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FRANK RICHARDS AT HIS BEST IN-Y%

THE

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Turned Down |
o ARDINES " gaid Billy Buntcr.

S Ha sniffed. )

It was tea-time ot Greyfriars

Behool, and Billy Bunter had

rolled 1ot lis study Neo. 7, in the
Hemove.

He stood blinking at the table
through his big spectacles with a dis-
paraging blink,

It was not much of a spread that
met  the eyes of William George
Bunter. Peter Todd and Tomm Dution
had gat down to tea and scemed fairvly
rontented with whot was before tlrem.
B3ut Billy Bunter did not look con-
fented. Ho lookod extremely discon-

tented.

“SBardines '™ he repeated. * Look
heve, Toddy ! Is that all you've got
for teat”

“Plenty of bread '™ said Toddy.

Another =niff {rom Bunier! Even
when funds were short in junior studies,
there never was a shortage of bread;
that commodity being supplicd by the
cchool. But it wos said of old that man
cannot live by bread alone; and eeor-
tatnly Billy Bunter couldu’t.

“And some butter!™ said Toddy,
“Buat lay it on thin, or it won't go
round ™

“I ecould get Lread-and-scrape in
Hall I said Bunter, with digniry,

“"Good idea " sand  DPeter
heartily. # Do !

“Look heve, Toddy '™
* Bhut up, anyhew !"" added Toddy.

Tadd

“Anything in the cupbowvd?  de.
manded Buntor,

ﬂYE!a“

T0h, good!” Dunler’s fat  face
heightenad a ligtle.  “Whati's in the

eupboard, Taddy 1"
"Lots of ihings.
1nk—""
t13 E‘h: !H
“And a duster—"
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“ W hat £

“And & par of slippers——"

“You silly ass!"’ roarved DBunter. “I
mean, 15 there anything to cat?*

“*Fraid not,” raid Toddv, shaking
his head. “But if sardines ain't good
cnough for you, Bunty )

“ Bardines [” sniffed Bunter eonfemp-
tuously.

“Then it's lucky they're good enough
for me!" said Toddy.

Tho supply of sardines was not large.
Buch as it was, Peter hod divided it
into three equal portions. Now, how-
ever, he took up Bunter’s plate and
carefully divided its contemnts between
his own plate and Tom Dutton’s.
BEilly Bunter watched that proceeding,
with his little round cyes almost bulg-
g through his spectacles.

Dutton looked wp in surprise. Tom
Dutton had the misfortune—or the good
fortune, as it might be considered in
the case of Bunter's study-mate—to Lo
deaf. He had been spreading thin

butter on thick bread, oblivious of the
fut Owl’s remarks.

“Ian't Bunter going to toa hore®* he
azked,

Y Bunter  doesn’f
plained Toddy,

Dutton looked still more surprised.

“What deoes he want o penny for®"
be asked, Dutton’s aurieunlar affliction
often cauvsed these little misunderstand-
ugs.

" “Dacsn't want any =ardines '™ roarcd
vhese,

*Thezo ain't penny sardines! We
gave cightpenee for this tin,” answerod
Tom, still mere surprised. “If Buntey
can get o tin of sardines for a ponny,
he had bettor go and get one. We can
do with zome more™
M 0Oh dear!™ zaid Peter, and he gave
it ap.

* Look heve, Toddy 1 roarved Bunter,
iu breathless indignation. “What am
I going 10 have for my tea?”

“Feho answers what," said Toddy,

want any !’ ex-

i
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“or, as Inky would =ay, (e whatlul-

ness is terrific!™

Billy Bunter breathed hard and decp.

Az Billy Bunter seldomi, or never,
stood his “whaeck ¥ in providing toa in
the study, it might have been supposed
that the fat Owl would take bhis share
of what was poing, and be thankful
for the same. But no one whe know
William George Bunter wounld have
sunpposed that.

1f Bunter never stood his whack, at
least he waz always zoing to stand his
whaek when his postal order came, TUn-
fortunately, that cclcbrated postal
order, long cxpected, never came,

“Well,” said Bunter at last, in a
vodee theilling with indignation, “that
does 1 177

Toddy smiled, and ale sardines.
They wero quite good sardines, ond
they vanished at quite s good speed.

“That doez it 1" repeated Dounter,
~ "Dear ma!” said Toddy, not appear-
g unduly disturbed by ithe news that
“ehid *? It

“I've been a pal 1o von,” said
Bunter. “I've stuck to this study.
I've been friendly with von, and never
Lhad it up against you that vow'ro &
measly solicitor’s son, a Tellow I ean
hardly know socially, I’ve stood vou
and that deaf dummy, Dutton, for a
long time. T've alwave meant to stand
vou a splendid spread when my posial
order came, Now T wen't!”

“That's all right,” said Toddv
affably. “I don't suppoese I shall eare
much for tuck Ly the time vonr postal
order eomes, old fat man. T shall e
an old, old man!* :

“Binee  Wharten wenh™  continned
Bunter, “I've thought of changing
back into my old study. T need to ba
i Stady No. 1 with Nugent befars
Wharion came to Greviviavs, He'll be
jolly glad to have moe back now
Wharton's gone 1™

“Wharton isn't gone, ass—and i he
was, Nogent wouldn’t fake von hack
inio lis study al any price. idiot1”?

{Copyright in the United States of America.)



“0Oh, he's gone all right!”
Bunter. “We shan't see
again. Franky end I used to be great
pals before Wharton butted in. He's
been looking jolly miserable the last
day or two for some reason, and it -will
cheer him up to have me back. In
fact, I rather think that that's what's
on his mind, only he hasn't cared to
mention at.”

“Oh, my hat " gasped Pater.

“If you'd treated me decently,'’ said
Bunter, “I'd have stuck to you! 'm
not the fellow to let a fellow down! A
loyal end faithiul pal—that's my strong
point. But vou're too horrid mean for
me, Toddy! It's not much I eat, ms
you know!”

“Great Christopher Columbusg!"

“But I never could stand meanuess
or selfichness, I've often thought that
I might grow selfish myself, Toddy,
associating with you ™’

“0Oh crumbs "

“Well, I might,” said Bunter. *It's
not in my nature; but evil communiea-
tions corrupt ga-oci manuers, you know.
I'm done with you, Toddy! I'm going
to chum with Nugent in Study No. 1
aftar this [

“¥You fat chump |**

Bunter waved & zcornful fat hand.

“You needn't say any more, Toddy,
I've decided. You can get along tho
best you can in this study without me.
It's no %‘oud asking me to chanpe my
mind. It's settled now, and it's too
lata 1™

“¥ou burbling idiot1”

“That will do?" said Bunter con-

said

VWherton J
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“Jew? Who's a Jew? Newland's a
aw, but you jolly well know I'm not!”
sald Dutton, staring at Bunter. *What
Are gnu mﬂfmg me & Jew for?”?

“0h, go and eat coke!"”
Bunter,

“Who's a mokei”

Billy Bunter gave it up at that.
furned to the door, to roll
temptuously out of the study,
Dutton
wrathfu

“I've done nothing to you, that I
know. of,” he exclaimed; “and you butt
inte the study and call a chap & Jew
and a moke! Well, I'd rather be a
Jew, or a  moke, mt'.l':ua.rt than a fat,
Habby, footling fathead with a face like
a squashed jam-roll, end change it
And if you think you can slang a fellow
fﬂr?ﬂﬁthiﬂ,ﬁ, you're jolly well misteken,
gae

Bunter had intended to roll majestic-
ally out of the study, shaking its dust
from his feet with lofty scorn.

The dignity of his lofty de
however, was rather marred by
Dutton's next proceeding.

Bunter had reached the door when
Dutton reached Bunter,

Thud !

There was a terrific yell from Billy
Bunter as Tom Dutton’s foot landed on
hia tight trousers.

Bunter left the study much more
rapidly than he had intended, He
fatrly flow.

Bump !

“Ow! Oh, my hat! Wow ! roarcd
Bunter.

pasped

He
COIL=
L Tomn
i;umped up. Dutton's look was

rture,
Tom

3

Poor Nugent was well aware that, at
a school like Greyiriars, & fellow wns
oxpected not to woar his heart upon his
slecve, and not to betray his porsonal
feelings to indifferont or derisive eyes.
Dut he could not help it. His best
chum was missing from the school, his
fato unknown except that it was cortain
that he was in lawless hands; and the
blow had been too hard for Frank to
bear with :ﬁtmnlmltj; all the more bo-
cause he had been on less friendly terms
than ususl with Harry Wharton when
the disaster happened.

Skinner of the Remove, watching him
pass, grinned, and murmured o jestiog
ramark to Snoop sbout a face like a
Eddle.

But for once Snoop failed to play
up as Skinner's faithful echo.

“Oh, shut up, Skinner I he grunted.

“ Feoling frightfully sympathetic, and
all that?"’ sneered Bkinner.

*(Oh, rats "

Snoop walked away.

Nugent went' on towerds the Houso
without even seeing Skinner. He was
thinking, and the c¢ad of the Remove
had no place in his thoughts.

But 2 tap on the shoulder rousod him,
and ho glanced up at Herbert Vernon-
Smith. Tho Bounder's hard face was
unuzuslly kind,

“Buck up, old bean,” aaid Bmithy.
“We'll be pgetting nows of Wharton
soon, you know."

“I—I hope s0,™

“Bet you two to one on it,” said
Smithy., “Ten fo one, if you like, in
doughnuts."

temptuously. “I'm going! After all Tom Dutton glared at him from the  Nugent smiled faintly.
I've done for you, aftor all £ suppose  you know
my kindness to you, this is Ferrers Locke i3 herei™
hg?]; you treat me! I'm The cleverest eracksman in England is a school- &dﬂeY{{ thie Eﬁungfr.

“Shut the door after you ! boy at Greyfiriars ; and the cleverest deteective "wfi’x. he will find

paid Peter, unmoved.

“These ain't bad ear-
dines I gaid Tom Dutton. “I
wish we had some more!
I say, Bunter, haven't you got any-
thing for once? It's jolly well time
you stood your whack, you know | You
always leave it to Toddy and me!™

Peter grinmed.  Datton’s  happy
afliction had left him in blissful ignor-
ance of the torremt of scorn Billy
Bunter had poured on tho study, and
of his fell intention of shaking the dust
of that study from his feet.

fu?lf}?ﬂfﬁ+ gave the deaf junior a scorn-
“Can’t

“Fm goingl!” he roared.
you hear? I'm going !

*You're going to stand vour whack ?*
asked Dutton, in pleasod surprise,
“Good! As I aaid, it’s time wou did.
I don't want to rub it in, but T must
say it's high time yen stood something.
As & matter of fact, I"'m rather hungry,
What have you got?”

“You deaf dummy ! hooted Bunter.

“Well, I don't know about chummy,
but it’s only decent for a fellow to stand
his whack along with other fellows in
s study. If you've got anything for
tea, trot it out, and net so much jaw.”

“T'm turning this study down!"
enorted Bunter,

Tom Dutton jumped.

“You potty idiat! What do you
mean? You'll be stopped pretty quick,
if you start burning the study down,
Are you off your rocker "

“Ha, ha, hin !” roared Peter,

*Turning, you deaf fathead, not
burnio urning it down—-7""
“Brown? What sbout Brown? Do

you mean Tom Brown?”

“I'm done with you!” howled Bunter.
“8ee? I'm done with Toddy, and I'm
done with you."”

in the world, engaged to round him up, is a

guest under the same roof I

doorway of Study Ne. 7 as ho sprawled
in the Bemove passage.

“MNow come back and call me names
again, and have another !"* he hooted.

“Ha, ha, ha!'" yelled Poter.

But Billy Bunter did not come beck.
He did not want another. He rolled
away, scrambled up, and departed—
with more haste and less dignity than he
had infonded. Dutiton grusted, and
slammed the door. He frowned as he
returned to the tea-table.

“My belicf is that that fat idiot is
going off his rocker, Toddy,’” he said.
*First ho talks ebout burning the study
down, and 'then calls a follow a Jew and
a moke—for nothing! What's the
matter with him, Toddy #¢

But Peter Todd did not attempt to
explain., Ife only chortled.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Begs For I

RANE NUGENT camo across the
F sunny quad towards the Hause,

his hahds in his pockets, his eyes

on the ground. His hrow was
darkly clouded. Nugent had gone down
te Little Side with his chums, Dol
Cherry, Johnny Bull, and Hurree Jam-
sot Ram Singh, after class, But the
hearts of the juniors were not in cricket
as usual, and Frank BOON
“chucked ™ it. In class that day Frapk
had been so inattentive that the other
fellows had expected the “chopper ” to
come down, and to come down heavy;
but Mr. Quelch had been uncommonly
considerate, and he hpd passed Nupgent
over without & word of reproof.

Wharton! Ho could find a
needle in & haystack, accord-
ing to hiz jolly old reputation.
So cheer up and smile.”
Mugent nodded, and walked on. Ho
knew that the Bounder meant well; but
the cheering words found no echo in his
heart. Harry Wharton had vanished as
if the earth hand opened and swallowed
him up, and there scomed to be no cluo
even for so keen a dotective as the cele-
brated Ferrers Locke to work upon.

Two Bixth Form men wero standing
by the deorway as Nugent approached
tho House. Onc was Wingate, tho
captain of Greyfriavs, the other Lan-
caster, the new fellow in thoe Sixth.

Both of them glanced at the clouded
face of the Eemove junior.

Wingate's face became sevions, and
Lancaster's had a strange cxpression on
it for a moment. It was as if what ho
read in Frank Nugent's face hurt him
somehow,

“Poor kid!™ muttered Wingate.
“That kid 1= Wharten's best chum, Lan-
castor—thev've been pala ever sinco
Wharton came to Greyiriars, IHe looks
rathor knocked over.”

“He doos ™ said Laneastor gquictly.

“Cheerio, kid!" called out Wingate,
as Nugent passed him.

Frank glanced up again and coloured.
He realised that his dismal looks wero
drawing attention upon him, and he
certainly did not want that,

“ Never say die, you know,”” added the
captain of Greviriars encouragingly.
“There'll be news scon, most ikcﬁ :
and, anyhow, there’s no rcason to sup-
posa that Wharton's been hurt, Keep
# stiff upper Lip.”

“¥es, Wingate,”

Frank pulled himself together and

Tae Maigxer LiBrany.—No. 1,218,
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tricd Lo look a little more cheerful as he
went iute the lHouse. Dut in a few
minutes the cloud returned to his brow.
Ho could not help it. His heart was
like lead.

i H“E‘:ﬂt I:Il

The junior was going towards the
staircase when he heard the voice of
Lancaster of the Sixth. He stopped ond
turned, Lancaster had left Wingate
and followed him into the Houso.

Thore was a faint fush in Lanecaster's
handsome faca.

“Look here, kid,” he said, * you'd
Letter brace up! No good looking on
the black side of things., I fecl assured
myself that nothing serious has hap-
pencd to Wharton, Why should 167"

“Where is he, then?"” muttered
Frank.

“That's what they've got to find out,
of course,” said the Sizth TForm man,
alter a sccond’s pause.  *' It looks os if
he's becn kidnapped—by somebody—""

*That's cortain,” said Frank.

“1 suppose it must ho. But-—there's
no reason to believe that anyone would
harm him—"

“If & follow only knew——"" muttered
Frank. e

Lancaster of the 3ixth opencd his lips
to speek; but closed them again. HMe
gove the junior a nod, and turned away.
His brow was as clouded.as Nugont’s as
he walked away towards the Sixzth
Form studios,

Nugent went up to the Remove
passage. It was tea-time; but he was
not thinking of tea,

Fellows wero going into their studies;
other fellows wera going into Hall
Frank had forgotten that it was tea-
time,

He opencd the deor -of Study No. 1
and went 1in. In & mocd of miszerablo
dejection and trouble, hbe preferred to be
out of the sight of his school-fellows.

ITe expectod to fGnd Stndy Neo. 1
empty ; ho had had it to himself since
the disappearanca of Harey Wharton.

But the study was not empty. A fat
figuro was reclining more or less grace-
fully in the armchair.

Biily Bunter did not trouble to rise
a3 Nupgent came in. He gave the junior
a blink through his big spectacles,

“0Oh, you've come in!"” he said.

*“ What do vou want "

Nugent did not want company just
then, and least of all William George
Bunter's.

“Oh, really, Nugent—-"

“Don't bother I said Frank curtly.

He crossed over to the window and
stood looking out into the sunny guad,
bright in the sunshine of & June after-
noon. Many cheary faces met his
glance as he locked down. Plenty of
fellows felt concermed about ATTY
Whartion and his mysterious fate; but
the school was going on the even tenor
of itz way. Billy Bunter uirmed
round in the armchalr and blinked
indignantly at Nugent’s back.

“I say, Franky, vyou needn’t iurn
your back on a chap,” said Bunter, *I
say, I've got some rather good news for
you, old fellow.”

Nugent spun round.

“MNows? News of Whartont
What——" he exclaimed breathlessly.

“Eh! No!" Bunter blinked at him
rrritably. “I wasn’t going to speak
about Wharton! You maeke a fellow
jump |

“"¥You fat fool!™

“If that's what you call civil,
Nugent——"

“Oh, dry upl®
*Took here, old fellow, I said I've
got some rather good news for you, and
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I have,” said Bunter, “I mean it!
¥ou remember that we used to be
togethor in this study before Wharton
came to Groyiriars.™

“0Oh, don't jaw, Bunter!”

Frank WNugent turned to the window
again. Ho did not know what was
contng, and did not want to hear it,
whatever it was. Bunter's converzation
never was a treat ot the best of times.
Now it wes; to Nugent’s ears, like the
droning of a froublosome inseot.

“Oh, really, T'ranky, you haven't
heard what I'm going to say yet. We
got on rather well in this study belore
Wharton came., Heo butted in! ‘ﬂf
course, I don't want to say anything
against the chap now; still, he did buts
in, didn’t he?! Altogether, I never
cared to stay im this study, and I
changed out., Well, now I'm coming
back.”

Nugent did not snswer,

“I'm coming back,” gaid RBunter.
“Don’'t you understand, old fellow?
Yau're left alone hera now, now that
Wharton's gone, and I'm taking pity on
you, see? Notb that he's mnch loss: hae
always had o beastly temper! Ounly one
day last week hoe kicked me because I
happened to look in at the cupboard
without noticing that bhe wasz in the
study. And on {"i’ﬂdnasda.}f he wouldn't
come over to 8t. Jim's to egea the First
Eleven play, because he'd gob somethimg
up against Lanecaster of the Sixth!
Al'ld—-——"

Frank Nugent turned round.

“Will you shut up 1 he asled,

“I haven't finished yet, old chap! 1
necdn't talk about Wharton’s temper;
you know as much sbout that as I do,

or more. I've often wondered how you
stood it! I wouldn’t have,” zaid
Buntor, shaking his head. “8till, to

coms to the point, he's gone, and we'ro
not likely to zen him back at Grey-
friars. They haven’t found the
byl yp——"

“What "'

“Tha body,” said Bunter cheerily.
“Some of the fellows think he's been
kidnapped! That's all rot! Why
F-]:lﬂlﬂlf anybody kidnap Whartont?
People kidnap rich fellows-~fellows lika
me, f'rinstance. My belicf i3 that he
fell over the cliffg—-"

“Bhut up!®

“0Or walked under o car, or some-
thing, Anvhow, never mind that; I
dare say wo shall know sooner or later.
Abowt the study-——"

“Get out 1™

Bunter hlinked at him.

“¥ou don't seem to catch on™ he
gaid. “I've come back! I've turned
down Toddy—too moan for me. And
that deaf idiot Dufton—I ean’t stand
him! Now that YWharton's gone, I'm
coming back here. We shall get on all
right, old chap. You needn't have
been shy about asking me to come
back—>"

“You fat idiot!"

“Oh, reully, Franky! Well, what
about fea?” asked Bonter. 1 was

ping to stand rather a spread—sort of

ouge-warming, you know, to celebrate
my coming back. But I've been dis-

appointed about a postal order. How
are you fixed for tin, old chap?”
Mugent did not answer. He only

stared at the fat and fatuous Owl of
tha Remove.r

“It'stea-time, you know,"” said Bunter.
“Past, in fact! I've been weiting for
you to come in. Look here, Nugent, I
hapa you're not going to be mean, like
Toddy. What about tea I”

MNugent pointed to ths door,

“Hook it!"” he said briefly.

THE MAGNET

=If you don't want me in this study,

Frank Nugent——" began Bunter
indignantly.
“I don't! Travell”

“He, he, he! I zan take a joke, old
chap,” said Bunter. “Now, what about
teat OF course, I knew you'd be glad
to have me Dlack now ‘Wharton's
gong——""

“Wharton isn’t gone, you fat fool!
(ot out!”

“Uh, he's pone!” said Bunter. "1
don’t know why they haven’t found the
body vet, but -

“Geot out!” yelled Nugent,

“But they'll find 1t sooner or later.
And=-here, I say—leggpo! Wharrer you
up  toli® roarsd - Bunter, sz Frank
Nugent grasped him with both hands

and spun him doorward. " Leggo, you
boast! Ow, you rotter! Wharrer
marrer with yon? ‘'Tain’t my fauit

that they haven't found the body, is it?
Yaraoooh !

Crash!

For the second time that afternoon
Willinm George Dunter flew through a
study doorway with the assistanco of a
boot.

He roared as he landed in the Remove
passage, and roared again as he rolled.

The door of Study No, 1 slammed
after him,

Billy Bunter picked himsel up. He
was broathless, and erimson with wrath
and indignalion.

“Beast ! he velled through the key-
hole. “Beast! Rotier! You come out
here, you ead, and I'll mop up the
passagae wilth you ™

Aftor which defiance Bill
rolled away in haste F'rang Nugent
remained alone in Study No. 1. No
daubt he was lonely there now that his
study-muto wos missing from Grey-
friars; but he had made it clear that
he did not want his loneliness fo be
relieved by the fascinating sopiety of
the Owl of the Remove.

Bunter

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Prisoner !

ARRY WHARTON set his

H tecth and his eyes glinted as

he heard the sound of

approaching footsteps. They

wore coming in, after long hours of
solitudo in the barred room.

The captain of the Greyiriars Remove
was standing at s window, high up in
the unknown building in which he was
a prisonor.

The window was barred with iron: =o
thickly barred ihat only narrow spaces
wera left between tho bars. Through
those slitzs Harry Wharton had his only
view of the outer world.

Ho counld see the stretch of garden
far below, enclosed by tall sycamore
trees. Beyond the tops of the trees
there was a glimpse of & green hillside
unmarked by road or path.

Where was he?

He eould not guess,

The car in which he had been taken
had travelled many miles, more miles
than he eould caleulate. He might have
been  twenty miles from  Greyfriars
Zehool; he might have been a hundred.
He could not tell.

The building in which he was =&
prisoner was large, and stood in its own
grounds, which were extensive. It was
somewhers in the country. That was all
he knew.

Ho was & prisoner; for two nights
and two days he had been e prisoner in
that unknown building., The sun was
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getbing
prisoncr.

Esoapo, which had filled his thoughts
from the first hour, seemed impossible,
A length of chain fastened round his
waist and securely fixed to a staple in
ithe wall allowed him but limited
movement.

Wrought-iron  bars  secured  the
window., The door was locked and
barred on tho outside. The walls of tho
room were thick and strong. But the
impriconed junior had not given up
hope., They could not keep him thero
for ever. And deepor and deeper anger
was growing in his breast.

He knew, of course, to whom he owed

again, and he was still =

mystorious house—some member of the
lawless pang into whose clutches he had
foltlen., Of that gan%‘ he knew only two
—tho low-browed, ferret-eyed Weasel,
who was his goaoler; and Richard Lan-
caster of the SBizxth Iorm at Greviriars,
the schoolboy erock. But there wero
others—any othors. He had heard
many footsteps, many different voices,
But since he had been a prisoner he had
seen 1o one but tho ferret-cyed Weasel.

The sound of footsteps approaching
his door was a relief to him in the
silence and solitude. Even tho evil,
lowering face of the Weasel was wel-
come.’ But ho clenched his hands as ho
turned from the window and faced tho

2
voies that eut short the Weasel's
grumbling words.

Wharton's eyez were fixed on  the

doorway.

A handsome faer, a  shim., athletic
fipure appeared  there.  Behind ik
scowled the lowering faco of the
Weasel, Ile knew now who had ridden
tho motor-biko he had heard arriving.
Lancaster of the Sixth had a motor-
bike, and he had ridden across from
Greyfrinrs. The school, then, was not
toe far away for a run on a motor-bike.

