the porier’s sprawling gure,

“ Goding ! How dare yvou take things so easy at
this lime of the day 1™

“1Vot's that to do with you, Quelchy 7™ maked
Gaoaliag, cheerlully, thereby nearly paralysing the
Remove beak., " Wot I says ia this 'ere : You run
adn%.w& mind jour own business! Buze off—
E 1

ehy rubbed hiz eyes, apparently under the

_Emﬂﬂnmﬁﬂa_ﬁ that he E__.._WF bya meﬂmimﬂnmﬁm BOMG
weird dream, Finding that he still remained awake,

........

[ the-alteration of that one letter, all Gossy's dreams

he ercd off in the Euﬁ_u.mcn._
of Dr. Locka’ hosse,

Fiva minutes later, ha reap-
peared ; the Head waa with him
now, and most of us backed away
to & respectiul distance. The
Head's rethor an awe-nspiring fipure when he
comes out looking for trouhle.

But he didn’t sucesed in inapiring awe in Gosling.
Now that he hed won a {ortune, Gosling was beyond
EEW.HEF

“(zoaling ! " said the Head, In a deep, desp
Yoics,

“ Mornin®, mate!" Gosli nded, to the
accompaniment of F._...uwﬂmhwm Emﬂﬁ?aﬁ VA yane
glsg, ™ Wot I says is thia "era: You ain't such a
bad old covey—’ave & drink with me | *

“ Gosling | " hooted the Haad, almest falling
down at that m..w_wu_..wmmn% invitation, " Are you
intoxicated or mad ¥ Whichever it is, you are
discharged | Leave tha school premises at onoe | ™

Gosling chuckled with amysemant.

* Keep your wool on, old 'un ! he said. *I'm
leavin' all right, dont worryt Think I went to
stay on ab this one.eyed place longer than I can

wlp 7

m_ummuﬁ seomed to have reached his top note.
He had, tool With a vengesnes, in fact! For
_wuﬂaﬂwu five seconds later, Mr. Frout came rushing
up with a newspaper in hig hand.

" {odling, my peoar fellew | he panted, “In
cads you may have been mislad by earlier reports
I hagten to compauanicate the news contained in
this lator edition of the paper. The winner of the
ﬂ...m stalta wos mnot William Gosling, but
LL JOBLING "

“*WOT 1" ghrisked Gosling.

It was only too trus! The report in the sarlier
edition had made a mistake in one letter and with

vanished.

The few remaining hairs on the head of our poor
old porter almost stood up on end when he iged
tha truth and saw what he had dons for himmset |

Fortunately, the Head happene to be & eport,
and when the circumstances were oxplai to
hira, ho ceme to the conclusion that Gossy would
probably Be punished sufficiently by the loss of
his mythical fortune. Se William Gosling, a much
sadder and wiser man, remained on ab the lodge
after all.

Next time he wing a big sweep, he tells us, he's

N&:ﬂ to treat evervbody just the samo as befors.
xosay has learnt & losson !

REVIVAL OF POLITENESS

VERE DE VIRE MANNERS
AT GREYFRIARS

Our Bociety Correspondent i was somewhat caroless with my
forms us that there are all the sigy]etick.™
of & great revival of politencsa 8| Bolsover : * Not Lalf so carelesa
Greyfriara, The Remove and ) tpa ] was with my nose, Please don’t
Fourth, he tells us, bave starieilet it worry wyou for an instant,
raiging thewr caps to each other /It has merely broken my nose in
they pass in the quad. Inky fapdwe places ond ruined my facial
have been observed to bow i besuty for life, Dismiss the matter
courtly fashion as they mest the from your thoughts) ™
Bemiora ; some have even gone % The incident then ended in the
fur as to {all on one knee and exten |doffing of capa.
the right hand in e kind of roji| Even in the class-room, the new
soluto, : fashion is making itself felt. We
Other asigns aro not lscking o [all remember what used to happon
this remarkeble revival. Bolsove|when someone forgot to do his prep,
Major was struck on the nose by thQuelcly would meach out for his
tip ¢f Temple's walking-stick tfoano ond roar out :
Tomple was lording it along ] © m.uﬂ__ Wretehed, depraved,
towing-path yesterday, The follow- despicabls, conterptible youth !
ing disloguo ensued : +Bend over | ;
rople = ¥ My fnolt, T fear!” ¥ What happens now ? Quolehy
Bolsover : * Not at all, sir. H.EEE&N bosma and remarls
accident was purely the result o) *Well, well, to a boy with your
my noso sticking out too far | :
Temple : * Oh, but I'm afraid]®

