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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Return of the Crickefers!

i 00D old Lancuster !™

G "Mere they
come 1M

“Yell You

men ! shouted Bob Chervy.
“*Hureah I’

There was a  swarm  of
fellows in the old quadrangle at Grey-
friars School uwnder the golden June
slnsok,

A voar of voices swoke every echo of
the ancient buildings.

“Hurrah t

“Here they come !

A lean man, with clear-ent features
looked from an open window on  the
quand,  Below him [ellows were swarme
ing and  shouting and waving caps.
Ferrers Locke, the famous Baker Strect
detective, looked down on 1he Greyfriars
crowd, with a smile. Bob Cherry of
the Hemove was shouting with all the
foree of lus Inngs, which was considey-
uble. Johnny Bull and Frank Nugent
and Hurree Bingh were with him, add-
ing  their voices to the uproar. A
lmmdrad other fellows were yelling,

* Hurrah !

* Bhoulder high, you men

“(1ood old Lancaster !”

The erickeiors were returmng from
A1, Jude's. Tho name of Lancaster was
on every tongue. From all direetions it
camge 1o the cars of Forrers Locke as he
stood at the open window.

Y herry ! :

The guiet voiee from the window
reached Bob Cherry, and he stared
raund and locked up.

e grinned up at Ferrers Locke.

“Halle, bhallo, hallo!" roarced Bolw
“They've coming in. Mr. Locke! We
got back first on the hikes! Haven't
yon heard 7

“1 gather that Greyfriars has won !”
smiledd the Baker Street dotective,

“What-ho! By an innings and a
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enchful of mnz! It waz Lancaster's
game, What do you think of a century
and a2 few over and the hat-trick

twiee ! gasped DBob.

“Ripping " zaid Ferrers Locke.

“The rinfulness is torrifie I chuckled
Huwvree Jumet Ram Singh.

“Huryah 1

“Liood old Lanonster t™

“Shoulder high, you men!™ came the
deop voico of Wingate of the Sixth, the
caprain of Greyfriars,

ot P came another voiwce—the voice
af Dick Lancaster of the Sizth Form.
“Uhiek it vow fellows ! T tell you—"

“Up with him !

“ Hurrah t*

Ferrers Locke's eyes fixed on the
handsome. laughing, protesting face of
Lancaster of the Sixth., In spite of his
protests, the hero of the hour was swung
up on the shoulders of the two big Sixth-

ormers—Wingate and Gwynpe. They
bare him towards the House amid a
roaring mob of fellows wild with excite-
ment. Handsome, flushed, & picture of
boyish health and good looks, Dick Lan-
castor was the centre of the crowd, the
evnosure of all eyes. But there was a
clond on the hrow of Ferrers Locke as
ho looked down on him.

“Chuck i, vou fellows ™
Lancaster’s

“Hurrah !

o EI_.“qud old Lancaster 1™

" Hip-pip—"

They swept on towards the House.

Dick Lancaster looked up.

There were two hundred fellows surg-
ing round him, dozens more at the
windows., Yol csomothing seemed to

He heard

protest ing voicc again,
¥
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impel Lancaster’s glance towards the
1*-'11?{1:11:? where the .SBaker Street detec-
tive stood.

Their eyes met.

It was only for a moment; then Lan-
custer was swept on.  DBut as he went,
the laughter had died out of his hand-
some ince and the ruddy colour paled
in his cheeks. )

It seemed as if the steady, penetratin
look from the detective had sent a chi
to the heart of the fellow who waa
idolized by all Greyiriars.

The crowd swarmed into the House.
Lancaster, tossing over & sca of heads
like a storm-tossed bark, passed from
the view of tho Baker Street detective
at the upper window.

Ferrers Locke set his Lips. ]

He turned from the window, his brow
more darkly <londed.

Fellows were still shouting in the
guad. The HFouse echoed to the tramp
of feet, the buzz of voices. The namo
of Lancastor could still be heard amid
voclierous cheering.

It had been a great victory at Bt
Jude's, and Lancaster, az usual, had
slayed o megnificent game. Even the
}at squeak of Billy Bunter could he
heard among the voiees that cheered the
confguering hero. Masters as well 2
boys joined in the ovation; Dick Lan-
caster was as popular with the staff as
with the eeniors of hiz own Form and
the juniors of the Lower School.

“The pity of it '

The words dropped almest uncon-
sciously from the lips of Ferrers Locke
as he pacea his room.

*The pity of 1t 17
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That handsome schoolboy, that magni-
ficent cricketer, that ﬁu!l&.nt-lﬂukmg ad
who was the idol of the school—who was
he?! What was he?

Only Ferrers Locke knew—and one
other | And that other—Harry Wharton
of the Remove—could pot tell what he
knew, for he was missing from school—
missing, as Locke knew now, lo keep
the secret that he had learned by chanca,

ua suspicion, vagne theory, had
erystallised into cortain knowledge, and
Ferrers Locke kaew what Dick Lan-
custer was—a crook and the associate of
crooks.

At Greyfriars, & schoolboy who won
all hearts, a cricketer who carried all
before him. Outside Greyiriars, the
“Wizard,” the secret cracksman who
had long bafled Scotland Yard and the
police of a dozen cities.

The pity of itl

Ferrers Logkes face clouded more
darkly. Omnly that day proof had come
into hizs hands whilo Dick Lancaster,
little dreaming how the Baker Street
detective had been cngaged, had been
playing cricket at 8t Jude's winning
one more victory for his school.

He had come back with the cricketers,
happy and light-hearted, scemingly care-
free, knowing nothing of the sword of
Damocles that was now suspended over
his head. Yet his face had blanched
under the gaze of the detective, as if
goma instinct warned him of his danger.

Ferrers Locke looked from the window
again. ] .

The sun was sinking behind the old
clms. The windows of Hall were lighted
now. From the crowded Hall came an
incessant  buzz of voices,
ripples of cheering. Lancas-
ter  was  there—with what
thoughts in his mind?
Ierrers Locke wondered.

The detective's
hardenad.

There was compassion in his
heart—a compassion that the
Baker Street detective seldom
felt towards a crook. But the path of
duty lay plain before him.

The schoolboy he could pity, but the
Wizard was his quarry.

iz hand slid into his pecket, and
there was & faint clink of metal. He
watched the sun sinking while ha lis-
tened to the cheering that shook the
rafters of the old Hall, knowing that
before another sun rose on Greyfoiars
the handeuffs would have locked on the
wrists of the schoelboy crook.

face

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunfer’s Whaek !

4 H2AY, vou fellows 1"

l “ Any news, Bunter 1"

“I'm hungr,;.*t“
“Iathend I’

“*Dh. really, Cherry——"

* Ass IV ]

Bob Cherry and his chums had come
up to the Remove passage. Ib was
Saturday, and there was “Sunday
prep M that evening.

The chums of the Remove were not
feeling much disposed to study the great
works of that emincnt epic poet, John
Milton.

They had forgatten other matters
while t.he;r were watching the ericket at
St. Jude's end during the excitement
of the ovation that had followed Dick
Lancaster's return with the cricketers.
But the thought of their missing chum
was always at the back of their minds,
and they were thinking of Harry
Wharton now.

Where was Wharton?

For mere than a week the eapiain of
the Groyiriars Remove had been miss-
ing from his accustomed place.

Why he had been kidnapped, and by
whom, was a mystery to tha whole
school.

That he was living was certain, for
a letter had been received from him;
but it gave no clue to his whereabouts.

The kidnappers had allowed him to to

write, apparently, to relieve the minds
of his friends, but they had been care-
f1lli that the letter shéuld furpmish no
clue.

As Billy Bunter rolled up to them in
the Remove Emap:e the chums of the
Remove hoped for & moment that there
was news. Ferrers Locke had been
over a week at Grevfriars, and he was
there to find the missing junior. But
the Baker Street detecitive seemed, for
ance, to be at a loss.

The juniors’ faith in Ferrers Locke
was sinking to a low cbb. They did not
expect him to perform miracles, but
they did expect something to come’ of
his investigations inte the disappearance
of Harry Wharton, Yet day followed

day, and nothing was made known.
“No news of Wharton?" demanded
Bob Cherry.

“Eht harton? Nt that I know
of,” answered Bunter. “Never mind
Wharton T

“¥ou fat chump

“It's rotten!" grunted Johnny Ball.
“I really think Mr. Locke ought lo
have hit on somcthing by this liine.”
“The _ rottenfulness is terrific!”
ﬂ'ii'h"'d Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“The newsfulness of our estesmed and

Imprisonment stares the schoolboy cracksman
in the face now that his secret is known, Then
Fate infervenes and he is given the chance :
for which he has longed all his life, to make o ‘iﬁi‘ﬁf gal

good |

ridieulous chum would be s boonful
blessing.”

“1 sny, you fellows—*

“Looks as if Ferrers Locke is going
to make m permanent job of this"
grunted PBob Cherry. “I'm rather
losing faith in him.™ .

*“I suppose he's doing his best,” said
TFrank Nugent.

Grunt, from Johnoy Bull.

“WNothing's come of it, anyhow. e
seems f0 moe to be doing nothing but
loaf about the echocl. Wherever Whar-
ton is, he isn’t here! I suppose Locke
doesn't expect to spot him in the quad
gome day "

“Perhaps the esteemed Tocke has
something up his absurd sleove 1" sug-
goested Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

':‘Timra. ha trotled it out if he has]™
gald Bohb.

Billy Buanter blinked impatiently at
the chums of the Remove. It wnas just
like them to be diseussing this trifling
matter, when there was a matter of
immensely %reater importance to be con-
sidered. Vharton had been missing
over a week, and they might really
have got used to it by this time, Bunler
considerad.

“I say. vou fellows, do be scrious,”
gaid Bunter pecvishly. “Look bere, I
was going to tell you—"

“ Anyvthing about Wharton 1

“0Oh, blow Wharton! Tor poodness’
sake leave off talking about Wharton!
1 was going fo say—"

“Fathead |”

"Mﬁ postal order hasn’t come—"

“What I roared Bob Cherry.

“It hasn't!” szid Bunter, blinking
seriously at the chums of the Remove

)
-

through his bir speciacles. *I believe
1 mentioned to vou fellows that I was
expecting o postal order. Well, there's
been some delay in the post, and it
hasu't come. I had to tea in Hall to-
daﬁ.‘ I've had nothing since.™

; l}lhr Bunter paused, quite dramati-
ouily.

Apparently he expected this statement
,impress on the juniors the real
seripusness of the situation.

Bunter was hungry !
ous disappearance of the captain of the
Remove was a very slight matter in
comparison—in  Billy Bunter's estima-
tion, at lenst ]

“If there was only something a follow
cotld do!"” muttered Nugent.

“Eht  There is, old chap!™ said
Buntor.
. Nugent stared at him. He was think-
ing of Harry Wharton—a trifle that was
not worth Bunter's attention. Bunter
was thinking of supper.

“You fat ass, what can a fellow do?”
demanded Nugent.  “I've thought it
over and over and over, and I cam't
think of anything. We're just helpless !

“What rot! The tuckshop's still

LE

Tha mysleri-

open—
“The tuckshop®” repeated Nugent
blankly. “ What's the tuckshop got to

do_with Wharton, you fat chump

Billy Bunter gave an impatient snort.

“You ass, who's talking about
Wharton 1 hoe hooted.

“1 was, durnmy!™

“"Well, don’t!” snapped Bunter.
“IFor goodness’ sake be serious! There's
no time to lose before the tuckshop
closes, if we're E‘ﬂi¥ ta have a study

EUppar. alk about Pontivs

FPilote fiddling while Corthage
was burning ! Look here, you
fellows——"

“Oh, kill him, somebody "

5 Loak
here, you can leave the shop-
ping to me,"” satd Bunter., * i
you've got & pound pote—"

“You benighted idiot—r

“Well, a ten-bob note,” said Buntee.
“For gﬁﬂdue&s’ sake leave off jawing
about Wharton and let’s think about
SUDDET. I was going to stand vou
fellows a spread if my postal order had
come in fime. It hasn't! T've hud
nothing since tea, and I can tell you I'n
jolly hungry! If you fellows have got
something 1n the study——"

Bob Cherry grinned.

“I've got eomething in my study," he
said, " I'll stand vou a whack in what
I've got if vou like, Buater.”

Billy Bunter beamed.

“Lome on, old fellow | he said, quite

affectionately, “That's what I call
pally 1"

“Look here—" grunted Jolinny
Bull

“Oh, come on!” gaid Bob, “There's
plenty to go round, if you fellows would
like any. But I'm going to stand Bunter
his whack first.”

Bob closed one eve at his chumes, un-
seen by the Owl of the Remove. Buanter
tugeged at his sleeve

“Cgme on, old chap!” he urged.

Bunter rolled along the Remove pas-
sape to Study No. 13 with Bob. The
onther follows followed on. Bgrk Linfles
and little Wun Lung were in the study,
and they looked round Inguiringly at
the crowd that arrived in the doorway.
Billy Bunter rolled in,

"Where is it, old bearn? he asked
eagerly. “In the cupboard "
“No: on the shelf,” answered Bob.
Bunter blinked up at the shelf. Ho
could seo nothing on the shelf but s row
of books and a cricket stump.
Toe Magrer Lispary.—No. 1,213, .
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“1 don't ses—" he began.

“FHere you are, old fat bean

Bob stepped scross to tho shelf and
tock down the oricket stump.

Bunter blinked at it.

“Wharrer you mean, you ass 1" he de-
manded. " You said you had sometling
in your study and you were going to
stand me a whack.”

“"Right on the wicket!
stump 1n my study—"

HEh-!]‘J

“And I'm going to stand you o
whac o

“J say—

“ And here it 151"

“Yaroooooooooh [

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Whack |

“Yow — oW — OW — OW — Woouop
coared Bunter, ss the ericket stump

I've a cricket

i

1

cstablished contact with his  tight
trousers, “ YVow—ow—ow | DBeast |
Leave off | Whoop !

“My dear chap, I'm standing you a
whack | There's plenty to go round, 1
the other fellows want any. But I don's
suppose they dé (™

*“Ha, ha, hat®

“VYaroonoooch ! Beast! Whoop I#

Billy Bunter made a frantic jump for
tho door, Apparently he had had
enough of what BDob Cherry had in hia
study, and he did not want any more.

“Have zome morel” chortled Bob.
“There's lots, Bunter| Don't hurry
away, old chepl Have zomes morel
Have another whack ™

“*Ha, ha, ha "

“"Ow! Beastl Wowl”

Billy Bunter faded away down the
Hemove passage. Evidently the Owl of
the Remove was satisfied with the whack
he had already received.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
In the Dark Hours !

IDNIGHT !
M Greyfriars 3chool lay silent
end sleeping under the stars

that glistened in the calm,
clear gky of June.

But there was one who was not sleep-
ing, even at that late hour; perhaps
Impre I ane.

No light burned from a single win-
dow, m_the great mass of huiI-:iings.
But & window in the Sixth Form stundies
was partly open, and a face locked out
into the shady quadrangle.

Lancaster of the 8Sixth was wide
awake,
Ho had had a tiring day. He had

played a hard pame at 8. Jude's. But
there was no look of fatigue about the
handsome Bixth-Former. Every other
fellow in the Bixth waa fast malecp at
that hour; but the Wizard was accus-
tomed, from of old, to wakefulness while
others slept,

There waz a slight palonesz in the
checks of the schoolboy crook, and his
eyes wore restless s he stared inte tho
starlit quadrangle.

The last chime of midnight had died
away. All was silent. Loncaster won-
dered  whether Ferrers Locke was
sleeping.

What had he to fear?

The detective had been more than a
week at the school. Obwiously, he had
found no clue to the missing junior.
Sgvoral timoe he had talked with Lan-
casler of the Sixth, and his manner had
not varted from hizs manner towards
other senior fellows. The Wizard's eves
were keen, but they had read nothing in
the impassive face of the Baker Street
detective.

Did he suspect? Could he?

Toe Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,219,

Had he searched the study while Lan-
caster was away playving cricket at Bt
Jude's that day? Not a sign of a
search had met Lancaster's eyes, but he
knew that Ferrers Locke would leave no
sign if he searched.

If ho hod scarched, at all events,
nothing had rewarded him. There was
nothing in the schoolboy crook’s posses-
sion to betray him—save the wallet of
strange tools that the Wizard used when
he ¢racked a crib. And that wallet had
been hidden in the hollow oak, by the
towpath, the day before, gnfﬁ from
curious eyes. Ierrers Locke had heen
weleome to search the study if he chose.

Ho was sale. If there waos a vague
suspicion in Locke's mind, it could come
to nothing, Yet there was a deep un-
casiness in Lancaster’s heart., It seemed
to him that he had read something in
tha detective’'s eves as he laoked down
from the window on the” returning
cricketers.  Fancy, perhaps—yet it

A sigh left the lips of the schoolboy
crook.

Since Ferrers Locke had been at Grey-
iriars, all his wits had been on the alert,
his nerves tensed. Yet hiz heart was
not in that wnspoken contest.  Inces-
santly his thoughta wandercd to the
schoolboy whe had been taken away
from his friends, who was & prisoner in
a barred roomn far from the school.

1t could not go on! Blimy Sugden
had made 8 erock of the boy, whose
training had been in his hands; but he
had not been able to eliminate his con-
science. He had placed him at Grey-
friars to carry out his own cunning
schemes, never allowing for the influ-
;:nga of such surroundings on the hapless
ad.

But Greyfriars had worked a change
that surprised Lancaster himself—and
that puzzled and enraged the master
erook. Left to himself, the boy would
have thrown up the whole thing—thrown
over the gang—faced poverty, faced any-
thing thot might come, rather than keep
on as & secret breaker of the law.

Slimy Sugden bhad one hold on him
now—only one—but that was irresistible.
If Lancaster failed him, all Greyfriars
would know what he was, who he was—
and the whole school would ring with
it. And the haplesa vietim of a cunning
schemer falt, with a shudder, that he
could not face it. Anything but that—
that, never!

Ho was thinking of it now—thinking
of the cheery faces that .had enecircled
him 1 Hall, of the thunderous cheerin
that had made the old rafters ring—o
Wingate, Gwynne, Blundell, his many
friends. If they knew—

Thoy must never know! But if they
wore 00t to know, tho junior who knew
his seeret was doomed to hopeless 1m-
prisonment. That could not be—he felt

f haunted him,

that it could not be! But there was no
alternative !

The half-hour chimed.

Lancaster stirred at last.  Sofltly,

gunietly, he slipped from the window,
silently ho drew down the sash.
Like & shadew among shadows, he

flitted =acrozss the quad. He fitted
through the darkness of the old
Cloistera.

ITo had left the wallet of cracksman’s
tools concealed in the hollow cak by the
river. 'They wero safe there; but the
sponar they were back in his own care
tho hetter. Chance might lead fo their
discovery if they remained long in the
hollow oak.

Mot thot the Wizard intended to uze
thoze tools again while Ferrers Locke
was at Greyiriars. Even Slimy Sugden
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had ogreed to that, keen az he was for
the Wizard to be at work again, Many
a rich "“erib™ had been marked out by
the master crook for the Wisard's light
ingers. Greyfriars S8chool was o centro
from which the secret eracksman was to
work, unsuspected.

But while the Baker Strecot detective
was on the scene the Wizard was to dis-
appear, leaving the Greyfriars Sixth-
Former in his place. Even Sugden
agreed that it was necessary while
Ferrers Locke was there.

It was a respite. It made Lancaster
glad, at times, that Ferrers Locke was
there. He was ot the master crook's
mercy, ahd he had to obey orders, or
face tho conscquences, Yot his whole
soul shrank from carrying on the sur-
reptitious, nefarious work for which he
was at the school. 8Bo long as Locke
remained, he had a respite.

_He reached the wall, and climbed
lightly. Before dropping into the lane
outside, he paused aug histened.

Iis heart gavo a throb,

Some {aint sound reached his alert
ears, from the deep darkmness of the old
Claisters behind him.

Ha listened with straining ears.

But there wes ne further sound. A
bitter smile came over the pale, hand-
soma face,

“It was the wind! Vow're losing
your nerve!™ he muttered. * Ferrers
Locke is sleeping—and if he were not—
pah 1

Ia dropped from the wall.

The starlight lay in silvery pools
among the trees, But the gliding figure
of thoe schoolboy crook did not appear
where the starlight fell. Caution was
second nature to the Wizard., Taking
advantage of every shadow, he went
neiselessly on his way.

The starlit river gleamed before his
eyes. Thera was a {aint murmur in the
silence of the summer night, as the Sark
rolled on its way to the sea. Laoneaster
hurricd along the towpath, and turned
into the waod.