“Look ’ere, Dick—" The Weasel
was grumbling.

“Bhut the door.”

Mol

“I'm fvrning this study down !* snorted Bunter. * Burning the study down ¢ ™ queri;d- Dutton. * No, you deal

fathead ! *' roared the Owl of the Remove.

his imprisonmont. Hardly & word had
been spoken to him by his captors: but
ha did not need talling. Ho zlone knew
the secret of the schoolboy crook at
Greyfeiars, and it was to keop that
secret that he was hidden away in this
remote den. How long did thay intend
to keep him there? Could Lancaster of
the Sixth intend to remain at  the
echool, purchasing his snfet:i' by keeping
the Remove junior a hopeless prisoncr
in a hidden den? It scemed impossible;
and yef, if 1t was not so, whet did they
intend?

The window was open—inside the
bars, The summer breeze played on his
face as he stood looking out. From
somoewhere below he had heard the
chug, chug! of a motor-bicyele. Some-
one, unseen by him, had arrived at the
door of the prison-room, It scomcd

hopeless to pit his strength against that

of the ferret-eyed ruffian and with the

rascal’s aszociates within call. DBuot that

was the desperata thought in his mind

35 lie heard the bars removed from the
oo,

The deor swung open.

There was a mutter of voices without,
and Wharton unelenched his hands. His
gacler had not come alone this timo.

"Ha's here, Wizard " It was the
“-TEII.-EFPE- husky voice. “If vou want to
see lum he's 'ere.  But—"

"That's encugh 1"

Wharton's heart beat. Hoe knew that
strange nickname, the Wizard—the
name by which Richard Lancaster was
called in the gang, of which he was a
member, It wos Lancaster who had
come, He knew, too, the calm. auvict

** Turping it down ! ™

The ruflian drow the deor shut, with
a grunt.

Tho Sixth-Former of Greviriars was
left alone with the prisoner. They
stood focing onc ancther eeress the
PrIS0-TO0TIE.

Lancastor's handsome face was pale.
Ho flinched from the scorn in the face
of tha junior.

Wharton did not spouk:; he waited
for Lancaster to break the silense, but
words did not seom ta eome casily to the
sehoolboy erook. Twice he opened his
lips and closed them again. The colons
flushed into his pale cheeks.

But he spoke at last in o low voleo.

“T'm sorry for this, Wharton!" he
gaid.

Wharten's hip curled.

“You villain!” he answered. “You
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eur! This ia how you Lept faith with
mel! I might have known it, knowing
that you were a crook! I was & fool to
trust you !’ .
There was no .anger in Lancaster’s
face as he listened to the bitter words.
“You think worse of me than I de-
sorve,’! he zaid in the same low voice.
“You rotter! I don't think anybody
could think hadly enough of youl’ ex-
claimed Wharton possionatoly, “1
found out by chance, by accident,
against my own wish, what you were—
a crook, a thief, o villain, playing tho
part of a schoolboy to cover up all sorts
of rascality! I gave you a chance to
get out u% the school—to met awany
quietly with nothing said. You asked
me to keep silent till affer the Bt. Jim's
mateh, beeavse Wingate relied on you
to play ericket for the school. ¥ trusted
you to ihnt exient; and while tha
cricketers were at 8t Jim's, while you
wore safely off the seene, your con-
foderates kidnapped me and brought mo
hero, That was what you meant—""
“That was not what I meant,” said
Lancaster,
Wharton
*1 never
sald Lancoster.

nzed at him.
new what they intended,™
“Blimy had said that
you would be kept silent. T never knew
what he intendeg. When T gos back to
Greviriavs after the 8t. Jim's match 1
thought vou were at the school. When
I learned that you were missing—"

He broke off.

“You knew then, if you had not
known before.”

Lancaster nodded.

“Veos, I knew then™

There was & silonee. Harry Wharton
watched the face of the schoolboy
crook, and, in spite of himself, he felt
his anger die away, i

There were lines of deep trouble in
the handsome face; there was romorse,

if not ropentance. And there was some-
thing strangely touching in the droop
of that ]pr-:md head, in the lowering of
the fearless eyes. The Sixth-Former of
Greyfriars, thé magnificent cricketer,
the idel of tha acheol, dared not meet
the cyes of the Remave junior, flinching
and wincing from the scorn in them.

In spito of himself, Wharton could
not look on Dick Lancaster as a crook,
ns the assoeiste of such rascals as the
Weasel and the unknown 8limy. Some-
how, he was stdl the Bixth-Former of
Groyfriars to the junior.

“1 mover meant this, kid,”’ said Lan-
caster at last, ““When I knew that you
had found me out I thought the gamo
was up for e at Greyfriars; 1 meant
to go. I meant every word 1 said to
you, I thought that Slimy would see
that the game was up and let e off.
Eut I'm not my ¢wn master.”

He paused again, )

“ Slhimy—yvou ncedn't know his other
nome—is the head of the gang. He's
got mo in his hands. 1 T kick he will
throw me over. 1'd nob care a buass
button for that; I'm fed-up with him,
fed-up with the gang, fed-up with the
part I have to playl I'd get oub of
Groyfriars  to-morrow — to-day — I'd
never sec the schoel again if—if—af I
could ! But I can’t "

“Why can't vou "

“1 can’'t!” said Lapcaster. “T've pot
frionds there, I'm respected there; I
can't let them know! 1 couldn't face
that! Winpate, OCwynne—all ihe
fellows—they'd know what I was, wlmt
I am; they'd think of me as you think
of me now. I can’t! Blimy would give
me away. If I leave the school it will
spoil all his rzlans, and he will have no
merey. An hing else—but T can't face
Greyiviars knowing the truth. I don't
suppose you'll understand, but there it
:HI??
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“T do understand,” said Harry.

“Then, you see——"" muttered Lancas-
ter, “I never knew what Slimy had
planned for you; but now I know, I'm
helpless. He's got me, I tell you! I'm
more powerless 1n hizg hands than you
are. You, I dare say, hope to escape
somehow, lope to be rescued; there's
no cscape or reseue for me,"

There was a quiver in his voice.

Ii touchied Wharton strangely. The
anger was quite gone from his faco
now: for the moment he felt only
COMPASSION.

“This can’t go on,” he said at last,
“What do you mean? What do you
intend ! Do vou think T can bs kept a
prizoner here while you remain at the
school—weeks, months, whole termst
You tnust be mad! The man fwm call
Slimy must be mad to think of such a
thing "

Lancaster smiled [aintly.

“That 15 easier than you think,” he
answered. “IDdo ;ou know where you
arce '

113 Nﬂ'.”

“Da yvou imagine that anyone else
doos 77

“ eI suppose not.”’ ]

“You faney, perhaps, that you are in
some den of crooks. You are in =z
country house, belonging to & man who
keeps up respoctable appearances, who
pays his rates and taxes like any other
ctitzen—a housze that has nover attracted
the attention of the police, and never
will, Every man in the house i3 a
crook; but no one in the neighbourhood
has any suspicion of it, least of all the
police.  You conld be kept here for
years and not a soul the wiser.”

Wharten fcelt a ehill at his heart.

“¥ou are st a great distance from
Creviriars—""

“Not too far for you to come on &
motor-bike,” said Harry., .

Lancaster gave him a gquick logk.
For the moment he was the wary
Wizard noain. :

“ A motgr-hike can cover any dislance
very swiftly,” he said. ;

“But vou would not dare to be miss-
ing; to have a long absence to ex-
plain,” said Harry gquietly. “You are
not in o position to have questions
azked." :

“Quite! You are a keen-witted kid,”
said Lancaster, with something like bis
old disarming smile. *“8till, you are &

ood distance from the school—a safe

istance., There is no hope for you,
kid, unless—"

“TInless what *"’

“Unloss we can come to ferms some-
how,"” said Lancaster. “If I could rely
on your silence—if 1 could perSuade
Slimy to rely on it—"

Wharton made a gesture.

“0nt that out!”™ he said. " The
moment I am free T go to my head-
master and rell him who and what you
are.’"

“You may change your mind afier a

time, I hope zo—I1 hope sol In tho
meantime—""
“Tn the meantime, I am Lkept a

prisoner here,” snid Harry. “Well, it
can't last! My friends will find me—
my uncle will find me—the police——"

“Pui what faith in that you can, if it
is any comfort o you,”’ said the school-
boy crook. * Dut that is not what I was
golng to say. You can imagine thau
youy friends are anxious about you."

Wharton compressed his lips hard,

“¥Yeg, 1 can imagine that.”

“Nugent—I believe ho 13 your bess
chum—-»"

“(h, you rotter!" breathed Wharton.
“Yeas, I) know what old Frank will he
feeling like! And yow'll let him—-"

“Let me speak ! They suppose at Lhe
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school that you've been kidnapped—they
can't suppose anything else.  liut
MNugent fears that it may be someihing
worse. I spoke to him to-day “—Lan-
caster paused—"I'd like to relieve his
mind, as far as possible. You'd like it,
aurely, If you'd care to write a letter
t i

“A letter 7"’ wepeated I-Iarrglr:

“Yes, Nothing in it that Slimy could
object to, of course—nothing to betray
me. You understand that. A few words
to your chum, to tell him that you are
safo and well-treated. That will relieve
him of his worst fears. It will relievo
}:ﬁ? mir:]d of your ﬁld Lﬁncl&na. man {_

ke @nd respect, though you inay no
understand it. Write such a letter, and
I will see that it reaches Frank Nugent
at Greyiriars.” ‘

Wharton stood silent, but his face was
brighter. Lancaster laid a shect of
paper on the table and a fountain-pen.

" Write 1" he said.

Wharton sat down at the table. Fora
fow moments ho sat in thought. Then
he wrote,

Lancaster picked up what he had
written and read it through. Then he
nodded. ]

“That will do. Here is an envelope—
addresas it."

Wharton did so.

“That is all I can do for you—and for
vour pal,” said Lancaster. He took the
letter and the envelope and turned to
the door.

He hesitated, and turned back.

“Wharten! You know—you can see—
how hard this is for me!l I've got to
keep on—I've no choice! You can't

ive me away—here. You're helpless!

f we can come to terms—"

“Wa cannot."”

“¥ou must be silent—here! If you
would be silent at Greyfriars—"

“8ilent—and an esccomplice of a
arook=the confaderate of & thief [

Lancaster winced.

15 that your last word '

L2 YE'-E ‘jl

Lancaster, without speaking again,
?;I&nad tha door and quitted the room,

e daor closed, and the bars dropped
into their sockets again. Wharton was
loft alone, with a strange mingling of
feelinga in his breast. Faintly, through
the open window, came the sound of a
motor-bike, dying away swiftly into the
distance.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Forrers Locke at Greylriars !

(1 ALLO, hallo, hallo !
H ] Bob Cherry’s voice lacked
its usual cheery ring.
Frank  Nugent looked
round from the window. .
Bol's sturdy fgure and mop of fair
hair were framed in the doorway of
Study Ne. L.

Behind him could be seen Johnny
Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Wanted, Franky !"’ said DBob.

Nugent shook his head.

*I'm not coming down! I—*

*It's Mr. Locke !’ oxplained Bob.

“Oh!" said Frank. ¢ Came ACross
the study at once.

“ Locke wants to sco us,” said Johnny
Bull. “I dare say he thinks wo may
know something that may be useful in
locking for Wharton. If we do, I don't
know what it is.”

“The esteemed Locke 1s terrifically
downy,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh., “The downfulness of that
ridiculous detective is  preposterous.
Poesibly he iz already on thoe absurd
track of our missing and idiotic chum.”

Fraok Nugent smiled faintly,

He had great faith in Ferrers Locke,
the colobratod detective of Baker Strect.
Dut he did not stépp:rsa that even Ferrera
I:ocke had found a clue to the mussing
junior. He doubted whether cven
Ferrers Locke could fnd one. So far as
Frank Nugoent and his chums could soe,
at all events, Harry Wharton had dis-
appeared without leaving o vestige of a
¢lua behind.

“ Anyhow, Locke wants to sce us,
we're to go to him,” said Bob.
trot along with us, old bean.”

“I'll come, of course,” said Frank.

He joined his chums, and they went
down the Remove staircase together.

and

“Bo
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They were aware that Ferrers Locke
had arrived at Greyfriars that morning,
but they had not yet scep him. Locke
had arrived during morning class; and
Mr. Quelch had been ealled out of tho
Remove-room to be present at the inter-
view between Mr. Locke and his
venerable relative, the headmaster of
Greviriars, and Colonel Wharton, Harry
Wharton’s uvncle had left the school
after that interview, and Locke had
gone out befors the juniors left the
Form-room, and, so far as they knew,
had been out of the school all the after-
noon,

Probably he had been pursuing in-
vestigations in the direcction of Court-
field, as 1t was known that Harry
Wharton had started up the Courtfield
road on Weodnesday when he had disap-
peared. Now he waz back at the school
and had sent for Wharton's chums.

They were keen enongh to sce him,

7

both because Looke was an old sequaint-
ance, and becsuse they trusted him to
solve the mystery of Harry's disappear-
ance, They felt, at least, that if any
man alive could solve it, that man was
V'errers Locke,

Locke had u sitting-room and a bed-
room near Mr. Quelch’s quariers, and it
was clear that he was guing 10 stay at
the school for the present. Bob Cherry
tapped at his door, and the well-known
voico of the Baker Street detective bade
hunn enter.

The juniors cntered. _

The rather lean figure of the delectivo
rosa: the ecalm, clear-cut featurcs
relaxed into s pleasant smile, Locko
shook hands witﬁ the four jumiors, onc
after another. -

“I'm glad to sce you again, my young
friends,” he awid, *though I wish that
wo had mot in happior eircumstinces.’

“It is & terrilic pleasure to behold
your absurd countenance again, worthy
and preposterous  sahib!’' declared
Hurree Jamset Rom Singh,

“Any news, sir?” asked Frank
uﬂﬁrly.
cke shook his head.
* As yet, none,”” he said.

The cloud, that had lifted for a
moment, settled on Frank’s face again.
Locke gave him a keen look, It was
essy enough for him to read how hard
the junior had been hit. ' )

“Brace up, my boy,” he said quictly.
*1 have no doubt that Wharton ia
standing this with coursge, and you
nmiust do the =ame.”

“You think — that — he — ho —"'
Nugent staminered.

“That he lives? I have no doubt of
it,” answered Ferrers Locke. “ There
is, at ﬁ}gr{.‘ﬁﬂnt. at loast, no reason what-
ever suppose that anyone can have
any motive for harming him. Had lus
lifa heen aimed at, why sbould he have
disappeared .

“That's what I ke on telling
Franky,” said Johnny DBull, with a nod

“Scarch has now been going on
rigorously for two whole days,” said
Locke. “No troce of Wharton has been
found. It is not possible to suppose any
longer that his absence 1s dua to an
accident, It is obvicusly & case of kid-
napping. Had a more torrible crime
been committed, some trace would have
been found, Neither can any maotive bo
adduced for the concealment of & body
which could not fail to be discovered
sooner or later. Pub such a thought out
of your mind."

Frank Nugent nodded.

There was comfort in that assurance,
from & man like Ferrers Locke. Yet he
could mot bapish the dread from his
heart.

“That's what Lancaster says,'' he
muttered., “He thinks the same. But
ha—-"

“I do not know Lancaster, whoever
Lancaster may be,” said Locke, with a
smile, “but he i3 evidently s sengible
lad. 8it down, my boys. 1 want you to
tell me anythgnﬁ you can.” ;

“Only too jolly glad, sir,” said Bob.
“ But the trouble is, that we know abso-
lutely nothing.”

“That's the rub,” said Jnhnn;..' Bull,
“If we had tho faintest idea—"

“But the knowfulnoss is not terrific,
osteemed sahib,” sald Hurree Jamsect
Ram Singh, shaking his dusky head.

“You may know more than you
realise,” said Ferrars Locke. “There are
circumstances which I think you may be
able to explain.”

Four faces brightened up.

“ (3o it, sir!l™ said Bob eagerly.

“I have already discussed the matter,
of course, with Dr. Locke, with Mr.
Queleh, with Colonel Wharton, and
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with Inspector Grimes, of Courtfield,”
gaid the Baker Street detective, * They
have beon sble to tell me little. It
seems that on Wednesday afternoon
Wharton started to walk in the dirce-
tion of Courtheld—Gogling, the porier,
saw him po. He did not return; and
from the time Gosling lost sight of
him he vanished from all knowledgo!™

“That’s it, sir|” ]

“Now,"” said Locke, his eyes keenly
on the juniors, *you four boys are very
close friends of Wharton's, I believe
ou are genenally together 'HiF“m“ ¥ on
alf-holidays. It scems s little odd that
on this especial occasion, when enemica
were apparently watching for him, not
even one of hiz friends was with him.
How was it that Wharton came to be
going out alone on & half-holiday on
this eecasion 1"

The juniors coloured uncomlortably.

Nugent’s lip quivered.

It was heavy on his heart and on the
hearts of his echums that there had been
trouble in the Co.: and that bnt for
that trouble Wharton might not have
fallen @ helpless victim into the hands
of his enemies,

“I sco that you have something to
tell me,” said Locke quietly.

“I-it has nothing to do with Whar-
ton's disappesrance, of course,” stom-
mered Bob. “It—it happened that—
that we'd had rather a—a sort of tiff.
We weren't on the best of terms just
then ™

“All four of you?"

“Well, yes,” szaid Bob reluctantly.
“It wasn't our fault, Mr, Locke, HEven
after what's happoned, I can't zay 1t
was our fault, Of course, I'm not sav-
ing that old Wharton was to blame ™
he added hastily.

“ Never mind the guestion of blame,”
sald Locke. “Trouble sometimes arises
hetween the best of friends. You were
on unfriendly terms with Wharton that
day #

“Oh, no, no!” exclaimed Frank.
“Not unfriendly,. Only—only we
weren't as chummy as usual I

“Hort of stand-offish 1" gaid Johnny
Bul. * We couldn’t agree with
Wharton ahbout old Lancaster, and he
was obstinate. I mean—" Johnny
paused. *"Well, it's bost to speak the
facts. He was obstinatel”

Locke was silént for a few moments.

“This disagreement between you and
Wharton may have no connection what-
ever with what has happened,” he said.
“But it scems to have played into the
hands of his unknown enemies [*

“That iz s0,” agreed Bob. "If we'd
been on thoe usual terms, he would have
come with us*

“You spent the afterncon away from
the school 1%

“Yes, It was St Jim's day,"” ex-
glaumd Bob. “We went over to St

im's to sce the finish of the ecricket
match,”

“We asked Wharton to come,’ said
Frank, “1 asked him again at the last
moment. But he wouldn't.”

“Thiz i1s very singular,” said Ferrors
Locke, * He refused to accompany you
to St Jim's

(] '?Es‘!‘f

“And remaitiing behind by himself
ho fell into the hands of "unknown
enemies.” sald Loeke. “1 must know
more of this! Had you bocome so un-
friecndly with your former chum that he
would not go where vou went #*’

“Oh, no!l It wasn't that!"” said Dob.
“Tt wasn't so bad as that, Mr. Locke.
He would have come to 8t. Jim's, only
—well, he told Nugent he had a reason
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{or not coming. I thought at first that
e was on the high horse, but it wasn't
that. Ho had a reason.”

“And the roason?™

There was o gleam in Locke's eyes.
It dawned eon the juniors that the
Baker Stroct detective discerned some
possible connection betwean Wharton's
reason for remaining behind on Bt
Jim's day, and what had happened
later that day. It was, at least, & coin-
cidence that Wharton should have hed
some mysterious “reason ¥ for a line of
conduet that had thrown him info the
hands of the kidnappers; and Ferrers
Locke was not likely to pass over such
a colneidenco without Investigation.

“Well, his reason waes having his
back up apainst old Lancaster,” said
Bob uncomfortably,

“ Lancaster! Whao
asked Ferrers Locke.

is Lancaster??

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Was It the * Wigard *'?

i ANCASTER I repeated
! Ferrers Locke.
He repeated the name mus-
ingly, a3 if it were familiar
to him; though it was clear that he
had never heard of Lancaster of thd
Sizth Form at Greyiriars Bchool.
There was a thoughtful wrinkle in
his brow.
“Who 1z Lancaster 1" he repeated.
" A splendid chap 1™ said Bab Cherry.
““A ripping fellow!” eaid Johnny
Bull. *“One of the best!”
“A terrific and preposterous
g:mklctr," gaid Hurrea Jamset Ham
i Ya
“ Lancaster of tho 3ixth Form here,”
said Mugent, ™ He's now here—I1 mean,
he came only this term. Everybody
likes him.™
“Except a few rotters,” said Pob.
“And ‘Wharton?" asked Ferrers
Locke.
The juniors coloured uncomfortably.
“Well, Wharton liked him asz much
as anybody when we met him in the
hols, and afterwards, when old Popper
brought him to Greyfriars,” said Bob,
“He liked him no end, as we all did.
He turned against him suddenly for no
reason.”

“That was not like Wharton, as 1
remember him " gaid Ferrers Locke
gravely.

“Well, no! Buf he did. It puzzled
all of uz, and put our backs up,'’ con-
fessed Bolb. *"0One day he couldn't
sing Lancaster’s praises loud enongh—
the next he turned his back on him in
the gquad, and insulted him hefore a
hundred follows|! We couldn’t stand
that 1

“Couldn't be expected fo!*
Johnny Bull. “Wa had rather a row
with Whearton over it. Couldn't he
helped 1

“But hiz reason ™ asked Locke.

“"Hea gave none,"

“You nsked him to explain?®®

“Lots of times. He wouldn't say a
word.”

“That is very odd, and not at all
like Wharton I'

“Well, when Wharton had his hack
np, he had 1t up ! said Bob ruefully.
“He's one of the best chaps going, hut
he's jolly obstinate sometimes 1

“1 suppose ho fancied he had some
reason for being down on one of the
best  follows broathing.” said Johnny
Bull. “"Dut he wouldn't eondeseend Lo
tell us what it was™

“And it was hecanse of this sudden
and unaccountable dislike of a follow
he had once liked and admired that

gaid
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he refused to go over to St Jim's with
you for the afternoon "

“That waa it!" smid Bob. *“He
didn’t want to see old Lancaster knock-
g up centuries for Greyiriars|'

“That was hardly sporting, was it 1"

Bob coloured.

“Wharton dido't mean it that way,”
he eald. “He was s sportsman all
over. Jdut he fairly hed his back up
against old Lancaster, and couldnt
stand him at any price!"

“Agoinst one of the best fellows
breathing '

“Well, yos.™

“You are sdre that that was
Wharton's motive for remaining behind
on Wednesday #'*

“0h, quite! He told Nugent that Le
had a reason; and that was the reason
plein enough.'

Ferrera Locke waa gilent, his eyes on
tha flushed foces of the juniors. Thae
subject was distasteful enough te them,
as he saw,

Poerhaps the Baker Btreet delective

wus disappointed. When he had heard
that Wharton had a reason for remain-
mg behind on Wednesday, his mind had
leaped to o possible connection with the
kidnapping.
. But if that reason was merely a dis-
like of one of the men who was pley-
ing for Greyiriars at Bt. Jim's, there
was nothing in it.

Even Ferrers Locke was not likely to
deduce  oany  connection  between =
junior's dislike of & senior at his school,
and the kidnapping that had taken
place while that senior was many long
miles awav.

“I'm afraid that doesn't help, sir™
suid Bob Cherey, ™It was only because
Wharlon barred old Lancaster that he
wouldn't come with us, It'e got no con-
nection with what happened after-
wards.”

Ferrers Locke nodded.

"A?parentl not,” he assented. * Let
ns follow another line, Inspector Grimes
has told me that some time back
Wharton was instrumental in preventing
a burglary at Hogben Grange. He was
able to describe one of the cracksmen
to the police—a rascal called the
Weasel,”

“That's what we've been thinking
about, sir,” said Nugent. “I dare :zay
you've heard of that villain Weasel 7°

“He is a crook well known to the
police," snid Locke.

“Well, I ean’t help thinking that thot
brute moay have got after Wharton, for
revenge,” faltorad Frank. “Wharton
prevented the robbory; and the brute
would feel sore about that”

“But he escaped,” said Locke, “From
what I have been told, it secms Lhat
Wharton heard this ruﬁkmn, Weasel, in
talk with another crook whom he did
not know, but whom the Weasel called
" Wizard '—"

“¥eos, that's well known now," said
Bob, “Wharton reported the whole
thing to Mr. Grimes. 1 dare say m"vﬂ
heard of the Wizard, too, Mr. ke,
whoover he may be”

Locke smiled.