THE BOOLOOWOOLOO
ISLANDS |

Ripping Wew Serial Advertisemen
by ALONZO TODD

CHAFPTER I. :

In Dire Distresw {:

Oh, my dear friends, can you ; :
withstand an appeal for monaiary : VL

fural nivs and mtelligeneo,

assistance when the cass ia ¢
touchiog sa thist Oubt iz rep i3, oftor all, quite superfluous.
Booloowooloo Islands, my dew ¢ forget that I ever asked vou
fellows, the poor savages ara wear, to do it, ray desr boy, ond take the
ing patehed waisteoats and ragge mst of the day off so that you mey
overcoste, while in many case ojoy a little additionsl relazation.”
thoir spats are so thin that tley. Procceding to the subject of
barely hang together. They nes politeness in the beoxing-ring
clothea badly. My dear fri {But perhaps we'd better let it
(This ripping Adverbisemen rest at that; ws begin to feel a
MAY be continued next week littls doubt ama to whether our
Don't misa theso fine instalments correspondent haa got his faots
Tacked with thrills.) Adown correctly [—ED,)

]

iy
F .

The scens was Greyiriars in the year
1933, * Bugs™ Dr. Locke, chief gang-
gter on the Greyviriats racket, stood m
his armaur-plated study, surrounded by

Prout,

IF THIS GANG STUFF SPREADS? cerricdinthofolds
Greyfriars in 1935—DPerhaps!

“You bet!* spabt out *f Gunner™
unslinging
“I'll say thore’s gonna be a lot of dend
mutton Iyvin' around the quad adter

"Wa's “1they'? Y snarled * Spider?
Qo . P

“Ihe 8. Jim's bunch an' the Rook-
woed bunch ! " snarled back ' Tiger."
“‘lear-gas’ Chisholm's brought his
bops dong to ghoot 16 out with ua an’
theyre jezt run into * Squealer ' Holmes
an' I bunch.

“then etep in lively an' help your-

of his gown.
" Loove it to mo

an' the boya, huh,
_..._.E._..m ) T

his machine-gun.

the gang. I've finighed [ " W hvveled 1 ;

“ Listen, boys, you gotter go gunnin Bang! DBang! Bang! m.ﬁi Rapied Hups ' linhe. ;
ta.day [ ¥ he said hoarsely, **° Sguealer “Whaot's thet?” asked “ Tiger™| :i# Groyiriars gongsters, pausiz
Molmies, that biz stiff that runs the St. | Lascelles, rosching for the bombs that |0l to aich up their bombs, hand.

Jim'z racket, is sending along hiz bhunch
ta ghoot it out, It's me or lum now, an’
it ain't gonna be him. Get me 1

“ 0K, chiei!" drawled * Spidor ™

Then ha

a8 he

Quelch, caressing the automatic he

gtood piled up en * Buga ™ Locke's doak,

suddenly burst inte o roar of lauphier
looked out.

Thay're havin’ & shpot-up down below 1 =

growdes, machine-guns, and hes
ariidery, Tushod mn-,__mﬁ to tho __..Em.n..___.u___
Tapga=—
{To b continued—wventher and other
eindmatences permitting 1)

dashed to the window and

“Holy smoke!

FISH’S

WEIGHING MACHINE

Collapse of Promising

Venture

CAUSE:

Fisher T. Tish, Ameovican financier and ideas
gpecialist, Dbrought e weird-looking contraption
ints the Bap tho other evening.

“YWhat iz it ¥ was the question hurled at him
from all sides.

“ Jest tho one thing in the world this sleepy old
ghow has bepn waiting for!' was Fish's proud
reply., ** Geptlemen! Allow me to introduce my
home-made suiomatlic penny-in-the-slot weighing-
machinge. Every customer gets his corpect weight
in addition to his falo and forlune, neatly printod

ot e, s v

SHAKESPEARE IN THE SUN
Wibley's Open-Air Play

“ MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM "
BECOMES NIGHTMARE

It was & bright idea of Wibley's to produce
Shakespeara’s ' Midsummer Night's Dream ™ in
the open-air., Crowds flocked down to DBip Side
where, by kind permiszion of the Head, the play waa
i be porformed. The whela thing looked a
gigantic suceess long befors it had begun,

Of courze, {here were deawbacks ¢ there always
are, Tho sun got in the eyes of the audienco co
that they eouldn't gee, for instance. That difficulty
wag so0n got over by getting the audience to move
round to the other side of the fisld, There were no
seats Lthere, so they had to stancd, One esn’t have
everything, con ono ¥