A few minutes, and he etood under the
massive oak. It was densely dark under
the thick, overhanging, intermingled
branches of the wood., But the Wizard
was acoustomed to working in the dark,
He knew whers he was, and he clam-
hei-:ed lightly into the branches of tho
o8

High up in the massive old tree there
was & hollow in the trunk, and into that
hollow the szchoolboy crock thrust his
hand, It came into contact with a
leather wallet.

He breathed more freely.

Locke, he was fairly certain, had
searched his study during his absence
at Bt. Jude’s. Failing to find what he
looked for, he had no doubt zought
further, But what chance could have
led him to the oak in the wood by the
towpath? There had been nothing to
fear—nothing [ Yet there had been, in
TLancaster’s mind, & haunting fear that
the hidden wallet might have been
found, and it was with deep relief that
he felt it under his hand.

It was there—where he had left it!
He drew it from the place of conceal-
ment. A twig snapped in the wood
halow.

Was his nerve failing him? Ib was a
natural sound in the wood, yet it made
hig heart leap and throb like tHat of &
hunted animal, o

He remained quite still, hstenmﬁ: _

His eves stroined downward. hick
foliage intervened between him and the
ground, and the darkness was intense.
He could ses nothing—and now he could
hear nothing, Was it that s nerve
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was failing him, or was it the old in-
stinct of the Wizard warning him of
danger? Was that a faint rustle i the
thickets below—waszs it the wind from
the sea! His ear-drums throbbed with
the intensity of listening.

It was nothing—nothing! It was
because he had repented, because shame
and remorse tortured him, that he was
losing his old nerve. He thrust the
wallet into an inner pocket, and swung
himself down tho branches.

Heo dropped lightly to the pround.

And as he dropped, a grasp closed on
him, sending a shuddering thrill through
his body—a grasp more powerful than
his own, strong a5 he was. For a single
mstant of horror he yielded to that
powerful gri{;-, Then his teeth shut hard,
and in the black darkness under the oak,
stlently, savagely, he fought.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
By & Hair’s Breadth !

LACENESS was round the

B schoolboy crook, as ho struggled
with his sudden, unseen as-

sailant. He could see nothing,

But he knew whose grasp was laid on
him. Ho did not need telling that,

““Well, here itis | ¥ Whack ! * Yow-ow-ow-woop ! roared
Bunter, as the cricket stump alslahliﬁhed coniact with his tight
ToUSeTs.

Ha knew now what that snapping of
a twig in the silence had meant. Ilis
instinet had been true, aftor nll.  Ife
knew that Ferrers Locke stood in the
darkness Lencath the oak, waiting for
Lhim to descend—inte his hands. And
e had dropped—into the grasp of the
Baker Btrect deteckive.  And as he
struggled, sceing nothing, feeling onl
that iron prasp, he knew that he waa
trapped ; that Ehe handeuffs were ready
to fasten on his wrists; that ha waos
taken, with tha cracksman’s tools on
him, proof of what he was. Prooi—ior
all Greyfriars to know—proof, for all
the world to know! And he shut his
teeth harder and fonght with all his
sirength.

The man who grasped him was
efrong, sinowy; the grasp of the unseen
hands was like that of a steel viee. But
Loancaster was strong, foo, and he was
desporate.

“1 said I was going to stand you a whack,” said Bob Cherry.

Ho could hear & deep breathing—
deep but steady. Thoze iron arms were
locked round him in @ resistless band.

ilently, savagely, he resisted.

Hea was strong, but the other -was

stronger. In rpite of his sfubborn re-
sistance he was bornz over, borne to the
ground.

He fell, and a knee waa planted on

his chest. Ilis wrists were szeized and
deagged together,
& knew what was to fopllow., Tha

click of the handcufis ! Then he would
be & powerless prisooer—then he would
be dragged from the blackness of the
wood into the starhight—recognised,
known beyond all doubt—and in lus
pocket were the tools of the Wizard——
Has had asked himsclf an hour ago
whether it waszs possible that Ferrers
Locke suspected him! Ewven then,
Locke had been laying this trap! He
heard 2 chink of metal.

e

Az if that sound, knelling doom to
his cars, gave him a new and desperzie
strength, Lancaster made one more
frantu: effort, and tore his right hand
ree,

The next instant, clenched,
iron, it erashed upward
shadowy face above him.

He beard a grunt.

He struck again, fiercely; fore him-
seli loso from the grasp that, for a
mament, relaxed, and rolled aside.

A zeeond more and he was on his
feet, plunging away  through the
thicketa. A graszping hand . barely
missed him as he ran.

He ran desperately.

Suddenly he stopped, groned to o
tree-trunk, grasped it, and dragooed
himzelf up.

Silent, stilling his throbbing breath,
Lancaster listened.

‘There was a crashing in the thickets,

hard aos
inta  the

5

iHEI; heard panting breath and cunning
[R5

The sounds died away.

Ferrers Locke—ii it had been Ferrora
Locke—was gone. Dut the schoolbay
crook waited long minutes before hoe
dropped from the trec again.

He dropped at last, silently, and
stood leaning against the trunk., Ho
broathed hard and deep, Hizs brain waa
etill in a whirl; but he calmed himseolf
and tried to think.

Ferrers Locke knew!

He could not doubt it further. Tocko
—he could net imagine how—knew that
the Wizard's wallet of tools had been
hidden in the hollow oak, He hadl
found them there, and no doubt taken
them away for examination; and re-
placed them afterwards where he ha-l
found them in order to sateh the schanl
boy cracksman in this deadly trap.
Had he shadowed Loancaster from tho

'''''

school, or had he been waiting in the
wood for him to come and remave Lo
hidden wallet? It matteved little, e
wnew, and he had planned to capture
the boy ecracksman with the tools ou
him. ot he had failed !

Ie had failed—and whatever he sus-
pocted, whatever he knew, he had na
prock,

The gome was not up yob!

Lancaster moved from the fres ot
Inzt. With cautious steps he picked his
way Lhrough the wood., He listened st
every step, like a hanted hare. Dut
there was no sound.

Forvore Locke was rone.  DBack to tho
sehool, most likely, to wabell there far
Lancaster’s return.

Mot t1ll he was a mile {rom the seenae
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of that brief but desperats struggle did
the schoolboy crook emerge from the
deep cover of the wood. a came out
on the bank of the river at last.

In tho dim glimmer of the midnight
etars he gathored stones, and crammed
the wallet as full as 1t would hold.

Then, with a swing of his arm, he
tossed it into the middle of the river.

There wag & splash, & widening circle
of ripples.

The wallet disappeared.

Lancaster breathed more frealy.

The <racksman’s outfit waes zafely
hidden now—never to meet a human
€¥o again.

He turned, and flollowed a footpath
through the wood back to the school
But he did not enter by way of the
Cloisters, as he had left, Ferrers Locke
had failed, and if he found Liancaster
now he would find & Sixth-Former of
Greyiriars out of bounds at night; but
the evidence that connected him with
tho Wizard was safe at tho boitom of
the Bark. But if he was watching, Lan-
caster did not intend that the keem ayes
should fall upon him. It was by way
of the Head’s garden that he reached
the precincts of the school again; and
he did not head for his study. Bilently,
in the shadows, he circled the building,
and & beck window—easily enough
manipulated by the light fingers of the
Wizard—admitted him to the House.

There was o sardomo smile on hus
face az he fastencd the windew behind
him and crept away by dark passoges
and stairs.

The Bixth Form passege was silent
when he reached his study door. e

had left that door locked: ha found it
lacked still. Silently he unlocked the
door, glided into the study, and closed
the door behind him.

Silently he stepped to the window.

Outside, in the starlit quad, the desp
shadow of an elm fell, In that deep
shadow Lancaster thought he discerned
& darker shadow.

His lip curved in a sneer. :

Ferrers Locke, watching for his
return! Did the detective think that
he would return the way he left—did
he think that the Wizard’s tools were
still in his keeping?

Ha shrugged his shouldera,

For a long moment he gazed from
tha window, the sneer on his handsomo
face. Then he stepped back. .

A few minutes more, and he was in
bed.

Still & few more minutes, and he
slept! 1f Ferrers Locke was walching
and waiting in the shadow outside the
schoolboy crook's window, he watched
and waited in vain., Within the room
Dick Lancaster glept as peacefully as
if no care troubled his mind; and in
his slumber he was dreaming, not of
that desperate struggle in the wood by
the towpath, not of the narrow escape
ho had had of utter disaster, of dis-
grace and ruin, but of the game ho had
played that day on St Jude's cricket
ground. In slumber, at least, he could
forget the Wizard, and remember only
Diok Lancaster, schoolboy eand
ercketer,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Escape [
H ARRY WHARTON breathed

hard.
Through the bars at the
window of the room where the
Greyfriars junior was a prisoner fell
shafts of sunlight—the sunlight of =
bright June morning. The chain with
which his captors had first scoured him
to a astaple in the wall had been taken
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away now, Evidently his captors had
not considered it necessary for a mere
boy., In that thoy under-estimated
the Greyfriars junior. :

Wharton, as he stood in that solitary
room, had his aycs fixed on the door—
the door that was locked snd barred co
the outside, : .

Footsteps were audible aspprosching
the door. o

Onee every day the kidnapped junior
was taken from the prisen-room to walk
in the garden betwcen the two ruHians
who took turns in watching him.

It was time now for his morning
exercise, a concession, as Wharton
guessed, that he owed to Lancaster.

Slimy, Weasel, and the rest of the

ang would have cared little if his

ealth had failed; indeed, he had no
doubt that they would have beem glad
to be relieved of tho trouble of guard.
m%rn risoner. i
o hnew that he owed life itsell to
Lancaster. He hed been kidnapped
bacause he knew the Wizard's sscrat;
but only too well he knew that, but for
the Wizard, it was not by means of kid
napping *tl'm_t; the gang would have
securcd his silence,

The schoolboy crook stood between
him and & terrible fate. He knew it;
and weary and bitter as his imprisons
ment was, he could not but fcel some-
thing like gratitude towards Lancaster.

For weeks now he had been &
prisoner. Hops of resoue was almost
dead in his breast.

But every day his determination grew
and strengthened—to escape. And now
he was ready to put it to the touch, If
he failed, he failed; but at the risk of
life he was resolved to make a fight for
his liberty.

One of the rascals was coming to take
him down the stairs. Another would ba
waiting at the door below. There
were alweys two of them at hend when
he was tasken out of tho house. And
care was takenm that he zaw nothing
when he was outside the walls. He wus
slways blindfolded before he passed out
of tha door.

Tha footsteps drew nearer.

Wharton stepped softly towards the
door. The crooks had been careful that
there should be nothing in the prison-
room that he could use as & weapon.
But the Greyfriars junior had found a
woapon—a leg broken from a cheir—
which he could use as & cudgel.

He Hfﬂﬂli;!{'i it almost convulsively in
his hand—his hand behind him. It was
useless to pit his strength against a
man's in a struggle—with others within
hearing. And he knew that he would
have time for only one blow—if he had
time for that.

It was a desperate attempt, with all
the chances against success—but the kid-
napped junior was desperate,

Ha waited with beating heart.

Ho heard footsteps atcﬁ at the door
of the prison-room; he heard the ke
turn back in the lock, the bars r&mﬁv&d{

The deor swung opemn.

A scowhng low-browed face looked in,
with ferret-eyes. It was tho Weasel.

Without o word he stepped towards
Wharton, to grasp hia arm and lead
him from the room.

It was 'now or never.

Wharton's courage did not fail.

Aa the rough hand was stretched oub
towards him, Harry Wharton's right
hand Bashed out from behind him, the
cudgel in it.

Crash |

The smashing blow was struck, before
the Weasel had a chance of guarding,
of even knowing that it was mrmu?-l.-

The cudgel crashed on the bullet head
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and the Weasel 5lag ercd back with a
ping cry, and cﬁl heavily to the

Q0r.

Wharton panted.

He had put all his strength into the
blow; and the ruffian sprawled on the
floor, half stunned.

In an instant Wharton was past him,
and had loaped out of the room, He
stayed & second to slam the door and
turn the key. There were olher focs—
how many he did not know—but from
tho Weascl's pursuit, at loast, he waa
now safe for a time.

Before him was tho staircase, down
which he was led daily to tho garden
door. The door on the garden was
open; by it stood a sharp-featured man,
whom Wharton had heard the Weasel
address as “Raity.” Ratly the Ropue
hac the muffler in his hand which was
to be used to blindfeld the junior before
he was taken out. But for the moment
hizs back was turned; ho was looking
out into the sunny garden,

Wharton glanced round him hurriedly.
There was @ passage boyond the head of
the staircase, with rooms opening on it.

He dashed along the passage, and
openecd the first door he came to. ]

The cudgel was ready in his hand, if
the room was occupicd. DBut it was &
bed-room, and wvacant. He ran in,
closed the door and locked it. As he
did s0, he heard a roar from the
dircction of the prison-room, and a
sound of hammering fists. The Weasel,
hard as he had been hit, was alrcady
on his fect, shouting, and hammering to
give the alarm,

Wharton did not stop to lislen. Thero
was & window looking on the garden
from the bed-room in which he found
himself. He darted across, threw open
the window, and stared out breathlessly.

It was a large garden, with shru
heries extending fowards a distant wall.
The drop from the window was steep.

But ho had no choice. Heo dropped
the cudgel, climbed out of the windgw,
and hung to the gill with both hands,

Then he dropped.

His feet struck into o flower-bed he-
low, and he rolled over, In a twinkling
he was on his feet again, and running.

From the direction of the house he-
hind him came shouting, yelling; the
whole place hummed like o hive of bees.
Evidently the alarm had already sproad.

Wharton raced through the shrub-
beries, heading for the distant wall.
Ho was free—ior the moment—freo, if
he could keep hiz freedom ! Beyond that
wall was liberty.

He ran as he had seldom run before.

From @ path in the shrubberics @ man
started up before him—a fot man with
a shiny, gransi complexion. Billy Bunter
would have kwown him by sight, for
Billy Bunter had witn 8 meetin
between Lancaster, of the Sixth, an
3limy Bugden. Wharton did net know
Slimy Sugden; but he know that the
fat man must be an enemy. He did not
stop—he rushed straight on, and crashed
into the man,

There was & gasping grunt from
EII.IIII{aEugdGn, and ho sprawled aver,

Wharton reeled from the shock,

But he recovered himsclf and rushed
on. Without looking round, he know
that several men had emerged from the
house and were racing after him. But
he had a good start.  He tore en. With
et toeth and glinting oyes, he raced
for the wall—nearer now.

Bang !

Slimy Sugden had gained his fcet,
Emtm_g. grsping, spluttering with rage.
He did not attempt to pursue fﬁ?u
unior—tha chase would have been hope-
ess for the fat man. Ho grabbed an
automatic from his hip pocket, and

fired. DBut the erash of his fall had
shaken the crock, and the bullet missed
by a yard or more.

Wharton panted.

He was ai the wall now. It was seven
feet high—and, without pausing in his
run, he leaped and eaught the top,
There was o yelling of voices behind
him, and the automalie cracked apain.
The bullet splintered the wall within
s5tx 1nches of Wharton's head.

The next moment tho Greyiriars
junior had dropped into the road out-
side. Gulping 1 breath; the junior
stared round him., A long white road
wound away over & hillside—in the dis-
tance, the smoke of a farmhouse rosoe
against the blue sky; nearer at hand
caltle were grazing in the fields. Dut
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the eountryside was lonely; there was
ng man in E:gﬁ:t. He heard the clang

of a gato farther along the wall. The
pursucrs wore close. Even yet
he would be run down before he
could escape and find help—

Chug-chug-chug !
_ It was the sound of a motor-bike; and
it eame like music to the junior's ears
on that lonely road.

Chug-chug-chug ! Honk !

He ran into the road.

A motor-cyclist was coming along
swiitly. He would be on the scene in
a few momonts, Wharton waved his
hand to the rider.

“Stop! Ielp! Help! Help ™

The rider shut off. Wharton ran des-
perately to meet him. On the road he
could hear running fect.

“Help! Help!” he shouted, “Help!
Give me a lift—help !*

He saw the motor-cyclist leap from
the saddle. The machine went reeling,
as if the ridor had forpotten it. o
lcﬂ.lﬁ_& towards Wharton.

L1 'E]-p !J.

The cry dicd on Wharlon's tongue,

7

He stared dizzily at the rider from
whom he had ecxpected help.

“Wharton !

“* Lancaster !"

The junior, desperate, turned fo run.
Lancaster’s hand fell on his shoulder.

“Wharton—" he muttered hoarscly.

Wharton struck his hand aside and
rap. Dut it was too late. Ratty the
Rogue and two other men were on the
spot now, and their grasp closed on tho
Greyiriars junior. or a moment he
struggled, and then, as they grasped
{11111:.+ o all sides, bo knew that all was
05

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Friend and Foe !

LIMY SUGDEN came panting up.

The master-crook’s fat face was
distorted with rage.
“¥You've got him ¥

“We got him !” snarled Ratty.

“Get him in—get him out of sight—
gquick [ Quick !"” panted SBugden. “ Any-
onas might pass—quick—"

Whayrton, resisting feebly, was drag-
ged along to the gate and bundled head-
long in. Lancaster, his face white as
chalk, followed. Slimy Bugden closed
the guto and barred it

“Now—" he hissed, between his
tecth,

“Let that kid elone!” Lancaster
found his voice at last. He strode to-
wards the struggling {uniur, and shoved
aside, unceremoniously, the men wio
were holding him. * Leave him to me.”

“Look here——" snarled Ratty
savagely.

“Leave him to me, I tell you!”
snapped Lancaster. y

“You're not boss here, Wizard] I
tell you——"

“ Btand aside!"

The ruffians scowled savagely; bub
there was something compelling in the
voice of the schoolboy ¢rook. They stood
Lack, and Lancaster dropped his hand
%ntff enough on the junior’s shoulder.

harton, exhausted by the struggle,
leaned on him, panting.

“Dick 1 Eiimr Sugden's voice was
husky with rage. “Dick! Keep out of
this] The Lkid's bhad his c¢hance, and
now-—" .

“Cut 1t out, Shmy,” said Lancaster

coolly and contemptuously, * You're
not going to harm the kid."
“He nearly got away!” snarled

Sugden. “If he'd got clear—""

“He would have got clear, very
likely, if I had not come up !’ snapped
Lancaster. " You owe it to me and to
chance that the police will not be coming
down on your den.”

“You'll go tan far, Dick " muttered
Bugden., *You'll go too far—"

“QOh, cut it out! I heard shots—it's

ou that are i danger of going teo far,
limy! If you'd hurt the kid i
Lancaster's eyes blazed. “Fool! Can't
you take care of a prisoner who's safe
in your hands? If you'd hurt him I'd
gsee that you got what was coming to
vou! Thank your lucky stars that he's
not hurt, I'd see you safe in the stone
jug if he was—you, and every man in
‘the gang ™

There was a growl of rage .from the
cronks, and Blimy Sugden's eyes burned
at the Sixth-Former of reviriars.
From the direction of the house the
Weasel came, a stream of crimson run-
ning down his brutal face, his featurcs
convulsed with rage. Hia ¥ eyes
gleamed at Wharton.

“You got him !” breathed the Weasel.

He sprang at the junior. Lancastcr’s
fist shot out, landing fairly between the
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ferrety oyes
like a log.

“Lin there,
Lancaster.

“ Dick " hissed Sugden. _

His fat face was working, his fingers
shaking with fury. Harry Wharton stood
silent, close to Lancaster. The gang
were like tigers round him, and if Lan-
caster fn.i]mlgtﬂ protect hun now he knew
that he was lost.

Cool as ice, Lancaster faced the
enraged crook. Ilis glance swept scorn-
fully over the fat, greasy face, Sugden's
hand was in the pocket that hid the
automatio,

“Cut it out, Slimy " said Lancaster.
“You can't afford to quarrel with me,
and you know it! And you know that
if anything happens to this kid while he's
in your hands I will bring the police
down on youl You know that I'm a
iman of my word, and you'd better keep
vour gang in order!”

Ha turned to the I]U.:ut:ln:".

“Come, Wharton 1"

He walked up the path to the house,
Wharton st bis side. There was a sound
of muttered curses behind them,

Silently Wharton re-entered the houso
he had hoped never to enter again. He
had failed, and his attempt to escape
had roused the savage fury of the brutes
who held him a prisoner. Silently, with
a heavy heart, he followed Lancaster up
the stairs, back to the prison-room.
His heart was like lead as he entered
it. But there was no chance of_ re-
sistanca now, no chance of life if Lan-
caster ceased to stand between him and
Blimy Sugden’s gang.