“The name of the Wizard is well
known,” he said. “Tt is the name, or
nickname, of the most skilful eracksman
in _existence, Only hiz pame, however,
is known to the police. e has never
boaen seen, except by his own confeder-
wtes, and his real name is unknown and
unsuspected. Hitherte, he has worked
in secret, and defied detection™

“Wall, he was with the Weasel that
night at Hegben Grange,” gaid Bob.
“I1{ it hadn't been so dark, Wharton
could have dezcribed him to the police.
But it seems that he didn't see him—
only heard his volce—"
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For a few minutes the chums of the
Remove gave Bunier thelr special
attention. Then they walked chuck-
ling out of the siudy, leaving the
Owl of the Remove on the floor,
irying to get his second wind !

“Then be knows more of the Wizard
than is known at Scotland Yard,” seid
Forrers Locke.

Nugent gave a start.

“Mr, Locke! Is it possible—can that
be the resson why Wharton has been
kidoapped? That brute Weascl might
have ocked him on the head, but I
can’'t see why he should kidnap him.
But—this fellow called the Wiznrd—if
he thinks Wharton kuows something of
Lim——" o )

“ Wharton koows hia jolly old voice,
anyhow,” said Bob. “Still, I supposc
he wouldn't ba likely to hear it agaln.
If he did, he could lay his finger on the
rotter; but it's jolly unlikely.” .

“Very unlikely, I should say,” said
Ferrers Locke, A Creyfriars junior 15
not likely to find himself in the com-
pany of crooks—except by such peculiar
circumstances as happencd that night at
Hogben Grange. 1 cennot imagine any
circumstances in which Wharton was
likely to hear a sccond time, the voice
of the Wizard.”

*I—I suppose not 1" said Frank. * But
if it isn't liut rang of rogues who have
got hold of Wharton, Mr. Locke, who
is it theni"

“That i3 what we have to discover,”
paid Ferrers Locke,

He remained for some moments in
deep thought.

“You can tell me nothing more!” he
asked, at last, o .

“Nothing at all, I'm afraid, sir,” said
Dgb,

“You do not think that Wharten was
pware that he was in dangeri”

“I'm sure not.”

* Couldn't have been, or he wouldn't
have gone out alone,” said Johnuy Bull.
“Besides, he would have told us—we
wercn't on the best of ferms, but we
weren't really unfriendly. He knew
jolly well that we wouldn't have left
ilim alone that afterncon, if we'd had
the remotest idea——"

“You know of no enemies he may

have had, excepting the ruffian Weasel,
and ossibly  the eoracksman, the
Wizard ("

“I'm sure he hadn't any.”

Locke rose. _
“Well, I shall see you again,” he
sald. " Perhaps I shull have seme more

questions to ask, later.”

The juniors took their leave. They
went with a feeling of deep disappoint-
ment. Locke, so far as they could see,
was absolutely without a eclue, and
might as well have left the matter in
the hands of Inspoctor Grimes, of
Courthicld. )

When the door clesed on the juniors
Ferrers Locke paced the room, with a
deep wrinkle in his brow,

He was thinking—hard!

The Wizard | .

That was the name that haunted his
mind.

The skilful eracksman, whom no lock
could defy; the unknown crook, who de-
ficd the ice even to guess at his
identity ; the hidden, mysterious breaker
of the law, whose secret was so care-
fully kept that many doubted his real
existence,

Bcotland Yard kpew nothing of him,
but his nickname. Ferrers Locke knew
no more.

Mo eye had secen him, no ear bad
heard his voice—save one. Ilarcy
Wharton of Greyfriars had heard hum
speak, had heard his voice, speaking in
black darkness to s donfederate. Harvy
Wharton would Lknow that volce again
if he heard it. He, and he alone, would
know the mysterious Wizard if he heard
him speak. Harry Wharton, of the
Greyiriars Remove, and he alone, held
a clug to the mysterious Wizard.

Aund Wharton had disappeared.

Could a schoolboy of Greylriars ever,
by any strango chance, come into con-
tact again with the unknown crook—
cotuld what he knew constitute a danger
for the Wizard and his associates?

It scemed impossible.

Yet—Wharton had disappeared.

On that night at Hogben Grange, the
Wizard had been in the vicinity of the
school. Buet surely he had gone—and
gone for pood. That seemed assuved—
and in that case, he could have nothing

to fear from Wharton. Yel—the boy
had disappeared.

He had not disappeared for nothing.
There must be & powerful reason, What
wus the reason? Could it bo that, from
soma inexplicable cause, the Wizard way
still in the vicinity of the school—and,
therefore, had cause to fear the boy?
It scomed unlikely—impossiblo. Yet—
again the answer came—Whartop had
disappoared.

In the whele kingdom there was only
ons who posscssed a clue, howsoever
faint, to tho identity of the mysterious
crook, And that one had disappearcd.
I it was not a clue, it was st least a
gleam of light whore all clse was dark.

¥errers Locke paced and paced. The
wrinkle was deep in his brow.

Waos it o cluet

If the Wizard was responsible for
Wharton's disappearance, if hiz safety
demanded that the boy should vanish,
it could only mean that the unknown
crook was still in the vicinity of the
school. Otherwise, he would not have
feared the boy and what he knew or
suspected. Not only in the vicinity of
the school, but in contact with Greyfriars
follows—in danger from a Remove boy.
In danger from Wharton meant in eon-
tact with Wharton—close at hand. Only
at Greyiriars, or within & narrow radius
of Greyfriars could the Wizard have
beent in danger from Wharton,

Was it, then, within sight of the
school buildinga, that tho Baker Stroot
detective had to look for the erncksman
wha had so long baflled Scotland Yard?

1&: secemed 1mpossible !

df—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Letter from Wharion !

R QUELCH jumped.

M The elderly and sedate
master of the Rcemove was
not given to jumping. But he

'uméied as he stared at the letter in his

B,
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It was one of Mr. Quclch’s duties to
supervise the correspondence of  his
Form.

Letters for Remove fellows passed
through the Form master's handa.

Geoerally, they were passed on after
a glance at the superscription. It was
seldorn that any letier for a Hemove
fellow required i’h, Quelch’s special at-
tontion. Supervision was rather &
matter of form than anything else, to
assurg that no communications from un-
desirable persons outside the school
reached the juniors,

But the letter now in Mr, Quelch's
hand made him jump. It was addressed
to Frank Nupgent, at Greyfriars. And it
was addressed in & hand that Mr.
Quelch knew as well as ha knew Ins
own ; the hand of Harry Wharion, head
boy of his Form.

Mr. Quelch blinked at the leiter.

He stared at it.

It was Monday; Wharton had been
missing from Greyfriors since the pre-
vious Wednesday,

In that space of time, nothing had
been heard of him, no discovery had
been made.

The local police wers completely
baffled ; and Ferrers Locke, {le famous
detective from Baker Street, secmed as
mmpfeteéy bafled as the palice of
Cofirtfield.

Locke was still at the school, though
he spent little time within the walls.
But he had had nothing to report to
the headmaster., It was certain that he
was not idle; indeed, he seemed to be
combing the mneighbourhood of the
school with a small comb. But he had
learned precisely—nothing.

During those days, Frank Nugent had
looked a d desl like the ghost of his
former self. Bob Cherry and Johnny

Bull and Hurree Singh were solemn
and disrnal. Colonel Wharton had
visited : ! several times, and
every time hia old bronzed face seemed
graver and grimmer,

Many fellows wondered whether it
wag, after all a case of kidnapping, and
whether Wharton would ever be seen
again,

hat dread was in Mr. Quelch’s own
heart,

And now———

As he stared at the letter the Remove
master’s first fecling was one of utter
amazement. That was succeeded by deep
relief.

Wharton was living.

The letter in his hand proved that.

That, at least, was good news, com-
forting nmews—news that would bLift the
blackest clond from the brows of his
troubled Iriends, the heaviest weight
from their hearts.

“Dless my soull”

ALk murmured Mr.
ualeh,

His eyes devoured the letter. There
wa3 no mistaking the handwrniting of
Harry Wharton, But the postmark was

s puzzle. The stamps of the letter bore
tho style and title “Republigue Fran-
cais.” The postmark was French |
That letter had -reached Greyfriars
from France.
“ Bless my soul 1” repeated Mr. Quelch,
For several long minuntes the Remove
master stared at the amazing letter.
Then he toufhed a bell, and bade
Trotter send Frenk Nugent to the study.
MNugent arrived in a few minutes.
Mr. Quelch glanced at him as he came
in, noting the pallor in his face, the
droop of his Pead., Frank was tryin
hard to keep & stiff upper lip; he iﬁ
not want to wear his heart an]iuia sloave.
But tho ordenl was too much for him,
“¥ou sent for me, sir,” said Frank.
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“Yes, Nugent,” said Mr. ueleh
ﬁndj o] have good news for j'l:ﬁ;l,, mLy

ugent etarted,

“Wharton 7" he excleimed.

“There is proof, Nugent, that Whar-
ton is living,” said Mr. Quelch,

“Oh, eirl”® gasped Frank.

_He almost tottered. He had drawn a
littla comfort from what Lancaster of
the 8ixth bhad said to him; from what
Ferrers Locks had said. But as day
followed dismal day his heart had grown
heavier and heavier.

* Compote yourself, my hoy,” said Mr.
Quelch. “You may take this letter,
Nugent, and open it in my prosence.”

“That—that letter, stz!” stammered
Frank, ¥

“It i1z from Wharton.”

“From—from Wharton

“¥es, Nugent, According to appear-
ance, Whartem is now in a foreign
country, and has written to vou from
France. It is utterly inexplicable, but
it proves undoubtedly that Wharton still
lives—and the letter itself may explain.
Open it 1™

rank, in dazed amazement, took the
letter from his Form master's hand. He
slit the envelope with trembling fingers.
He unfolded the shest that was folded
within.

The letter waa brief Tut it was
written in the hand of his missing chum
—there was no doubt about thaE

“Dear Frank~I am unable to
réturn do Fréyfriars, but I am weli,
amd in ng dangéer,

“BDon't worry, old chap.

“Your old wal,
“HABRY WEHaRTON."

That was alll It was littlo enough;
but it was sufficient to relieve Frank's
heart of a crushing burden.

Heo passed the letter to Mr. Quelch.

The Remove master read it carefully.
Then he looked at Nugent.  The
junior’s face was bright.

“There is no address on the letter,”
said Mr. Quelch. "But the postmark
13 French. This letter was posted in
France. Must we conclude that Whar-
ton, after all, has not been kept away
from school by foree, but that he has
gona away on some harebrained trip
abroad #*

The Hemove master’s brow darkened
at the thought.

“0Oh, no, sir!”®
“That's impossible.”

“It certainly looks like it, Nugent.”

“It's impossible, sir. He wouldn't.
He knows what—what his friends would
feel like. He says he's unable to come
hm:E. That's true, sir.™

“Yf Whartor is kept away by lawless
hands, Nugent, it is very strange that
they have allowed him to write to vou.”

“Yes: I can’t understand the villains
doing that, sir. But he's kept away.”

“I must take this letter to Dr. Locke
at once, Nugent, - You will leave it with
me. You may go, my boy."

Nugent left the study.

Wharton was kept away—he was a
prizoner somewhere. But tgat compared
with what Frank feared was not ing.
Hig faco was bright, his step was elastio
a5 he went down the passage.

Many eyes turned on Krank as he
want out into the guadrangle. The
ﬂhmx!fr; in hiz looks was remarkable,

“Hallo, hsallo, hallo!” Bob Cherry
cut seross to him. “Franky, old man,
what ig if—newsz?" :

“Yes,” gasped Frank,

“(Oh, good I snid Johony Bull, with
a deep hreath,

exclaimed Frank.

“The goodfulness iz terrific]
what, my esteemed Franky--——*

Nugent explained.

His chums listened in blank astonish-

ment,
“Well, my only hat]” zaid Bob.
That beats it hollow |

But

“That beats it|
What the thump does it all mean ™

" Ask me another!” said Nugent, "1
don’t know what it means—except that
it means that Wharton’s alive and wall !
I dou’t care much for anything else.”

“The pews is terrifically good,” said
Hurree Singh, “ But—the inysteryfulness
15 propostercus i

“Can't made it out,” said Jobnny
Bull. “If Whkarton's kidnapped, what
have they let him write for?™

“That letter can only have becn
written to relieve our mingds,” said
Frank. *Perhops the brutes are not all

bad.™
“Um!" said Johooy Bull, very
thoughifully.,

“ But you say the postmark’s French:.”
said Bob, perplexed. “They couldn’t
have got a kidnapped chap across the
Channel. I--l say—Wharton can’t be
playing the piddy oz, surely—he can't
havo cleared, off for a joy trip—*

“Rot 1" eaid Frank,

“The rotfulness is terrifie. ‘That
esteemned and absurd letter was posted
in France,” said Hurree Jomset Ram
Singh. *“ But a ridicelous lotter could
be posted anywhere. The absurd kid-
nappers posted that letter in France
becaus *

“Becuuse what? asked Bob.

“Because Wharton 13 not in Franee,
my esteemed chum,” answered the Nabok
of Bhanipur. “They do not wish te
give the excellent and idiotie police a
clue to his ridiculous whereabouts,”

“Oh!” said Bob. “Yea, that's it, I
suppose. They'd post the letter as far
away from him as ible, of covrse, if
they posted it at all. But I can’t undes-
statid why they posted it., Kidnappers
can’t care very much about o fellow’s
feclhings.™

“Thank goodness they did, anyhow,"
satd Nugent.

“¥es, rather!” agreed Bob.

-*The ratherfulness is terrifie.”

“Q0ld Lancaster was right,” said Bob
Cherry. “He said all the tims that
Wharton hadn't been hurt. I'm jolly
glad now that I took his view., Neot
that I haven't been feeling worried—
horrid ¥

“Let's go and tell old Lancaster,”™
said Johnny Bull *“He's on Big Bide
now. He will be glad to hear this.”

“ What-ho 1"

The four chums went at once tb Big
Side. Games practice was going on
th_ﬂrﬂ, and Lancaster was 1o LT,
with hiz bat under his arm, talking to
Wingate und Gwynne of the Sixth.

The thres seniors glanced round as
the juniors came breathlessly up.

“ News " exclaimed Bob Cherry, “Wao
thought you'd like to hear, Lancaster—
vou, too, “"in&_utu—-—-—"

“News of harton ! exelaimed tho
Greyiriars captain,

“ O good I

1, 2

“Has ho come back?” asked Lan-
caster, with a curious look at the
juniors,

“Oh, no! But you were right, Ian-
caster. ou remember you sard all

along that he was safe and sound,” said

Bob. “Well, he 151®

“But what's tho news? asked
Gwynne.

Nugent repeated it once more, Win-

gate and Gwynne locked relieved, and
Lancaster smiled.

(Continued on page 12.)



FAHHTHEH SPARKLING ARTICLE ON KING CRICKET.

Starting Young !

Y fArst meeting with M. 5. Nichols, one of the

M most promising of all-rounders whe have appeared

for England in 'Test matches, was at a small place

colled Wickford, near Southend-on-Sea. In the

early days of the War I used to get some practice on the

very nico ground of the Wickford Cricket Club, snd very

often & youth of about fiftcen would sneak inte the encloure

from an adjoiming motor works, where he was supposed
to be at work.

He never tired of bowling to the members, and bocause
of this he would be sellowed te bat. As time went on he
began to show rteally good form, but on at least three
oceasions he volunteered ihe information that he had beoen
caught and was under notice. That boy was kl. 5 INichols,
who was eventuslly chosen by the M.C.C. to represent
Engl&nd both in Australia and in thia countrs.

For some reason—perhaps he was a good worker, or
probably because of his charming personality—the youth
continued at his job and played for Wickford in their
matches right up to 199, iu which .year the Australian
Imperial Forces team toured England. On one of their
“idle ” days, three of them—Cellins, Oldfeld, and ancther—
were included in a scraich eleven which were brougnt down
to oppose Wickford. [reeman, Reeves, and Buckenham,
pli Essex Iiirst Eleven men, also played. It was & severc
test for Wickiord, but young Nichols was the star of the
day with a fine ipnings of 49 not out.

His father, who was a fair cricketer, was a farmer, and
I remember going across a field one SBunday efternoon when
ﬁgung Nichols waz about fifteen years of age and finding

im playing crigket with ahout a dozen other boys 1t
was unlortunate that the village parson should have chosen
that afternoon for a walk, because his sense of right regeived
& rude shock when he saw the boys breaking the Sabbath.

Nichols had just thrown in a ball from the outheld when
be was *buttonholed ¥ by the reverend gertleman.

“I am surprised to find you playing cricket on the
Babbath,” said he. “Pray tell me, what would your father
pay aboutk iti"

A smile spread over the boy’s face as he replied:

“I don't want to be rude, str, but you'd betier ask him—
ha's over there, keeping wicket.™

A Demon Bowler!

N 1919 Mr, Micheols moved to & farm near Chelmsford,
and his son was taken from the motor works in order
that he, too, should learn farming on his father’s land;
and for a period of five years tﬁe young man—for he

was cighteen years old when the change was made—worked
Lard, played hard, and made eenturies in rural matchea.

Then, in 1924, tho farm was given up, and young Nichols
was offered & job on tho ground staff of the Hssex County
Club, at Leyton. 1t was the inte J. W. . T. Douglas who
was instrumental in this engagoment, and he advised the
Committes to give Nichols an early trial in two County
Championship matches—v, ¥Yorkshire and ». Northampton-
shire—but the young colt had to hat on sticky wickets on
both occasions and, the conditions, plus nervousness, it was
not surprising that he did not do himeelf justico,

Up to that time Nichols was regarded az a batsman,
but ¢ne day, while bowling in the practice nots to Percy
Perrin, the famous old England player, he, out of pure
devilment, tried to bowl fast, giving an imitation of a
well-known fast bowler. On the next day Mr. Perrin

was coptaining & “club and ground ” eleven, in which | player.”

This week our contributer

turns the *‘spot lime” on

M. S. Michols, the lightning
bowler of Essex C.C.

Nichols was included, azninst Ilford, and nobody was morc
Eut‘prlﬁcd when he tosscd Lho mew ball to Michols, s;uyirjg‘:

“Bowl a3 fast as you possibly can. Don't worry a3 o
where they piteh oc where they go, but put all your
strength into them.”

Nichols did as he was instrusled, pot some wickels, was
coached by the late J. W, Il T. Douglas on the ground
ab Leyton, and in the following =eason becamo the opening
bowler for Essex—and o very fast one at that

So great was his success that in the next vear—1926, when
England was wisited by a wonderiul Auostralian teamn—
Nichols was asked by tho M.C.C. to tako part in the West
Trial Mateh, at Sheflield, as a fast bowler, Unfortunately,
h'l:r‘i‘l-’l:'":’{‘-!'.'] it rained so hard that the goeme was never plaved:
Later, in the match Essox v, Australia, Nichols bowled Mr.
Collins, the colonial captain—who was said to be the most
difficult man to dismiss in the whole world—for a duck’s cgg

Conlidence is Everything!

HERE is a world of romunce in the world of first

E class cricket, and quite a lavpe nun:ber of our

greatest plavers never would have revealed their

wonderful gifts but for tho interveotion of “ chonce.”
1t was through bowling fast for fun that Nichels became
a great fast bDowler 18 was his suecess in the tvial matoly,
England 9. the Rest, at Lords, in 1927, thay Sir Julian
Clalin chose him as hiz best bowler for tha tesm te visit
the West Indies in the following ycar. And it was the
ability to bowl as well as to withstand tho effeeis of
tropical heat on that tour that influenced the M.C.C. i
choosing Nichols as the fast bewler for England in Susiralia
during the next winter,

Michols tells an amusmﬁ story about the trip to the Woest
Indics. 'T'we other great bowlers were with the party, these
being Durston, of Middlesex, and’ Mervcer, of CGlamorgan,
and during the outward voyage these two not only discussed
the number of wickets cach would take in the epening match,
against the Colts of Kingston, Jaumaicea, but mady bets a3z
to whith would elnim the more victims., When the gamo
was eventually played Nichols was too unwell to appear,
50 Durston and Mercer opened the bowling, and had & clear
ficld. The analysis ot the close of the Colts’ innings read:
“J.]Llrﬁmi;}. no wickets for 106 runs; Movcer, no wickets for

runs.

Unfortunately for Nichols, the M.C.C. tour in Australia
wus made under adverse conditions, Nearly every match
was interfored with by rain, and so the wickets did nat
lend themselves to suceessfol fast bowling., Still, with the
Australinn and New Zealand matches together, he took 86
wickets and scored nearly a thousend runs, with a batting
average of 4.

Last year Michols waa chosen to play in fhe Fourth Test
match—at Manchoster—and opened the bowling before about
50,000 onlookers. Ido bowled beautifully, but as Chapman
kept changing hizs attnck, anly tenk twe wickets ab a eost
of 16 runs each. The game fizzled out &8s a draw; and when
I asked Nichols how he felt when about to bowl the first ball
in such an important match, he roplied:

“1 thought of that day when Mr. Perrin told me to bowl
fast and not to mind where the ball pitched nor whero it
went. I saw the 50,000 people, and imagined ench one was
asking: *‘Is it going to be straight, a full toss, or & long
hop ' And then I sent down a pood lenglh one, straight
and fast, and that gave me confidence. Believe me, the
atmosphere of I‘Eﬂ"j‘%]lg cricket brings out the best in every
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THE WAY OF THE WIZARD !

(Ceatinued from puage 10.)

It rather looks as if the kid isn't
kidospped, after all,” he remarked care-
lessly, “But I shouldn't have thought
that he was the sort of kid to break
out like this, and clear off on a joy
trip without leave.”

ism't |

“Ho jolly well
Nugent warmly.

“Blessed if it doesn't lock like it,”
said Wingate. “If some gang of votters
have iﬂt hold of him I don't see why
they should allow him to write to the
school.”

“Bame here,” said Gwynpe, with a

exclaimed

nod.
* Anyhow, he's safe and sound,’” re-
marked Lancaster. *That's something,
even if it turns out that he's been play-
ing the fool.”

‘The attention of the seniors returned
to the cricket, and the four juniors left
them, Within a quarter of an hour all
Greyfriars knew that there had been a
letter from Harry Wharton, postmarked
in France. And discussion was excited
and opinions divided. But the salient
fact was, that Harry Wharton wae alive
and well; and thet, for the present, at
least, was cnough for his chums to know.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Asking for It!
1 BAY, you fellows—""
I “Gireyfriars, & hundred and
ten—"' said herry
!.haugI}}tfull:h

“1 say——
. “R{:d;:l;;ﬂe, sixty, and lucky to get
em—"
“ Look herg—-™"
“On the first innings——**
“I'm speaking to you—'
“YWe're far enough ashead ! con-
tinued Bob Cherry, oblivious of the fat

exigtence of Billy Bunter., *“Qn the
second innin !
e here—"  bawled Billy

Buntﬂh

“Conzidering that wo've got over the
hundred already-—-"

“Will you listen to a chap 7" shrieked
Bunter.

“Eh? No! With Lancaster still bat-

ting ! continued Bob. *“Q0Old Wingate
will have to shut down the innings, if
Redelyffe are going to bat & second
fima, Gentleman, chaps, and fellows,
First Eleven cricket this season is going
to be rather a rececd [

““Hear, hear "

“Even Remove cricket will be rather
put in the shade—""

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“0Old Wingate said that that man
Lancaster wag a prize packet first week
he was hers,” said Bob. *0Old Win-
gate's a genius at spotting a man's form,
He's always right—always agrees with
me, in fact,”™

“Fathead I'*

“*1 say, you fellows——"" roared Billy
Bunter,

““Hallg, halle, hallo!
talking, Bunter 1"

“Yes, you beast!” howled Bunter,

" W&ﬁ, don't 1"

The chums of the Remove chuckled,

It was Wednesday, and on Big Side
the Greyfriars First Eleven were play-
ing tha visiting team from Redclyffe

thool. It was one of the big fixtures,
though not in the same rank with the
8t Jim's and Boeokwood matches. The
fact that Lancaster of the 8Bixth was
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Are vou still

playing was enough to draw all Grey-
friars to the Geld. Evea Skinuer & Co.
gave the game s look-in: even Lord
Mauleverer found energy encugh to trot
down fo Big Side to see Lancaster make
hay of the Redclyfle bowling, or knock
tho Redelyffe wickets into a geries of
"cocked hafs,

Bob Cherry and his chums looked
bright. Since that mysterious letter had
errived from Harry Wharton the clouds
had rolled away te a very large extont.
é‘fugant. looked a nmew man sincoe that

ay.