Ack T was fine—averybody thoroughly enjoyed
it. At least, they would have enjoyed it, butb fop
the awiul row from the birds in the rookery near by,
which prevented anybody hearing o word,

Act II was inlerrupted s little by the unexpecied
arrival of & flock of gheep which were being chased
by a stray dog., Apart from that, it went down very
woll, though it has to be ndmitied thet the play
suffered when lhe sheep got mixed up with ile
actora. s g 01

Act ITI deserved the enthusiasiic reception it got.
Perhapa we should say ilie enthasiastic receplion
it would have got if an aeroplone hadn't been
stunting overhead, thus keeping oll eyes Lixed up
in the sky from beginning Lo end. :

Wibley and his compzuy wers really geits
into their stride in Aecl IV. The sudience sstlle
down to emjoy themselves in earnest. Positively
the only thing that detracted from the aect was &
torrontial downpour of rain which staried before
hali & dozen words had boan spoken.

The friumph of 1he afterncon was, however,
resevved for Act V, which was performed in the
Hall. ©nly ona thing was lacking-—the wudienca,
which had adjourned to the dormitories for a
change of clothing.

Wibley has beon asked when he intands fo repeat
the suecesaful experiment of playing in the open-
air. Strangely enough, he socems disinclined to
ropeat it at all. There's no understanding the

Jmoods of these theatrical soniuses |

BUNTER

on & cand. Seeing's believing; Toll wp and try
it for yourselves ™
We did,

Wharton tried hia luck firat. He stood on the
balance and ingserted a penny, while Fighy went
behind to attend to the worle. There was a orash
and a click, and & printed card shot out.

“* Eight-atona nine. You will succeed in your
ambition.' " read out Wharton.

* Prowty good, ¢h 1" romarked Fish,

Wharlon grinned.

“Not bad ; the only drawbacks are that T don't
woigh ecight.atono nine, and I don't know what the
ambition is! Bomeonse clss have & go! ™

Bolr Cherry risked a penny. There was another
cirazsh, another elick, ond another card shot out.

“* Eight-stono nine. You will succeed in your
ambition,' " read Bob. " Same a3 Wharton's,
vyt I weigh about six pounds raoere than he does | ™

S Roll up and try your luck, gentsl® yelled
Fishy encouragingly. “ This machine cannot
lie ; one penny only 1 ™

Bolsover rolled up.  He weighed 1@.3.&53 ning
and he was going fo succesd in hia ambition.
Ditts  Jolmny Bull, snd Vernon-Smith, and
Dulstrode, and Trevor, snd Alonzo .._”.nmm. and
Wun Lumg.

“ Look hwere, Fishy, sure this machine of youre ia
all right 1" askod Skinner dublously. " IE it is,
of courzs, I don't mind sponding & copper—"'

* Your correct weipht gusranteed ! gaid Fish
blandly, *I pguess 1 worked out this wachine
on seientific prineiplos an’ it can't go wrong.
I'm thinking of calling it George Washington |1}

Skinner fell, on the strongth of that.

He, too, weighed mmmw:__.m_.EE_ nino ; he was also
destined to suceeed in his ambition !

" Doesn’t seem possible to me " remarked
Nupont suspicious-
Iy, " What about
trying Bunter on
A
- "Anyone von
like for a penny | "™
.chortled Figh. *No
limite an' no one

VEY, barred (™

o % Bo DBunier waoa

gt Ak drapped oub and
e | placed on the
T == ] pedestal,

R 50 e ¥ Neoxt moment
.M.a, 5 v ,...u.,.,.,..ﬁw. ﬂpﬂ_m oS o _H_Hﬁww.
B Ll 8 - B ut it wos a b

’ o
...._m...r.ﬁm.. R = louder than the

provious erashes !
The resulis wers rather differont, too. Result No, 1
was that DBunter bumped lo ithe floor; Resuls
No. 2 waa that Fishy's ,_...,mmﬂ_.;:m.ﬁn.n._qm__ﬁ collapsed
in ruing around him ; ond Resulk No. 3 was 1hat
about 200 printed cards shol oul Logether,

By a atrange chance, every ouo n_m tho cards was
stamped : * Bab, 9lb.” and each one olso referrcd
to sucecas in An ambition.

Tho only possible conclusion is that Buntor
woighs 200 times oight-stone nine, and thar Lo
going to succeed in 200 ambitiens.

We aesked Fishy about it, Unfortunatlely, Lis
reply cannol be printed !