“VYou're snfel”  Laneaster spoke

nietly, calmly. “They are raging, but
thoy daro not harm you! They know I
will keep my word.” ]

Wharton nodded without sﬂpukm%

Lancaster stood looking at him. The
flush had died out of his face, and he
wus pale.

“I'm sorry, Wharton I he said at last.
“ Mare sorry than I can say—more than
you may bolievel If only you'd never
found out-—"

“I1 never wanted to—>"

“Iknow! I know!"” Lancaster paced
the room with hurried, irregular steps.
“Tt can't go on! But where's the help?
I can proiect your life; they dare not
harm you! T ean do no morel If I
had the choice—"

“¥You have the choice, Lancaster,”
said Harry guietly. " Throw the scoun-
drels over., What can you have in
commot with villains like that "

“I am one of them,” said Lancaster
bitterly. “I have always been one of
thern. IXf I could get clear, if only 1
could get clear—=" He broke off.
“Rut to let the school know, to let all
Greyiriars know that Lancaster of the
Sixth 18 a c¢rook, a thief, a liar, and
rascal I He sghivered. *71 can't! It's
toc much to ask! I ean’t!l”

Wharton stood zilerit.

Craok the fellnw was, crook and out-
cast, a breaker of the law, a danger to
society. Yet the junior could neither
dislike him nor despise him. In spite of
all, he felt his old liking for Lancaster
of the Sixth. Uppermost in his mind
was the same thought that had been in
Ferrers Locke's—the pity of 1t

Crook, outeast, breaker of the law—
vet the good in him predominated over
the bad! A bad tramning in the hands
of bad men had made him what he
wus; but his netura turned to the light,
not to the dark. It was the pood in him
that made him cling to Greyiriars, to the
faith and re%ct of hia friends there.
Bt for that, arton realised, he would
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The Weasel went down

you dog!” suppped

have turned his back on the past, turned
his baek on Slimy Sugden and the gami:.
Hut the master crook had that one hold
on him—-he dared not let Greyiriare
know the truth,

“It's no 53{:0:1 talking I Lancaster
spoke abruptly. “I don’t know how it
will end, but it can't last! But—""

He broke off. .

“You're safe, at all events,” ho said.
“Don’t try it on again—yuu’!ﬂ have no
chance! But vou're safe! Keep that in
mind when you think of me, kid, and
think as kindly as you can™

Without another word he stepped from
the room, closed the door, and Wharton
heard the key turn,

He was 4 prisoner again,

Outside the June sun was shining, and
the song of the birds reached him
through the window, open behind the
bars. He was & prisoner, and no escape
woild be possible now ; the crooks would
be too careful for that. And rescue?

Hope was almost dead in the junior's
breast. Yet strangely enough, he was
thinking, as he stood in the silent room,
less of himself and the huﬁelesa dﬁa
that- gtretched before him than of the
gchoolboy crocok and the stricken, tor-
mented face of Lancaster when he had
left him.

e

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Danger !

LIMY SUGDEN lifted his eyea
5 from a heap of papers on a roil-
top desk and turned on his swivel.
chair. The greasy face wos calm
now; all traces of anger and excitement
had passed. In his business-room at the
house where Hurry Wharton was a
prisoner, and which wes the head-
quarters of the gang, Slimy was attend-
ing to business, and he had plenty to
which to aitend. Moneylender, fence,
maszter crock, and many other things,
Mr. Sylvester Sugden had many irons in
the fire. ~

He turned from his desk as Lancaster
caine %uatl;.r into the room, and fxed his
shiny black eyes on the Sixth-Iormer
of Greyfriars,. He did not rise, ns
Lancaster came over to him, and the
Greylriars semior smiled in a curious,
sardonic way as he saw the papers on
which BSugden had been busy. Mr.
Sylvester Bugden, of Ilsech House,
Burrey, was filling in his income-tax
return, though had he 6Blled in all par-
ticulars as to “sources of income,” a3
the law demanded, ho would c¢ertainly
have made the local tax-inspector Jjump.

“Well 17 said Sugden. )

“Oh, get on with it, and don’t mind
me!"” sald Lancaster sarcastically. *FAll
profita from whatever source—are you
putting down the profit on the gold plate
looted from Marsden Manor? 1 believe
you're entitled fo set losses against
profits, s0 don’t forget to put in the loss
on the job at Hoghen Grange, which
never ¢camae off.”

Blimy Bupden grinned.

At Beech House, Sugden was known
as & moneylender, and he paid his rates
and taxes like any other ecitizen. But
it was only his moneylending business
that was mentioned in his Income-fax
return. He was not likely to enter his
profits as a receiver of stolen goods and
as tho director of robberies in all parts
of the country.

But the grin faded from the greasy
face ns Lancaster threw himself 1oto a
chair. It was easy for the master crook
to gee that something had happened to
the schoolboy c¢racksman, _

“ What is it, Dick 1" he asked quietly.
“What has brought you heret You're
not allowed as a rule, I suppoee, to
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career about the country in the morning
on your motor-bike "

“I got leave this morning. I'm
‘persona grata’ with my headmaster,
and have only fo ask,” said Lancaster.
“I had to see you, Blimyl Lucky I
came, &3 it turns out——"

“Never mind that! The boy iz safe
again,” gal Blimy. *“What has
heppened at Greyfriarg it

“*The game's up I

*“Bo you said before when the ba
Wharton found you out,” answer
Slimy Bugden calmly. *“But the game
was very far from up. I tock memsures
to make the boy keep his secret,
measures that bave not failed. You are
weakening, Dick, and losing your
nerve,”

Lancaster shrugged his shoulders.

“The game's up!® he repeated. “If
i‘f)l.; fancy that you can deal with Ferrera

ke a3 you dealt with the boy
Wharton, go ahead.”

Bugden's eyes narrowed to

“Put it plain|” hs snappe

“ Locke know:e,™

“What does he know7”

“ Everything—or nearly.”

“Yel you are free,” snid Sugden.
“The handeuffs are not on your wrists,
You are still at Greyfriars,

“Locke Lknows,” repeated Lancaster.
“How, I cannot guess—but the man ia
a demon! Vesterday I played in a
cricket match, at 2 school some distance
from Greyfriers. 1 foresaw, of course,
that Locke would probably search my

uarters while 1 was absent for a whole

Ein points,

-E.j'.'"'
“The ibility existed, at least,”
assented Sugden, “But I presume that

you tock your precautions.”

“1 concealed the Wizard’a wallet of
tools in a hollow cak, to remain there
till after I returned.”

“Well, then—"

“Last night T slipped out to get them
back, They were still there—but Locke
had found them. He left them there
for me.*

“How do you know "

“Either ha shadowed me from the
school last night, or else he was waitin
in the wood—the former, I think,
dropped from the tree—into his hands 12

Sugden started,

“And then—*

“I had luck—I got away. It was black
darkness, and he did not see me.” Len-
caster laughed. “Ho knew that it was
I—TI am sure of that. Had he faszhed a
light on me, to make sure, I should have
escaped—a eplit second would have been
cnough. Hea did not take the chance—
he grabbed me in the dark. But I had
luck—1 broke away end got clear.”

“Good | breathed Bugden. "If he
had caught you with the goods on

Y ou——=""

“That was his game, of course. Has
knew, but he had no proof., But with a
set of cracksmean's tools on me

“He is cunning | And the tools—=2

“At the bottom of the river.”

44 ﬁﬂd_.'.“ )

“] got back by » diffiercnt way, I
fanoy that he waited under my study
window to wetch for my return. If so,
he had his trouble for s pains.”

Slimy Sugden pursed his lips. His
thick brows were drawn together, and
bje black eyes glinted under them.

“You have seen him since I he asked.

“I saw him, and gave him icmd-
morning, in the quadrangle, before 1 left
on my bike,” answered Lancaster coolly.
“He has a bruise on his face—where
my knuckles landed last night.”

den smiled faintly.

“Then you are sure that it was Locke

who seized youi™
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“Eut is ho sure that it was you whom
he seized 7'

“If ha shadowed me from the school—
ves: if he was merely waiting in the
wood to scize the owner of the oracks-
man’s tools, which he must have dis-
covered in the hollow ocak—I1 cannot

Eﬂ?’-" )

‘He gave no signt”

Lancaster shrugged his shoulders.

“1s Ferrers Locke the man to give a
signn? He failed last night—and he
knows that he cannot g:{t: me down. His
manner to me was absolutely normal—
as thine was to him. But he knows.™,

“1It i3 not cevtein that he knows,” said
Bugden, slowly and thoughtfully. *It
would seem that he most have discovered
the wallet of tools hudden in the tree.
Hs may not have connected that dis-
covery with you; he may simply have
watched the place to discover the
owner,"” .

* It is possible. But——F

“Put what 1"

“He knows!" said
Lancaster, "I know it
by instinct, if nothing
else. I tell vou, Slimy,
Ferrers Locke knows

The master erook sat
gilent for a faw
enoments, His brow
was wrinkled in
thought, and the glint
in his e%ea was ke
that in the eyes of a
snake.

“From the moment
Locke came to the
socheool there was
danger,” he said slowly
at lagt. “He is a man
to be feared. I was
never satished that he
suspectad nﬂthm%mrer

at job at Daany
Croft, There is no
certainty yet that he
knows, but it 18 pro-
" bable. But the game
iz not up, Dick [**

“Do_you think you
can kidnap Perrers
Looke!” demanded
Lancaster ﬂmmfulsn
“And if you can, do

oun think you could

r:-}fd him i

Lancaster leaned to-
wards the greasy man.

“Mark me, Slimy,"”
ha said in a fow vorce,
“I know_ what_is in
vyour mind. Yon've
made me a crogk and
a thief, but you ghall never make me a
party to murder! I know what you are
thinking! The Weasel, or Ralty the
Rogue could get at Locke, st the school,
Cut it outl” _

*Tocke will not slways bo in the
school 1™ ; ;

“Ho will remain at the school until
he has clapped the darbies om the
Wizard, and rescued Wharton.™

“You are afraid of him?”

Lancaster’s eyes glinted.

“] am remaining st the school—dees
that look ae if I am sfraid of him?
shall fight it out to a finish, If I
oan help it, Greyfriars shall never know
what I am. But for that I would throw

up the pama, throw the gang over, throw

you over. You know that, Slimy! If I
can save my name, I shall save ik
Locke knows—and he will get me sooner
or later! I feel it! But s0 long a®
there is & chance I shall face the musie,”

#* It would be ersy,"” muttered Sugden,

his eyes on tho face of the schoolboy
crook., “You in the house—with your
help Locke would be at our mercy——"

“Cut it out, I tell you I

“Not even to save your name at Grey-
friars—tha name thab 13 so precious Lo
you 1" sneered Sugden.

“Maot even for thatl”

There was a long silence. Lanecaster
cxpected & burst of anper from the
master crook; but Slimy Sugden was
cool end calm.  Theore was a point
beyond which the master crook could
not drive the boy who was in his power,
and Sugden was well aware of ik

Liancaster rose at last.

*I'va told vou,” he said. “If you've
got senso, Blimy, you'll see thal the

ame i3 up. Lebt me leava Greyiriars.

he boy Wharton will hold his longne
when he is set at liberty, if I have left
the school. He has no ill-will towards
me, Lette go from Greyfriars leaving
a decent name behind me. After that
I am at your orders.”

blow was

“Top late1” said Slimy quietly. *If
Locke knows, he will never lose sight of
you again.”

“] can escape him. If I abandon the
Wizard's game he would not even seek
me. Lot me go—you have done me
harm enocugh!” exclaimed Lancaster

assionately. “I will leave the country.

ask nothing &t your hands; in some
new oountry I oan work and begin
afresh. I am not afraid of work—not
afraid of poverty! Let me gol”

He broke off under the cold malig-
nancy in the face of the mastor crook.

“It is time for you to return to the
school,” said Slimy den coldly. “¥You
have a long ride before youw™

Lancaster drew o deep, hard breath.

He went out of the room without
another word., B8limy Sugden sat 1o
thought for a long time. From the
distance tha sound of the motor-bike
throbbed on the summear air. Lancaster

As a rough hand was stretched out towards him, Wharton ralsed the cudgel.

9

was on his way back to Greylriars.
Euﬁ:dan touched a bell

“Tell Hatty and the Weasel to come
here,” he said to the man who aoswered
it.

In the consultation that [ollowed the
name of Ferrers Locke was mentioned
many times. Ferrers Locke, perhaps,
knew; but if 8limy SBugden eould holp
it he would never live to moke uss of
what he knew.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Shock for Sir Hilton!

IR HILTON POPIER grunted.
3 He was looking at a card that
the butler of Popper Court had
brought in. It

“Mr. Ferrers Locke.™
The lord of Popper Court had heard
that name. e knew that Ierrers Locke
was o celebrated private detective, But

bora the namo

he could not begin to imagine what

' =

Crash ! Thesmashing

struck, helore the Weasel had a chance of guarding 1

business a detectiva could possibly have
with him. _ _

It was morning, and Sir Hilton
Popper had breaklfasted. Now he was
intending to go out with his gun and
kill something. That was always Sir
Hilton's resource when he had time on
his handas,

Of late the household staff at Popper
Court had found their lofty master in
s better humour than of old. Mort-

ages woro still as thick on his estate os
aaves in Vallombrosa. He was still as
deep as ever in the toils of the money-
lender. But Mr. Sylvester Bugden, the
moneylender, was tempering the wind
to the shorn lamb now. He had
advanoed the money Sir Hilton r&?mmd
to meet the demands of the tax-collector,
and saved him from the dire necessity
of cutting down his old caks to find the
money. e seemed to bave forgolten
the interest that was due. Bir Hilton

Tae Macguer LiprarY.—No, 1,210
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still regarded bim a3 & greasy scoun-
drel; but bhe edeitted that the greasy
scoundrel was & man of his word, and
knew how to keep a bargain,

No doubt trouble was cnly put off,
Debts had to be paid some day. Bus
Sir Hilton hoped that things might tako
& turn for the better. Taxes inust come
down some dni,r. and he might yet save
his estate, even his old trees. Sir
Hilton was not much given to thinking,
I'he passing day was good encugh for
hiry. Bo, since he hod yielded to
Sugden's demand that ho should place
Dick Lonecaster at CGreyfriars, and the
moneylender, on his side, had made
things &aady for him, the lord of Popper
'E‘iaﬁb bad taken a more cheerinl view
of life,

But he grunted with annoyance as he
locked at Ferrers ¢'s card,

It wag o fine June morning, and ho was
anxious to get out with his gun and kill
some of the furry creatures that found
a home in his extensive park.

But he gruffly bade the butler admit
the man.

Ferrers Locke was shown in.

Sir Hilton did not troublo {o rise.
He gave Locke a jerk of the head,
That was enough from so great a man
as 2ir Hilton F{:p&mr towards o person
who was merely s deteetive of scmne sort.

A faint smile glided over Locke's face.

“1 am sorry to interrupt youn, Bir
Hilton,” he asad.

“Pleass coms to the point, sir!”
seid Sir Hilton Popper. "1 have no
Idﬁ%’ what businesa you can have with
mel' r

*“Possibly you have heard my name?”

“1 have heard it, sir. I believe you
are a detective or something.”

Precigely 1

“Please be seated,” grunted Sir
Hilton ungraciously, “and come to the
point as soon as possible. My time is
valuable, Mr.—er—Locke.” :

“Mine is also of some value, Sir
Hilton," remarked Ferrers Locke, as he
sat down, “I will endeavour to
brief. 1 understand from Dr. Locke,
the headmaster of Greyfriars, a relative
of mine—"

“A relative of yours?” repeated Sir
Hilton, “I see that the name is the
same. Oh ™

Sir Hilton's expression hinted that
Locke had rather rigen in his estimation,
while at the sarme time he was gurprised
to hesr that the vemerable Head of
Greyfriars had a relative who was o
detective. Detectives, in Sir Hilton's
mind, were associated with shabby men
in bowler hats.

“1l understand from Dr, Locke that
you, us & governor of Greyfriars, placed
a new boy in the school this term.”

Sir Hilton stared.

He had wondered what Ferrers Locke
could ibly want with him. Cer-
tainly, he had never dreamed that Mr.
Locke bhad ecalled in comnection with
Lancaster of the Greyfriars Sixth,

“That is the case, Mr. Locke,” he
uqsﬁﬁdi “Bug do not see ; i

Y t I am about to sav is, of course
confidential,® eaid Iﬂﬂkz “Tf it is
ngreeable to you I should like you to
answer a few questions, I may add that
I have Dr. Locke's authority for asking
them; and you cam, if you so desire,
satisfy yourself on this point by tele-

F}]nnmg to the headmaster of Grey-
riars.”
?{w Hilton grunted, .
have no objection, sir., But I see
no reason for this. The boy has given
satisfaction at the school, I presume ™
“He has made hia mark there, and is

ually popular with boys and masters
ﬁu’liava,”paaid Lacke, E!Hu has turned
out a wonderful cricketer,: and at the
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aiimu time has won a distinction in
ﬂ X3

M1 thought him a dcecnt lad,” said
Sir Hilten Popper. “He stayed with
me & few days before I took him o the
school, and I certainly had no fault to
find with him.”

“ But there are a few circumstances
which it would be of advantage to clear
up,” said Ferrers Locke., “ 1 learn that
the boy’s fees are paid through o firm
of solicitors in Limeoln's Inn—a most
respectable firm. MHe has, it seems, no
near relatives. Hig father fell in the
War, and his uncle died some years ago.
Unless he 13 a relative of yours, sir——='

“Ho iz not | snupped Sir Hilton,

“No doubt you have koown him a
very lopg time.”

“ Nothing of the kind |

“That i3 the point that it is desired
lo glear up,” explained Ferrers Locke.
“The headmaster of Greyfrisrs, of
course, accepted the boy on your recom-
mendation. You are 2 governer of the
school, and that was sullicient.”

“I should imagine so, sir' grunied
Sir Hilton Popper.

“Yet it appears that the boy is no
relative of yours, sir—2

“He 13 not.”

“And your aequaintence with him iy
very recenti™

“Quite,”

“¥et you had no hesitation in recom-
mending him to Greyiriars and taking
the responsibility incurred thereby.”

Bir Hilton compressed his lips.

“To what responsibility do you refer,
sir 1 he snapped. *“The {u)y 15 o decent
lad, son of an officer killed in the War,
That is enough”

*It i3 ususl, sir, for anyone, even a
governor, recommending a boy to Grey-
iriars to be well acquainted with him
and his antecedents,” said TFerrers
Locke. 5o far as appesrances go, the
boy is creditable in every way to the
school. If, however, appearances should

be Prove deceptive, responsibility cortainly

falls upon you.”

Sir Hilton tugged at his moustache
and grunted again,

It had been with many misgivings that
he had acced®d to the demand of Mr.
Sylvester Sugden to place Lancaster at
Greyfriars. The boy certainly made a
favourable lmﬁraﬂmn on him personally,
and be was the son of a man who had
given his life for his country. DBut only
under pressure would the old baromnet
have had anything to do with the ward
of a greasy moneylender,

“As you, sir, placed the boy at the
school, you must bo acquainted with his
connections, whatever they are,” said
Ferreras Locke. “As he iz an orphan,
he has, I presume, some guardian?f‘

“%Ho I understand, sir.’

“ And the name of this guardian "

Sir Hilton paused.
“You say, Mr. Locke, that the boy
has given satisfaction at the schogl?”

“"His headmaster isa more than satie-
fied with him, Sir Hilton.”

“Then I see no need to discuss the
matier. In point of fact, I prefer not to
discuss 1if,"”

“The matter can hardly be left thers,
Bir Hilton. It is necessary for you to
state the name of the gentleman from
whom Lancaster came to you”

“ Necossaxy, sixi"

“Quite,”

-1 don't understand you, Mr. Locke,”
said Sir Hilton, bis brows knitting. “I
am Dot accustomed to being questioned.”

“Probably not. But I must ask you to
answer that guastmn,” eaid Ferrers
Locke, unmoved. “Without going into
details, I may say that it is desirable
indeed, indispensable for the boy's con-
nackinna to be known.*”

. "I have auswered for him, sir. That
18 enopugh 1™

“It is not enougl, Bir Hilton I

“I think this interview had better
terminate, Mr. Locke !” said the lord
of Popper Court haughtily,

“¥You object to stating the name of
Richard Luncaster’s guardian ¥

“1 prefer not to discuss the matter,™

“If you prefer to answer the official
police instead of & private detective,
Sir Hilton—" :

The old baronet jumped.

" The—tha—the police ?* he ejaculated.