Their chum was still missing—there
was still no elue to hiz whercabouts:
but they knew that he was alive and
well, and they could hardly doubt that
his return te the school was only a
matter of time. Someone, at least, in
the kidnapping geng, had done thae
chums of the Reinove a good turn by
allowing that letter to be written. They
were looking their old selves again, and
they found that they were able to take
s keen interest in the ericket—especially
in old Lancaster’s ericket,

_ Billy Bupter did not share that
wmterest, Games filled & very small
lace on Bunter's horizon. Indeed, the
wl of the Remove hardly gave the
great summer game a thought, oxcept
when he was hunted out for compulsory
games practice, which ke dodged as
often as he could, On those occasions
Billy Bunter had to remember the exist-
ence of cricket, and he remembered it
with many unpleasant remarks.

Tho ¢homs of the Remoye had run in
for o husl(:]y ten. They were talking
cricket and thinking ericket, and had
no use for conversation from Billy
Bunter. But conversation from Billy
Dunter was like the brook in the poem—
it went on for ever.

“1 say, you fellows, do listen to a
chap,” said . Bunter, blinking at the
jumora reproachiully through his bag
spoctacles. ** Never mind that rot-——""

“What rot?" asked Bob. “ Are you
calling the Redelyfle mateh rot 7"
~ “"Yes, old chap! Do listen—this is
important,”’ gaid Bunter. Evidently the
fat Owl did not regard the Redclyffe
match as important. “I say, vyou
fellows bheing my pals—"

“Nothing doing |" said Bob, shaking
his head. “We've got nothing for tea
except bread-and-butter and an egg each
—we've scoffed the eggs, Try next
dmr! i

“I haven't come here to tes!” said
Bunter with dignity.

“Then what on earth have you come
for ¥’ asked Bob, in surprize.

“Dh, really, Cherpy—"

“Goet oul, anyhow!” zald Frank
Nugent.

“Lh, really, Nugent—"

“And shut the door alter vou,"™ said
Johnoy Bull.

* Look hereg——"

#“The cstecmed speech ia silvery,” but
the preposterous silence iz a cracked
pitcher that saves a stitch in time from
going longest to the well,”” said Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh.

“You fellows being my pals—""

*Well, let's get back to the pricket—
ithey'll be going on again soon.’

“I say, you feollows, I want you to
back me up,” said Dunter. “You
fellows being my pals, I'm relying on
you. That beast Toddy won't let mo
go back to my study |

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Blessed if T seo anything to cackle
at,” asid Bunter warmly., “I turned
kim down, you know, when I decided
to come back to this study.” The chuma
of the Romove wera *teaing ** in Study
No. 1 with Nugent. *Well, owing to

THE MAGNET

Nugent being a beast and a rotter, I
ﬂff’de?r cot to come back hpre, after

“Bhut the door after you.'

“And then Toddy wanted to make
oub that 1I'd chucked Study Neo. T, and
didn’t belong to the study eny more—"

“Ha, ha, ha !

*“Of course, Study No. T iz my study,”
said Bunter. “I'd be willing to over-
look Nuogent's bad manners and come
back hers if ho asked me—"

** Nobody asked vou, sir,” she said 1™
sang Bob Cherry,

“If wou'd like me to come back,
Franky—-"

“"HRaks I*

“1 mean, I shouldn't care to come
back to thiz study—it looks as if
Wharton may be here again some time,
after all, and I couldn’t stand him—:1:

“Kick him, zomebody.”

“But what's a follow to do?™ de-
manded Dunter. “Toddy makes out
that I chucked his study, snd he won't
have me back. He bas to lot me in for

rep because old Quelch would jump on
im; but he never lets me in for tea.”

*“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“I've tea’d in Hall for days" said
Bunter pathetically. “If I put my noso
mnto Stedy No. T at tea-time Toddy cuts
up rusty. If I sit down in the armachair,
he pitches me out—though I've always
had the armchair! It happens to be.
long to Toddy, but I've always had it!”?

“1 suppoze he's wound up " said Bob.

“I'm not going Lo stand it," said
Bunter. “I'd jolly well give him &
thumping good licking; but a fellow
doesn’t like to whop a fellow that's been
his pal.””

E‘;;ﬂﬂ other reason?™ chuckled Johnny
ull.

“No! Well, you fellows being my
pals, I want you to back me up,”™ said
Bunter. I want you fellows to give
Toddy = jolly good ragping and bring
him to his senses, seo?

“No takers! Good-bye!"”

“ I zay, you fellows, if you knew what
Toddy had been saying sbout you——-="

“What?''

“If you knew that he called you a
¢lumsy, fatheaded, long-legged s&illy
idiot, Bob—2"

“Wha-a-at ¥

“If vou knew that he called you a
mf! t;EI;r"mey milksop, Nugent——"

“If you knew that he called you a
lumpy, dunderheaded chump, with a
fece like a chopping-block and the
manners of & bear, Bull—""

Johony Bull glared.

“If vou knew, Inkv, that he called
you & black migper, and said that your
chivvy would make a ripping advertize.
ment for a grate polish——""

“ My esteemed Bunter——"*

"In fact, if vou fellaws knew all the

things he’s Leen saying about you,
you'd give himn o rogging fast enough |”
said Bunter.

Bob Cherry rose fo his feet.

“After what DBunter’s told us, you
men, I think that nothing but & ragging
will meet the csse,” ho said.

“The ragfulness 13 the proper caper !

rinned Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.

“ Hear, hear ! said Johnny Bull.

Billy Bunter grinned.

“That's 181" he said cagerly. " Coma
on, old fellows! Toddy's in hig study

now, and Here, what—— 1 eay,
wharrer you up to? Lepgol®
Bunter gave a roar of alarm as the

four grinming juniors closed round him
and collared him.
“This i= where the ragging begins I
ex;pla.ined Bobh Clierry, with o chuckle.
‘Ow !l I say, you fcllows, you're nog
going to rag me| You're poing io rag
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Toddy [
nation.

“Your mistake, old fat bean!™

“Ha, hey, ha ™

“Dh! Owl Wowl!l I say, jou
fellows ! Yarooooocoh | Whooop I roared
Bunter,

The next few minutes were guite
hectio for Dunter.

Bunter rather prided himsolf on his
strategy. DBut his strategy did not seem
tc have worked, somchow. After all
those unpleasant Lthings he had reeited
Bs coming from Peter Todd he had
expected ['eter to get the roggng,
instead of which Bunter was pgelting ik,

Taor a fow minutes the chums of the
Romove gave Bunler their spocisl atlen-
tion. Then they walked, ehuckling, out
of the study, leaving William George
Bunter on the foor,
trying to get  his
gecond wind.

Heorrible  gurgles
and gas}:a followed
them from the
etrategic Owl,

Y Grooogh!  Gug-

ug-gug ! Qooocogh!

oooaoooh I

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ow! Beasts!
Wow ! OQOooooooogh!”

The juniors walked
away cheerily to the
cricket. Billy Bunter
gat up on the floor of
Btudy No. 1 and
gurgled and goasped,
an gasped and
gurgled, 1t was quite
a long time before
Bunter rolled out aof
the study, and when
he rolled out he was
still gasping aund
gurgling,

THE EIGHTH
CHAFTER.

“ How's That 2

' RAVO Y
B “Well, hizi™
“Good man,

Lapcaster !

‘A hundred fcliows
were shouting on Big
Side. Ferrers Locke,
coming in at the
pchool gates, heard
the roar from the dis-
tance, and turned his
steps in the direction
of %’15 Bide.

The Bakor Strest
detective had beoen
soveral days at the
school, At first he
had drawn much
attention. Ever
fellow in the school was keen to see
the colebrated detective. But the Grey-
friars fellows were used to the lean
figure and the clesr-cut face now. But
had Ferrers Locke been still a novelty
he would not have drawn a sinfiua

leance as ho walked down to the cricket
geld, All cyes were fixed on Richard
Lancaster of the Sixth Form, the finest
cricketer that had ever played for
Lreyiriars.

Lancaster had knocked the ball away,
and the two white figures were running.
Fellows were used 8 a splendid innings
by Lancaster, and the news that he was
batting drew even the slackers to ths
feld to watch him. It was seldom that
he was not worth watching. ¥a secmed
at the top of his form now, and the
most hupe?ui of the Redolyfle men had
given up the hope of a win, and only

yalled Dunter, in conster-

wondered by how big a moargin they
would be Iif:km].

I"errers Locke had been a criclketer in
his time, aod still pleyed the pame
occasicnally, end he was rather
intorested in the fellow of whom all
Greyiriara  talked with the wildest
cnthusiasm. And, slrangely enough,
though he had been five or six days at
the school, he had not scen Lancasier
rék.

’ Troe, he had spent most of his time
out of the school. Sull, 1t was & litlle
odd that tho fellow whoe hlled so In

a space in the eyes of all Greyfriars ha

not happened to como under hiz eyvs,
e was rathor intorostedd in Lancasfor
as n fellow who broke all Greyfriars
cricket records, though he wag new that
term, and a3 a fellew whom his younp

I,

...;::-'*F . ""-.-h ot

i3

“Look out for another four!” said
Lob Cherry.

HPoor old Redelyfle! murmured
Nugent. “'Lhey didn't know what
Wingale had got up hizs gleeve for
them 1*

“5o that is Laneaster?" gaid a guist
voiee behind the juniors,

Bob Cherry glanced round, end the
;_l.miﬂrs “eapped ¥ Mr., Locke vespect-
ully. He gave thom a smile, and fixed
his cyes on the batsman again,

“That’'s Lanecaster, gir,” said Dol
“You've scen him here ¥

“No. 'This is the first Lime 1've scen
Lancaster hore™

“I believe Loder of the Sixth said
ence Lhat you'd mot Lancaster, sir, ab
some place,” said Dob,

“That is s0,” said Derrers Locke.

friends in tha Remove idolized, and also
ps Lhe fellow against whom Harrey
Wharton had so strangely and in-
explicably turned without any given
reason. i'\rmr that he heard Liancaster’s
name shouted by a hundred threats he
walked down to the cricket field to see

him.

Standing there, with hiz head over-
f.n::-p;!lingﬁ t‘;de Groylriars crowd, Ferrers
Locke fixed his calm, clear, penctrating
oves on the figure at the wickets,

He poave ever so slight a start.

Fis gaze became concentrated.

Lancaster had made good at the
wicket, and was gettmg_ the bowlin
again. It was good bowling from Hed-
elyfic; but the way Lancaster handled
irt made the Greyiriars crowd grin with
glee.

* Exeuse me—""

S p———

-~ Hook 1f, old man,’ said Laneaster, thinking it was a Sixih-Former who had entered his study,
“I told you I'd got work to do.”

It was Ferrers Locke who spoke.

“I've had the pleasure of mectjng hin.,

I did not know that it waes the same

Loancaster when you meationed him lo

me.

“Tsn't he the goods, sic?"” said Dob,
“He secms a8 Iun&id cricketer.”
“You've scen him play before, sic?”

asked Johnoy Buall.

“Yea, I saw him play onee at o
country house. Fle will ba & prize for
his county some day,” said TLocke.

“What-ho I agreed Bob Cherry.

“There he goes!” yelled MNugent,

“ Hurrah 1 . i

The leather was whizzing ngnin, far
[rom the despcrate cluiches of the pant-
ing and perspiring held. The batsmen
wora running.

"Gﬂﬂd A lﬂ-

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

“Bravo 1"

“Good old Lancaster |

“Hip-pip 1%

Bob t%herrjr & Co forgot TFerrcrs
Lacke. "They reared and clapped. The
Baker Street detectivo stms with his
eyee fized on the handsome ericketer.

Hiz face expressed nothing of what-
ever thoughts may lave been passing in
his mind. DBut his eyes never left Dick
Laneaster,

The detective had walked down to the
field, curious to see the great man. lle
had not intended to romain, but now he
remained.

Ag an old cricketer, no doubt Locke
was keenly interested in Lancaster's
masterly innings. But that was not the
only interest that kept him standing by
the group of juniors, his eyes glued on
tha batsman.

The last ball of the over came down,
and Lancaster knocked it away for &
Bob Cherry chuckled.

“That gives hiin the bowling agnin”
he remarked. * Redeiyffe are beginning
to look tired, what?”

“Just & few !” grinned Johnny Bull,

“Rotten that Wharton isn't hers tfo

gee this 12
ha cared to

“VWell,
Lancaster.”

“No, that's so.2

“Good old Lancaster |” roared Bob

herry, waving his cap. *“Give 'em
beans (2

Lancaster seemed to catch the shout,
for he glanced round, with his usual
plensant emile, in the direction of hie
enthusisstic admirer of the Remove,

But his eyes did not fix en Bob., They
fired on o rather tall, lean figure that
stood behind the group of juniors.

As if by & strange attraction his eyes
met the steady, penetrating gaze of
Ferrers Locko. _

For a socomd ha stood quite still, his
E‘azﬂ- mecting that of the Baker Street

etective,

Then he moved, and Locke saw only
his profile.

“They're puttinizmz their best man,”
satd Dob, as the Redeolyffe bowler took
the ball. *“But he won't touch old
Lancaster.2
* " No fear!" said Nugent.

“Wingate will have to shut down.
Lancaster could stay in tifl dark if he
liked,” said Johnny Bull.

The ball came down.

There was a pasp from all CGrey-
friars—a gasp of consternation and
amazement. From all the Redelyvffe
men eame another gasp—of relict,
mingled with wonder.

“How's thatt2

™ Out I

The middla stump was gona. Lan-
caster had been olean huwf:ﬂl

“*Well, my hat 1" said Bob blankly.

“ Blessed if I thought they'd do it,”
sald Nugent.

“Well, they've dona it."

“The donetulness is terrific.'

“Eighty-two—but I thought he was

ing to make a century, as ecasy a3
alling off & form " gaid Bob.

There was loud cheering as Lancaster
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never Bed

carricd out his bat. Wingate, at the
pavilion, gave him a eclup on the
shoulder,

“Well done, old man,' said the
Greyfriars captain,

“Rotten luek,”" snid GCGwynne. “I
nevér thought that Redelyfie had o man
who could touch you, old bean.””

Lancaster nodded,.

The flush had died out of his face,
and hia lips were a littlo compressed.

Hiz oyes were on o lean fipure that
was now walking away from the feld
in the direction of the Houss. But no
maiz on the crowded ground dreamed
for 8 moment that there was any
connection between Ferrers Locke and
tho sudden fall of Lancaster's wicket.
Only the schoolboy crook knew.

i

THE KINTH CHAPTER.
Face to Face |

7 ILL he comei™

Lancaster
study.

His bcooks were on the
table before him, but Lancaster of the
Sixth was not working,

He was listening,

He had been long listening for an
expected tread in the passage.

They were still kecping it up in Hall,
There was znother cricket victory for
Greyfriars to celebrate—cricket victories
that season, had fallen almost as thick
as leaves 1a Vallombrosa of old. In
spite of the unexpected fall of
Lancaster's wicket, {(Freyiriars had won
the Redclylfe match hands down. In
the second Redelyffe innings, Lapcaster
had shown all his wonderful form as a
bowler, and ko had made hay of
Redelyffe. But the hero of the hour
had put in only a brief appearance
at Hall supper. He pleaded work and
wcktizea to his etudy.

The cricketing frat&rnilf at Grey-
friars, as at most schools, did not
think a tremendous lot of work.
Fellows who thought much of it were
liable to be dubbed swols or sapa, or
even smugs. But Lancaster was as
keen in class as in the playing-fields,
and his friends good-humouredly
regarded it as a [ittle foible they could
bear with. A man who played cricket
like Lancaster, could work, ico, if he
liked, without losing caste! Indeed,
when 8o tremendous a eoricketer ns
Lancaster showed a keenness for work,
it mode work itself, as Gywnone
remarked, almost respectablal

It was curious how Lancaster had won
golden opinions from every ceort of
fellow at Groyiriars, and from the
masters, too. In class he delighted the
good old Head; in the French get, in
the mathematicsa set, he “delighted
Monsieur  Charpentier, and  Mp.
Lascelles. At games he delighted the
games-men, numerous and powerful
at & school like Greyfriars. But the
studious men liked him too, and found
they had plenty in commen with him.
Hiz influence in  the school was
enormous, and could esnsily have made
him a thorn 1n the sida of authority,
had he liked; but he sot an examp{a
of cheerful respect to the prefects which
was good for the “Bloods,” and was
followed by some of them, Pag;el. of
ihe Third, his fag, adored him, a feeling
shared by all Paget's Form. The whole
Lower Echool worshipped him. Great
mar. as_he was, colour-man in his first
term, Olympian to the eyes of the
juniors, ho had always a kind word
and a kind emile for any fag ha knew.
A Lower B8chool “man" who had
received a ood from Lancaszter in quad,

gat in  his
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was a groat man for boura, if not days
among Ins fellows, 20

In all the schcol he had only ono
cnemy, Loder of the Bixth; and ol late,
Joder had shown no ecnmity. Loder's
friends, Carne and Walker, had been
quite glad when Loder * chucked it,” aa
they expressed it.  For though they were
not much given to appreciating a man's
good gualities, they admitted that they
rather liked Lancastor,

The new man in the Bixth had the
school like a ball, at his feet.

The roar of cﬁeering in Hall still
seemed to linger in his ears as he sat
in his study.

He had pleaded work—but hoe was nob
working. He was keen on study—as
keen as he was on cricket. But his
books lay unheeded now.

“Will he come?’

e Hstened,

Ferrers Locke had been daye at tha
gechool, How long bhe was to remain,
no one knew.

But the Baker Btreet detective was
one of the busiest men in the kingdem
and one of the hardest-worked. He ha
consented to put other matters oside,
to come down to the echool at the
request of his venerable relative, Dr.
Locke, to look into the matter of tho
vanished juntor. But it seemed un-
likely that his stay would be, or could
be prolonged. _

Unostentatiously, Lancaster had kept
out of hiz way.

That had been easy enough, without
attracting attention, until to.day. Had
Locke gono wikhin two or threa days
he would never have scen Richar
Lancaster at all and certainly never
wounld have had a suspicion that the
Sixth Torm mman had deliberately
avoided him,

But he had not gone.

Busy man as he was, with many irons
in the fire, he scemed to be taking this
case in o leisurely manner—giving up
more time than Dr. Locke could have
thought of asking, to tho case of the
junior who had disappeared.

Clertainly he knew Wherton, and had
& fricndly recollection of the boy. That
might account for it.

But the schoolboy crook  had
wondered several times, whether the
Baker Strect dotective had sny other
reason, too. ;

Hs was huntin
junior, but was he
at the same time?

Anyhow, he was still at Greyiriars,
and heing skill at Greyfriars it was
inmevitable that ho should sce Lancaster
sooner or later,

Mow he had seen him.

“Will he come?'

Lancaster whispored the words, lisien-
ing for the tread of the Baker Street
dateative.

He was calm, eool, colleeted, ready
for o battle of wits. He had lost hia
nerve for & moment on the cricket
ficld when he had meot that quiet, pena-
trating gaze fized on him. Tt had cost
him his wicket. But he was master of
his norve again now. o was prepared.

There was o tread in the passaga,

A sarcastic smile flickered over
Lancaster’s handsome face. He picked
up a pen and dipped it in the ink.

Tapl o

“Come in,” called out the senior,

The door opened.

“Heock it, cld man,"” zaid Lancaster
without looking ap. “1 teld you I'd
got work to do.” Ho spoke as if to
anotiier Sixth-Former.

* Excuse mo—-"

Lancaster looked up.,

“Oh, you, sir| Pleass come in |

for the missing
uoting for apother
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He jumped to his {ect. Ferrers
Locke was standing in the deorway.
“Yin afraid I'm interrupting you.'

eaid Locke, ]
“"Please ecome " answered
Lancaster. "I thought it was onc of

the fellows. I rather wondered whether
you'd give mo a leok-dn some thme,
CS Tl

Locke centered the stwdy and elosced
the door. With a smile he sat down in
the chair Laneaster placed for him,
Lancaster pulled his own chair away
from the table and sat down apgain.

“You remember me, then?™ =said
Locke.

“Ferrers Leocke is nob casily [or-
gotten,” said Laneaster, with a smile.

“I may say the same of you, and T
thould certainly have looked in before,
liad I been aware that Lancaster of the
tiveyiriara Sixth was the Lancaster 1
mot at Danby Croft last year,” said
Ferrers Locke., “'1 was not aware of
that till I saw vou on the crickes held

lo-day."”
“1  =oe assented Lancaster.
“ Naoturally, I should have liked to

renew the acquaintance, Mr. Locke, but
I fancied you'd hardly remember &
fellow you met by chance for a day or
two, & year ago.t

*1 mever forget faces,' said Locke,
“and 1 never forget an acquaintance,
And I saw you play a great game of
cricket at Danby Croft last suminer—a
thing that would stick in my memory.
You seomt to bave carvied all before you
heve in cricket,'”

*“I'he fellows seem to think me rather
good,”” suxd Lancaster. "I'm keen on
tire game, of eourse. [ uzed to be glad
lo bo asked to country housca where
they had o cricket week.”

“ 1 should imagine, {rom your form,
that vou had more invitations than you
vonuld have accepted, of that kind.”

“Peopla were very kind,”
Lancastor.

e langihed a hittle.

“I dare say you're surprised to see
me o sehoolboy, 1 came straight into
the Bixil here, I Bind Greylriars a jolly
p]mlr;::-:} wish I'd come at the usual age,
really.

*1t's not all games, I sce ! remarked
Locke, with » snubiog glance at the
open Thueydides on the table.

“MNot at all! I'm afraid some of the
men think me rather a swot. 'The Head
thinke T've & chance for a DBalliol
scholarship,” explained Lancaster. “Tt
would come i uscful, us m]]I; pater did
not leave mo any too well off.” He
changed the subject, with o sipile. "]
supposo one mustn't ask o detective
guestions, Mr. Locke "

“That depends, of course.”

“T'm referring to younp Wharton.
You cutn guess that tha whole school is
vither anxions about him."

“1 believe yvou Lknew the bow,"™ snid
Locke, " His friends scem to be num-
hered among your most devoied wor-
shippers here)’

Lancaster lauphed.

“They're a very deeent set,” he said.
A Bixth Form man doesn't come a lob
i contact with Lower Fourth boyss but,
ns it happens, I met some of them in
their holidays, before I camo to Grey-
friars; and Wharton’s uncle and
ruardian was o friend of my [athor’s.
I liked Wharton very much. I you
had news af him, nobody would be more
glad to hear it than 1.7

1 have every hope of geliims news,”
said Locke.

“That's
heartily.

“ The mattor scems a completo mystery
at present. Dot every puzzle hias ils
solution, of course.™

gnld

pood ! =aid  Lancasber

“And Ierrers Locke ig fho man to
?uﬁ his finger on the solution,” said
saneaster, Y It laoks Like a caso of kid-
napping, at first sight, and yot—="
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“"Go on!" said Locke, ss the Bixthe
Formoer paused, with a thoughtfal brow,
“Well, there was that lctter en Mon-
day,” said Lancaster. I can't say 1

7

know much of the manners and customs
of kwdnappers; but surely it must bo
rather unuswal for them to allow a
prisoner to write a letior to relieve
the minds of his friends.”

“Very unusual indeod, I should sav.”

“On the other hand, I hardly thiok
Wharton was the kind of fellow to enter
imto somo harcbrained escapade, such as
a irip abroand without leave.™

id [I.‘J.I‘LII!".” A

“3o the thing puzzles me complete]y,
as, I suppose, it does everyone else
here,” gaid Lanpcaster. *“We can only
hepe for news, and there 18 ground for
hope, at least, now that you have the
matter in hand, Mr, Locke. What scems
to an outsider o ferribly decp mystory
is probably child's play to you!”

Ferrevs Locke laughed.

"It 12 not so casy as all that,” he
sald.  “If the boy Las been kidnapped
1% means that he has determined and
ruthless cthicmics, and that is an extra-
erdinary state of affairs,. His uncle,
Colonel Wharton, knows nothing of
such persons, his fricnds in the Remove
koow nothing. Ifis hcadmastor, his
Form master, can let in no light. You
knew the boy, and you, I conclude, can
say no more than the rest on the
sithject, ™

"JN:J; I should be greatly surprised
to hear that the boy had enemics of any
kind." Lancaster shook his head. * 1t
scems &80 improbable, in fact, that ¥
can't help thinking that the explanation
must be something else. The boy secmed
to mo too level-headed for a harebrained
cseapade, and veb schoolboys have done
such things before.”

“That 15 cortainly frue,” assenled
Locke, “I am not leaving out of sight
ithe possibility that the boy may simply
have run away from schoel on somo

fpolish, harebrained oxpedition, as
gchoolboys have  occasionally  dono
before,’

“It would lower my opinion of tho
kid, but it would be o relief to know
that it was no worse than that,” gaid
Lanecasior.

““No doubt.™

With that the saubject of Wharton
dropped. The conversation turned on
other matters, and ericket came up
again. On that subject Laneaster was
gquite at his case, and he talked with o
keenness that wus obviously sincera.

Locke, leaning back lazily in the arm-
chair, had lis cyes on the handeome,
frank, bowish face. ‘There were {ow
F{)'cs 23 keen as Forrers Locke's; but
it they sought to read anything in the
face of Richard Laucaster, they failed.

Ile rose at last.

I must let you get back to Thucy-
dides,” he said. “But I hope we shall

have another chat before I leavo
Greyfriars,"

Lancaster rose, too.

“By all means, Mr. Locke. But be-

fora you leave, of course, we shall know
what has become of young Wharlon,"

“I hope so, but 1 am uot o magician,”
sald Locke, smibling,

Tiere was a smile on Lancaster’s face
till the door closed on Ferrors Locke.

Then thoe smille vanished as if wiped
away.

Wil iron nerve and sell-control, he
had zhown no sign while the delcotive
was in the stude, DBut it hoad beon o
strain, and now the strain was over ho
relaxed.

A worn, almost old lock came over
the face of the schoolboy crook. 1llis
Lraws knitied in {roubled thonght.

“Why did he come here? To rencw
fﬁntcrlt! acquaintance? Natural enough,

i 1

The wrinkle deopened in hiz brow,
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“What can he know? What can he
suspect? The sule was cracked et
Danby Croft when I was there; he

ows that it was an inside job; he
knowe that one of the house-party did
the job. There were forty or E!g i tha
party—plenty to chooso from. Some of
them racing men—Turf adveniurers.
Old Danby was never particular about
his guests., A dozen dubious characters,
at least, for Locke to choose from—if
ald Danby had not made him chuck it
to save a scandal., 1 was there—butb
what is theroe in that? Loder of the
Birth +was there, for that matter.
?Ef 53

Yot there was & chill at the heart of

the schoolboy erook.
T friars Form-rooms disgorged

_ their oceupants. The old quad,
which bad been silent under the bright
June sunshine, swarmed and hummed.
Ferrers Locke, sitting at his open
window, smiled genially down on the
crowd of cheery faces ae the Greyiriars
follows swarmed out in break.

It was & pleasant aight to his eyes:
Locke had not forgotten that he had
beer a schoolboy himself—and not so
long ogo as most of the juniors may
hava fancied. His glanco faii on Johnoy
Bull, Nugent, and Hurree Jamset Ram

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Clue !

HERE was a trampling of [eet,
a buzz of voices, as the Grey-

Bingh; DBob Cherry was not with them
&s usual, Then he turned from the
walqdm-: and faced his door.

ap !

*Come in!"

Tho door opened, and Bob Cherry
sotercd.
 “You wanted to sco me im break,
gir,” said Bob. *I had your message.”

“Yes; sit down, Sherr;f!" gaid
Ferrers Locke, ™1 shall not take up
too much of your brief liberty.™

Bob Cherry grinnad.
 “We have filteen minutes in break,
sir, and you're welcome to every one
of them I™

“Thank you, my boy!” sald the
Baker Street detective, with a smile,

Bob Cherry sat down, with curious
eyes on the impassive face of the
dotective,

Bob would not have revealed the fact
for worlds, but in truth he was a little.
disappointed in Ferrers Locke.

The Baker Stroet detective had been
almost a week at the school now; and,
g0 far, he had discovered mnothing—
nothing that had been made known, at
all avents.

That was not what the chums of the
Femove had expected of the famous
detoctive,

Somehow, it had seemed to them that
when Ferrers Locke arrived on the
scene he would produce the missing
Junior, rather like a conjurer producing
a rabbit out of a hat,

ke, evidently, was no eonjurer!

B:I:Nﬂ news, 1 suppose, sir1* ventured
“As yet, no !
“We rather hoped—" Bob broke
off abruptly.

His ruddy face grew redder! He had
Illan?“Ly %Ivﬂn away his secret thoughtas.
“While there's life there's hope, my
» and we know now that our friend
Wharton is alive and well,” sasid Locke,
“That ia something, at least,

“It's lots, sir,” said Bob. “Franky's
looked & new man since that letter cama
from old Wharten, We've =&ll folt
Lo

ita 0. I told you I might have
Tax Magrer Lisrany,~No. 1.%13.

further questions to ask,” said Locke.
ks It appears from what you told me that
1t was some prejudice Wharton had

against Lancuster of the Sixth that

caused him to remain behind on St
Jun's day, when he so0 strangely
dJ;E-EErpBﬂ. ved,"

“That's s0,” said Bob uncomfortably,

He rather wished that Mr. Locke
would keep off this subject. It was
Eamﬂ_ﬂ to Wharton's chums to remem-

er that there had been trouble in the
Co. just before the captain of the Re-
move had vanished into the unkoown,
Neither was ik fl&asaﬂt to remember
that Wharton had been to blameo for the
trouble.

“You have told me that Wharton
never explained why he had taken a
sudden dislike to a El”ﬂw popular with
all the echool—popular with Wharton
himself before that sudden change.”

“He never sald a word, sir.”

“That was a littla surprising, was it
not ¥

“We couldo't understand him, sirl
It got our backs up; but—but we don't
like thinking about it now!” blurted
aut Bob.

“MNo doubt! It sceme that Wharton
rather openly made it known that he
had turned n'f_uinsl: Lancaster.”

“Well, T don't think he mesnt to
exaetly,” said Beob slowly; “but he
seerned to loathe the chap all of a
sudden and eouldn’t stand him at any
price. Lancaster was very kind to us;
I don't mean chummy or anything like
that—he couldn’t be, being in the
Bixth—but he often spoke to us in
quad, and remembered that ho'd met us
inn the hols, and all that. OF course,
we word rajher proud if old Lancaster
spoko to us in the qued—any Lower
School man would have been. Well,
that morning he camo up to speak to
us, and Wharton turned his back on
him befors o hundred fellows. So—so
it couldn't help being noticed a lot,”

" Lancaster must have been sur-
prised."”

“Must have been—and sany other
Bixth Form man would have kicked a
fag ncross the quad for such cheek! But
old Lancaster’s jolly pood-tempered.”

“ Wharton was not tho fellow to take
sudden dislikes for nothing, was hef®®

“No fear! Of course, ho had a
temper [ said Bob.

“When exactly did this happen?”
asked Ferrers Locke,

A few weeks ago—I couldn't =a
which day exactly,” Bob reflected.
“Qh, yes, it was the day after that
affeir at Hopben Grangs—I rememboer
wa thought Wharton might be a bit
nervy and out of sorts, through being
kept up late the night before, you
know."

There was & ;;leum in Locke's eyes,

“The night of the attempted burglary
at Hogben Grangei™

£ YHTH'

“*That night Wharton heard the two
erooks under the beech—heard the voice
of the unknown *Wizard® talking to
the ather roguei™

“¥Yes ™ gaid Bob.
late, of course.”

“And the next morning he turned
sgainst Lancaster?”

“Yes, the vary next morning,”

“He had not shown any dislike of
Lancaster befors thatf®

“Not the slightest,”” said Bob. "It
fairly took us all by surprise, It's
rotten to think about now, with poor
old Wharion missing; but, of course,
it puts a fellow’s back up.”

“I supposze so," said Locke, his eyes
resting on Bob’s ruddy faco curiously.
“And yon think that was the reason

“He got in jolly

THE MAGNET

why Wharton rofused to accompany

you lo 8t, Jum's te sco the ericket
match”

“Oh, wyes; he gimply barred old
Lancaster,” said DBob. “ Frightful
check, of course, for o junior to har a
Sixth  Forin  man—but when old

Wharton was an the high horse—well,
there ho was!” said Bob rucfully.

“,I} was unfortunate, as it turned
out,”” remarked Forrers Locke casually.
" Wharton was left alone that day, and
either fell inte the hands of cnemies
or found an epportunity of clearing off
on_some harebrained execursion,®

Bob Cherry started.

:Ynu dou't think that's possible, sir?®

hope not,”” said Ferrers Locke,
" But we cannot exclude the possibility,
Cherry, until we know mare.”

Bob locked dismayed.

“I'm absolutely eertain, #ir, that
Wharton never did anything of the
kind. He's away because he's kept
away. I'm certain of that.”

. “His letter secms to cast doubt on
it said Locke. “But no doubt the
future will tell. 1 won't detain you
any longer, Cherry."

Bob was glad to go. i

There was a frown on his face when
he joined his chums in the quad.
“Blessed if I think Locke's asuch a
big Panjandrum in the detective line
asﬂ‘ﬁ& Tpn-l.: h:,: Imkf;:iidi\

ow's that!" as sugent.

“Well, he reems to hm'aE:: idea in
fis head that Wharton may Lave bolted
for somo silly resson.”

“What utter rotl”

“The rotiulness is terrifie,’”

“If that’s all Locke can do he might
s well have staved at home in Baker
Street,"” grunted Johnny Bull,

There was no doubt that the chums
of the Remove were disappointed in
Ferrers Locke. It did not cecur to their
youthful minds that the Daker Btrect
detective tight have reasons—powerful
reasons—ior keeping his real opinion to
Inmscll.

It would havo occurred to them, with.
out doubt, ennld they have looked over
Ferrers Locke's shoulder, in his room,
at that moment,

Lotke was looking at & paper on his
desk, o paper on which numbered lines
were wriften. It ran:

*1. The crib was cracked at Danby
Croft by a member of the house-part
there. It was undoubtedly the wor
of tho * Wizard.”

“2., A member of the Danby Croft
house-party is now at Greyfriars—L.,
of ithe Sixth Form,

3. Wharton, the only person possess.
ing anyibing like & elue to the
Wizard, has disappeared.

“4. The Wizard ecould only fear
Wharton if he was likely to come into
contact wilh the Loy who had heard
his voice. Thaf is, if he was in daily
life in the vicinity of Greyiriars School.

“5, Wharton, a devoted admirer of
L., turned against him suddenly, with-
out any roason given. This happoned
immediately after the affair at Hogben
Grange—when he heard the Wizard's
voice,

“6, Query? Why did Wharlon turn
suddenly against a fellow ho had liked
end admired, to such an extent that
he ‘loathed' him and barred him?
Was it becauso the Wizard’s voico was
a voico familiar to his ears—a voice he
heard constantly in the school, the
voice of L. of the Sixth*

Forrora Locks read that

papeg
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through slowly and
carefully, and ro-
mained staring at it
with knitted brow,

When he rose to
hiz fect at last hoe
siruck a mateh, and
carcfully bursed tho
paper 1o the last
fragmment.

THE ELEVENTH
CHAPTER.

b ODLY, oldw
E chap 1™ o
“Baow - v
wow ! et

“ Denr old Toddy "
“ Rats 1" z

“¥You rolben~.
boasg [ ';E
“Ha, ha, ha!"a.

roared Peter Todd.

_ Billy Bunter stoad
iu the doorway of
Study Neo 7, blink-
mg  at the two
jrmuors therein. Tom
Dutton grinmed, but
tock no other hiced of
the fat junior. Peier
lodd alse grinned;
but likewise he drew
a ruler across the
table, as if to be in
readiness.

Bunter, about to
roll inte the stody,
paused in the door-
way. Ho did not like
the look of that
ruler, and he was
sure that he would
not like the feol of it

There were wrath
and indignation in
Bunter's fat face, He had ““chucked ¥
Study No. 7 to return to Study Ne. 1;
and his return to Study Neo. 1 having
turned out a frost, naturally he desired
io fily back to his roost, as it were.
Fut it was in vain that he nssured
Toddy that he had never meant to
turn him down—that he couldn't droam
of parting with such a pal—that he
hadn't been serious in the very least.

b

Whether Bunter had been serious or
not, Peter persisted 1n taking him
seviously.

Bunter had {o be let into the study
for prep. On other occasions he found
a lion in the path, as it were, in the
shape of Peter Todd, with a ruler, an
inkpot, or a poker.

It was hard lines on Bunter. Ie
fiked taking his esse in an armechaiv;
and as the enly armechair in fthe study
Lelonged to Toddy, he had been accus-
tomed to taking his ecase in Toddy'a
armehair, Now that he no longer be-
longed to Stady Ne. T he eould not
zib in  that armchair without heine
vilted out.

Tea was a  still more important
matter. The peostal order, whieh had
lheen anxiously cxpected for so long,
had never come.  Bunter had to tea
in Hall, or “stick ** some study in the
Nemove, or sssume the privilege of a

study-mate  and  tea with Toddy.
Toaing with Toddy waz a thing of the
past now! Tea in Hall was not
attractive. “8Sticking ” another study

was somotimes successful—more often
unsuceessful,

Nugent, being alone in Study No. 1
might have been expected to be glad
of Bunter's company. But he wasn't.

B g

oak-iree |

Nobody seemied to be glad of Bunicer's
company, nice as it was,  Even Peter
Todd secmed beast enough to take ad-
vantage of Puniler’s haring turned him
down to keep, as it were, turned down.
In vain Bunter strove to turn him up
again!

Bunter, almost ﬁ!lin%
with his ample persom, b
and blinked at Duiion.
digreparded.

There was quite a nice ten going on
in Btudy No. 1, and Bunter stood
pozing, like a podgy peri at the gate of
paradize.

“1 zay, old fellow, that locks & nice
cake ! said Bunter sorrowfully,

“Quite ! agreed Peter.

“1 say, old chep, I never meant to
furn you down! I should be frighiiully
gorey to part with a pal hike you!”

“There's something rather attractive
about me, isn’t there 77 ?riﬂned Peter.

“Yos, old chap, awinlly ¥

“1t's the gake, 1an't it 7

“YVes—] mean—I—I mean,
such a thing as friendship,
Look at all I've done for you !

“1 haven't s microscope handy.”

“"Beast! Look how I've stuck to you
through thick and thin,” said Dunter.
“Like Demon and Pontius Pilate over
azaln,

“Do you mean Damon and Pythias,
vou fat idiot ¥

“I mever looked on you a3 &
freak, Peter, like all the other fellows.
I've never told »ou what I thought of

the doorway
mked at Peter,
Hie blinks were

there's
Peter !

}.ﬂu‘n
Peter Todd chuckled.
“I've stood by yom nohly! Tve

always meant to stand you a splendid

19

Eilly Bunler’s eyes opened wide as the Sixth-Former hid something In the high hollow of the old

spread when my postal order came. 1—

say, Peter, let's be chums sgain! I—
I've had no tea.’

“*A healthy ana sufficient meal is
provided by the school—— ¥ began
Feter, quoting {from the school pro-
spectus.

“I've had tea in Hall,” said Bunter.
“What's tea 1in Hall toe me? I—I say,
Peter, I'm coming in, I—I'm going to
have tea with you, old chap.”

“I thiuk not, old fat bean.”

“Look here! "Thiz 1z my study !
coming in !

Bunter made a step into the study.
Peter picked wup the ruler., Bunter
made a step out agam,

“ Peter, old bean—"

“T'll tell wou what,” said Toddy
Blandly., “You want to tes it the study
again ”

“Yes, old chap.”

“Well, you can tca here to-morrow.”

“ Beast I*

“To-morrow " was Sefurday, and on
Baturday it was well known that Toddy
was going out, to watch the First
Eleven playing at St Jude's. Tea in
No. T in Peoter’s absence was not of
much use to Bunter. It would have
been o minus quantity.

“I've a jolly good mind,” said Bunter,
in a concentrated tone, ' to come in and

I'in

mop up the study with you, Peter
Todd I .

“Dao!™ said Peter. “Don't mind
me "

“Look here, Peter! Hobson of the
Shell asked me to tea, and he's got o
topping cake! I turned him down for

513

you ! :
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“Turn him up again.™

“Yoh!"

Billy Bunoter rolled out of the door-
way of SBtudy Mo, 7. It secmed that
there was nothing doing thero.

Tea was going on in several Removo
studies; but Dunter had tried them all,
and drawn them all blapk, before ho
made one more effort to soften Toddy's
stony heart. It really looked as if
Bunter would have to satisfed, for
once, with tea in Hsll. That was
rathor sericus, for at tea in I1all Bunter
bad only been sble to bag enough pro-
vender for three fellows.

He rolled down the stairs in a morose
end peevish mood. But & gleam came
wtc his litcle round eyes, behind s
big round spectacles, at the sight of a
Bhell fellow going towards the door.

It was Hobson of tho Shell.

Bunter had spotted the handsome coke
which James Hobson had brought m
for tea. There was no chance whatever
of Dunter getting asked to tew in a Shell
study, and his thoughts bad lingernd on
that cake, as opne's thoughts may linger
sometimes on the unattainable.

Now it seemed to Bunter that the
cake might have been brought within
the limits of the attainable. Hobson
could not have had tea yet  Ho must
have left the eake in his study. And he
was going out of the House.

As if to help the Owl of the Remove
to make up his fat
mind, Hobson of the
Shell called to him.

“Seon Hoskins1”

Billy Bunter lost no time in fading
over the horizon, ]

The two Shell fellows went to their
study.

“The fat idiot!” said Hobby, still
wrathful, “Pulling s man’s leg, you
know! 1 might have gone rootin
about 1 the Cleisters locking for you 1
I hadn't spetted you in the quad. 1
say, I've got a ripping cake for tea.”

“Good 1 sald Heoskins.

“I've got it all ready—— Why—what
— whero — whoe ——"  James Hobson
stared ab his study table.

“Whot——" bogan Hoskins.

“Gona !*

5 EJ:.‘ ?I-I

“ Bunter—"

T Whﬂ t--.'*' I

" The—-the—thoe fot scoundrel! That's
why he wanted to send mte rooting in
the Cloizters—that’s what be had in that
basket—that—— Oh, my hat!” Hob-
son of the Shell stayed cnly to snatch up
8 ¢ricket stump,

Then he rushed forth
Bunter. .

And, to ]udga by the expression on
James [lobson’s speaking countenance,

in scarch of

it was just as well that William George
Bunter had cleared out of gates, and
placed a safe distance between the cake
and its infuriated owner.

THE MAGNET

“Coming down to the ncts pow?”
asked Wingate,

“Well, no, 1 think not. You seco—"
“That's right, Take a rest.  We shall
wank you to go all out to-morrow.”
And George Wingate, with a nod,

walked down the passage.
Lancaster sat with a thoughtiul brow,

There were no closses on the morrow
for the mon of the First Eleven. They
bhad to start early for 5t. Jude's for a
whole-dny match.

They would be away from Greyfriars
all day. Lancaster, if ho went Lo
2t. Jude’s with them, would be away
all day, from nine in the morning until
the ecricketers returned in the summer
sunset,

And Ferrces Locke was still at Grey-
friars.

Luncuter did not want to cut the
ericket mateh—and lie was aware that if
he ecut the watch without good reasen,
it would cause a lot of comment, and
comment was what he wished {0 avoid.

But if he left his quarters for a whole
day, with the Baker Street detective in
the building—

Ihnd Locke suspect?

Nothing in his look or his munnep
gave tho faintest hint that he suspected,
But the schoolboy crook was not likely
to jJudge by npp&arqncm-r-nﬁﬁu:iu]ly in

dealing with zuch a
A% 4 & 4 &

mak as Ferrers Locke.
If there was the re-
motest suspicion in the

“Yes, in tho BOOKS, PENENIVES, and POCHET WALLETS mind ' of _tho Baker
Cloisters,” ANSWET s z ‘ treet tective, he
Bl_?rtie‘:*rprnmpﬂy, offered for Stur}'el:tes and Gl'eyﬁ'larﬂ Limericks. would not lose such an

He had not scen " opportunity =28 the

Hoskins of the Bhell
for two or three days.
But the Cloisters were
at & pgood distance
from Sm Houso
DBunter was not tram-

All efforts to be sent to: ¢fo MAGNET,
5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4 (Comp.).

Don't miss this opporiunity of winning something mnselal,

morrow offered.

With Lancaster safe
olf the scene for a
whole day. there would
ba a carcful, metion-
lgus, minute scarch of

melled by any undue
regard for the truth,
1f Hobby went as far
as tho Cloisters to look for
that wes all Bunter wanted.

James Hobson dgruuted, and ran out.

Bunter grinned. _ ]

He hurried awa)y in another direction.

Iobson was gone to look for Hoskins.
Bunter was gone to look for Hobby's
cake.

In two minutes Bunter was in Hobson's
study in the Shell, Table was laid for
tea—graced by thot handsoms cake that
Bunter had seon Hobby buy in the tuck.
shop. In less than a minute more DBilly
Bunter had caught up = small lunch-
hasket that lay in 8 corner, crammed
the cake into it, and whisked cut of the
study. He rolled away hurriedly to the
door of the House.

“Dh crikey ¥ gasped Bunter.

Hobson and Heskin: came in together,
and met him in the deorway. James
Hobson glanced at Bunter, and gave
him a glare.

his Eriend,

“You fat chump 1” he said.

“0Oh, really, Hobson——" .

“What did you mean by telling me
Hoskine was in the Cleisters? ran

into him in the guad.”
“0Oh! I—I thought—I mean—>*
Bunter dodged a kick, and colled out
of the House. Fortunately Hobson had
not recognised his own lunch-baskeli—
such baskets were much alike. But
Bunter had a feeling that he would sus-

pect something when he got to his study
and found 1t in the same skata as

Mother Hubbard's celebrated cupboard.
TaE MigweT Lignany.—No. 1,218,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Wizard is Warv |
w IT, old man?®”

F “As a fiddle !

Wingate grinned.

“"You're always fit,” he ro-
marked. He was standing in the door-
way of Lancaster’s study in the Sixth,
talking to the fellow stretched lazily in
the armehair. “I'm relving on you for
to-morrow, of course”

“The [act is——" said Lancaster
slowly.

The Greyiriars captain’s expression
changed o little. He held up a warn-
ing Gnger.

“Don't say you wenk to be scratched
for the Bt. Jude’'s match! You're com-
ing over with us to make them open
their eyes wide.”

“After all, I'm & new man here”
said Lu:‘acustef'. “and there are a lot of

good men—
“Leave that te me, old bean®
answered Wingate., “You don't mean
that I'm putting too much on you——*"
“No, no!®
“Don't fec] yourself getting stale ?”

“No. But—~
“1 understand.”  Wingate grinned
again, his cheery, good-nature rin.

“You never care mwuch for the limeo-
light, and you don't half like bagging
all the kudos, My dear man, that's rot !
You're coming over to pfay' at Bt
Jude's to-morrow, if we have tg carry
you in & sack I

Lancaster laughed.

A i mrrii—

his gquarters.
There would not be a
sign left to show that

the search had becn mads.  DBut it
would made—and it would be
thorough.

If thore was a shred of evidencs to he
found connceting Lancaster with the
cracker of cribs, Locke would find it.

Lancaster did not suppose or surmize
that. He knew it ¢ had never
befora entered inte & contess with the
Baker Street detective, but he knew
what to expect in such a contest.

Ho rose to his feet, locked his stud
door, and turned to his desk. That deaﬂ
had been installed in the study some
time after Lancaster had become a
Greyiriars man. It was n strong osken
desk, and the locks on it were of an
unusual design. Mo man at Greyfriars
could have uvnlocked that desk; but it
would have been child's play to Ferrers
Locke. No man at Groyfriars, even if
he had got the desk open, would have
been hkqig te find a certein secret
drawer hidden in the interior. But a
secret drawer would be the first thing
that Ferrers Locke would look for if he
suspected Lancaster to {he extent of
searching his study at all.

A rather grim smile passed over Lan-
caster’s handsome face, making it look
much less handsome {or the moment.

From the sectet drawer in the desk he
drew a leather wallet.

He gave one glance into the wallet, at
the array of strange steel tools ik
contained.

He laughed slightly.