. Precigely I

*You heve said that there is nothing
agaoinst the boy 1" Sir Hilton's face was
startled and seared. “By gad! Do you
mnply that he has connections—good
gad I—of such & nature—  Bir
Hilton's voice failed him.,

“That i1z what must be ascortained,
Sir Hilton, T require to know the name
of Richard Lancaster's guardian, in
order that the matter may be looked
1T
o oGiood gad 1" muttered Sir Hilton,
*Of—of course, I know nothking of the
bﬂﬁ He looks a decent lad, and his
father was an Army man. He was
represented to me as sausfactory in
every way. I admit that I took him on
trust. I wans under certain obligationa
to his guardian, a Mr, Sugden—->"

“Bugden t

:‘% r. E}-hriestpr Sugden. ™

" ¥You are, of course, well acquainted
with this Mr. Su d&n‘.l?’” o

“In matters o business, sir. Only in
matters of business,” said Sir Hilton
hastily,

“May I ask what he is7®

“A—s—a financial gentleman,” said
Bir Hilton. “In point of fact, he holds
certain mortgages on my estate, 1

believe that he 18 a perfectly sound man
In a—a—a business sense,”

“There is a8 well-known moneylender,
of that name,” said Ferrers Locke, his
eyes  curiousl on the baronet’s
troubled face, “His London address is
in Chancery Lane. Is that the mani”

“That is the man,” said Sir Hilton
FPopper.

“¥on are not acquainted with any
other connection of Lancaster’s®™

#Nunﬂ.n
“"And this Mr,

guardian i

“Ho I understand, sir.®

Ferrers Locke rose,

“Thank you, Bir Hilten. I will take
up no more of your time,”

MIf—if you see this Mr, Sugden,
kindly do not mention that you—you
learned his name from me,” muttered
Sir Hilten. *“Y am, as I have gaid,
under certzin obligationa to the man
~—the—the gentleman, I mcan—I do not
desire to offend him.”

“I shall eortainly not mention wour
name, sir; and on your side I take it
that you will not acquaint Mr, Sugden
with the fact that a detective has made
INGUIT | ep——

“Certainly not! Certainly not! I
am not likely to ses him, a3 & matter of
fact—our business is conducted wholly
by correspondence now; but I certainly
should say nothing.”

“Thank you, Sir Hilton.”

Ferrers Locke took his leave.

Sir Hilton was left pacing the room
in a state of considerable agitation. He
had had misgivings—many misgivings.
Under the pressure of the moneylender,
he had given in, and hoped for the best.
ANl that he had heard of Lancaster,
since the boy haed been at Greyiriars,
had rolieved his mind, But now—"

fir Hilton did not go out with hia

(Tantinysd on oase 12 |

Sugden i3 his
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Below our cricket expert gives you some interesting
titbits about K. S. Duleepsinhji, of Sussex and England.

" RBanji's " Successor!

ERY many years ago, when the Fawous K. B, Ranjit-
V sinhji—now the Jam Sahib of Nawanagar—played
for Bussex, I was staying with him ot his beautiful
estate, and our conversation turned on hereditary
cricketers. i ) ] p
“What a pity i6 15" I said to him, “that you haven't
any member of your éami]y ta keap up your traditions.™
lﬁa laughed, as only “Ranji” could laugh; and then he
observed ; o o
“Ono cannot be sure of the future, but it is guite likely
that one day a relative of mine will shine in the glorious
world of ericket. and put my own personal performances
to shame. And when he comes along he will remain in
England ond play for Bussex, the county I Jove™

He, the successor, in the form of Duleepsinhji, has
arrived, and been eolected capiain of the Sussex team. This
wonderful batsman is not yot twenty-six years of age, and,
judging him on his performances since he commenced play-
ing in first-clasa matches 1in 1925, he bids fair to eclipse the
dazzling deeds of his renowned unele,

Kumar Shri Duleepsinhji was born ir India, and came
over to England at an early age in order to receive the
bencfita of a Public school education. He was entered at
Cheltenham when thirteen years old, and almost immed:-
atoly made his mark as a batsmah at that seat of learning.

But the Cheltenham authorities did noé give him his
school colours until 1921, Then it became known throughout
the Publia school world that Cheltenham had a
wizard ” playing for them, and Heaven help those school
bowlers who had the job of trying to get him out. I think
it was in 1822 that he was asked to play for Lord's Schools
against tho Rest. In this mateh ho scored a preat personal
trigmph, making 108 with the bat and taking five wickets
for 41 runs. He was then only sevenicen years old.

Centuries For Sussex!

N the autumn of 1924 he went up to Cambridge, and

E played for his ’Vu.rsitﬁ through the season of 1925,

seoring two separate hundreds and then getting 75

in the Oxford and Cambridge match. In tho fellowing

year he again <id well; plaving for both Cambridge

University and Sussex, for which county he had by this
time become gualified.

His firet mateh for the southern county was apainst
Leicestershire, and as he scored in delightful fashion, much
in the same style of his famous uncle, everybody thought
that he might get 2 century, ss did Ranji in his first county
game; but unfortynately he miszed thiz great feat by
three runs, gettine 97.

When the season of 1927 opened, " Duleep  electrified the
erickot world by scoring 101 in his first match (». York-
shire) and 254, not out {#. DMiddlesex) in the next game.
But eoon afterwards ho was stricken by a sericus illness,
and was unable to play again wentil 1928, when he
performed well for Cambridge, besides scoring 1,082 runs
for Bussex in nineteen innings. He got six centuries.

In 19289 his batting was: wonderful. He compiled 2,545
runsg, atd had an average of over 40 for sixty-three innings,
passing the cenfury on eight occasions, His best perform-
snce was for Bussex against Kent, when he scored 115 in the

first innings and 246 in the second at = rate which was
dazzling. thiﬂ took place at Hastings, when the town was
full of heliday-makers, and when 1t became known that
Duleep was in form the ground becamo thronged.

It was characteristic of the young Indian when, immedi-
ately hoe clesed his innings of 246, he gave audience fo o
complete stranger who sent word into the pavilion that he
had known the great Ranji. Duleep was hot and lired, and
was nbout to jump inio a bath when an atiendant teld him
of the caller. In a second the stranger—who turned out to
be a Suszex farmer over whoso land Ranji had dono some
pheasani shooting—was shown in and was treated as if he
were of roval birth. And the young prince insisted upon
the farmer accepting the bat with which the 246 had been
made as o memento of ‘the visit,

Picked For England !

AST vear Duleepsinhjt mado more runs in first-class -
E ericket than anvbody else, totalling 2,562, his highest
score being 533 apainst Northamptonshire, at
Brighton. He ecored the largest number of
centuries, having nine to hiz gredit: and, being chozen to
represent England against Australia in four of the Test
mutchas, had the preud distinetion of scoring 173 for
Yingland at Lords. This was his first Test match against
Austyralia, and I cannot romembor any ericketer being
cheered as he was at the complotion of his innings.

He was also chosen for the Jdonis o Players, at Lords.
and in thiz game he scored 125 in the first tnnings and
103, not out, in the second. On the same classic ground, for
Busgzex, he made two separate conturies 1n one madch against
Middlesex, again being not out in the second innings.

As o young man of nearly fwenty-six years old, Dulecp-
sinhji bLids fair te ccli anything which has cver boon
dona on tha cricket ﬁelgfﬁ There are some enthusiasts who
would ask if the writer has forgoiten Don Bradman., He
hasn't! The meteorological conditions of lnpland and
Australia differ extraordinarily, and while Bradman has
learnt lus cricket on “ plate-gluss ™ wickets, Duleep has had
to struggle along on wickets that are hard on one day,
sticky on enother, and perhaps sodden with rain on the
next.

Duleepsinhji  has never been known to question an
umpire’s deeision; ner to appeal for a decsion unless he
iz assured of there being honourable prounds for deing so.
His attitude on the ficld jis one of cordislity with lis
calleagues and charming politencss with s opponents, and
it is said that on orly one occasion was he ever guilty of
sarcasmy, that being when a certain well-kaown county cap-
tain came in to bat and took elaborate carc aboul ns guard,
after which he had the sight screen moved a few inches;
then he patted down imaginary lumps on thae surface of the
pitch, winding up with & earciul survey of the position of
each ficldsman.

At last be put himself in an attitude to play the ball,
whioh, however, passed the Lat and bowled the off stump out
of the ground. “Duleep” was fielding at first elip, and
his remark brought joy to the faces of those who overheard
it. “Hard luock, sir[™ he said, "“And just ss you wero

ctting sct 1™
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A CRACKSMANS REWARD!

(Coutinued from page 10.)

gun that morning. The furry denizens
of Popper Park had reason to be thank-
ful that Ferrers Locke had called on the
baronet. Sir Hilton was too disturbed
and agitated even to find solace in kill-
g something.

— am—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Any Port in a Storm !
BILLY BUNTER gasped.

Ho was alarmoed.
He had cause for alarm.
The cause was Horace Coker,
of the Fifth Form at Greviriars
Coker was not aware at the moment,
that he was causing alarm. e was
coming up the Fifth Form passage,
after eclasses, with his wusual heavy
tread., Coker's iread could be heard at
a considerable distance: and there was
no mistaking it. Either an escaped
olephant had got into the Fifth Form
rassage, or eclse Coker was coming
along. And Billy Bunter, whe was in
Coker’s study, did not venture to hope
that it was merely an escaped elephant,
He know that it must be Coleer.

Bunter, of course, had no business in
a Fifth Form study. Bunter often
found himself in places where he had no
business.

A hamper had arrived for Coker that
day from Coker’s Aunt Judy., Coker
had not yet unpacked 16, He was
coming to the study now to do so. Had
ha only known, he might have saved
himself the trouble, for the hamper was
already unpacked. PBunter had becn
bhusy in Coker's study for some little
time,

Bunter's mtention was not merely to
save Coker the trouble of unpacking the
hamper. As fast as he unpacked the
good things from Aunt Judy, Bunter
packed them sway again. Good
things disappeared down Bunter's ex-
tensive gullet at an  alarming rate.
Bunter had intended to nip into the
study and nip eut again promptly.
But the pood things in the hamper
tempted him, and he fell. He had
placed aside a large cake to take away
with him; but there were other excel
lent thingz in the hamper, which hs
rould not carry off—unless hoe packed
ihem for transit within hiz ample eir-
cumference. That was how Buanter was
occupied, when he heard the heavy
iread of Horace Coker.

“Oh crikey !V gasped Buntor.

He spun round from the hamper. He
chriched up the cake. He jumped to-
wards the door.

But it was too late., Bunter realised
that it was too late. That heast, Coler.
would see him a8 he emarged.,  There
was no cseape for the fab grab-raider.
He made one jump towards the door—
and another jump back.

Ha blinked wildly round the study
through hiz big spectacles. There was
a big armchair standing with its back
to a corner.

Billy Bunter dodged behind the arm-
chair and crovched low, the cake on his
fat knees.

Coaker's heavy f{ootsteps reached the
study doorway.

Coker tramped in.

The Owl of the Remove tried fo still
kis breathing behind the armechair in
the ecorner. If Coker found him
ihera—"

“(Great pip ™
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It was Coker's voice. Horace Coker
was staring into the open bamper. He
stared with bulging eyes,

“Who—what—who—" stuttered
{oker.

Bunter palpitated.

Coker strode to the door. He glared
up and dewn the Fifth Form passage.
Two {ellows were chatting at the end of
tir::— assage, near the door of the games-
study.

* Potter ¥ bawled Coker. * Greenc!”

The iwo Fifih-Formers looked round.

“Here!” roared Coker.

Potter and Greene paused a moment,
Coker was in the imperative mood; and
s face was excited. He beckoned
wildly., Fotter and Greene did not scem
ecager to obey the summons.

“Do you hear?” roared Coker.

“It's not tea-time!” called back
Potter.

“"Blow tea-time! Come here!”

“0Oh dear, what on ecarth 18 it now?”
sighed Potter. * Beiter go, 1 suppose,
before he raises the roof,”

They walked up the passape.

“My hamper’s been raided!” roared
Coker,

Polter and Greene looked serious ab
once. Coker was going to stand tea
with the contents of that hamper. So
the matter was as serious for Coker’s
chums as for Coker,

“Who——" began Greene.

“That's what I want to find out.
Have wou seen any measly sneaking
rotter in the passagei™

“Only vou, old chap—-*?

“ What "

“I—I mecan—

“Did you see anyone in the passage,
vou feotling fathead? Have you been
using your eyes as well as your silly

ching

“I've seen nobody,” said Polter,
shaking his head. ““We've only been
here a few minutes

“Of course, you wouldn't see any-
body ! snorted Ceker. * 1T dare say he
conld have walked off right under your
noses without sou noticing him. Btill,
ho may have been gone some time,
Half the stuff’s gone! There was a big
cake in the hamper—Aunt Judy spea-
ally mentioned 1t in her lefter—and
there’s no ecake there now ! He's had the
cake, and a lot of other things. Whe
was 1t

Coker plared at his chums, as if he
expected them to answer that question
on the spot.

Potter and Greene shook their heads.

“Blessed if T know!™ said Potter,

“8ame here!™ agreed Greene.

“Hura yvou haven't seen that fat vil-
Inin  Bunter hanging about? asked
Coker., “Ten to one it was that fat
frowsy seoundrel. It wouldn't be the
first time he's raided my tuck.®

“Haven't scen him———->

“To you ever see anvihing™ hooted
Coker. “Well, come with me. and we'll
lock for him. He ean't have bolted that
cakie vet—and if we find it on him, we’ll
smash him into small pieces.”

Horace Coker strode out of the study,
and Poiter and Greene followed him
down the passage.

From behind the armehair there was
L gasp.
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BEilly Bunter rosze from hiz hiding-
plaes, and blinked acreoss the top of
the armchair. Ewvidently 1t had not
soeurrad to Coker's powerlul hrain that
tha pilierer might be shll in the study.
Bunter was thankiul for that oversight
on the part of the great Horace.

He crept to the door,

If Coker & Co. preceednd to the Re-

L]
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move quarters in search of the pilferer,
Bunler had time to escape. Prudence
counselled him to relinquish the eake,
which was indubitable evidence against
him if he was scon with it in his pos-
session.  But jt was a large cake, a
luscions cake, o scrumptious cake; one
of Aunt Juds's largest and niccst
eales; and prudence counsclled in vain,
Buntor stuck to the cake,

The fat junior peered qautiously out
of the doorway.

Ccker & Co. were disappearing round
the cotner by the landing, near tle
games-study.

Bunler grinned breathlessly.

Evidently they were heading for the
Remove passage, to look for Bunter
there. They were welcome to do so, ag
far as Bunter was concerned.

Bunter crept from the study.

The door of the games-study was
shut. If there were any Fifth Form men
there they could net see Bunter us he
erept down the passape towards the

landing, From that landing o passage
led in another direction, t.;EiEt nmI:J.muEi-
cated with the masters’ quarters.
Bunter reached the passage, and
scudded inte it.  He turned another
corner, and felt himself safo from
Coker & Co.

He was in a passaze now on which a
number of rcoms opened, among them
Mr. Que.l-::llfa_ bed-voomn and the bed.
room and sitting-room of Ferrers Locke.

Bunter hoped to fnd the coast clear.

Once he had negotiated that passare
there was another stairecase by which
be could escape,

He rolled aleng the passage.

But Bunter's Juck was out. Up the
staircase, as he alinost reacked it, a
head and shoulders rose into view.
They belonged to Mr. Quelch, the
master of the Remove.

Bunter stopped dead.

Apparently the Remove master was
going to his room. It was like the
beast, of course, to be going to his
room at, & moment most inconvenicnt
for William George Bunter.

“0Oh crikey!” murmured the helpless
Owl.

Between Mr. Queleh in {romt, and
Coker behind, Billy Bunter was like an
ancient mariner storm-tossed hetween
Geylla and Charybdis.

Before he could make up his fat mindd
whether to advance or to retreat, tha
gimlet eves of Henry Samuel Quelch
waerg upon him.

“ Bunter I

“Oh dear! I mean, yes, sir.”

“What zre you doing here, Bunter?”
demanded the Remove master.

“N-o-nothing, sir.”

l'l.'“?hﬂ.tl??}

“I=I mena, 1—I came here, sir i
stammered Bunter.,

He cndgelled his fab braina for a
reason why he was in that quariter of
the House, where schoslboys were not
supposed (o penetrate.  Obviously he
could not give Mr. Quelch ihe real
FEASON,

“Well?™ snapped Mr. Quelch, His
gimlet eyes bored into Bunter. “"What
15 that under your Arm, Dunter? 1t
appears to be a cake.”

“Oh! Ah! Yes, srcl"

“Explain at once, Bunter, what you
arc doing here—with a eake.™

The gimlet eyes fairly penetrated
Bunter.

[ 1] I_._I_I E b 3

Invention seemed to flag. DBunter was
generally ready with & ““whopper,”
Now his powers in that line seemed to

“ Bunter——"
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“I1—I—I was going to see Mr. Locke,
sir!" gasped Bunter.

It was an inspiration, in the nick of
time.

“Indeed ! said Mr. Quelch coldly.
“Is Mr. Locke in his room now? I
was under the impression that he hod
gone out.”

“¥es, sir—no, sir | The fact is—

“1 fail to understand you, Bunter!
I find you with o ecake, and wou stais
that you were going to sce Mr. Locke,
whe 1% certainly not in the House at the
presont imoment,”

“J-=] meant I—I was going to his
room, gir, to—io—io take this—this
coke!" gasped Bunter. “Ii—it’s for
Mr. Locke, sir. He—he asked me to
take it there, sir."

“Indeed I

“]—T think he's
having some—some
of the fallows to
tea,  sie™ Onee
Bunter's inventive
faculty started
working, it worked
like a charm.
“Thig—thiz cake is
for—for some of
the fellows, &ir,
who—who are going
to tea with Dr.
Locke, I—I think,
ﬂ-il‘.”

Mr. Quelch was
suspicious. Thero
was no doubt about
that. e gave tho
Owl of the Re-
move 4 very keen
laok. Then  ho
nodded.

“Very well,
Bunter! You may
inke thoe cake fo
Mir, Locke's room.
TL.eave it there, and
g0 immediately.”

“0Oh! Yes, sir!”

Billy Dunter
rolled to  Ferroers
Tocke's door, and
opened it He
rolled into the
room with tha
cake.

“Oh lor* I

Quaich was sus-
picious—that was
evident! His sus-
picions would be
allaved, of course,
if Bunter lelt tho
cake in Mr. Locke's
room and de-
parted. Bunter
wanted to  allay
his Form master’s
suspicions, Put he
did not want to leave the cake in Mr.

ke's room.

Thore was no help for it, however.
Mr. Quelech had gone into hiz room;
but he had left the door open, and
Bunter was aware that the suspicious
gentleman was going fo see him off.

Bunter laid the cake on the table
in Mr. Locke's room. DBut he lifted it
up again., If Mr, Locke found that
caks there when he came in he was
gure to be surprised, and to inquire
how it had come there, Bunter did not
dosire inguiry en the subject of that
cake. In fact, he shunned it. But tho
fat pilferer was not at the end of his
resources. Tlere was, of course, no fire
in the room, in June; the fire-grate
was hidden by & Japanese screen.
Bunter hastily drc:]:l'lped the cake into
the empty grate behi

ind the screen, It

was safe there—at least until the maids
came in next morning.

The fat junior rolled out of the room.

As he fully anficipated. Mr. Quelch
glanced out of his desrway and ob-
served him.

Undoubtedly Mr. Quelch, who knew
his Bunter, had suspected him of loot-
ing that eake; but secing him depart,
after leaving it in Mr, ka's room,
the BEemove master had to conclude that
he had, for once, misjudged Bunter.

His gimlet eyes lingered on the fat
junior till he was out of sight down
the stairease.

Then he turned away, satisfied.

Mr. Quelch was satished ; Bunter, on
the other hand, was not! But in an
imperfect universe 1t was 1mpossible for
everybody toc be satisfied. Bunter had
to remain dissatisfied.

en

[ T

¥ ] l!n-_-:-r

** Have you seen that villain Bunfer hanging about #** asked Coker.
who's ralded my tuck [ **

THE TENTH CHAFTER.
Whose Cake?
i E SAY, vou fellows—"

“ Br-r-r-r-r 17
“I sy, old chaps—""
“TRatst™
Tea was going on in Study No. 1
in the Remove. Frank Nugent, who
had that celsbrated study to himsclf,
now that Harry Wharton was absent
from Greyiriars, had his chums to tea
with him-—Bobh Cherry, Johnony Bull,
and Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh. Not
one of the juniors seemed pleased to
see the fat face that looked im at the
dootway.
“1.haven't come to tea, you fellows?
said Bunter, with dignity. *In fact,
I'veé had a snack, DBut I say——"

13

H0h, roll
Johnny Bull,

“(Oh, really, Bull—*

“And shut the door sfter you,” said
Bob Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry! That beast
Coker 18 looking for me——"

away, barrel!” grunted

“Cokor had & hamper Lo-day”
grinned Johany Bull. “I1f you’ve been
pilfering in Coker's study, you {fat
villain——"

“1 hope I'm not the fellow to touch
a fellow’s tuck! Put that beast Coker
is suspicious, you know,” explained
Bunter. “He seoms to think it was me.
I keep on dadging the beast, but he's
after me! Oh enkeyt™

Bunter rolled bastily into the study.
There was & heavy trend in the Eemovo
passage.