The Wizard's outfit would have been
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enough, moro than enough, for Ferrers
Locke had his eyes fallen on it. And
his eyes would have fallen u{lcm it if it
remaiped within the walls of Lancaster’s
study while tho Bixth Foerm man was
away with the cricketors on the morrow.

Lancaster slipped the wallet into o
hidden pocket inside his loose lounge
jncket, closed the desk, unlecked the
deor, and left the study.

He sauntered out of the House.

At a distance under the clms Ferrers
Locke could be seen walking and talking
with Me. Quelch.

Lancaster’s eyes glimmergd as they
fell on the detective. Locke did nos
planes tn his direction. The handsome
Hixth-Former strolled away carelossly
wowards the gates. )

tle passed out of the gates with a
pleasant nod te Gosling, who gave him
a crusty grin as he touched his hat.
A “werry ¥ pleasant young gentleman,
(iosling thought him, Gosling’s opinion
of boys in general was that they ought
te bo “drewnded,” but he made an
cxecption in favour of Lancaster of the
Sixth.

Out of pates, Lancaster scemed b
no hurry to go on his way, At a little
distance he leaned against a tree and
pazed away towards the cdistant sea
rolling bright and blue beyond the eliffs.

It was & very pleasant view on a
bright June day, with white ond brown
sails dotling the blue in the far distapee.
Iut Lancaster did not give his whole
attention to the view, pleasant a3 1t was,
"'lie corner of his eye was on the school
Eales,

Perhaps he was wondering whether
Feryers Locke would emerge. It was

rot likely., Even if the detoctive sus-
pected him, he was pot hikely to iske
sp obvious & step as shadowing him
when he left the school. But Lancaster,
with the Wizard's strange tools hidden
under hiz jacket, was not takiog
chances, :

He remained where he was, admiring
the scenery, for & quarter of an hour or
more. Fellows came out of the gates
and went in, but he saw nothing of
Ferrers Locka.

COne of the fellows who came out was
James Hobson of the Shell. Hobby of
the Shell had a stump under his arm
and an excited expression on his rugged
face. Catching sight of Lancaster, he
ran towards him,

“Hoon Bunter?” he azked.

“Bunter? No.” ]

“He's bagged my  eake!™  hissed
Hobson, “I've hunted all over the
show. [ thought he mught havo gone
out——"

Iancaster laughed.

“ Sorry—I've not scen him.”

“I'm going to skughter him when I
get hold of ﬁim,” said HHohsen, and he
went back through the gateway.

Lancaster strolled on at last.

1lis way led him down to the river.
After elasses there were a good many
CGireyfriars men on the river or clustered
routd the boathouse. Lapcasier seun-
tered along the tewpath, his hands in
his pockets, his manner cne of casual
CArclossnnea,

At o little distznce from the hoat-
house, however, he turned into the wood
that bordered the tewpath, Thickets
and trunks and Jeafy branches shut him
off from sight 2z he stopped under a
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massive old oak: and after welting,
watching, and listening for a long
minute, slipped his hand under his
jacket and drew out the wallet of
cracksman’s tocls.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
In Hiding !
BILLY BUNTER tremhbled.

“Boast " he muormured in-
audibly,
‘I'he way of the transgressor is
undaoubtedly hard.

Not that Billy Dunter felt himself a
transgressor ! In matters of tuck Bunter
pleased himself.  The righis of pro-
perty made absolutely no appeal o
Bunter when tuck was involved.

It was not on his fat conscience that
ha had bagged Hobby's eaké. DBut ho
k:}ﬁjw that Hebby would be frightfully
wild.

Hobson of the Shell, 1t was cartain,
would know wio had begged that cake
and would hunt for him. IT BDunter was
found with the eake, the results would
be dire. And he would lose the cake.

Once the cake was safcly packed away
ihside DBunter there would be no
iangible evidenee that he had ever had
it. And even if Holby did not give him
the benelit of the c'l::mit. the eake would
be safe, anvhow., That would be so
wiuch to the good

8o DBunter, when he cleared out of
pates, sought @ spot where ho could
retire, like & shy violet, from the
pulilie eye.

There wore plenty of such spots round

(Cantinued cn wewt puge)
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ebout Groyfriars. The nearest was the
wood that bordered the towpath, Aa
the nearest, it appealed to Bunter; he
did not like exortion.

Seversl fellows saw Bunter roll along
the towpath; one or two made jesting
remarks about the lunch-basket. He
was glad to disappear into the wood.

But if that beast Hobson sought him
go far afield he was likely to pick u
information from the fellows who ha
seen Bunter roll by, Bunter realised
that ho was not safe yet.

But there was safety at hand—ample
cover even for the fattest follow at
Greyfriars. Bunter blinked at tree
ufter tree, seeking a favourable one to
climb. It had to be essy to climb or it
would not suit Bunter. e blinked at a
magsive old oak, but there were no low
branches to make the task easy. 'The
next bree, however, an ancient beech,
had irregular branghes easily within
Bunter's reach. The fat jutuor clam-
bered into the heech, sottled himeelf in
& fork of the boughe completely hidden
by iIoliage, mg rested from  his
exertions.

Ho was sale end secure now, and
could vepture to open the lunch-basket
and commencs oparations on the cake.

And he lost no time.

For many happy minutes there was a
low sound of munching in the branches

of the beech-trea.

It was quite & large cake. Thero
would have been enough for Hobson and
Hoskina. There was almost enough for
i fat £ h

15 fat face was happy and shiny when
he had finished. = 4

Ho had enjoyed that cake. And
thers was no evidence against him now
—after he bhad carefully brushed the
crumbs off. The lunch-baskot could he
left sticking in the tree. Bunter felt
happy and satisfied,

And then cams & rustling in the wood
below, and his fat heart almost leaped
into his mouth.

He had no doubt that it wns Hobson
of the Shell tracking him {o his lair.

Bunter remazined perfectly still. He
scarcely breathed.

He wos thankful that he had taken
the troubls to climb the beegh. The

foliage hid him; thers was no sign of
him to be goen from below ! That utter
brute, Hobson of the Shell, could hunt
B3 long az he liked.

Bunter had trembled for a second,
Mow he grinned. And he kept wvery,
Very quiot,

The. rustling in the thick woeod coased
uite close to the beech. Billy Bunter
elt & new qualm. Thoe beast couldn’t
hove apntter? him, surely! But if not,
why had he stopped zo close st hand?

Bunter quaked and listened. He half.-
expected fo hear the infurinted voice of
Hobzon calling him to come down. But

thera was ne wvoice, and the rustling
had ceased,

Then thers came a faint brushing
sound, and Bunter's eyes opened wide
bahind his spectacles.

Somebody was clambering up a tres
close to the beech. It was tha massive
old ozk, only gix or soven feet away,
whose branches mingled with those of
tha beach.

Bunter's fat heart thumped.

It it was Hobson after him, the beast
was getting into the wrong tree. If it
wasn't Hobson, who on earth was it,
and what waa he at?

Through the foliage of the beech
Bunter could not see the ground, but
ha could see into the neighbouring cak.

He had a glimpse of a climbing
figure, the back of which was turned
towards him.

Hea started.

Certainly it waz not Hobson.
o much bi
ik was a
of the Sixth.

It was truly amazing.

Sizxth Form men, even Fifth Form
men, did not climb trees like juniors,
Thoy disdained such things, But
Bunter was sure that it was a Greyiriars
man, He had had s glimpse of a cap
with the school colours, and now he
could sce quite plainly o zection of a
dark grey lounge jacket which was
quite familiar to his oyes. It was

It was
er fellow than Hobson, If
reviriarse man, it was one

Lancaster of the Sixth Form who was
clambering into the adjacent cak.
If Bunter had not been silent from
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caution he would have boen dumb now
with astonishment.

Ho had not secn the clamberer’s face,
But he glimpsed the figure several
times, and he knew that slim, athletic
figure as well as he knmew Lancaster's
features,

The figure disappearced in the oak.

Bunter blinked—dumb.

ELancaster of the Sixth, elimbi
an oak-tres like a kid in the
What was the man up to?

Bunter's eyez and spectacles were
fastened on the ocak., He wished that
the intermingled folisgs of the froes
had not been so thick, He could sce
nothing now,

But he heard a sound from the oak.
There was a brushing and groping
sound.

What was the man up to? Bunter's
curiosity was intense. It sounded like
something being shoved into a hollow
of the tree. Bunter could have under-
stood that had the climber been a fag;
his minor, Sammy of the Second, for
instance, TRunter himself had more
than once sought a safe hiding-place for
such an article as a tin of toffee, till
the owner had forgotten that it was
missing. But it was searcely possible
to suspoct & Sixth Form man  of

scofing ¥ tuck and hiding it away.
Yet, if Bunter's fat ears did not deceive
him, the Bixth-Former was hiding some.
thing in the oak-lree in some hollow
high up in the ancient trunk.

‘There was a quick rustle and 2 thud
below. Lancaster had dropped lightly
from the oak to the ground.

Without pausing a moment he
walked away through the thickets, and
Billy Bunter heard the rustling he made
dig away towards the river,

There was silence a%a-.in; Lancaster of
the Sixth was gone. The fat Owl in the
beech was alons once more.

Bunter grsped.

“Well, my hat!"

Lancaster of the Bixth Form had con-
cealed something in tho cak-tree. Thers
was absolutely no doubt on that point,
in Bunter's fat mind. It waz amazing
—astounding—-but thero it was!

“My hat!” ropeated Bunter.

He had almost forgotten Hobson of
the Shell now.

Amazing as Lanecaster's action was, ik
did not, of course, concern Bunter. No
doubt for that reasen it intcrested him
all the more.

Billy Bunter was a fellow who never
could mind his own business, He made
up for that, however, b ,gh-inq a lot of
attention to other pm_pfﬁ 8 business.

But a less inguisitive fellow than
Bunter might have been eurious about
the strange procecdings of the Sixth
Form man,

Bunter sgquatted in the beech aond
wondered, Lancaster was gono—nobody
else was at hand. The idea came into
the fat junior’s mind of rooting into
the oak and discovering what it was
that the scnior had concealed there.
But he shook his head. Lancaster
might come back, Hobson might come
hunting him, and it was getting near
tima for mil-nvar at Greylriars, too.
It was a hali-holiday on the morrow,
and there would be plenty of timeo then,

Bunter grinned. He liked Lancaster
as much as it was in his fat nature to
like anybody. Certainly he would never
have dreamed of harming the popular
gomior in any way. But curiomty was
Bunter's ruling passiocn. Bunter always
wanted to know. And he was going to
know what Lancaster had hidden in the
cak-tree. He was guite resolved on
that. And he did not dizmiss the

into

hird
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maticer from his fat
!m'ml until }'._ia rolled
inte  Greyfrinrs for

call-over, when he
had to  dismiss it
and think anhout

Hobson of the Shell.

THE
FOURTEENTH
CHAPTER.

The Mouse and the
Lion Over Again!

ERRLERBS
LOCKE stood
among the
erowd of

Greyiriars mon who
saw the cricketers off
for Bt. Jude's tho

next morning.
When  the  brake
neavly

rolled away,
all Greyfriars had
gathered; the bell
not having yet rung
for morning school.
andsome and fit,
Lancaster drow many
glanees  amongr  the
cricketers. The oyes
of the Daker Street
detective were upon
him, reading the handsome, carcless
face, and reading nothing there.

It wrs seldom that Ferrers Locke was
puzzled, but in the strange case that
cccupled his mind now he had to adinit
perplexiiy.

Looking at Lancaster, 1t seemed jim-
possible to imagine that he was any-
thing but what he looked—a schoolboy,
happy and careless, and thinking at the
momeaent chiefly of cricket.

Lancaster did not scem {o observe
Locke among the crowd. He chatted
eastly and pleasantly with the other
fellows. Bob Cherry waved his eup as
the brake rolled off, and yelled:

“(zive ‘om beans, Lancoasier ™

Lancaster smiled at that.

The crickelers departed, and  the
ecrowd dispersed. Classes claimed the
Groyfriars fellows.

Ferrors Locke stralled o the quad
that morning. Fellows who happenced
to notice him wondered if this was the
way the Buaker Street detective sot to
worl to find a fellow who was missing
fromm school. Greviriars men  were
alrcady  beginnine te wmwake jesting
remarks about the detective. Coker of
the Fifth told FPotter and Greene that
Logke was & much over-rated man: amd
for once Potler and Greene were in-
clined to agree with Coker. Cerfainly
the Baker Street detective had been a
week at the school now, and nothing
had come of it so far.

When the fellows came out in morn-
ing break, Bob Cherry sighted Locke
sauntoring under the trees and grunted.

His feith in the man he had regarded
as little short of a gonins was falfiﬂg tor
a rather low chb.

“There’'a Mr. Locke,” he remarked.
“Tooking for Wharton in the quad, it
seems. well, he won't find him in the
quad.™

“SHeems to be taking it easy, and no
mistake,” said Nugent.

“"The easinoss secms {o be ferrifie,”
remrarked MHurree Jamset Ham Singl.
“Dut perhaps the csteemed Locke is
thinking it out.”

“He's had pleniy of time do thinlk it
%llti‘l I 5huu|cr say ' grunted Johnny

ull.

In break, Hobson of the Shell found

Bump ! **Yooop !** There was a heavy thud, followed by a howl, and Ferrers
Locke turned round fo sce Bunter ispmwljng beneath the old cak, gasping and
spluttering.

Bumier. And in third school
Bunter was wriggling very uncoimnfort-

ably on his form. Hobson had not
given him the benefit of the doubt. Ifa
had given him & severe kicking, And

he had promised him avother when he
met him again, The wav of the f{at
lransgrezzor was undoubtedly hard.

After dinner that day  pleniy  of
fellows were poing over to 5t. Jude's,
The distance was not great, and Bob
Cherry and his friends wheeled out their
miachtines to bike it. They were keen
to see how the Iirst Eleven was getting
on, and especially Lancaster.

“Tea 1n the study te-day, Dunter!”
said Veter Todd chicerily.

T BE&EIE”

And TVeoddy grinned and departed on
his bivyele.

Bunter frowned after him.

Toddy would he teaing out, and
there was nething in Study No. T for
Bunter. And Hobson of the Shell bhad
met Bunter after classes and kept his
promise. Bunter was feeling sore.

There was, however, cne gleam of
comfort for D'unter. He had wondered
and wondered and wondered apain
what on earth Lancaster of the Sixth
could possibly have hidden in the oak-
tree in the wood by the towpaih. It
seemed neredible that a Sizsth Form
man could have hidden tuck there, On
the other hand, if 15 was not tuck, what
coitld 1t possibly be?

Bunter's fat thonghis ran naturally
an luck. Tuek was unhikely; bat any-
thing clse scemed more unlikely still.
S Bunter nonrished a faint hone that
the mysteriouns artiele hidden in the oak
might bo of an edible nature. 1If it
twrned out to be so. there would be
something for tea after all, as well as
what DBunter ecalled *“doorsteps and
dish-water ¥ in Hall.

Fow follows remained within pates

that afternoon. Whele crowds of them,
serrors and Juniors, woent over to i,
Jude's to wateh  the cricket there.
(Hhers went on the river or on the
usual holiday rambles. When Foyrers
Locke sountered into il Sixth Fopn
passage, there was no eye to ohserve
him. He stepped into Lancaster’s study
and gquictly lecked the door.

. The Baker Street detective was husy
m that study for nearly half an hour.

Mot an inch of space in that time re-
mained unexplored by the deteetive.

The reenlt was nil.

Whether his suspicion of Lancaster
was well-founded or not, he had really
cxpected no other resalt.

A schoolboy had nething to [car from
a scarch. A crook “‘ﬂulf take care to
Jewve nothing to be uncarthed by a
soarch.

Dut Locke did his werk thoroughly.

There was nothing to be discovered
which meant either that Lancaster was
what he scomed—or clse that he had
anticipated a scarch during hiz absence
for a whole day.

Only on the strong oak desk Locke'a
cyes Hngered., Tt wes an  unusupal
articie of furhiture in a schoolboy's
study. It was fitted with locks that
could not have been opened by anyens
at Grevfriars execept the Baker Stroet
deteetive, e had found &  sceret
drawer in it, and found it empty. Bus
if Lancaster ever had anyihing that ho
desired to keep safe from prying cyes,
that desk was o safe place for it

Locke left the study quietly.

His impassive face oxprossed nothing,
but hiz thonglts were bhusy.

Of the mysterions Wizard nothing
tefinite was known; but thero were
HIANY TUrmors, One ramour was that
the myvsterious crook was a mere lad,
truined by older raseals to exploit his

THe Micxer Iaensrvy.—No. 1,218,
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strange gift of oracking safes. At
Danby Croft, Locke's thoughts had un-
doubtedly turned on Richard Lancastor
with & wague suspicion. All chat he
had learned since he had been at Grey-
friars had strengthened that suspigion,

The fellow had bheen left without &
“hean,” so far as could be ascertained.

et he scemed well provided with
money. Since had been ab the
school there had been the attempted
robbery at Hogben Grange, and an-
other at Higheliffe. On the other
hand, therec had been an attcmpt Lo
rob Greyfriars, and Lancuster had de-
feated it. There had been the bank
raid at Courtfield, and Lancaster had
joined in the pursuit of the thieves.
But thoy had escaped—possibly owing
to his intervention. ] _

Ho had been acguainted with the
rascelly Weasel; on the other hand, he
had gone to Inspector Grimes at Court-
field and told him all he knew of the
man—or all he chese to tell. Nvidence
seemed to be equally divided for and
against him. A search of his study bad
revealed nothing., Yet, if e was tho
Wizard—if hc had been the cracksman
at Hoghben Grange—he must have his
professional tools at hand. And where
olse could he safely conceal them? On
the other hand, if he was = crook, he
had certainly anticipated that mu*n:cfl of
his guarters during a whole day's ab-
sence and taken his precautions.

Ferrors Locke was puzzled.

And in his puzzlement there was »
glight sense of irritation. He was
accustomed to dealing suceessfully with
master crooks; and e schoolboy was
beating him. All this time the missing
junior was n prizoner in some unknown
place; and if Locke was on a false
seent, Wharton's case seemed  almost
hopeless. All was theory, so far; and
if he was following = falsc scent, the
real trail was growing older—more
difficult to pick np—while precious time
was wasted. He needed something
definite—somaothing concrete—something
more than theory. Where was he to
bnd it?

He strolled out of gates down to the
gunny river, Lancaster was plaring
cricket at St Jude's, the eyvnosure of a
shouting, checring c¢rowd—an mnocent
schoolbey enjoying the game—or a
secreb crook laughing in his sleeve al a
baffled detective? Locke set his lips,

The grim look faded from his face,
and he smiled at the sight of a fat
ﬁ‘gﬁm rolling down the towpath.

illy Bunter blinked cautiously be-
hind him as he came.

Bunter did not want to be seen root-
ing about for what Tancaster of the
Sixth had concealed in the oak-tree.

It was getting towards tea-time, and
Bunter was getting hongry. More and
more it seemed to DBunter that what
was hidden in the oak was possibly
tuck. The hungrier hé grew, the more
probable 1t seomed.

Bunter stopped by the wood where it
bordered the towpath and gave a last
cautious blink round him.

That hlink revealed Ferrors Tocko
looking at him and smiling, and Bunter
gave o JUIng.

“Oh!’ he ejaculated.

Lacke was leaning on a tree by the
towpath, He had been looking ous
over the shining river. but now his eves
were fixed on Bunter. with amusement
in them. Thet the fat junior was up
to some mischief was obvious; but
Locke did not coneern himself with
Bunter's proceedings.

Ho gave the Owl of the Remove a
nod and looked awey again.

Tre Magrer Lisrany.—No. 1,218,
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Bunter blinked at him cautiously for
a fow moments, and then rolled into the
wood. Lecke scemed to have forgotten
his fat cxistence, az probably ho had,
and Dunter was reassured. Locke didn't
matter, anyvhow. X

The i'a}t junior stop under the oak.

He blinked up doubtfully.

It was not s0 easy to climb as the
beech in which Bunter had tsken rofuge
the previous dav. That, indeed, was
the reason why Bunter had passed it by
and climbed the becch. Possibly it was
the reason why Lancaster had selected ik,

Bunter eyed the cak very doubtfully
and made the attempt at last.

He reached the lower branches after
a struggle and then halted, pufing and
blowing, Having got back hiz wind, the
Owl] of the Remove wventored a little
higher. His foot slipped, however, and
he lost his balanes and fell. Luckily,
or unluckily, a branch hooked itself into
the Owl's braces, and he remained
suspended between heaven and earth
like a fat jellyfish at the end of a line.

Forrers  Locke  had  forgotten
Bunter. His mird was brooding over
the problem he had to solve, and had no
rocm for the anties of the Owl of tha
BEemovo.

But he woas reminded suddenly of
Bunter's unimportant exisience.

Bump |

The bracos had given way under the
strain of supporting Bunter at last.

" Yooooosooop I

It was a thud. fellowed by a howl

Ferrers Locke smiled and stepped into
the wood. TUnder the widespreading
branches of the oak Billy Bunter set and
spluttered.

“Hure 7" asked Locke, giving the fat

junior a hand o

"Owl Yes! %"m braken my back—
I mean my leg—ow! I—I think I've
dislocated my spinal columnl Ow!™

“Mot so bed as that, T think," said
Lacke, with a laugh. “You shoulda't
olimb trees, you voung donkey "

“0Oh, 1 can climb all rnght” said
Bunier., “Aciive 23 a monkey, vou
know. I—I sav, Mr. Locke, would—
would you mind giving me & bunk up

“RBetter  leave that tree  alone,
Bunter,” zaid Locke. “If you want to
climb theore are easier trees. Better
still, don't elimb at all 1™

“Well, I specially want to climb that
onk,” seld Bunter. “Just—just to see
if I can, you know. It's all right—T saw
a fellow climb it yesterday. I faney I
can climl as well as 2 Sixth Form man
—Dbetter, in fact., Just give me & bunk
up for a start”

Billy Bunter did not sce the gling
that came mto the eyes of Ferrers
Locke. 'The detective smiled.

“Olimbing trees is rather an unusual
game for Sixth Forin men, jsn't it?"
remarked the Baker Btreet detective,

“Well, he did it,” said Bunter, “and
so can I. I—I say, will you give me a
bunk uE, Mr. Locke? I—I only want
to climmb the tree,” he added, with his
usual fatwous ecaution. “I'm not look-
inﬁ for anything.”

You are not looking for anyithing 7"
repeated Locke.

“Oh, no!l Nothing at glll Thera
isn't anything there,” ﬂzplained Buntor.
“1f thera was, I shouldn’t touch it. I'tn
not the fcllow to bag a fellow's iuck,
I hope.”

Ferrers Locke laughed.

“T—I just want to climb the free,
just—just bocause I'm  jolly fond of
glimbing,” explained Bunter, ik
vou'll give me a bunk, I—I can manage
it. Oh, of course, you needn't mention
gecing me here,” he added hastily.

“You think the BSixth Form man
might whop voul"

“Well, he couldn't whop me—he's not
a prefect.” said Dunter. ‘5till, he
might be waxy.”

“¥ou may rely upon my not nmien-
tioning 1t to him,” said Ferrers Locke.
“\;H:hﬂ.t. particular Bixth Form man was
it

“Only Lancoster! Not that he hid
anything in the twree—and I don't sup-
pos¢ it’s tuck, anyhow,” said DBunter,

Locke smiled, .

*“Then Lancaster did not sce you—
when you had your cyes on him$” ho
asked,

“No fecar! ¥ou sce, I was in that
beech, That beast Hobson was after me
about n cake,” said DBunter. " He
makes out that 1 had his cake.”

“I soc ™

Ferrers Tocke drepped his hand on &
fat shoulder.

“MNow, Bunter.” said Locke, *I cor-
tainly will nol mention this to Lan-
caster, 28 I have said 1 will not. But
you seem to moe to be a prying young
rascal—"

“Oh, really, Mr. Locke—--"

“You have no concern with whatever
Lancaster may hava coneealed in the
tree. You must not be an inquisitive
and pryving young rascal, Bunter. If I
wera your Form master I should cene
you [k

“Ow " pasped Bunter, “I—I"m jolly
glad you're not my Form master!’

“You had better cut off I said Mr.
Locke.

Billy Bunter gave the frowning face
2 hiinl“; and rolled away,

Locke stepped to the edge of the
wood and watched the fat form roll out
of ksig‘ht. Then he stepped back to the
Gak.

His eyes were gleaming.