The next moment, Coker of the Fifth

# Ten to ono ho's the fat merchant
The Owl of the Bemove erouched low behind the arm-chair, the cake on
his fat kmees,

glarcd 1n at the doorwoy of Study
Mo. 1. He fixed a basilisk eye on
Buntar.

“Where's that cake®' he roared.

“Oh, really, Coker——"

“Where's that cake? You con't have
scoffied it yebtl Where is it? roarod
Coker.

He strode into the study, and Bunter
dodged round the tabla. Bob Cherry
& Co. rose to their feot.

“Gently does it, Coker, old bean!™
said Dob cheerily. " ¥ou can't come on
the high horse in the Remove passage,
you know."”

“He's bagged my c¢ake!” roared
Coker. “He's got it about him now!
If you young sweeps chip in T'll mop
up the study with the lot of you."

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

“The mopfulness will be terrifie.”
chuckled Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.
“Go aheadfully, my esteamed Coker 1"

“I—1 say, you fellows, 1 never had
the cake!"™ squeaked Bunter. “I say,
it's rotien to make out that I had the
cake when I never even knew Coker
had & cake. I say—"

“He's got it now 1" roared Coker.

“Nou can search me, if you like!”
gasped Bunter. ) .

Coker glared at him, Obviously, the
cake was not on Bunter's fat person. It
wae too large o be concealed there.

“What have you done with it, yom
fat rotter?” bawled Coker. *“You've
hidden 1t somewhere. Don't I know
you I

“I disdain to answer that!"” said
Bunter, with dignity. “You've pot a
suspicions mind, Coker! I call it rather
low.”

* I=I—=I"1l—"

Coker made o stride round the table.
Four Removites blocked the way, and
Horace Coker glared at them as if he
vould have eaten them,.

“Gerrout of tha way! I tell you——==

“How do you know Bunter had the
eake ¥ demanded Bob Cherry.

“1 know ho had it.”

“Did vou sea him*”

“Think Y'd have let him get away
with it if I'd seen him, vou voung ass "™

“Then how do you know——>"

“If it wasn’t Bunter, whe was it?"”
snorted Coker.

“Might have been Potter or Greene,”
suggested Bunter. “Or perhaps it was
the cat! That i3, if you ever had a
cake at all. My belicf 1s that you never
had any cake.”

“You fat sweep!™ said Bobh, *“Did
you bag Coker's cake or not 1"

“Certainly not. If you think I'd bag
8 fellow’s cake, Bob Cherry *

“I know he had itI" roared Coker.
“And I'm going to smash him. If you
;iun:!:’ gerrout of the way I'll smash your,

0 J

Coker charged.

“Back up!” yelled Bob Cherry.

Thoe juniors backed ug romptly.

Whether Bunter had a-.«f the cake or
not, they did not consider that it was
cricket to find him guilty without
evidenco; and a Fifth Form man was
not allowed to throw his weight about in
the Remove passage, anyhow,

the four Removites promptly
¢ollared Coker as he ch u’gei

Horace Coker went down, with a roar,
and the juniors sprawled over him.

For several minutes there was a terrifie
mix-up on the floor of Study No. 1.

Horace Coker was a mighty man of his
hands; but the odds were heavy, They
WEII;E too heavy even for the mighty

er.

Struggling and rearing, Coker of the
Fifth was rolled throngh the doorway
into the passape outside.
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Still struggling, and still roaring, he
was rolled along to the Remove stair-
case.

“Ioll him down!” panted BEob.

“He, ha, hat*

“Heo, he, he I squonked Billy Bunter,
from the reap. “I say, you fellows give
him jip! Making out a fellow had his
eake[ Give him beans "

" Yaroooh! Ooop!” spluttered Coker.
“Potter! Greenel Yarcooooh |

But Potter and Greens were not at
hand, Had they been at hand, probally
they would have departed in another
direction, not being so keen on a shindy
with fags as the great Coker was. There
was no roscue for Coker. He rollod
down the Remove staircase snd bumped
to the next landing.

* Doooooch 1

Coker sat and spluttered for a fow
moments. Then ho scrambled to his
feot and charged back.

It was magnificent, but it was not war!
By this time the odds, already hoavy,
were heavier., Yernon-3mith and Tom
Redwing had arrived on the seene; after
them came Peter Todd, and Bquiff, and
Tom Brown, and DBolsover major, and
six or seven-more Remove men. Coker
charged into quite an army.

What happened next Coker of the
Fifth hardly knew. But he knew that
it was wildly exciting.

It was a dusty, dishevelled, dizzy,
dazed Coker that reached the lower land-
ing a second time. Xe sprawled there
and spluttered.

“*{Clome on, Coker |

“Coms up again |

“"Ha, hza, hal”

Coker staggercd to his feet. But he
did not accept that pressing invitation
into the Hemove quarters. Coker had
had enough. Coker did not charge the
Remove again. He departed by the

lower stairs, gpurgling and gasping as
he went.

“Dear old Coker!” grinned Bob
Cherry. " Always asking for it, and
Il]'l-'l‘i'l}'ﬂ potting it{ Let's get back to
ten 1™

The chums of the Remove returned
to Study No. 1 to finish the interrupted
meal. Billy Bunter rolled in after them.

“1 say, you fellows, you've stood by
ma like pals,” gaid Bunter. “Of course,
that was only decent, after £l I've done
for you. 5till, you've stood by me, and
T'm jolly weli going to stand by youl
Inke o cake for tea?”

Bob Cherry & Co. jumped.

* A—p-—a pakei” stuttered Bob.

“¥es As it happens, I've had a cake
from Bunter Court to-day,” said the
Owl of the Remove, blinking at him
thmuﬁh his big spectacles. “ A ripping
cake, I can tell youl I'm going to whack
it out with you fellows, siter you've
stood by me like thiz. I want one of
you to fetch it.”

The juniors gazed at Bunier, They
had f-aJlt that it was only cricket to
give him the benefit of the doubt. Dut
there did not seom to be a lot of doubt
left now.

“You—you—you've got Cokor's cake,
after all1” Mlé’q";'& Nugent,

“Oh, really, Nugontl Certainly not!
I don't believe Coker ever had a cakel
1 haven't been near his study. and I
never got behind the armehair whilo
ha was there—J]—I mdan, I know abso-
lutﬂli\{' nothing about Coker’s cake, I'm
speaking of quite a different cake—onea
I've had to-day from Bunter Court. I'm
going to whack it out with you fellowa
if one of vou will feteh it for me. That's
only fair "

“And why can't you fetch it yourself,
you fat freaki”
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“Well, that beast Locke mey have
comme 1n gid

11 lﬂche‘ Tf?

“Yes. You ses, Quelch saw me with
the calee when I was dodging away from
Coker—I mean, when I wasn't dodging
away from Coker—and he was sus-
picious. I could ses in his eye what he
thought! He's a frightfully suspiocious
old bird, you koow. So I told him Locke
had asked me to take the cake to his
room, and—and I had to leave it there,
Presence of mind, you know,” explained
Bunter. *“That's me all over—presence
of mind. Well, one of you fellows cut
off to Locke’s room—"

“You've parked Coker’'s ovake
Ferrers Locke’s room 1" gurgled Bob,

"Nunna! Not Coker's cake—my cake |
I happened to have one to-day from
Bunter Court—just & coincidenco!
C-c-coincidences do happen, you know !
Leook here, if Locke's come in, one of
you fellows get him out of the room—
g1y 1t's o message from the Head—*

“My hat!”

“Or say Wharton has been found—
thal's sure to fetch him out——"

“ You-—you—" gasped Boh.

“And then another of you can nip in
and get the cake| Seai”

“My esteemned and preposterous
Bunter—"

“No good wasting time,” said Bunter.
“I'd go myself, only—only I don’t want
to be spotted thera mgain. Tell Locke,
if he's thero, that Wharton's been found
—or say his body has been found—
that’s better—say his bordy has been
found, and Leckd's absolutely certain to
come out, and then Yaroooooooh 1

Four pairs of hands closed on William
George Bunter. He was swept off his
feet, and he came down on the floor of
the study with & bump.

"“Yooooop! Leggo! Yarcooh| Help 1
Fira 1™

Bump |

*Yow-ow-ow-ow [

“Now all kick together!” eaid Bob
Cherry,

* Yoooooeooooooop 17

Billy Bunter hardly knew how ha got
out of Biudy No. 1. He hardly knew
whether ho was still in one piece when
he got out. But ho knew that feet that
seemed innumerable wore impinging
upon hiz fat person, and he knew that
it was unpleasant, The fat Owl picked
himself up and fled for his life. It
was clear—painfully clear—that he was
going to get no help from Study No. 1
in recapturing Coker's cake,

in

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
The Man In the Night [

4 OU fellows asleep 7
Y It was a whispering voice in
the Remove dormitory.
Billy Bunter was sitting up
in bed wide awake.
He blinked round

in the sghadows

anxiously. But there came no answer
to his whisper. The Remove were all
asleap.

The hour was late.

For several hours, since the lighta
had been turned out in the Remove
dnrmit-::rg, Bunter's deep snore had
roused the echoes, as wsual, But the
lﬂwl of the Remove had awakened at
ast.

Coker’s cake was on his fat mind.

He was hungry., The mere thoupht of
food was enough to make Billy Bunter
hungry. IIe had dreamed of the cake
while asleep; now that ha was awake
he was thinking of it. His fat mouth
watered at tho thought of the cake. But
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he was not enly thinking of that. The
cake was hidden in Mpr. Locke's sitting-
room grate. It would be found when
the maids did the room in the morning—
unless Bunicr recapiured it in time.

The discovery of a cake in such a
very cxtrzordinary spot as a fire-grate,
was certain to cause surprise and
inquiry. AMr., Queleh was certain to
remember Bunter’s proceedings of the
day before, The facts were szure o
come to light. Net merely a kicking
from Coker, which was serlous enough,
but a caning from his Form master,
loomed over the %‘:‘ub raider of Grey-
friars. That cake had to be recaptured.

Bunter crept out of bed. .

After all, it was safe cnough. Five
minutes would see him at Ferrcrs
Locke's room. The detective’s bed-
room adjoined the sitting-room, but he
would be asleep; he was not likely to
hear Bunter. One minute in the room,
and the cake would be recaptured. And
thre prospect of a gorgeous feed, sitting
up in bed, compensated for the risk.
Bunter had made up his fat mind.

He dressed quickly in the dark. On
tiptoe he crept to the door of the
dormatory. )

Silently he opcned the door and tip-
toed out. :

How late it was, Dunter did not know.
As a matter of fact, it was nearly two
o'clock. The House was vory silent and
still. A glimmer of starlight at high
windows puided Bunter on his way. He
erept down & stairease and along a
passago, and arrived, with p&lﬁmtutmg
fat heart, ot the door of Locke's roon.

Thera he paused and listened,

No sound broke the stillness.

Cautiously he turned the door-handle.
A doubt smote him at the last moment
that the door might be lockeds Butb it
was not locked, it opened to his hand.

The room was deeply dusky; only s
pale glimmer of the summer stars camo
in at the window, Bunter stood and
blinked into the room through his big
spectaclos.

Across the room was :
to Mr. Locke's bed-room. Dunted's eyes
fized on it. ‘

No doubt the detective slept; but
Punter wanted to make sure before he
entered, He did not want Ferrers Locke
to drop on him rooting about In the
middle of the night. Very much indeed
he did not want that.

He made out the glimmer of the oak
daor in the starlight from the windows.
I was shut. But against the lower
part of the door was a black shadow
that puzzled Bunter.

He blinked at it intently.

At first he supposed that 1t was a
chair, or same article of furniture. DBut
it was scarcely possible that an article
of furniture could be leaning against
tho door. His second thought was thab
it woz a shadow cast by some objeck
that intervened between the starlik
window of the sitting-room, and the door
of the boed-room. Dut there was l}uthmg‘
in the way te cost such a shadow.
Tiunter was guite perplexed. :

Then, all of a sudden, a thrill ran
through him, and he felt as if the blood
in his veinz was congealing into 1ce.

That black shadow at the bed-room
door was a kneeling fizure, & figure
clothed in black,

Its back was towards Dunter; it
knoeled thers without a sound, with
hardly a movement. But i was a
knecling figure of a human being.

Bunter's little round eves distended
behind his big round spectacles. His
fat henart searcely beat.

He became aware now that the sitbing-
room window, locking on the quad,

the door leading

was open, A faint breeze of the night
stirred the curteina within.

Bunter's brain almost swam,

It could nct, of course, be IFerrors
Locke whe was kneeling in the darkness
at his own beod-room door. Thoe open
window showed how the man, whoever
he was, had entered. 1t was a burglar,
yet that, foo, was strange enough; 1%
was extraordinary that if a burglar had
entered tho school he should seek the
room  occupied by the Baker Strect
detective. Valuables could hardly be
expected to be found there, and the
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m:cuﬁunt of the room was net a man
any hurglar would bo likely to want to
meet, Had Dunter been able to think
the matter out, he might have puessed
that the purpose of that midnight visitor
was more deadly than the purpose of
robbery.

But Bunter was not thinking—he was
only staring in utter terror at the darl,
kneeling figure. Ho was not eapablle
even of fight, his f[eet seeined rocied
to the foor. Ile could cnly stare at
the back of the kneeling Bgure, lus
eyes  almost bulging  through lLis
spectacles,

There was the faintest of clicks.

The terrified Uwl understood that the
detective’s  bed-room  door had been
rlqcked, and that it was now unlockaod,
That was why the dark figure was kneel-
in% there—picking the lock.

unter saw the bed-room door :li
apen without a sound. He zaw the :Imﬂ
figure rise to its feet, the head beus
forward a little, Hstening.

It did not torn. Obviously, the mid-
night visitor was utierly unaware that
the sitting-room door was half-open, and
ihat a terrified junior was staring at
him across the room. Bunter had mado
no zound, and the villain was intent on
the task he had in hand.

The dark figure stood motionless,
listening. Then o black-gloved hand
slid into a pocket, and came out with
something in it. The horrified Owl
knew that there was a weapon in the
hand.

A moment more, and the dark figure
had glided noisclessly intoe the room
where the Daker Street detective slept.

Lunter’s fat knees knocked together,

I'errers Locke was in danger! An
armed man had crept into his bed-room
in the darkness. ‘I'hat was clear to
Bunter. The fat junior clutched at the
doorpost for support. The bare thought
of drawing the attention of that darl,
creeping  fgure wopon himself  was
terrifying. Bunter was not eourageous,
ond what courage he had, had oozed out
at his fat Gnger-ends. But there was a
limit, even for Dunter. Terror or no
terror, danger or no danger, he had to
warn Ferrers Locke,

He opened his mouthi—Bbut his tongue
seemed to c¢leave to it. He tried to
snout, and his woice falled him. IHis
throat was dry. Thap, wilh an efforr,

he velled.
“Helpl Wake up! Oh dear!
Burglars! Qooocoocooooh I

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunfer Takes the Cakel

ERRERS LOCEE swakened.
E The Daker Sirect detective was
a light slesper.

A sound was in his ears; thao
scund of a husky, strangled, frightenwd
shout,

It was more that enough for Ferrors
Locke, ] P

Almost as his eyes opened, his fingor
was on the switch of the bed-lamp, and
eloctrio  light streamed through the
Lo,

An instant more, and Ferrers Locke
had leaped from the bed—leaving ‘the
bed between himm and the dark-clothed
figure that, scarce & yard from the bed-
sido, prazped a loaded siick.

ashl

The loaded stick descended, missing
the detective by a foot, suod landing
with & thud on tho bed. _

Before the weapon could be lifted
again, the automatic in Ferrers Locke's
hznd was levelled across the bed.
Locke's eyes glinted over it.
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“HBtand where vou are!” The Baker
Btreet detective's voice was tranquil,
“Move a finger agsin, and you are a
dead man "

From the eve-holes of the black-cloth
mask that hid the face, & pair of glitter-
ing eyes blazed at the detective.

But tho assassin did not move,
Ferrers Locke's voice was cool as ice,
but there was no mistaking his intention.
The life of the assassin hung on a
thread.

“Drop that stick1"

The loaded stick thudded on tho bed.

“Put your hands together, over your
head.™

For a gplit second, the masked man
hesitated, Locke's jaw squared, and tho
hands shot up and were clasped over
the head of the assassin. .

“Just in time!” said Locke quictly.
*“You dog, if you value your worthless
life, do not trifle with me. I would
shoot you like a mad dog!”

A mutter came from under the mask.

“You've got me, Locke! You've gob
mﬂ!lﬂl
ot youl” said Ferrers Locke.
“Lift & bnger, or make & movement to
eseape, and vou know what to expect.”

He came round the bed, the automatic
still lovelled, hiz eyes gleaming over it
Tha burning eyes from the mask
watched him like & cat's. But Ferrers
Locke gave the desperate man no
chanco.

atill keeping the masked man covered,
he drew a pair of handeuffs from a
pocket of his coat hanging by the bed.
A moment more, and they clicked on
the wrists of the assassin.

Another moment, and Locke had
jerked away the nask. He smiled

rimly at the sight of the thin-featured
ace and ratty eyes,

“Ratty the Rogual”

"You've pot mel!”
Rogue sullenly.

“Stand where you arel” o

Locke stepped into the eommunicating
doorway a.ncf gwitched on the light in
the outer room. .

“Runter [ he cjoculated, in amaze-
ment,

He had wondercd who, or what, had
awakoned him. He stured blankij at
the fat, colourless face and bulging oyes
of the Owl of the Remove.

“ Bunter ¥ he repeated.

“Oh! Oh erikey! Oh dear! Owl®
gurgled Bunter.

Locke's face relaxed into a smile.

“Step in, Bunter! All 15 safe now,
my bor! I have the scoundrel hand-
cuffed | You neced have no fear.”

“I—I1—I say, you—you—you'ro surc
you—you've gobt him pafe?” pasped
Bunter.

11 IQLi.lt-& !.'U

Billy Bunter totlered in. He was
shaking from head to foot, and his fat
face was lLike chalk.

Hea blinked through the communi-
cating doorway ab tho savage-faced
rascal 1n the bed-rcom. The sight of
the stesl handouffs on tho wrists of
Ratty the Ropue reassurad him.

“OUh!” he gasped. “All right1 Of
—of course, I—I wasn't frightencd, vou
know.”

“0Of course not!” said Ferrors Locke,
with = 1aug;h_

“Not at all I” Bunter was recovering
now. When there was no danger,
William George Bunter could be as
brave as & lion. “The—tho fact is, I—I
was rather—rather enjoying this. you
know [

“You look it 1" said Locks,

“I—1 EAy, 18—z he =& burglar ™
gasped Bunter.

“Yos—though his intention was nob
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muttered the

lﬁurilat'y on this occasion,” said Ferrors
Locke dryly.

“I—I saw him =at vour door, you
know, kneeling—nicking the lock, I sup-
pose. I—I was—I mean I wasn't—
awfally scared| I—I never turned a
hair, you know !l I—I woks you up ™

“"You did,"” said Locke gravely, “and
I have reason to be thankiul that you
wolke me, Bunter. It iz all the more
credit to you that you ventured to do
s0, as you were tervibly frightensd——"

“Oh, 1 wasn't Irightened!™ said
Bunter. " Don’t get that idea into your
head, Mr. Locke! Brave as a lion, you

know! Ask any man in the Removel
They'll tell youl Pluck's my long
suit [

Ferrers Locke smiled,

“It was fortunate that wyvou came
here, Bunter! But kindly explain how
you came here at ihis hour of the
night.”