. Swiftly and actively he swung himself
mto the oak boughs. 'T'he chimb that
had baffled Bunter was ecasy encugh to
Ferrors Locke.

High up in the thick old tree, ten
minutes Iater, Ferrers Locke's hand slid
into & hollow of the eld trunk., It camec
out with a lcather wallet in it. He
opened the waliet, and his eyes glit-
tered at the bright stecl instruments it
contained. e closed it again, slipped
it into an inner pocket, and dropped
from tho troe. JFle walked quickiy
AWaY.

An hour later, Billy Buntor suceeeded,
at last, in clambering into the old ocak.
But hie search there was unrewarded,
Lancaster, he was certain, had hidden
somothing thero; but perhaps the beast
had taken it away ginco. Anyhow,
nothing was there to roward Bunter,
and it was & tired, dusty, grubby, and
peevish Owl that rolled back disap-
pointed to the school.

w L L3

Lancaster, with the c=icketors at 3t.
Jude's, was playing u great game, amid
roars of cheering from a wildly excited
Greyfriars erowd,

arry Wharton, in 8 barred room
far from Greyfriars, was wondering,
with o clouded brow and a heavy heart,
whether rescue would ever reach Liim.

Ferrers Locke, in his room nt Groy-
friars, was cxamining the strange tools
that had done strange work in  the
hands of the Wizard |

Ho knew now |

It was no lenger theory: it wes know-
ledge. He knew!

The net was closing on the schoolboy
crook, and hope was dawning for the
junior who was missing from school.

THE END.

(Boys, Bou woally must not miss the
final warn in thiz splendid series, A
CRACESMAN'S REWARD! It's one
of Frank Richards' exira-specials!)



ALL-THRILLING SERIAL STORY OF AN UNENOWN WORLD,

{For introductivn:, see pagpe 26.)

A 5lim Horge!

BE tomple walls beat baek the
terribie  reverberations of the
sounding gong. As the first
harsh rotes clanged out Bill

Lyon !capt from the dais. Doak and
ihe Clici bad started wup, violently
nwakened from sleep, and their hands
bad institetively Bown to the revolvers
they carried in their holsters.

It wos Doak who had unwittingly be-
trayed them. He, & servant of the
“god,” supposed to he dumb, had
tatked in his sleep! Treachery had in-
stanlly suggest ftself to the simple
mind of the spearsman, and there he
ztood, violently beating at ihe huge
gong with the butt-end of his spear to

simmon  the Maya people and the
priest, whila the seven others stood
around with their aras out-throst,
ready to lance the first to make a

SNSPICIous mMave,

But they in their simplicity could not
know of such modern weapons as fire-
arms. The revolvers in the hands of
Deoak and the Chief held no sipnificance
for them. Not for a moment, cven
when red fire and hot lead belched from
the muzzle of the gun in Deoak’s hand,
and he who was beating at the gong
ﬁprn:le-:i to the ground with a strangled
gran

A rod hole appeared like magie to

the lJeft between his broad, bare
shoulders. Blood trickled from the
gaping hole. He tottered slowly for a

moment, sprawling finally in o
beneath the still echoing gong.

The eves of hiz seven companions fell
upon bim in fear. Bill Lyen leapt from
the dais, erashed on to Doak, and kicked
the gun out of the gunman’s hand.

“ I warned you ¥ Bill growled. “You
brainless Ekiller! We might hava
cexplained—-=""

GEr  TAge

heap

boilled within him, at

OST PLANES!

oak's wanten killing., The man, it
seeimed, just had to kill when things
went out of their normal run. With an
inarticulate grunt of rapge, the airman
smashed at Doak’s white face with
clenched fists. The man was still duzed
from zleep and the suddenness of his
awakening. He sagged under Bill's
terrific onslaught, beeame senseless &3
the stons step on which he sprawled.
HBill only ceased beating at him when he
fornd Shane Dexter tugﬁing at him,
bawling in his ear that he’'d kill the
a.

The young airman looked up dazed.
The speursinen were staring at the dead

i — —
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Crack airman, taken for a god,
forced io undergo the ordeal of
the Temple of Deathl

body of their fellow-gnard. Tllt:{v sent
up clamorous shoots and raised their

spears. One was flung, passing belween
Dexter and Bill, Its fip grazed Bill’s
arm and blood Bowed freely, despite the
fact that it was merely a seratch. More
shouting went up from the guards.

Such a being us they imagined Bill o
be—Kadon, their god, Sen of the Sun—
he should not suffer hurt like ordinary
men if he were gpenvine, HBut this man
bled at the seratch of a spear’s head !

Turmeoil reigned in the temple. The
light glowing from the huge lamp sus-
pended somewhere in the shadows of
the lofty roof was dimmed as there came
a rumbling sound, and the iwo hugo
doors of the temple rolled back, letting
in the faint rosy light of dawn.

Thera came the swarming patiter of
bare feet rushing into the temple. The
entire Maya tribe surged in, golden

sking gleaming, spears waving, their
black tips shinming as if with menace,
At the head of the golden-skinned men,
thrust forwurd heastily by the force of
the rush of men behind him, was the
ald priest, his robes gathered around
his withered, shrunken form, his elaw.
like hands siill clutching the ewblem of
hiz power—the long staff sround which
were twined two serpents.

The seven pguardian  spearsmen
checked their shouts; withholding the
throwing of their spears at the entry of
the pricst and the other Mayas Froch
bablile broke out as tliey stormed and

esticulated, pointing to the erumpled
orm on the floor bLeneath the gong,
pointing at Doak, eud pointing &t the
blood which flowed from the scratch on
Bill's arm.

Bill folded hiz arms and waited.
There was nothing they could do against
this rabble. ‘They would ba over-
powered within three seconds, unless ha
could still force them to believe that ha
was their god Kodon.

The old priest advanced, stared down
at tho now rigid form of the shot spears-
man. Doak was sprawled ont on the
stone step, breathing heavily, His
rovolver 1:!}.1 on the ground a2 dozun
paces from him.

The priest spoke to Lill, pointing to
the dead Maya.

"You'll have to ftranslate for me.
Shane,” Thall taold the American. "1
can't make head or tail of what the old
srout says.'’

“He wantz to know why the man was
killed by the fire-stick—his name for o
gun. His guards bave already told him
their version. He wants to hear ours.”

“Tell him that while my scrvants
elept I pave "em the power to speak,
sinee my father says I'm not to talk
Aava until after the feast is over. Say
that the gouard got suspidious because ho

Tre Micker LiBRary.—MNo. 1,218,
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thought they were dutoh. Bay he was
killed because of his puspicion of the
E and that if they're not careful the
whole lot will be treated the samo way."”

Dexter duly translated the message,
while Bill, arms folded, stared haughtily
in front of him and tried to look as god-
§ike as possible. The lives of all of
them depended upon his being able to
make tha Mayas continue to belicve him
Kodon. If he failed, they'd all be sacri-
ficed at noon that same day.

' As Dexter delivered the message to
the priest the old man locked troubled.
It was obvious that he wanted to beiigve
Bill. The Mayes had been expecting
their ?ﬂd to wvisit them for centuries
past. It was bittor for them to find that
the being whom they had thought their
god should turn out to0 be a mere man
like the rest of them. But if it were
true that he had given his servants the
power to speek when they were sleep-
m%i then indeed be must be a god,
¢ bowed low towards Bill, then

spoke to Dexter. Dexter listened atten-
tively, Eve Maya there, spears no
_ cr prounded in sign of peace and
respect, but levelled towards the dais
menacingly, listened to what the priest
said. When ha had finished a low
mormur of approval went up, and eve
dark cye thare was turned upon Bil
expectantly.

Dexter's face was impassive a3 he
translated the priest’s words to Bill, but

8 eyes were troubled.

“1 knew it would come,” he said
flatly, “I'll repeat the old bird's words
letter for letter. He says that the
Mayas love and respect their
Kodon, Bon of the Sun, and consider
h;a‘ mighty, But human beings are
fiil, and their minds vnable to grasp
greatness. Therefore they ask for some
sign by which they might know that you
are indeed Kodon, Son of the SBun. As
a token they aslk ti'lat you walk into the
Temple of Death |
o And very nice, too,” muttered Bill,

I suppose it bad to come. All right,
'l do it—"

Shane Dexter burst out:

“DBut say—you can't do that, Bill!
Why, it’s certain death. I don't know
what there i3 in thersa that i3 go
deathly, but it's something that can’t be
overcome.  Within living memeory no
man has ever been in there and re-
turned. With my own e¢yes 1 saw
Poln¢au go in. Hs never came out.
According te the glyphs and markings
on the walls of the temple here, which
Koxn, the priest, has translated to me
sometimes, 1t appears that the Temple
of Death is the spot where the very
carly Mayas, hundreds and hundreds
of vears ago, hid all their treasure. Hea
says there iz a spirit in there which
guards it from human defilement——"

“Troasure [*

The man called the Chief burst out
with & single word. His pale eyes
gleamed behind his pince-nes.

“The Maya freasure,” he ropeated.
¥ Of course—I remember. I have heard
of 1t. ‘The Mavas werse antece-
dents of the Asztecs. Tho Toltecs wero
originally Mayas, top—Mavas who
were adventurous, and wandered up
from their own land to settle in Mexico,
But these people are the gpenuine thing,
remnants of the priginal Maya people.
Then we must be in Central America.
And there is treasure here. Monery.
Millions. Worth a thousand times more
than the paltry joewels jou carry,
Dexter.””

‘condinentnl Adrionge Co,

He licked his lips norvously.

* Listen,  boys,™ hs  continued.
“Listen! [Let'zs  forget our enmity.
Let's all got together on this thing.
Bomechow we ean overcome—-—'"

Shane Dexter drawled coldly:

“Fellor, you're o rat] A yellow,
gtinkin' rotten rat! Ezceptin' for
another vellow-livered rat hke Dosk,
& Chicago roacketeer or & New York
gangster wouldn't touch you with the
end of o forty-foot barge-pole. There's
bigger things than treasure hangin' in
tho balance right now. There’s Bill
Lyon's life, for one, and our own, too.
Get that imto your money-mad brain,
snd then pipe down."

Contemptuously, he turned his back
oo the Chief. The Chief glared, but fell

silent. ‘
“Listen, old timer.” Dexter was
addressing Bill Lyon now. “You can’t

do @ thing like that. It's just throwing
your life away, and it won't save us
either. You'll go in thera. Whatever
it is will get you. And when the time
comes wo'll all be sacrificed. Why not
let's put up one gleriouz sorap right
now an’ mop these puys up?’

Bill smiled. His eyes roved over the
sssembled Mayas. More than two
hundred of them were there, hemmin
in the dais. YWhat earthly chance muls
they stond against that crowd? Th
rl:ight account for six, or even ten. An

m-ﬁ-.._-

“MNo, Shane,” he said to the
American. “I'm going through with
it. But I'm pgoing to make one order.

That i3, that while I am gone, the
feast to Kodon, Son of the Bun, be
postponed for omo dai. That'll give
vou fellows thirty-six hours to try to
make a getaway. "It's a slim hope,
hilt 11.1;‘ that time yvou might hit on some
plan.’

“ But what about you?" eried Dexter.

“Me? Aw—don't worry about me!”
Bill grinned at the American. “Why—
I might yet make {riends with the
oogly- ¥ or whatever it is in the
Tomple of Doath 1"

s e i

The Temple of Death !

OAK, sprawled on the stone sieps
D of the deis, opened his eyes,

Nonme there saw him. Every
evo 1n the place was fized on
Bill Lyon. The gunman's eyes closed
again, while he strove to eollect his
seattered thoughts, Above all things,

burning hate against the Enghsh

pilot consumed him,
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INTRODUQTION.

Endrusted with a forlune in jewels, Shone
Dexter, @ crack American pilol, sets out to ff
the snighty ANEntic, but-ig carpht 1% @ wind-belt
and forced domen some uneharied covndey,
His wireless signals for help are picked up by
¢ nplorions erook, whe, anzious fo pel ki hands
on fhe vost fortune, orders his underFinge lo
Eidwn Rul Lyon, chigf pilol of fhe Trang-
: I'nn the hope of rescuing
kia ofd friend Derter, Bill agrees to fiy the
" Chief " and Lis .ﬁ,em}imﬂn, Dok, through the
witd-belt, Arriving evestually on the Jringe
of a dense jungle fhey fird DNexler, a privoney
wie the hands of o horde of spenremen, desiined
fa by offered %p as o Lumen saorifice fo their god,
Kodon, Son of the Sun, Bl bluffs Derlers captors
ihte thanking thal ke Rimsell 4 Hodon, For
the purpose of the bluff, Doak has appecred to
be dumb, bul ke gives the shme awey by lalking
e his slegp. A lerrified spemraman fmme-
dictely raisee the alarm by beading on g copper
gong.

(Now read on.)

THE MAGNET

How many timos had he felt the iron
of those bunched fsts! How many
times hpd Bill bested him! Murder
burned in him. Hate. 1f he died for
it, he'd bump off Bill Lyon,

His eiyas opened agoin, furtively, and
then fell on the revolver a dozen paces
from him. His muscles bunched
together as he lay still. 'Then auddenly

he jumped up, diviog for the fallen
rovolver, and taking ev URAWATES,
He had been, spparently, insemsible.

He'd been forgotten,

Sweeping up the gun he whirled
before & movement was made, and fired
point-blank at Bill. The young pilot
felt the wind of the bullet as it sang
by his cheek. He ducked a2s the gun
spat again., As & guoman in this
instance, Doak was & washout, Heo was

wick; his long supple finger worked
the trigger like a machine, so that
tho gun spat five times in as man
scconds. And yet, miraculously, Bi
was unhurt. ¥rom ducking the first
shot, he weaved towards the gunman
in zigzag steps, swiftly.

Cursing, Doak upended the gun, and
flung it 1n Bill's faco while he was ye
a dozen steps away. Tho pilot's hand
flashed oub, caught the gun. He
whirled it himself and sent it crashing
back at the gunman. Bill was more
accurate, The revolver smacked hard
egamst Dosk’s bullet head, and drew a
livid, red streak across his forechead
where it rippod through the skin. A
thin trickle of blood streamed, and
Doak with arms upflung, crashed to
the stone flaor of the temple.

A low murmur went up from the
Mayas. Whon that gun had exploded,
almost in Bill's face, they had half
cxpected to see him crumple and fall,
as their own age&rsmnn had done. But
nothing like that hed happened. Was
he then, after all, Kodon, Bon of the
Bun, that the death from the fire-stick
could not touch him?

His_position was strengthened by his
luok in dodging Doak's bullets. ak
was picked up, held tightly by two of
the stalwart spearsmen, gfs head sagging
forward. :I‘ha fight, the hate, w-:}auﬁﬁ ba
dead in him for a long time to come.
If "his thick skull wasn't fractured by
that terrible crack with the gun, at least
it would be hours before he regained
consciousness,

It wasn't for the sake of Doak or the
Chief that Bill was willing to enter
the Temple of Death. It was for the

sake of the American flyi man,
Either one, or both of them "L«fg to die.
Then better let it he one. Even with

this last display of “ magic,” in csoapin
unharmed from Doak’s bullets, l‘::rlE!riiﬁ
could see by the expression on the old
priest's face that he was still expected to
walk through the Temple of ath.

And so, deliberately, he was the first
to make a move. With ﬂl];re:nt dignity
he stepped down from tho dais. The
Mayas fell back in awe ng he moved
across the Aoor of the temple towarda
the open door.

Blowly they followed him at a
distance, the old high priest tottering
along behind him, the seven spearsmen
surrounding the threp white men—
Doak being half dragged by two of
them—tho rost of the Mayvas farther
behind still, walking in slow proecssion.

For & moment, as he stood in the
early morning sunlight, losking seross
at the grim, squat Temple of Death in
the distanco, Bill had a2 wild impulse to
make a bolt for it, It was a wver
human impulse—but he checked 1t
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alonest as soon as ib avose in his mind.
It would do no good—he would dic at
the speors of the Mayoas, Where there
was fife there was hope—cven in that
grim temple. He ignored the tale of
tho men who had died secking to
fmnetmtu itz nystery thoughout the
wndreds of years.

He hod the automatic he had taken
from Doak., It had s comforting feel,
stuck in his belt. He laughed shortly.
1t probably would he little good against
the death which lurked there in tho
darkness,

“But I might get one lucky smack
in:"' he muttered,

_Within a few hundred yards of the
:Iq_‘:!l]{)!f} of Death, the procession follow-
ing hun halted, 'They spread ous fan-
wise, till a long line of them faced the
wall of the temple. ITo ecould seo the
one small, dark opening, the red and
Llack  walls were bare; great solid
Wocks through which no man could
forec lis way, except afier davs of work
with tools,

At the small, avelied opeping, DBil
furned amg looked at the assembled
men, At least SBhaue Dexter had =
reprieve  from  sacritice. Kaxn, the
pricst, had given his word that it
should not take place until the morrow,
and Bill knew that hoe would keop it.
I waved his hend in farewell salute
to the American, who, white-faced, was
standing  tensely  watchin him.
]_}E}:_[-_E'!I' made o pesture, step 05 forward
as if to follow the Englislf ilot, hut
u barrier of spearvs flashed, holding himn
bach.

Bill stooped. Darkness, and o cold
clamminess gripped him as he entered
the archway., He moved forward.
Farther still. The thought struck him
suddenly—why not wait heve, hidden
from the Mayas in the darkness, and
then reappear o few hours later as if he
had been inside the Temple of Death all
the time? He half-turned in the narrow
pasange-way where he was now stand-
g, and suddenly he felt the ground
shift very slightly under hiz feet. The
faint light sceping through the entrance
was blacked out entirely os o huge stone
block zettled steadily into place,

Entire and utter darkness, so thick
that he could almost feel it, closed in
around Bill. He felt the hair of his
head rise, fclt beads of sweat start out
on his face. The whole thing was so
ecrie—the silent scttling into place of
the huge block of stene; the terrvible,
thick darkness,

“Steady, Bill, Etﬂad%!” ho muttered
shakily to himself. “Youw're not dead
yet. don't think there's anything
epooky about that slab swingin® inta
place. It must be that as I eross a cor-
toin part of this passage-way it moves a
stone which alters the balanee of the
glab, and it falls into place. As I pro-
ceed, I walk off the balancing stone,
and the slab’s lifted ; but I'm no longer
intercsted by that fime—I'm dead!
Gosh! Let's have o smoke and see
where we are !

He puolled out his baticred old briar
and sluek it in his mouth. Ho knew
thero was a heel of tobaceo left in it
Ho smiled $wisledly as he fumbled for
hiz lighter, .

“ Needn't have troulled te fill it,” he
gaid.

The light flared up. He saw that he
was I & passage so narrow that he eould
toueh both walls with his elbows. The
light only glimmered through the dark-
ness a yard or so-—past that was thick,
heavy black.

He put the flare to his pipe and
putfed. The lighter, scarcely used since
he had flled it, gave out a big Qame as

e pufied. It caught his fingers, and he
velped, dropping the lighter.

“Thal's funny i* he muttered, as he
watehed it
~ The flame had gone out o yard Lefore
it reached the ground. Bill stooped to
fumble on tho ground for the lLighter,
and almost choked as his head came
vear the ground. Darts of light fashed
Lefore his eyes., e felt as theugh
fingers gripped his throat.
Somehow ho naanalfod to stagger up-

E

right. His kuoees felt weak, but the
awinl choking—he had the word—
drowning --feeling pagsed. ITo began

to breathe normally, feeling as if he'd
been polled out of water when sinking
for the last time.

“Now, what’s down there, yet ian't up
liere where my hond 129" he nmttered,
“(Goee, I've gat to find that lighter I”

Ho fumbled carefully with his foot.
1is boot touched something that tinklod.
The Lighter! He held his breath, plac-
ing tho toe of his hoot on the lighter,
then swiftly stooped, his hand groping
for it. Immediately he held the lightes
ho stood wvpright, expelling his breath
slowly., No invizible hands pripped his
throat this time; nothing squeczod the
breath from lis lungs.

Hope farcd suddenly in his  heart
Porhaps he wasn't demmed to die, then !
Perhaps there was some way——

The lighter flared wp again,  Ilo
clenched his tecth hard on the stem of
hiz pipe, began walking boldly ferward,
ihe lighter held out in front of lam,
atid low, on & level with his waist.  Suill
the passage. Ten wards—a dozen—
twenty, Btill in the passage, which
wound and zigzagged like a maze. For
a hundred vards Bill followed its turns,
the light still burning steadily in frout
of him. Ones or twice he lowered i,
but each time the light went out, as if
doused by an invisible hand.

Bill bad lost all semse of direction
now, following tho intricate winding of
the passage. He thought that the walls
of tho temple must be amazingly thick
for this passage to wind throogh its bulk
it this wav. Then he checked suddenly,
as the passage came to an cnd.

He was standing in an  archway,
similar to the small one he had cntered
by, A flight of twelve wide, richly
enrved steps led downwards fo the floor
of the Temple of Death, ten feet below
whore he was sranding.  TE ho leaned
forward he could see that it wounld he

ssible for Lim to touch the roof from
ﬁ’i:: position at the top of {he steps. It
was & mere three feet over his head.
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wgainag the wall he would have dvopped
the lighter from his shaking hand, He
fought the sichness which possesaed hiuw,
forced himself to peer into the gloow.
Dut he took uo step forward, for Death
awaited him there.

The fr::lmg' airman saw carved idols
of wood, rotted and eplintered with age,
saw great urns of gm-hnrdene& elay,
and could only feebly guess at the ricles
they held, =ince this was indeed the
treasure vault of the Mayas. Hugo
ornaments of gold glimmered faintly in
ithe farther darkness JTmmeasurable
{reasura lay here—against which the
jewels of Levania were a ponny bauble.

“J e Chief were here?” Il
thouzhi.

He was beginning to fathom the socret
of ithe Temple of Dealll,. Now, whera
he was standing, be was safe for a time,
until what air there was in the passago
shonld be vzed np. Up to his knees was
an invisible belt of death. As he passed
down tha =teps into the vault, the belt
would pass higher—to his waist, to Lis
shoalders: then, ho estimated as ho
looked down, when he reached the
fourth or fifth step from the bottom, it
would reach his mouth.,

Tias] Carbon-monozide gas!” he
muttered, dey-lipped.

Heavier than air, the gos had slowly
accumilated in this dread place of dark-
ness thronghant the thousands of yonrs
that the femple had stood. It wos no
magie. It was simply an aet of Nature,
as natural here as the same poison gas
it the deep mines of the carth. Enter-
ing it, 2 man would drown as surcly n=
e entrred a pool of water nnd allowed
it {0 rize above his head. It was more
dangerous, though, for it could not be
goon, nor felk,

“Then,”  Bill decided suddeniy,
“ihere muzt be two entrances tn Lhis
temple, and ono has been sealed. Therr
haa been no drauglt for centurics, anl
that's how tha stuff has aceumulated. A
good draught of air through heve wouhil
elear the place—only on account of {he
winding of that passage, and the other
cxit bewg sealed, what air gets in 1sn't
strong enough to shift the monoxzide,
If thore liad been bt that one exit, 1hen
tho monoxide would have formed within
ihe lifetimo of the builders of the plaece,
and there is no record of that.”

Bill leaned forward, poised theore on
ilie top step, Pecring inlo the darkness
azross the pool of invisiblo death., He
felt his halr tising. Bomething moved
i the darkness beyond.

(For the eonelugion of thiz thrilling v
gc¢ next week's MAGKEYL.)

Then suddmﬂ?- he |
posped and  shud. |
dered. Faintly out-
Imed against the
flickcring  yellow
flame of the lighter,
he saw at the foot
of the steps, in
crotosquely
crumpled  attibude,
 figure in fying

SPURPROOF TENTS. wodel 0.

Scnd for beautiful {llusirafed Camping Fist, poat fres,
GEQ. GROSE & CO., B. NEW BRIDGE ETREET, B.1.4.

Mado from lichtwelght proofed material, Com-
r_:lem with threg-plece jolnted palom, pogs, guy
ides, and brows walise. Weight [ ﬁ':. gi-.-.-:u
Gt Gins. x 4 7t. 6 1om, % 3 (6. 6 1ns. 1‘ 3
With 6 in. wall and X in, eave.

Accominodates thros boys. Postage A,
Epecial extra lightwelght, Made from Kgrpiln
Cotton, Same efzo.  Welght 3% lbe. B8

kit, Poinecan, the
French pilot, and
boyond him  other
shapes. Some glim-

mered  white, A
skull  prinned at
Inm in LUDE0ITG

inviiation to join
the dead ihere.

Bill Lyon, crack
flying man, nerve-
lozz,  Dbrave, felt
naunsea prip him
sucddenly., Buat for
brari g himaolf

HOW TO ADD INCHES TO YOUR HEIGHT

And Improve your Personal Appearance
The everyday Impoertasnce of a good fizure and
smarh appearangd f3 becoming more and mmore
appreciatel,
by ll}n: Challoner Treatment (his can be reme.
thigat
Figure Tmpraving Methods for years. A hox of
their  Meizht

Wiy e short aml nodersized when
The Chatloner (o, bave specialized in

Development  tabletz and  casy

=vatem quickly results in improvement in elature,

1T one hax is insuflicient we guarantee Lo suppiy

anoiliwer free of charpe,

Mgl R, el for full geridicnbers fn sdaled eneelipe
Sumpie Fld, B

THE CHALLOKER CO. (latc Bend Street), Deptl. Pd4.

Labersfory & Works, Hyde Heath, Amersham, Bucks,

Wi werr Preialel amproveaies!, e,



23

The Lditor,

Cfice, oty

Algeays glad fo Lear from gou, chums, so drop me a line Lo the foltowing address :
The ' Magnet ' Library, The Amalgamated Press, Lid., The Flectiooy

House, Forringdon Streét, London, E.C.4.

ERE 15 & topical query, which
- coties feom o Horocastle
recder. lle wants to know

HOW TO MAKE ICE-CREAM?

Just to reed his letter has made my
ot water ! It's decidedly warm in
my den to-duy, and the thought of =
lurge ite ercam i=—well, I'd better get
on with the job of answering his guery !

Althomgh I hoavew't made any mysclf,
I am told that the following recipe 1s
quite cconemical, Take onc pint and a
hilf of milk, four ounces of castor or
icing sugar, half an ocunce of cornflowr,
and half a teaspoonful of vanilla cssenee.
Mix the cornflour with o little milk, and
boil the rest of the milk with the sugar.
Add the mixed eornflovr, and simmer
gently for two minutes. Then strain,
and, when cool, ad-l the vanilla cssence.
You must then frecze the mixture in o
[reczer, which you cun obtuin at any
good ironmonger’s,

Ieve 1s o little sea story for you, the
truth of which is vouched for by several
authoritics. It concerns

A GHOST SHIP.

In 1927 the Gloneester Rshing schooner
Columbia foundered in a hurricane and
went to the bottom with all hands. Bowe
considerable time later o trawler caught
somietaing with its trawls, and then, to
the amazement of cveryvone aboard, a
ship suddendy vose from the depths of
the =en, It was thz long-lest Columbia

For some minutes shie vemained there
—a ghost ship raised from her last
resting-place ! Then the cables of the

trawls parted, and she disappeared again
from sight, taking her long-dead crew
again with her !

Curiously enough,

AN OLD SAILORS’ SUPERSTITION

says that something iz always bound to
happen to a vessel the name of which
ends in Ya.” I mentioned this 19 a sca-
faring friend of minc, and asked him if
there was any truth in it. -1 don't
know,” he answered. *' I've only served
twice in ships the names of which ended
with ‘a.’ One was the India, which was
sunk by a German submarine during the
War, and the other was the Ovotava,
which sunk once in Australia, was raiscd
to the swelace; sunk again in Tilbury
Docks, and, having been raised a second
tie, was nearly smashed up in a huorri-

fiﬂnﬂ during the voyage I was uboard
o,

SE of my readers wants to know
O if Billy Bunter is the hungrieat
{sqmn whe has ever™ lived.

Yell, I happened to be reading

thie other day of a man who
QUT-BUNTERED BILLY BUNTER !

This was a man named Nicholas Wood,
who lived in Kent. It swas said that
two loins of mutton and one loin of veal
wore bhe same to hun as three sprats
would be to any other man. Once he
15 known to have caten as much as would
have been suflicient fme thivty men. alter
which he went to sleep for eight Liours.
His host on that occasion happened to
be a worthy knight, who, when he heard

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY
YOUR EDITOR INVITES YOU TO—

how his guest had abused
his  hospitality, promptly
put himmn in the stocks for
another ¢cight hours!

There is another fellow
in history who reminds e
of Billy Bunter. He was
Baron Trenck, whoe has
been described as

THE GREATEST LIAR
WHO EVER LIVED !

Trenck was a Germngn wone

ainecd the enmity of
g‘mdorick the Great, who
promptly put him in

rison, Dut, by mcans of
ribes, lies, and evory sort
of chiconery, he manuged
io cseape iime and thne again. I
was® invariably recaptured. and finally
found himself in prison in  Paris
during the time of the Freneli Revolu-
tion. And from there he very success-
fully “Hed ™ himself to the guilletine.

Had he kept quiet, he might have
remained in prison until the fall of
Robospicrre, when he would have been
released, as his fellow-prisoners  were,
But he used to invent the most amazing
lica about what was happening outside
the prison that at last the gaolers sct
a trap for him, and discovered that i
wus he who was cirenlating all sorts of
rumours. That was enocugh! Baion
Trenck was mavched off to the guillotine
and execunted,

STILL. youll find our fat fricnd

Bunter carrying on as usual next
weck in

“A CRACKSMAN'S REWARD!"
By Frank Richards,

which i3 the title of next week’s fine long
complete tale. You'll find all vour etlia
fuvoyrite characters featured as well
and I can tell vou that this, the final
yvorn in the series featuring Dick Lau-
caster, will wmake jou sit up and tuke
notice !

L Then comes the winding-up of “ Land
of Lozt Planes!™ which wiﬁ ive Vol
thrills galore. You'll find plenty ol
chuckles in the Grevfriars Horald, wnd
alge in the jokes and lumericks sent in
by veaders.

YOUR EDITOR.

“COLUMBUS” PACKET

Actupl Contents, Large Columbog stpmp, albom, Pocket Case, Gavges, 00 di Mere ot
stamps, ? blocks dlarge Alrinalls, mannts, Stamps from Cubs, Wallis, ete. Just

AND STAMP OUTFIT wnd 3. postage for approvals.—LISBURN & TOWNBEND (0.7,8.), LIVERPOOL,

FREE!I

CAMPING?

The ROAMER

Ground Shedts 10 fit, 5/11.

BLANKS, ki

HANDSOME MEN

Tent.

Tha greatost tent bargain ever
offered. 8Bize 6it. long, 4. 3ins.
wide, 37t. Bins. high, 6in, walls.
Made from etron
Byrags-jointed poles in 3 sections,
Complete with all
accegsories in wlhite
cotton v.lise,

Sent C.0.D. If deszired.
GRAYS INN ROAD.

;) Kings X, LONDON, W.C.1.

e e e ——— e i
AREDE BLIGHTLY EUNBETRNT.
“SUKBEONZE ™ remarkably imprawcs

BUY NOw| =2 Y7

white rnaterial.

Wrile for oy free Bargaln Elats
of the best ALL-BRITIEH Creles.
14 DAYSE' APPROVYAL.,
PALD.

terms.

S EUBEA@IN, W TENETRY

MY GREAT OFFER

] GARRIAGE
Cavh prles £3:1185:0, or
All accessories FREE.

2'6

Post If-

MAGIC_TRICKS,

Price 6d.eacl, 4forl - —T.

ete.—~Parcels, E,’ﬁ; 5/6. VenLriloquisl's
Instrument, Invizible, Imitate Bird-.
Harrison, 289, Pentonville Nid., London, N.1.

BE TALL

Your Helght itcrcawed in 14 dava, or mioher back.
Amazing
Book. — STHRBING BYSTENM, 28, Deal
ERoad, LONDODN, N.W.3.

oursd. B+, Send STANP Z0W lor Frye

B . 208, 7.0 Tl ide, [(Dookict, =t :
wmsaran e Sopuae et | BE STRONG
HEI! INCREASE AR g .
Ahlfuntgﬁgat?d Cumplete Course oply E}’P_ﬂ_ ANTEED Will, Peclent Sell.control, Viclle

Paptoes., tesfinionials, siawp. -MELYVIN P, H-T.JF.‘,[I,"':G,

{worth £2 .2 -0},

Rednal, Rirwinghan, v frivods [

L ] Datalls, strik!

BLUSHING, &3k

Bhyness, "' Herves,” Ealf-conacioustiens cursd
o mohéy bask i, Complete Trestment, 0 -
testimonials,

n Bead, LOKDON, H.w 2

I premise Fou Robust Heallth, Doulh o
Bircapth, Biaming, a&nd Dasling En=rgr in
back | My amazhup ]

-ip ¢
oz, 4 your muscilar

30 Jars OF mone
adds 1

ur
developiment {with 2 inx. on Chest Hlﬁl in. on Arms}; alzo hrings an Tren

Maphood, Pensonil Magnetisimn.  Hucgpfi-

Testimony FHEE, of Conblcte Courge B/-—HTEBBING
INSTITUTE (A), 28, Deann Road, LONDON, N.V.3.

Fras.—L, A

300 STAMPS FOR &~

hadoa
LL

(A hrn&%{'lr.i.ri:l,d!_utluhdjnghntr
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' WHAT OFFERS? patca vy JRNRAwl || “Help! Help! ICan't Swim!”
VENTRILOEWIST, jentlemanly, & ; sl EXTRA L WHO WILL SAVE HIM?
looki fine B hes Eo WHARTON : Wateh me!” yawned the passing
mﬁﬂ_- 00KINg, ¢ HEger, Wi > ’ e _O_ O0D pedestrian, And he dived in, fished
join high-klass koncert-party for the : ! 3 F.G.K. out-the drowning man, and walked off
Mrwn._ﬂw seizon, Apply _nmum._ﬂ ﬂﬂm pﬁwﬁ - v mﬂﬂ.ﬂ_—ﬁ—z : with cheers in Fw enrs u,m.nm a reward
e rush! Letters from Wibley Pro- - 5 : of £5 in his pocket! U can be
duct; Thd. will Ba dreated with . like HIM if vou’'ll take a course of
oy Sl RSB R i oo hom Saomessss Becerneo
N 3 = —s R e e S e Tater izard, The Bathine Pool,
Write, = Bunby, = efo HEgsrb. Office, No. 50, LAUGH AN GROW FAT. June 20th, 1931, River Sark. "
3 = . i . — e
That's oll they ’
TARZAN THE SECOND .. "o RIVER{OGGING DOESN'T PAY MYSTERIOUS ICE-
sufficiently low to : w m" } g ’m m"
“Back- to Nature!” says Coker S bt Speedboat ang Rounded-Up Redwing in the spoedboat and Pon & C ZQOW

Earth, It really

i Three fellows
TR, drpased like
SH-E Alpine guides
o HEH.WEH down
o My BE to the gates
5k B%: theotherafter.
&% noon. The
Lt loader of the
i, threa seomed

i K {0 be arguing
5 @ Tather warmly
with his two

> lisutensnta.

We gathered round. Horacs Coker of the
Fifth is always worth listening 1o.

“ Shut up 1 waa the firet thing wo heard him
say. * Always the same with you fellows—loo
much gaat 'l

: t about tea ? ' asked Potter.

“Yes, what about it 1! asked CGresme om.’

phetically.
" * Blow HHH roared Cokor, :m.mns,w nm.uwu
0ing my or you—gotting you ead the
mm.ummo Life of our mn.ﬁ-ﬂnﬂﬁwauu up in the trees, and
o e . i o
5] - H.- E- was 1 o
HH-._EHF It peemed fonny, H,n_#_m___w ﬁn Greene
anmd.
G Buzz off, you LkidelZ gnapped Fotter.
* Now, look here, Coker, simple life or not, wo've
got to have tea 1
“Wrong 1 1! asid Coker,
beors didn't have tea.”
* What did they have, then ¥ 22
“ Nuta and berries and roots, with water from
soie pure, bubbling stream,”
“But there eren't any nuts at this time of
the year ! 1
“In that ease,’ said Coker eoldly, “wo con
live m.ﬂ leaves and bark, and eo on !
s gods ) U
“ Hp, ha, hal?
Potter's face was worth s guinea s box.
howled,

_ “ Follow moe | ' said Coker gruffly, * And don't
jaw I
followed Coker. We

.E__pﬁnwunmgm
followad them.

They m._.mmn.n —wmﬂ eventually at a troe in the
woods off the Frisrdale Lane. It scemed pn
ideal tres for climbing. There happened to be
o loddor ageinst it which & couple of woodmen
had been using, vou ses,

Cokeer, with the aid of the ladder, soon got well
out of might among the leaves, FPolter and
Lireene, mutiering to themselves, followed suit.

But tragedy came along soon aftor, in the
shape of the two woodmen, who walked off with
the ladder without a suspicion thet they were
loaving three baok-to-Nature enthusiasta stranded
obout thirty foot up in the adir.

We waited. Event » there was a rustling
in the brapches end a sppesred from the

foliage, waving wildly,
.m.ﬁ”_..‘nm_pa?.m the blessed ladder!? howled

* Gone | I wa chortled. * They took it away.”
* YWhat | !! ghrieked Coker & Co,

“ Our primilive for.

Wo

UP A TREE

looked for a time as
if tha beok-to-Nature
trio wore doomeod to
live in & free until
someons turned up with a ladder again,

Fortunately, we managed to find & tarpaclin
that had beon left in a peighbouring field ready
for rmu‘.ﬂﬁ.uwmum.. This we held out benesth
the tres and Polter and Greene and Coker
jumped one by one snd were duly rescued in
the approved manner uded at fires.

“Thet's that!'"™ remarked Coker, when ho
hod sorted himseli out again. * We've mada a
start, anyway. To-morrow, we'll get up another
troe and—here, what the thump—whooooop! "

The worms had turmned ot last! Potter and
Groene upended their great leader, and bumped

snd rolled him in ‘the undergrowth. tar
which, they turned on their heels and trarped
back to Greviriars,

Even Coker realised then that hia two henchmen
had definitely abandoned the back-to-Nature
movement |

A PUGILIST’S PROGRESS

‘Bolsover A Future World’s
Champion?

. Creyiriars gportamen sre following with great
intarest the remarkable career of Percy Bolaover,
the celabrated m_a.%w_ﬁ..

Even in his early days at Greyfriars, Bolsover's
AMAZING pProwess @8 & serapper waz amply
demonstrated. With sn advantage of only iwo
stones and a half in weight, he managed in his
firet week at the school to administer the l.-o.
to Dieky Nugent, of the Socond Form. Fellows
who saw the scrap still talk with bated breath
of the amazing hercoism with which he took the
glaps and digs which Nugent pave him before
he was avercome !

fince that memorable ecrap, Bolsover haos
ww.ﬂ_ from victory to vietory. In quick succossion

defeated Hop Hi, the Chinese midget, Gatty
sod DMyers, and Bunier Minor., In none of
these casea did his advantage in reach excosd
iweo or three feet, whils none of his redoubtable
opponents was lsss thau eighteen inchea shortor
than he.

Theges mmHW‘ achiovernents are, of courss, &
byword at Greyirisrs. But Bolsover has not
been content to rost upom his laurels, With
characterigtic boldnesa "he has now started
choosing opponents from o higher Form then the
Seeond. With a coursge that is really atapeerin
e challenged Fapet and Tubb of the Third,
ond giter herculean efforts, setuslly licked them !

do far, he has hesitated to meet anvons in his
own Form, but we fully expeet this to be hia
noxt move,

Can 1t bo wondered at that Bolsover's name is

already being whispered as the coming champion
of the world § .

SMITHY MKES A SPLASH

Fa-n-a-g-sh ! F

Mind your eyes, boye! Fon's ad-
boat's about |

Perhaps we ought to say wos at.
We have an idea that Pon won't deo
anxious to tear up the water at the ky-
{riars end of the river sined his enockar
with Smithy lest week. Whieh brinuns
to the story..

The firat thing Pongonby of Highffe
did or receiving & present of a speebat
fromv his doting parent, was to jite
Smithy out in it. _

Tima was when the Bounder whd
hate accepted with thanks, As jtps,
he had already arranged to po outya
skiff with Redwing. So he deoli
without thanks,

Perbaps that was why Pon madgge
of creating ‘s hefty backwash whahe
Wmmﬁﬂ Smithy ond

edwing. Pon'snot o
exactly ona of
Naturs's gentlamen,
vou know, and he's
not  above little - § .
tricks like that. 3
Whatever the ol
réason, his apeed- 5%
hoat tore past
SEmithy’s little glkiff -
with the throitle
waoll out, and
m_.E.:uﬂEqun ..mnn._w&__w 3 e
wing B i ugh job loing
their crait #nam_“.? g = ®

Back came Pon after a few H%ﬁ.ﬂm
and fairly swooped down on the -
Pou's desr old pals, Vavasour, Mokn,

|

a languid sort of cheer as they

It was protty evident whob t e
girming at; and as Smithy snd Redog
had no desira té start the aftermoom jth
a swimming match to the shors ic
dress, they pulled in and landed, t
Pon and his langoid pale get on witit.

The Bounder was faming—vyou bw
what he's like when he's really dd!
Fedwing was wild, too. It's ity
rotten when your afterncon’s mued
up by river-hoga.

Pon & Co. passed them several jieg
after they head landed, and o lagid
cheer floated acrosa from them: ~. joh
ocoasion. Eventually, they got jed
of it and started off up.river.

mn m«ﬂ__mnﬂ. the m__umw.m.__um 3 _EEEJ_“_H#& -
when the roar of Fon's engioe _
died n#u,w* g ¥

HBut I don't see—-—" objeeted w&
wing.

“ Follow e | " snopped the DBaoler.
“I know where they're goinz—tothe
Anglers’ Tea-House farther ~ wp Jae
river,'!

‘* It's out of bounds,”

* YWho careg § I

and Gadsby were with him and __Eum,___.m ' thinga
LE

|

1

There’s no arguing with Smithy when
he's like that. dwing didn't keep on
at it. He fell in with Smithy's whoeze—
whatever it might ba |

It turned out to be the best possible
wheeze for dealing with Pon that aftor-
noen. And it worked like a charm.

When, after a kot of hard pulling, they
came in gsight of the Anglers’ Tea-House,
Pon & ©Co. were sitting round a tabla
in the garden, having tea and smoking
sigarettes—they do thinga in the
open at Higholiffe.

Boithy guided the skiff to the bank at
a gpot where they woee screened by
irocs.  Pon's speedboat, which, by the
he had named Spitfire, wag
mgored close by,

Smithy sand Redwing landed ; and, by

keeping low, the Bounder waa abls to

rope up his skiff to
HEWﬁ RME of Pon's
i oraft.

up, and Redwing
joined himand

: .:_u.r_mw.nmmmuﬂu.

3 “Care to apolo.

gizs, dear men ¥ "
ssked Smithy
sweetly.

Pon & Co. jumpad
to their feet wilh oatha on their wﬂ...m.imm
they say in novels. Apparently thoy dida't
care fto apologise, :

Bmithy and Redwing didn't want them
to, anyway! They preferred to lovol

..._ﬂ in another way., Bo they ergned
about it ; Hm .__.ﬂ...m. ﬂ.ﬁ.. they wore
argung  rather forcibly—with  their
Enuokles T

The odds were four to lwo against the
‘Friars, but numbers dor't count for
much when they represent cheps like
Pon and his merry men.

Pon & Co. were soon fighting with their
backs to the wall—or, rather, to the
river, The time came when they would
have actually gone into the river. But
Smithy's shiff saved them. Designedly,
by the way, for no sconer were they all

(in the akiff then Smithy leaped into

Fon's spoedboat.

A moment later, he had started up the
engine. Redwing jumped in just as the
Spitfire moved away from the bank,
towing the ekif and its four yelling
cccupants behind it.

- » you ass, you'll drown na| ™
shrieked Pan.

“Jolly good job 1Y was the Bounder's
heartless comment. Then he opemed out
the throttle, and & ronr from the engine
drowned all further tall.

And in that way they returned to the
Greyiriars end of the river—Smithy and

Having donethat, |
- Smithy boldly stood |

advanced on  tho|d

Co, in the trailer, clinging to tha sides
and yelping with fear every yard of the
ﬁqu.mva It waa great |
re wea a big erowd of 'Friars to

greet the arrivals at the end of the journey
snd the cheers were almost as loud as the
laughtar, :

on & Co. erawled out of the skiff look-
ing more dead than alive, Water was
gtreaming from them wand their knees
atill knooked together with fear as they
walked. Theoy returned to Highelifie by
rosd—the river had lost its fascination
for the timoe being.
ﬂmumm_ﬂ..m.m a vote of ;nﬂ#m ﬁ"_..__u Sroithy and

wing, 5 ‘o lancy they've
.._Psm_u.“uﬂamh .u.mﬂ on the _.Hdm_ﬂmw_umm lesson
thet river-hogging doesn’t pay

MIDSUMMER MADNESS

How Removites are
Behaving

 With the idea of eneouraging the
Emwr.nmim.ﬁ ging, Alonzo Todd wept out
into the quad at midnight last night and
started pleying a tin whistle. Net result :
One cat concert, two dog-barke, three

ofegts from a soreech-owl, four old
buoots “EH dorm windows and no night-
InTalo

auleverer astonished the natives during
the recent mimor heatwsve by strolling
out in a8 heavy overcoat and fur gloves,
Not  havi awakened properly sinee
Christmas, didn’t quite realise what
time of the year it was.

Tom Dutton, our hard.of-hearing
champ,, created & bit of a sensation in
the tuckshop. recently., Feter Todd put
the question: * What about having a
oidor 1 and Dutton immediately rushed
off to Mr, Prout's room, borrowed & ’
and atarted blazing away for dear ﬂmw.

Later it transpired that he understood {

Fotor to say:  What about shooting the
tiger 1 2

FAGS! Youmust have these

Have you thought how much easier your
work would be i vou used the latest

labour-saving devicea T If not, stact
thinking at cnce | Get a load of thess for
B kick-off = g d.
AUTOMATIC TOAST.
BURNER 1 0

SCIENTIFIC JAM-SMEARER

AND INKSTAINER ee 1 3
ELECTRIC CROCEERY.
SMASHER ,. .s 1 &

We have 101 other indispensable gad-

for the fage. Sond for Free THustrated

E:Ea"mﬁu" '« Bupplics, Lid., Study
g 1

Who Was He?

CORNET MERCHANT
MELTS AWAY

Who was the strango ice-sream vendor whe
came to Greyfriars the other afternoon ?

Whence did he come ?

Whither did he go

These are the questions thet GCroyiriars
fellows have heen ing . each other ever mince
the mysterious visitor's flying visit,

He slipped through the gates, pushing an
iro-cTesm  barrow, while Gosling's back  was
turned. He wasn't very tall and ho wram't
very fat. Rather loan, in fact, with & sharp fase
and s rather hooked nose which waas somehow
familiar. It woa the complexion and the
moustachs that pubt va off. The formear was o
muddy brown and the latter jet-black and rather
cne-sided, We gimply couldn't think of anyono
we knew who had a muddy hrown complexion
ond an ill-fitting jet-black moustachs, Yet he
was familiar.

* Well, what are you doing here ! 7 Wharton

MO e ko da English
“T guess I no spea nglish, Speaka
Italian, I kinder reckon. I caloulate I'm hyer

to solla da ice-oreamo ! ™

Stra | Tho woice, too, was familiar. Where
had wo it before 1

Puzzled, we gathered round the barrow and
ordered ice-cream wafers snd cornets by the
soore. The mvuﬂﬂﬂﬁﬂ.?ﬂﬂﬁn Italiap did =a
roaring trade snd seold out in no time,

Having sold out, he went out.

Five minutes later another Italian gentleman
entared, H&Eﬂm snd gesticulating in & mosh
excited way., We gathersd that somecne had
walked off with his berrow while he had parked
it near the achool.

We took him down the lane to help him find
our first mysterious visitor, We m.QE....— the

barrow all right; but the black-moustashed
gent had vanished ! After & whip-round for the
viotim, we adjournad.

And the mystery remaine s mystery atill.
The only Removite whose movements proved
unaccounted for, .En% mi__.u_mau_ﬂ_. Fish from Moo
York, who reappeared a little later, looking rathe:
dirty aboub *mo facs, a3 usual, He Q_.ﬁwn ooly
tell us that he hadn't spen & sign of sn Italian
anywhere,

The problemn ssems altogether too baffling.
The cumrw.n#w“__.. of aveiding en epidemio of brain.
fag in Remove is to give it up,