*Oh " gazped Bunter. He had quite
forgotter Coker’s cake. “I—I—I1 came,
You ”]-LIIGW, beoause-~besause—beosuse

“Well 1

“The—the fact iz, I—I came to warn
you i

“Ploasa tell me the truth, DBunter
I shall not blame you, since your visit
has turned out so fortunately; and I
shall not report you to wyour Form
master. DBub tell me the treth at once™

“0Oh, ali right!” gasped DBunter.
“You needo’t mention 1t to Quelch—he
wouldn't understand. Or—or to Coker
—{Coker of the Fifth, you know—he
wouldn't understand, eitherl No need
to mention it at all, you knowl You
gee, it's my cake™

“Your cake!” repeated Locke,

“Yes! I had it from DBunter Court
to-day; but Coker makes out that it's
his cake—and it's no good arguing with
Coker. So—so I hid it in yvour grate.”

“Upon my word 1" ejaculated Ferrers
Locke blankly.

“¥ou sce, being my cake——"

Bunter rolled across to the fireplace,
removed the screen, and lifted the cake
from its hiding-place. Bunter was him-
seli ngoin now. The lowering ruflian in
the adjoining room, scowling savagely,
was nothing to Bunter. Bunter's atien-
tion was on the cake.

“Ho that was why you came here,
Bunter1”  There was s glimmer of
lauglter in Ferrors Locke's eyes.

“Yes, You see, you were sticking in
the room all the evening, and a fellow
had no chance! And—and those beasts
wouldn't help a follow ! And—and——"

“¥ou may take it, Bunter! I will
not go into the question of the owner-
ship of the cake. Go back to bed with-
out awakening anyone., There iz no
need for an alarm to be given: I have
this man safe. Go back guictly to bed.”

“ What-ho I said Bunter.

He was only toa glad to go back
gquictly to bed—with the eake. He
tucked Coker's cake under & fat srm
and relled away. Five minutes laler he
was sitting 1n bed in the Remove dormi-
tory, and Lhe steady sound of incessang
champing mingled with the breathing
of many slaepers.

Ferrers Locke closed the door after
Dunter.

Then he turned back into his bed-
rOOIn.

Ratiy the Rogue eyed him with
malevolent eyes, Locke scanned the
rat-like face quietly and keenly.

“Who sent you here, Rattyi™ he
asked. _

“You'd like to know I muttered the
Rogue dorisively

“1 think I know already,” said
Forrers Locke quietly. “But you will
not report your failure to BMr, Sugden.”
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Ratty the Rogue gave a violent start.
For the moment he was taken coms-
pletely o his guard. There was fear
in the ratty eyes that glittered at the
Baker Btreet jﬁtﬂntim.

In a moment, however, the Rogue had
recovered himsclf, He shrugged his
Eh{::lfaldﬁﬁs. for 3 5 i

“Bugdeni” he repeated. I don't
know l%r.l-ue- name. " §

_ "“For a name that you do not know
it seemed to produce = rather startling
elfect on you,” said Locke dreyly. “But
you need fell me nothing, Ratty; I
{:ﬁﬂ;f I know as mueh as you could

The Rogua eyed him evilly, but he
did "not speak. Ferrers Locke pointed
to a settee,

“¥ou will remain here for the rost
of the night,” he said.

"You're not sending for the copz?”

""MNot till the morning.”

Locke did not fail to note the gleam
that shot into the ratty eves., He smiléd
faintly.

Ratty the Rogue hoped—for what?
Farrers Locke did not need telling He
made a gesture, and the captured raseal
ﬂ'lruglged his  shoulders again and
streteched himself on the settee. Quistly,
coolly, the Baker Btreet detective
bound his feet to the seitee, and then
Eggged him:.  Ratiy’s oyves blazed at

1T

“Ne,” said Locke guietly, “I am not
sleeping again to-night, my friend. I
am watching—and if you have a con-
federate in the housze, if he secks to
release you, vou will not warn him that
I am on tho watch.”

Quietly the detective dressed himself,
and then turned ocut the light. He
stretched himself on the bed, but his
eyes did not close.

His thoughts were busy.

Did Lancaster knowf

It scemed impossiblo—impossible that
the schoclboy ercok could bo a party
to thia, The Hogue had cntered by a
window which was not casy of access—
that did not lock as if he had hel
within. If Lancaster did not know, if
he was no party to this murderous at-
tempt, Ratty's hope could only be faint:
a vague hope that the scheoolboy crook
might be wakeful, that h> might learn
what had happened, and seck to give
aid, 85 he had aided the Rogue to
cscape after tho bank raid at Court-
ficld. But if Lancaster knew—if he was
in this despesrate game—then he would
some, seaking to holp the man who had
El‘t}fd—ﬂﬂd he would come to share his
ane.

But the long hours passed without a
sound.

The summer morning glimmered in ob
the windows. The schoolboy crook had
not come. And Ferrers Locke was con-
solons of relief, Lancaster, whatever
he was, waz not capablo of this—he did
not know that Terrers Locke's life had
been threatened that night. Farrers
Locke knew that now, and it was a
ralicf to him to know it.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
At the Cross-Roads !

ANCASTER of the Sixth strolled

E out of the House in the Summer

morning, his hands in his

pockats, his usual cheety expres-

sion on his faco. If thers were dark

thoughtz in the mind of the schoolboy

cracl,, his handsome face gave no sign
of them.

He smiled shghtly a2t the sight of
Ferrers Locke. Locke was walking in
the guadrangle after breakfast, impas-
give as ever
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* Good-morning, Mr. Locke”

The Baker BStreer detective
smiled os he returned the greet-
ng.

Thore was still on Locke’s face
a trace of the blow Lancaster
had struck. The Sixth-Formear
wondered whether the deteclive
knaw who had struck that blow.

It scemed certain—and vel:
there was a doubt. If Lockoe
knew, he had given no sign of
his knowledge.

It was possible that he did not
know wﬁn had hidden the
cracksmain’s tools in the hollow
onlc; that he had watehed, not
knowing who was io fall into his
hands. It was not likely; but it
was possible.

If he did not know—if he did
net suspeet—the schoolboy crook
was eafe at Greyfriars. Even
if he suspected Laneaster was
still safe—the man could not
act, could not even spoak, without
zgomething more than suspiclon to go
DO, fe—only there was the tor-
menting memory of the junior who was
imprisoned far away, taken from his
iriends, despairing in a barred reom.
T.ancastor tried io shut that memory
from his mind; but it returned and re-
Lurned.

“ A lovely morning, Mr. Locke.”

“Very! I feel mysclf lucky to be in
the country in June—it i3 an agreeablo
change from Baker Street,” said Locke.
“1 have had & very pleasant walk back
from Courtfield.” :

“ You are an carly rrser.”

“Always,” said Locke. " But I had
epecial reason for rising early this
morning. You did not hear the taxi?”

Lancaster’s face did not change. 'Tho
schoolboy erook was on his guard. But
he semsed danger.

“T had to teke & man to hand over to
Inspector Grimes at Courtfield,” ex-

lained Locke casually. “1 thought 1%

otter to get him clear before the boys
turned out.”

“I dom't quite caich on!” Lancaster
gmiled, “Has something happened that
1 haven't hoard of I _

“ Probably the whole school will hear
of it soon—but the less fuss that is made
the better, of course. I hed a visitor
in my room last night—a crook called
Eatty the Rogue—7"

Lancaster’s heart seemed {o turn to
ica. He felt the penetrating eyes on
his face, and not & muscle changed.

*Indeed! Your stay at Greylriara
is going to be exciting, Mr. Locke, it
scems. A burglar@”

“{One of the gang who had kidnapped
Wharton, I think,” answered Ferrers
Locke tranquilly. “The good man came
with & loaded stick, and had I not been
awakened in time, I szhould neot bhe
talking to you now, Lancaster. But &
miga isas g a3 a mile.”

‘Loncaster breathed hard.

“I suppose you arc accustomed to
danger in your profession, Mr. Locke.
You do not seem greatly disturbed.”

“Merely an incident!” said Locke,
“It is mot my first experienca of the
kind, as yon may imagine., But I am
glad that o dangerons rascal is now
sgafe under lock and key—anfo for five
yoors to come, 1 think.”

“And wou conclude that he is con-
negted with the rasecals who scem to
have kidnapped Wharton, of the Re-
no

“ It seoms %mhahla, at least,”

“That implies that they have reason
to fear that you are om their track,”
remarked Lancaster.

¥ No doubt.?

“And we may hope that something
will come of this, Mr. Locke, I suppose ¥

I mean, if thizs man—what did you calil
bhim——"

“Ratty thoe Rogue—a well-known
crook,” said loa.
“Well, if this man knows whers

Wharton is, no doubt he will tell what
he knows, now that he is under errnst.”
raid Luancaster. *That may lead to the
poor kid's release,”

Locke shook his head.

“There is very little hope in that
direction, I fear,” he answered. “This
man, Ratty the Rogue, is not what they
call 2 ‘ squealer.” I fancy he would have
more to fear from his friends than from
the police if he pave them away. Ne,
I do not think we shall learn anything
from him."

“That's rather rotten,” said Lan-
caster. T hoped for the moment that
thiz would mean news of Wharton—that
we might expect to see him back at the
schogl.”

“1 am afraid that, in that direction,
my work remains still to be done,” an-
swored Locke, with another shake of the
head. “There i3 not even any actual
proof that this villain is connected with
the kidnapping gang ot all, though I
strongly suspeect it."”

Ile gave the Sixth-Former a nod, and
went mto the House. Lancaster glanced
after him, and walked on.

Fellows who passed Lancaster, of the
Sixth, in tho quad, saw nothing out of
the common in his looks, He looked as
usual, when the Sizth Form gathered in
their Form-room.
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** Roll him down I ** panted Baob
Cherry. ** Ha, ha, ha ! ** Coker
was Iolled down the Remove
stairease, and bumped to the
next landing, where he lay
sprawling and gasping.

{*

X

. 'i:'f -:-'; o
J
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But Lancoster was not giviog much
attention to Dr. Locks in the Form-room
that meorning. i

;Elémk and bitter thoughts were in his
mind,

8limy Sugden had struck. The blow

had missed—but the master-erook was
not the men to rest under a failure—
he would strike again. Ratty the Rogue
was in o safe place now, and the
“Wizard * had no pity to waste on him.
But other thuﬁr were at the orders of
the master-crook—and the blow that had
missed would be repeated.

Lancaster knew t.

He knew that Sugden could not afford
to fail. If Locke suspected Lancaster,
a3 seemed almost certain, the master-
erook’s safety was at stake, His con-
nection with Lencaster was not known
at Greyfriars—it had been very ecare-
fully kept a secret, But Ferrers Locke,
if he was once on the track, was not
likely tobe long in unearthing that secret.
‘There was a connection botween the two
in Sir Hilton P-::-p;{mr, who had placed
Lancaster at Greylriars at the money-
lender’s dictation. By that route,
Locke, sooner or later, must arrive at
tho master-crock, It was not me:eliybct'u
mako Greylriars safe for the schoolboy
crook—it was for his own safety’s sake,
that Slimy struck at the Baker Street
dotective's life.

To the headmaster’s eyes Lancaster
seemed the samo as usual t morning.
As a matter of fact, Lancaster heard
hardly a word that dropped from Dr.
Locke's learned li
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After olass he went ont inte the quad;
thinking, or trying to think. Wingate
joinad ijm, and talked cricket; tha
Greyiriare captain was thinking of the
returnn match with Rockwood. Lan-
caster hardly knew what he amswered,
but he got away at last. IHe went out
of gates, and walked swiftly in the
direction of Courtield.

His mind was made up, at last.
EaEetir—Erced?m—his good name at tho
scheol—anything and everything should
&0, rather than this! They had made
him a crogk, they had made him a
thief, th? had made him a thing un-
clean in his own eyes, but they should
not owike him a party to the last and
most terrible of crimes! It had como
to murder now—and it was the break-
ing-point | ‘Lhet suony Jupe morning,
the unhappy boy stood at the eross-roads
—ihe cross-roads of life. OUn the one
side, the loss of all that made life sweet
—on the other, the descent into the
foulest of crime! Never—never—naver
—the word hummed in his brain as he
strode across the green common.

In the High Btreet of Courtfield he
had o glimpse of a lean figure and a
clean-cut face. He bhardly glanced af
Ferrers Locke.

He went into the post office, and
asked for & trunk call. He gave the
number of Beech House, in Burrey.

He was geing to speak to Slimy—to
warn him ! Another attempt on the de-
tective's lifo and it was the end. The
police should know—all the world
should know-—and that warning would
be enough! After that, SBlimy would
not dare! If he dared, the schoolboy
crook would carry out his threat—he
wasg resolved on that., They had made
him & erook—they should not make him
a murderer. Death itself sooner!

He waited long for the trunk call,
But no answer came. From the ex-
change he could only learn that the con-
nection with Beech House, Surrey, was
cut off. Ho gritted his teeth as he left
the telephone box. What had happened
at the headquarters of the orooks?
Something must have happened. He
stepped to the telegraph counter. It
was dangerous to send & telegram—but
the Wizard cared nothing now—he was
past caring.

Sylvester Sugden, Beech House,
Surrey.
Try apain qand take the consequences.
Dicx.

Tho telegraph clerk glanced at him
curiously as he took in that message,
It olicked off, and Lancaster left the
office. Slimy would grind his teeth when
he roceived that wire, and Lancaster
cared nothing. He had warned the
villain, and he would stand by the
warning. There was a weight off his
mind as he left the town and started

ecross the wide common back to Grey-
Friars,

ST e

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Resene ]

ARRY WHARTON felt bLis
heart beat faster.
Days—that seemed like

; weeks, or months, to the im-
prisoned junior—had passed since hig
attempt to escape.

Since then he had been a prisoner in
the barred room, watched and guarded
wore carefully ¢ aver.

Hope had almost died.

Mow, in the bright June morning, he
was standing at the window, looking
through the bars on the green gardons,
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and tho hillside beyond the road that
wound past the gates.

The sunshine, the green hillside, the
wind across the hill, scemed to call him
to freedom. Would he ever be free
again? How long was thiz to last? His
unele, Colonpcl Wharton, would be
lsaving no stons unturned—the palice
must be searching for him. Was it all
in vain? How long was he to linger in
this dreary, heart-bresking imprison-
orenkt

From the direction of the gate on the
road, he suddenly caught sight of o
runing figure.

Ho had geen the man before—it was
one of Bl Sugden's men, who had
taken turns in coming to the room with
his meals,

The man was running hard, pant-inrf;
as be ran. His face was wildly excited,
hizs eyes almost sterting from his head.
Wharton's heart throbbed he
stared down between the bars.

There was surprise, ferror, consler-
nation in the running man's face. He
vanished from the junior's sight in o
few momenis, disappearing 1nto the
house helow.

Wharten breathed hard and quickly.

Somethin had  Thappened—what?
Something %md seared the ruffan, and
sent him speeding to the house! Was
it an alarm?

Wasg it—the poliea?

Harry Wharton almost (oiterad. Was
it—eould it be, help and rescue at last
—a!f long last? 1

Ha crossed thoe room swiftly to the
door. He placed his ear to the door
and listened.

There were sounda in the usually
silent house—indefinabla sounds that
told of sudden confusion. It was the
alarm !

Hoa listened, his heart thumping!
Would they come for him? There was
no aound of footsteps approaching the
rOOIL,

Ho ran back to the window.

Botween the thick bars he stured
down inte the sunny parden. He
caught hig breath at the sight of o
helmeted figure, ' )

Mever had he dreamed it possible that
he would ever feel so plad, that his heart
would bound with such delight et the
sight of the familiar uniform of a
police constable.

In another direction, snother mah in
uniform appeared—and in still another,
a third. He could guess that the police
were thers in force:; that they

&5

ﬂurrﬂundi:ggetha house, though he could he

zee only thres from that window.
They were closing in on the building;
they disappeared from his sight. But
for a moment he had a glimpse of &

olice inspector flitting under hia eyes.

hen, to his utter amazement, a tall
man with a grizzled moustache appeared
ont the drive from the gate—and he re-
cognised his uncle, Colonel Wharton.

Hia heart bounded.

It was help at last—rescue at kast! It
sgeemed like a miracle, but it was froe!

He was saved |

He shouted through the bars of the
window, wildly

“Unecle! Colonel Wharton! TUnele !1®

The distance was great, but that des-
perate shout secemed to reach the
colonel’'s ears, for he started, and stared
round. ‘Then he hurried on towards
the house.

Wharton's eyes danced.

He listened to the sounds below iIn
that house of mystery and secrecy, He
heard footsteps recing in passages, on
staircases—shouting  voices—cries  of
alarm—slamming doors! Suddenly, with
s noise that seemed like thunder to his
straining ears, there came o shot. They

wera f
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were resisting—the desperate gang were
not to be taken tamely.

Wharton seized a chair, and ham-
mered on the door of the prison-room.

Crash! Crash! Crash!

The chair flew inte fragments as he
erashed it and crashed it again, Ha
did nobt hope to break the strong oak
door—he hoped to draw the sttention
of the rescuers. They were there for
him—surely thoy were there for him!
In any case, he did not mean to leava
them in any doubt that he was there.

Crazsh! Crash] Crash! Crash! With
& leg of the broken chair, he continued
tﬂuhammer on the door.

Iielp! Help! This way! Help!”
ha shouted,

It scemed to the Greyfriars junior an
age before an answering shoub came
hEl;f‘.‘k at last, Eut. at last 1t came,

_Hari';!" It was his uncle’s decp
veice. “Harry! Where are you ?

“Here! Here! This way ! shrieked
Wharton.

Ho hammered frantically on the door.,

A heavy tread uppmacgmd from out-
side, Wharton, paniing, threw dovwn the
chair-leg, He heard ihe key turn back
in the lock; ho heard the bars dragged
from their sockets. The door few open,

“Harry [

“Unecle!” panted Wharton,

': My dear boy! Safe?™

“Quite safe! All right—right aa
rain! Oh, uncle!” gasped Wharton.
“You've been anxions, of course, and
Aunt Amy, but it's all right now—
right as rainl Those scoundrelsg—--="

My dea?, dear boy!”  Colonel
Wharton's bronzed face worked for a
moment, “My dear boy, I've found
‘ou—or, rather, Ferrers Locke has

und you. Hcaven blesa him |

“Ferrers Locke? Is he herei”

“No, he is not here; the police below
are led by a special officer from
Scotland Yard, with s search warrunt—
but it was Locke who set them in
motion,”

“How did he know? How could he
know "

The ecolonel shook his head.

“It's po use asking me that, Harry—
Locke hea his own methods—but I hed
faith in him. My faith in him never
wavered all through these weary days.
You owe your rescue to him, my dear
boy! Gad, it was like him to give me
a chance to tuke & hand in the gome!
I come with the police—Locke gave me
word last night! Thank Heaven I have
ound you safe! Those scoundrels have
en pecured—not a man in the house
has espaped.”

::%rheard & a{hﬂ%ﬁ”

Les; one of the rogues—a greasy-
hmlnng scoundrel—pulled & gun. MFA
constable hes been slightly wounded—
that is all, fortunately, but it will add
gome years to the willain's sentence.
Come, my boy "

Colonel Wharton led his nephew from
the room. He held arm—YWharton
almost tobtered as he went. It seemed
almost like a dream to him. Free at
last—free! Free of the barred prison-
room — free from the sullen-faced
ruffians who had watched and guarded
him—free! His brain was in a whirl,
but bis heart beat joyously as he went
c{c'iwn the etairs by Colonel Wharton's
5100,

THE FIFTEENTH CEAPTER.
For Life or Déath ]
ERRERS LOCEE was seldom
taken by surprise.
Seldom, indeed, had the Baker
Street dstective been caught

nappifg.



EVERY SATURDAY

But on that sunny June morning, in
broad daylight, on Courtfield Common,
the wings the Angel of Death shad-
owed the man who was the terror of
evildoers.

Perhaps ILocke was not looking for
another asttempt so soon aller the attack
that had failed in the hours of dark-
nesd. And he was thinking—he had
much to think of. At the police
gtation, in Courtfield, he had =cen In-
spoctor Grimes, and learned—as he
guite expected—that Ratty the Eoguo
had refused to make any statement.
But he had been on Ipspector Grimes’
telephone, and heard a report over the
wires that brought a grim smile of
satizfaction to his face.

In those very hours, when Lancaster
of the Bixth had been wrestling with
his problemn and coming to his resolve,
the blow had fallen, at the house far
off in Surrey, had the schoolboy crock
only known it,

Ferrers Locke was on his way back
to Greviriars now, following a =olitary
path aoross the commen. The schoolboy
crook was in his thoughts—he had to
deal with Laneaster, and with regard
to Lancaster he was undecided. And,
for once, the detective was taken off his
guard,

Ha was following the path where it
passed through masses of gorse, when
two figures suddenly leaped on him.

Before he knew what was happening,
the Baker Street deteclive was on his
back on the ground.

Over him, with a knee planted on his
chest, was the low-browed, ferret-cyed
Weasel; and another ruffian was grasp.
g the detective, _

“We've got him this time!” hissed
the Weaseal.

His forret eyes burned dosvn at Locke.

“Tadger, quick! Keep him quist!™
hissed the Weasel. **Give him the bult,
quick 1

The other ruffian had whipped a re-
volver from his pocket, Grasping it
by the barrel, he swept down the heavy
metal butt at Locke's head.

But Ferrers Locke, though he had
boen caught napping for once, was him-
seif again in the twinkling of an eye.

Ho twisted like an eecl, and the mur-
derous blow missed his head by & couple
of inches, the pistol butt crashing in
the grass,

“¥ooll’” enarled the YWeasel.

“7'll get him! I'll—" snarled

Tadger.
“Quick, you fool! If he yells—"
waste his

Ferrers Locke did not

breath in calling for help, He had not
passed a soul on that solitary path, and
he knew how unlikely it svas that any-
one was at hand, unless someone hap-
pened to be teking the same short cut
towards the school. _

IHe bent all his cnergies to the
struggle.

His iron grasp was on the Weasel,
and the ferret-eyed rascal whirled over
into the grass.

Locke gained his knees,

Even as he struggled with the Weasel
he twisted and eluded ancther crashing
blow from the pistol-butt.

He releazed one hand, and jabbed =
gherp blow under the chin of the ruffian
who struck, and Tadger, with a grunt,
dropped back in the grass, the revolver
falling from his hand.

Locke reached at it.

But the Weasel was on him like a
cnt. He was rolled over, end again the
Wensel was uppermost.

Again the detective hurled him eside,
though the Weasel =ztill clung to him
tenaciously, Tadger reached at the

fallen weapon, spitting out ooilis, and
Locke caught his wrist in time and
fIr;iFgﬂd him over,  The next moment
Tadger was etrugeling with him, and
they rolled in the grass, tearing loose
from the Weasel.

The Weasel staggered to his feet, his
eves allame, his teeth zet, his lips drawn
back In a snarl. Locke's hands were
full, for the moment, with Tadger, and
the Weasel caught up the revolver.

He gripped it by the barrel and
sprang towalds the struggling figures.
At the same moment Ferrers Locke got
home with a crashing blow, and Tadger
stretched out in the grass, scnseless,

Like an ecel the detective writhed
from the sweep of the descending pistol-
butt, His hand went to his hip for his
sitomatic. DBut he had no time to reach
it. The Weasel flung himself headlong
on detective, and Locke went down
under him,

There was a sound of running feet,

Locka heard it, and shouted:

£13 H’EIF !!j

The Weasel snarled.

Someone was on the lonely path run-
ning towards the spot as he heard the
sounds of conflict.

The Weasel reversed the revolver in
his hand. Ho had wanted to work in
silence—lonely as tho spot was, the shot
would be heard by many on the Court-
field road, and in other places. But
he was cimp-:r:nte now, His fingers
closed round the butt, he jammed s
finger on the ftrigger—and Locke
grasped his wrist only in time. The
barrel was turned aside as the Weasel
pulled the trigger, and the bullet
erazhed into the earth an inch from the
detective's ear.

Snarling irlliﬂ a wild beast, the Weasel
dragged his hand loose. Another
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Ferrers Locke mads an eflort, and the
ruffinn knecling on him rocked. Lan-
eastcr draggod the murderous hand
asido.

“For the last time, Dick [" scroamed
the Weasel,

“You murderous dog !

" Take it, then I™

And the Weasel, twisting the revalver
round on the Sixth-Former of Grey-
friars, fired.

Ferrers Locke, at the same moment,
mada a terrific effort, and almost threw
off his assailant. It was that movement
that saved the life of Diek Laneaster.
The bullet, intended for his heart,
crashed into his side,

One sharp <ry came from Lancaster,
and he reeled back and fell.

Instantly the revelver swung back &t
Ferrers Locke. DBut it was foo late! A
fist crashed into the ferroty face, and
the Waasel rocked over, and, as he
fired, the bullet flew wide. He had no
time for snother shot. He rolled over
in the detective's grasp, and the weapon
was torn from his hand. A moment
more, and Locke was grasping it by tha
barrel, and the heavy metal butt
descended on the Wessel’s head.

One groan the wretch gave, and he
sank insensible into the grass.

Locke leaped to his feet, panting.

He had come through that desperate
fight unscathed; but he know only too
well how near he had been to death,
and that only the intervention of Dick
Lancaster had saved his life.

He dropped on his knees beside the
schoolboy crook. The boy was still
conscious, though his face was colour-
lezs, and Locke felt a pang of dread as
ha saw the crimson that was ocozing in
the grass.

(Continued on next page.)
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“ Lancastcr !*' he broathed. _

Tho half-closed eyes opened, a emile—
l.zncaster's old smils—fickered over the
deathlike face. %

“You've got me, Ferrers Locke!
‘I'ho voice was & whisper, husky and
low, *“You know pow, 1f yowr did not
know before—you've got me, what's left
of o, But there's & way out of cven
vour hands, Ferrers Locke, and I think
—1 focl—I'm going that way !

His eyes closed.

“You've saved my life-—whatever you
arg, I am your friend, not your ¢ncmy—
vou've saved me—and I will save you
from—"

But there was no sign in tho death-
like face; the dulled ears did not hear.
And Locke, with a shudder, wondered
whether indeed the schoolboy crook had
passed oub of his hands.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Back to Greylriars !

LIMY S8UGDEN stood beotween
S two constables, his fat wrists
drawn together, linked by the
handcuffs. The greasy, shiny
face was calm, but the black eyes were
burning. Harry Wharton, as he came
down tho stairs with the colonel,
glanced at him, and met the fierce
glitter in_the blask eyes. He knew the
man agnin, who had fired on him in
his attempt to escape—tho man who, he
knew, was the master spirit of the law-
less gang, Three other men were 1o
handcuffs, 1n charge of constables, and
the Scotland Yard inspecter was busily
making notes.

There was a sound of many foot
steps 1 the house—the police were
there in force. 'The blow had fallen
suddenly on the gang that had so long
defied the law; it had been long in
coming, bué now that. it had fallen it
was crushing.  Alrcady, from various
pluces in Beech House, the stored look
of many robberics was being uncarthed.
It was for a kidnapped mgnulbu;;r that
the police had come; hut their scarch
of Beech Housge had a rich reward.

Blimy, locking at the reseued school-

boy, possibly felt glad that the Wizard

had stood between him and what he
would have done but for Ldck Lan-
caster's  inlervention. Probably he
realized that it was owing to the boy
erock that he was not now arrested on
a eapitel ehargo. Wharton glanced at
the Emrd. greasy face with repugnance,
mnd pussed on with his uncle. Bugden
and the other prisoners were taken to
a room under guard while thoe scaveh
through the house went on, From the
expression on tha Scatland Yard in-
spectar’s face 1t was easy to seoc that
he was reaping & rich harvest ot the
headquarters of the crooks.

Tho 1m¥&ctnr spoke a few words lo
Colonel Wharton, and gave the junior
a smilo and a nod. Iarry” Wharton
was glad enough when he was oulside
the houss of crime and mystery.
walked down 1o the gate with the
coloncl. At a Jittle distance down tho
road the colonel’s car was waiting, end
they stepped into it
“Greyfriars?"” asked Hurry, as he
sat down heside his uncle,

Colonel Wharlon nodded.

“¥es; I shall take you back to the
sthool immediately. It is & two-hours’
run at good speed.”

Wharton's face was bright as the
chauffeur set the car in motion. He
was thinking of his chums.  But
another thought eame into lus mind as
the ear raced on by green country road.
Lancaster !

Blimy Sugden and tho rest were in
tho grip of the law. But Lancaster?
Was the same fate to fall uvpon him?

Wharton's heart was heavy at the
thought,

Lancaster was a crook and a breaker
of the law; it was to secura his zafety
at Greyfriars that Wharton had been
made & prisonor. Bub he had saved the
junior's life—thera could be no doubt
about that. Lancaster had stood De.
tween him and Slimy. There was only
pity in Wharton's heart for him, and
a llﬂE-'E-ﬂﬂi of his old likicg for the
fellow he had once liked and admired
g0 much. He shuddered at the thought
of the handeuffs on Lancaster's wrists;
of that handsome face locking from the
prisoner's dock; of that proud head
bowed low among common oriminals,

in the
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Yeb already, pechaps, it hied come to
pass—ior the raid on Beech House could
only mean that Ferrers Locke knew &sll.
Was Lancaster of the Sixth already a
prisoner 7

Ho shivered.

“ Your friends will bo glad to scc you,
Harry." It wos colonel's voice.
“By gu.d, this will be a surprise at the
school I"

“1I don't understand yet,” said Harry.
“Youve told mo that Ferrers Locko
bad—~"

“Dr. Locke sent for him when you
were kidnopped, my boy.,. We owu
everything to Ferrers Locke™ Tho
eolonel tugged at his moustache. “1
know little more than you do, as yet.
Locke has spent all his time, or nearly
all hisz time, at Greyiriars, since he took
the caze in hand—yet he has rooted out
that den of thisves eighty miles from the

school 1"

Wharton knew the connection, if hia
uncle did not. Obviousiy, it could only
have been through Lancaster of the
Sixth that Ferrers Locke had put his
finger on the headgquuarters of the crooks,
eighty miles from Greyiriars, in another
county.

"From what I hear,” continued
Celonel Wharlon, “the man Bugden
carried on a mouneylender's business in
the City—he was quite well known, wnd
at Beech House, in Surrcy, he lived us
an ordinary citizen, unsuspected. How
Locke put his finger on.the man, I do
not know. It is o mystery to me how
ha found a clue while he was at the
sehool. ™

“Thoere has been no arvest—et Groy-
friars " faltered Wharion,

“ At Greyiriars!”  Colonel Wharton
gtared. “I have heard of nodhing.
What do you meant”

Wharton breathed more freely.

“I1—I mean—" The junior broke
off. Evidently Celenel Wharton, at
least, had heard nothing of the Wizard.

“Aro you aware, Harry, why these
rascals kidnapped you?” asked the
?nlnnul. “Thay is a mystery to me, so
ar‘]‘]

Wharton was silent for a few
moments. Had Lancaster been warned
in time, he wondercd, and wade his
cacape ! He could not help hoping so.
Tha truth had te bs known now. Yot
the junicr who hud been kidnapped, who
had passed 20 many days in weavy m-
prisonment in lawless hands, was think-
ing of merey for the schoolboy crook, of
saving Lancaster if he could.

“I1 know their motive, uncie,” he said
at last. I think I know through whom
Mr. Locke must havg learned about
Sugden.  Me. Locke must know that
tﬁgr? is & Creyiriars man mixed up in
this.”

“Good gad! Whet do you mean,
Harry ™™

“You remember Lancaster T

® Lancaster? You do not mean——"

* Yes”

“Good gad!” repeated the coloncl
blankly. "Are you dreaming, Harry?
Dick Lancaster, the son of my old com-
rade in arms, mixed up with a gang
of erooks ! What can you mean?”

“It's rotten, unecle, but it's true |” said

Harry miserably. “But—in spite of
that—Lancaster’s a splendid chap. e
was in bad hands, That villain Bugden

made him what he was, and I know that
he would have thrown them over if he
could have., Unele, he saved my life—he
stood between those villains and what
they would have done. You would not
have found me alive at Sugden's place
but for Lancaster.”
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A dark figure, grasping a weapon,
glided into the room wWhero
Ferrers Locke was sleeping,
Bunter’s tongue clove to the roof
of his mouth for a moment,
Then, with an effort, he yelled &
“Help! Wakeup! Oh dear|
Burglars | Oogooch [ ™

“Tell me all!* muttcred the colonel
His old. bronzed face was pale.

Wharton told him, as the car raced
on, the whole story, 50 far ns he knew
it, of the schoolboy crook.

The colonel listened in silence.

“Good gad!™ he said at last.

“Mr. Locke must have spotted him at
the school, somehow,” said Harry. "It
must have been through him that he
learped of Sugden, He must Lave
known who sod what Lancaster was,
and found out the conncction between
them. 'Then I suppose he must have
had Sugden watched, must have had
Beech use watched, and satished
himself that Sugdon was at the bottom
of it all. He must have had it prefty
claar before he put it to Scotland Yard,
and thoy obtained & search-warrant.
Unels, if—=if they've got Lancaster,
gomething must be done for him. ¥You
will stand by him, uncle }*

The colonel was silent. )

“I know that I owe him my life”
said Haorry earnestly. "And I know
that he would gladly have given up the
whole, wretched thing—thrown over that
gang of scoundrels; but that villain
Slimy Eugkdnn threatened to let all
Greyfriars know—and he could not bear
the thought of the fellows there know-
ing the truth. That was all that held
kim in that willain's power,

“I'm not moking excuses for him; but
—but, vnele, if ho had a chance, now
the game's up, he would never touch
anything of tha kind again—I'm certain
of that. I know he's o crook, but I be-
lieve that by nature he's the straightest
follow breathing. He never had a
chance—"

“"Weo shall see,” said Colonel Wharton
gquictly, " Ferrers Locke will know.
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We shall seo. We shall soon be at Grey-
friars now.”

Wharton's heart leaped, at last, to seo
the grey old tower rising abave the
trees in the distance. He had almost
despaired of ever seein% the old school
again—and the cheery, friendly faces of
tho Co.

Greyiriars at last!

/
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THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
“0ld bean!”

All Glear !
“H ALLO, hallo, halle

“My esteerned and ridiculous
chum—m"

“Huorry
Four fellows rushed at Harry VWhar-

ton and fairly hugged him. Bob
Cherry, Johnny Bull, Frank Nugent,
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, could

scarcely beliove their eyes as Harry
Wharton stepped from the car with the
colonel.

“PBack again ! yelled Bob Cherry.

“Thoe bhack-againfulness is terrific!”
chortled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Harry 1" gasped Frank Nugent.

“Waell, this iz good!” said Johnny
Ball.

“I eay, vou [ellows—"

“ Hurrah 1™

Greyiviars fellows rushed up from all
gides. Colonel Wharton, with a smile on
his face, went intg the House. Harry
was left in the midst of a surging erowd
of cxeited fellows, Wingate of the Sixth
clapped him on the back: Coker of tho
Fifth gave him a friendly dig in the
ribs that made his %aﬁp. His chums
hugged hime. The bell rang for after-
noon school, and nobody heeded it,
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“Wharton's back!” The news ran
through the school like wildfire.
“! Here wa are, here we areg,
we are again !’ ¥ sang Dob Cherry.

“I gay, you fcllows, let a fellow
speak 1™ squeaked Billy Bunter. ©I zay,
Wharton, old chap—I1 say, I've becen
simply longing for you to come back.
I've missed vyou frightiully. I say, old
chap, I've been disappeinted about a
postal order, and——"

“I1a, ha, ha!”

“ Lancaster will be jolly glad to see
you, old bean!” gosped Bob Cherry.
“Where's old Lancaster? 1 don't sce

here

him here. Loneasier told us all the time
noct to worry, he was suro you were
safo—""

Wharton's face changed.

Evidently nothing was known yet ab
CGreyiriars! Was Fervers Locke kﬂE]i'J-
ing the schoolboy crook’s secrct? If
so0 Wharton did not mean to reveal it

“Lancaster 7" he repeated. * He's not
here 7

“Beems not.”

“Where iz Mr. Locke?”

“Rlassod if I know! Hallo, halle,
hallo! Here's Quelch I*

Mr. Quelech came ocut of the House.
There was a smile on his crusty counten-
ance as he shook hands with Iarry
Wharton and welcomed him back fo the
school, He took the junior info the
House, to the ITead's study, leaving an
excited crowd buzzing in the quad.

From Dr. Locke Wharton received a
kind welcome; but he soon saw that
the Iiead knew nothing of Lancaster.
And he did not mention the name;
noither did Colonel Wharton, TFerrers

(Continued on page 27}
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Invisible Deathl
AD  Bill Lyon net Fﬁssesmd
nerves of sieel he would surely

have been & raving lunstio

right now after what he had
beon threugh., Even so, his stomach
iurncd over at that whispering sound
in the darkness there beforo him. Mis
mouth felt dry, suddenly, and he felt
the sweat, cold, trickling down his face,
down his necl:, soaking his thin shirk.

In that dark place of dead men,
where the yellow flameo of his lighter
showed faintly the prone corpsa of
I'oincau, the French pilot, a grinning

rey ekull, farther, dim and horrible
shapes—it seomed incredible that there
gould be anything that lived.

Bill atiflad a yell and ducked insting-
tively ws tho whispering sound came
again, and something flitted necar him,
And then, suddenly, he lasughed., It
wus o hosrse, unnatural eroak: but he
laughod, Tor ba realizsed that what
had made hiz hoart scem pulp inside
himm waz a bat; that there werea a
number of bata in the Templo of
Neath, and ho had disturbed them.
They were flitting about, squenking. A

i %

leathery, cold wing brushed across his
face. He lashed out savagely, glad of
the action.

“Well,” and ho epoke aloud, striving
to regain hiz mental balance, "thank
the stars I'm not the only living
creature hero [¥

As Bill spoke the thonght eccurred to
him—where there was life there must be
air, too. The treasuve vanlt at his feet
was fitled with gas, olso Poineau and
the rest would not have died from it

How was it,. then, that hats lived
there? A hat needed air the same as
any other creature with lungs.

“Beeause,” he answered his own
question, “there is air sandwiched be-
tween the roof of the dark place and
the belt of gas. The samer as air would
bz sandwiched hretween the roof and a
pool of water. I've got to regard that
gas as if it were matorial—as 1f T eould
gea it, And thon, maybe, I'll be safe!™

Talking, he felt better, and he con-
tinued, arguing aloud to himself.

As if it were a pool of water. There.-
fore, the thing to do, Bill, my lad, iz to
find out just how deep it is. Then find
a way of floating over the top of it like

FREPEFFEEPaE R R bbb iR did i ey
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the bats do. Huh! If I don't, I'll bae
sprouting wings soon enough ™

He held the flaring lighler rigidly
befora ham, 50 that the light flickered
on o level with hiz waist, Then he wont
tdown one of the steps. The light still
flared. _ He trod on the next. He felt
the stair ghift beneath him. It was
scarcely a movement so much as a
gentle sinking of about an inch.

“That's the step that reopens the slab
at the far end of the passage,™ mut-
lered Bill,

- {Ie moved s frifle—and the light went
ut.

“Back you po, my lad—quick!” he
muttered, and backed np the steps till
he was at the top apamn. “But,” he
went on, “I'm not going back out of
that opening yet, a’?he Mayas would
believe I was o god all right now. But
I'm going to see this through. There's
;ntnf;lher way out of here, or I'll cat my

at.

The young airman glanced behind
him. His belief that by his treading on
tite third stair down he had reopened
tiiz slab that had closed behind him was
strengthened. No breecze came down
to clear the deadly gases away—that
was impossible until thore wos anothor
outlet for o drought to pass cut of. Na
light gleamed down the ecavernous
passage along which he had come. But
ithere was o difference in the guality
of the darkness. Tt was less thick, less
eloak-like.

Mow, locking down into the treasure
vault, he estimated the height of the
roof fo the floor was fourteen feet. And
of those fourteen feet ten wore pgas-
Iaden. He was six feet tall: if he
could add another five feet to hizs hoipht
he would bo able to wialk safely
through the belt of invisible death,
with his head one foot above it.

In order to make no mistale—n mia-
caleulation  would mean denth—tho
voung airman tried to visualise it as a
lake of water ten feet decp, and he
smiled wryly to himself as s plan
entered his mind.

“YWell, I’'ve been rockoned a good
diver—I'm going to do a dive right
now,” he said.

He held hiz breath, stooped. placine
the faring lighter on the top step
against the wall, And immediately it
passed info thoe belt of poison gas, the
Hame fAickered and died. But Bill had
expected it. He had singled out his
ohtect while the light showed : and now.
with his breath held deeply, he nlunged
down the shallow steps fill he reached
bottom, and then eprinted across to a
parnted wooden idel. and heaved it up.

The head of the i1dol almost reached
the roof of the vault. TPut the thing
was hollow, carved of ironwond.  TL
had rotted in parts, but the man bull:
of it had heicrl) remarkably well. The
sweat poured down the pilot's face as he
stegpered back to the steps benring the
bulky idel in his arms. ';-Iis Tungs felt
as if they must burst, as he labonred
up. He counted the steps, then ex.
haled hiz breath with r tremendous
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gosp as he reached the second from the
1op. He was safo here, ho knew.

However, he could bring the idol up
no farther—at least, not in its presentg
upright position—already its head was
januned against the voof. He stood
eaning against the wall, while he
fought to get breath again. His hands
fumbled in his pockets, and he produced
his knife, .

It was a good knife, with a stout
steel blade, But, as Bill Hicked the
light on again, and surveyed the blade
and then the idel, 8 grosn burst from
his lips. It had heen his idea to try to
hack two long pieces of wood from the
idol and fashion o pair of stilts from
them that he might walk over the top
of the layer of gas. DBut he knew thas
what little air thore was left in the
place he would use up—long before his
glender blade could even hack so much
as a sliver from the wood that had
withstood the rot of centurics. .

# But,” ho decided swiftly, “1 can zit

on tha old josser’s head and have a look
around the place more elearly.”
" Tha young airman shifted the base
of the idol to the Lroad surface of the
bottom step, leaving the head about a
foot from the roof. Once again taking
a deep breath, Bill doused the lighter
and walked down into the pool of gas,
until he fcit the idol looming ageinst
him. Then ho started to climb.

That was casy. The thing was richly
carved, affording plenty of hand and
[u{:-f.huf , and in a few moments Bill was
once again breathing easily, his legs
straddled around the neck of the idal,
one hand clutching its head, the other
holding the lighter aloft. o

Now, sinee he was farther within
the vault and the lighter could cast a
wider radiance, Bill could make out tho
opposite walls which had hitherto been
invisible. A Jow cry of satisfaction
escaped his lips as, dim in the shadows,
he saw another sct of wide, shallow
stops, the replicn of the steps He had
just descended, on the opposite side of
the vault. At the top of them was set
a narrow, oblong stone—the leng-closed
exit that had been sealed many cen-
turies ago. 1

“Well,” grunted the young airman,
“ hare goes for a vide in ‘ Rotten Row '—
for that scems te me to be the only
way of getting aeross thera!™

e took a firmer grip of the idol's
head with his right hand, then wriggled
in such a manner that the base of tho
idel moved. Tt shifted an inch, wobbled
momentarily on the cdge of the botiom
step—then slipped off and thumped to
the floor of the vault. For a moment
Rill swayed preeariously on hiz pereh;
but he steadied the wildly rocking ideol
bv holding on to the roof above his
hoad. Then he jerked again, so that
the base shifted forward. The young
airman  felt  pecoliarly  child-like,
squatting on the grotesour sheuldors of
the idol, shifting it gradually forward
by spasmodic iorks as a child will shift
a chair on which 1t has beon zat,

“Kids who ride hobby horses,” he
grinned to himself, “have got nothing
on mao "

The Fear of Peatih !

N that terrible iiﬂurner across the
dark wvault Bill lost all count of
time. Iisz faculties were concen-
trated on keeping hiz precarious

perch. If the idol broke under the
strain of his moving it, if it wobbled a

littla too far ns he swayed it forward,
then he must be hurled down to terrible
death-—a denth where invisible fingers
would squeeza the life from his lungs.

When at last the base of the idol
reached the bottorm step of the sccond
flight across the vault Bill was white
and shaking, drenched with sweat.
For a moment he kept his position
across thoe shoulders of the idol, pant-
ing, striving in some measure to regain
hiz nerve-balance

At last, when the trembling of his
muscles  ceased, the young airman
shifted earcfully from his position and
went to elimb down the idol. He took
a deep breath, holding the lighter care-
fully in front of him that he might see
tho stepa,

Laboriously Bill clambered dewn,
His foot felt for and found the carven
hands of the idel folded across its pro-
tuberant body. He tested the strength
of the wooden hands with his foot. It
seemed all right. He allowed bis weight
to rest—and disaster came.

Thero was & soft, splintering, tearing
sound as the wood, rotted in the passin
of centuries, gave way under his fu
woight. Blind instinet made Bill hoid
his imaﬂl still, The lighter shot from
hia hond and went out long belore 1t
tinkled, lost in the darkness on the floor
of the vault,

His hands waving wildly, Bill erashed
to the floor., He landed on his back.
Every ounce of breath wos forced from
him by the impact. His outflung hand
found the bottom of the step with a
smack that nearly broke his wrist. e
gasped—ho couldn’t help it Some-
where, deep in his mind, a voice told
him that it was fatal—but human lungs
ecannot contain 2 vacuum, He inhaled
as he sprawled on his back.

Strangling fingers scemed to cluteh at
hiz throat, There wus a roaring in his
ecars. He felt something trickling down
hiz face wet and warm. His nose was
bleeding. He was going through all the
agony of a drowning man,

With superhuman effort the young
airman dragged himself to his knees.
The strength was sapped from him, but
somewhera back of his fast-slipping
consciousness he knew that if he failed
to find air at the top of those steps he
was a dead man. His fingers clawed
wildly at the steps. The blood pounded
1a his ears.

Step by step Bill heaved himself up.
There was but one thought in his mind
—to breathe!  He did not know how

INTRODUCTION.

Enfrusled with a fortune dn jewels, Shane
Dexter, a erack American piiof, sels out 0§ Ay
the Atlanbipg, bub ix sangld in g svind-bell and
foreed dowrt dn some uncharfed eouniey.  JTia
wireless signinls for help are picked up by n
noforiong crook, who, anzieis fo gel his hands
g the vast fort orders Rizx underlings fo
Fidnap I Lyom, cohief wilot of the Trans-
cohtingntel Airways Co.  fa the hope of
resewing hig old friend Dexcter, Rl agrees fo fly
the (hief and Ris Renchnwan, Doak, hrowed
the wind-hell,  Arriving etetfually on the fringe
of a dense jungle they find Derler, @ prizonar
in the hands of @ horde of rpearemen, destived
o be affered wp as @ hwman sacrifies lo thefr ged,
Kodan, Son of the Sun. Bl Wluffe Dexler's
oaplors thile thinking that ke honself i8 Kodof.
Ar o proal of iz, e troudg awrman agrees fo
giter the Temple of Death frone whicl g white
mran has ever omerged alive,  Flere B{IF digeorérs
vast treaswre, and the sheldtons of previous
airmert wha had brecathed their losd in an tnvisible
helt af gos it a veult beoeath, Bl de peeriig
orer the pool of dnviaible denth when somathing
mates in the darkness beyond.

{ Note read on)
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many steps he managed to erawl up.
He knew ho oould last no longer; his
tortured lungs could no longer contain
tha poison-gas they had already inhaled.
He must breathe! He gasped, sprawl-
ing there on the surface of a step—and
new life flowed into him., Here there
was air |

Fer a long time tho young airman
lay there, mear unconscious, breathin
stertnrnusfl_'g.h What little air was left
was foul, bub it weas mighty sweet to
him. At last ho erawled to his kneos,
heaved himself up by hanging on to the
wall, and mounted the stops to the top.
Theres he rested sgain until coherent
!I-Ilﬂ'llj;f]‘l!- returned to him.

“"I've got to get out this woy now |™
he determined.

His Bngers found the erncks around
the slab of stone. It protruded a matter
of six inches from its socket, as if ib
had moved recently. And then Bill re-
membered the working of the othor
stone at tho far entrance beyond in the
passage—how the step had moved it
mto place. When he had crawled up
these steps, had he meoved thiz stone
fromn its placo? And had it, on account
of its being sealed ro long, gob stuck?

With all his strength Bill heaved on
tha pml.rudm%‘ sides of the stone, He
felt 1t shift a little in hiz grasp., Some-
thing from the other side scemed to bs
holding it bacle. The sweat poured
down him &3 he strained. It moved
again, There camo a tearing sound as
of rending bushes and faliing boughs.
The stone slab gave inwards, almest
fulling on top of him, but he dodged
azide 1n time,

Blinding sunlight streamed in on
Bill; good, fresh, puro air blew in his
face. A wild, fierce exultation shook
him. It was to him as a | of fresh
water is to a desort-man dying of thirst.
o flung out his arms and roced up
through the gaping hole out of that
dank, evil place of darkness and death,

When his eyes beeame accustomed to
the hrilfhl: sunlight he found that he
was under the outside of the stono wall
whiech ho remembered surrounded the
Maya temples for a cirenmferenen of
something ke four miles. Junglo
grow all ground hm. He found that
ihe stone slab had hbeen overgrown
thickly by creepers, ltanas, and bhrush.

Sheer Joy at the sight of day gripped
at Bill's heart, He was filthy dirly,
}nttnmd, torn, and bruised—Dbut he was
roe |

A distance away, where the serpenting
wall curved, he could sce the carved
steps which he had desconded from the
{unglc with the chief, Idoak, and tho
Maya guides who had {found them,
Beyond, a mile away throngh thn
jungle, lay the monoplane, resting wiih
tha other grim relics of flight in thia
Land of Lost Tlancs,

The young airman could find the
trail by working back to the spot whero
the Mayas had bronght him and the
other white men. Ilo could keep ouf
of sight of the Mayas within the bowl
on the other sido of the wall by skirting
through the fringe of the jungle.

Turning swiftly, he plunged into ths
green depths, leaving behind him the
gaping hele, through which blew clean,
frosh air, driving oult the poison-ga:
from the Temple of Death,

T'he young pitot hind come through tho
terrible orleal unharmed. Bat what had
become of his monoplane? And Dexier,
the Chicf and Doak? Xle must rescuo
thern at all costs!
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Paying the Penalty 1

ILL LYON, sa vy rsechanic of
B International Ajrways, Lid.,
would ngreq, was tough and a

hard worker. But now he was

just about spent. $fe nad gone through
2 terrible ordeal in the Temple of
Death; he had flonndered through a
practically unknown i]:1 le, inding has
way by lafdmarks he had seen bub once.

Tcaching fhe monoplane, with his
own two ]%amia Ie had righted her, =o
that now her tail wes level with tho
ground, and no longer sticking up at
an aogle of forty-hve degrecs. or
undercarrisge was patched wp; the
broken wreckaze of the eabin-nosze taken
right ﬂ.“'ﬂ.-ih. She was ready—as ready
a3 she could be under the circumstances
—for Hight.

:!Eh“ ililhﬁ* | dot" Bill gasped. “ By gosh,

E! ni!}

He swung over the prop of the hrst
engine four times before she fired; and
then, with e splutter and a cough, she
took {he gas. She backfired, died,
coughed ; and then a steady roar shook
the quict of the jungle as tho frst
engine started.

‘%hu second took up the tune almost
instantly. Bill let them race for a few
momoents while he took his bearings
and suw that he had a clear runway;
then he clambered into his seak.

And, for the first time in its grim
history, the Land of Lost Flancs saw

an acroplans rise from its simster
landing ground.
Past those scattered skeletons of

ing ships, brought here by the aerial
gﬂtﬂfx thgflsanda of feet above, Bill
Lyon piloted the battered mnnﬂf!'lann.
Gradually the wrecked nose ifted,
gradually the strain was taken off the
patched-up landing gear. In a [ow
moments she was skimming over thoe
ground, then lifting
and flying.

It was a matter
of sentiment with
Bill that he dipped
pnce tn salute to
the white skelefons
of the lost plancs
bensath him, then
he turned wesl-
ward,

In a fow minutes
the bowl wherein
lay thoe Maya
temples was under
him like & wvast
red-and-black chess-
board. And as he
swooped and eireled
over it ho saw the
tiny dots of
fipures come rush-
ing out of tho

ALL-THRILLING SERIAL of the

ihem thoere.
have done.

But they need not have feared that.
Carefully, on account of the weak land-
ing-gear, Bill flattened out and brought
the plane inte a perfoct landing on the
mosaic foor of the bowl. He let her
rufi right up towards the biggest temple,
then turned her so that she was ready
for & clear run out again.

The

Grinoing, he clambered out.
Mayas were prostrate before him on
the mosaic ground. Kaxn, the high
priest, was murmuring prayers for for-
giveness of their doubt.

indeed Kodon!

The airman was
Eodon the Mighty, Son of the Sun!
He had walked througly death and
roturned from the skiesi

“You did it, Billl Gosh, you're a
wonder ! How'd you manage it, feller?
What bhappened? What is there
there 12

It was Shane 5peahiug. bubbling over,
congratulating him.

“(Gag 1* Bill said laconically. *Carbon
monoxide. FPlace was drenched in it;
but, thanks ta my lighter ﬁain' out, I
discovered it. I also found the other
opening, and got out through it. I'ound
I was the other side of the surrcundin’
wall, s0 nipped through the jungle an’
got the ship poin’ again.”

Thus briefly did he relate his adven-
{ures. DBut his wan face, his worn,
battered appearance, told ell that he
left unsaid. But the chief wasn't think-
ing of any of these things. He snapped
stddenly ;

“And the treasure.
ang of that with you?”

ill grinned.

“(h, yeah!” he said eclaborately.

An capger, cunning light flared in the
chief’s eyes. The words fairly tumbled
out of his mouth,

That is what they would

in

Did you bring

IRON ROAD!
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“You did? You ghn{:: some gold !
J@:;'lels?" Where are they? Are they
wi 4

“Yeah, 1 brought the treasure out,”
Bill went on placidly. “But not that
kind. I reckoned I was more valuable
than all the gold and jewels they've got
stowed away in there, o0 1 just brought
myself out.™

The man swore Iuridly under his
breath. Doak was staring at Bill with
hate in his black eyes. His white face
was puffed and swollen where Bill had
hit him. His forehead wae red with
blood where Bill had thrown the
ravolver at him before his journey
through the Temple of Death. Lhe
chief whirled on him suddenly.

“*They won't go without wus”™ he
snapped. “They wouldn't dure face
civilisation agoin having to say they'd
left us. Come, Douk t”

Ho swung round, speeding towards
the opening to the Temple of Death,
swung wide again, since Bill had dis-
lodged the step which operated ira
opening and closing.

Doak followed the chief. The twa
were possossed of a kind of courage—
a courage bolstered up by the lust for
gold, for which they would kill and risk
swinging. The chief argued that where
Bill could get out alive, he could, ioo.

“The fools!” Dexter eried. “If the
Mayas find their treusure is going to be
ralded thera'll be bloodshed !

He started to follow them, but already
& score of spearsmen had leaped up
from their prostrate position bm‘]a:}jﬂ Eill
and were racing after the disappesring
white men. Kaxn had muttered some-
thing as soon as Doak amd the chief

had bolted for the opening to the
temple.

There wae nothing Rili and Dexter
could do bubt wait to see what hap-
pened when the
two crooks returned.

nxn was staring at
the two pilots, =
curions  expression
in his fathomless,
dork eyes. Some-
thing liko a half
emile was on his
withered old face.
As he looked at
Bill there was still
reverence in his ex-
pression, and somne-
thin almost
fatherly, too.
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think
believes
I'm Xodont” REall
whispered. “D'you
think he's realised
there's been gas in
there all the time,
and that he's

TERFFPFERFY ARG had g

Return of
FERRERS :
LOCKE—

marhkE R
EE R R

FeeranEidadnbnn

tnain temple, He layved up like that
e Defective. :| to eusrd :h:
still. u cecersneencenciaat l treamsure o e
gremed  to  erouch temple? Ask bhim 1"
back as if in fear. Bhana Dexter
Then more satd in the few
clearly, Bill saw Train after train carrying a valuable cargo comes to a mysterious i‘:a‘:_;éid’_ he had
Slmngndﬂmgﬂf, tﬂi]"" standstill i1n some lonc{iv stretch of country and always the same % Kaxn ke
'ﬁ:;‘_“ ang ety murilne‘fallawn out of the blackness appear armed men intent shiakest . thon  of
him Doak, the gun- on looting, : Kodon now 1"
r:mn. and the .gEigL _ How the trains are stopped, who the bandits are, and the The old priest
Now he was 8o identity of their leader, are puzzles the police are baffled to solye, replied :
close he could Then, into the breach stfﬁﬁr‘mm Locke, the greatest detective “The wavs af
almost soe thalm_t- the world has known. cke's latest case will thrili you at our Father the Ehun
pression on thelr every stage, are slrange, ut
faces. Relicf and . they lead alwaya
Lope in Dexter's, Make sure you read this wonder yarn, boys. It somewhete, Kodan
fear in the chief's will doubtless be

and Doak's — [ear
that he was going
to Oy off and leavo
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returning to  his
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tuking you, as iz suerifies, with
him,*

* Yo" Dexter noddoed,  Azide o il
hie said simply : * He knows, Ho koows
wo're human, But he had his duty to
do 1o the Mayas, and they wanted ro
see thetr pod.  Well, they've seen hun,
art ho'll e happy, knowing he's done
ls dhsy and tesed 1o giavd the treasire,
as he—"

Hiz words snapped short,  Theve was
a muffled report from the teniple—
another and angther.  Then a ire-
mollous clamoar arose from within s
dork recesses.

“They re scrappin’ 1" Bill eriad.

He rushed to the plane, with its
engives ticking over easily, and clam-
bered inside, gesturing for Dexter to
follow him.

“We'll be ready to make o quick get-
nway 85 soon as they reach us. Uet
ready to pull ‘em i ™

They waited, the plane quivering.
Kaxn watched them, his face in-
serutablle. 'Ihey had no eyves for him.
They were watching the entrance 1o the
Temple of Death. The elamour died
away. In a minute or so & Maya came
oit. Blood streamed from a wound in
his shoulder. Others followed, and 1hen
came Doak and the chief,

‘Lhey were dead, trenstized by a score
of spears, and being carried in trnuanph
Ivw half a dozen Maves, ithe people
wiose saered treasure they lad sought
i viclate. They had not hecded ihe

rim hamo of ﬁm treasnre vanlt—-rie

‘emple of Death—and they had paid
for their sms. Bill, white of face, nt
the steady glance of Kaxn,  Kaxn made
a gesture—almest a shrug. Wiih o sigh,
Bill gave the monoplane the gun. Ui
cngines roarcel, The Mavas fell Hai
as the monoplane slipped forward, then
gathered speed.

Shane Dexter and Bill Lyon leauned
over the side, amd they caught the geun
smile that Hitted ovor IKaxn's face as
they went,  The gpround dropped from
Lhem,  They turned north,. No need 1o
fear the belt of wind that had brouglt
thom hore.  They could fly beneatl tha
until  they  reached landmarks. rthe
American flyver would know.

Up MNorth, ahead of them, but a few
ineredible hovurs awny, lny the Ulnived
States, civilisation. Men and women,
atwl motor-cars, and more acroplbhaoges
Progress i seience.

Swiftly they spod onwards, leaving
belhind them, hike some scarce believalle
memory. an incredible deeann—rthe Ll
of Lost Planes|

THE EXD.

(¥ow loak ouwt for the thrilling cpra
i instalment of our growd wew xerind
CRANINTS OF THE LINE!DP fufl

purticulars of whick appear on guge 26,

A CRACKSMAN'S REWARD!

iCandiucd from pupe 23.)

Locke, they learned, was absent from the
school, and when the Head went to the
Sixnth Form rocmn he found that Fancas-
ter was apsent also. .

AMr, Quelch, with rave fact, grave jonr
members of the Remove leave from class
that afterncon. Wharton, when he lelt
the Head, found bis chums waiting lov
him, They marvched him o {0 Study
Mo, 1. VWharton had missed his luncl,
but a study spread connrenzaied for the
loss, and his face wos bright as he
looket round the old study, Iiven yet he
could scarcely believe that he was back
at Greyfrinrs with his comrades round
him.

" Forrers Locke will be jolly glad to
soe you when he comes in,” saud Bole ™1
suppose it must Lave been Locke whe
worked this somehow. I was beginnn
to think that Ferrers Locke was a hai.-ﬁ
number, and then—here you are:™

“Here I am!"” agreed Wharton, with
a cheery grin,

“The osteemed Locke iz tervtfically
downy 1" remarked Hurree Jamser Ham
Singh, “I suggestively remarked to my
apnsurd [riends that the ridienlous Locke
had something wp his sleeve.™

“"Bo you did, Inky, old black bean,™
gatd Nugent. M Marry, obd chap, 1's
goml Fo soo von here again”

“ 1t feels good ! said Harry, langhing,

Ile had to tell lus comrades all that
Lad happenesd; Bot e was carefnl to
||"|=|.l'i.l'! i II"I‘I"'I‘“:i';}II C"ll l;?_l“'.'{i'."i“"'l'. 11!1‘,}'
strolled 1 the guad, while the other
lellows were at elass, and Forrers Locke
came i afb last. The Baker Street de-
teetive swibed and shook Dawds with
Harry, bat the jmiors could see 1hat
e was very grave. Harey Wharton
left s chunmss and went into the House
with Yocke, In the detective’s roown hwe
came to the subject that was heavy on
his wind.

“Alr., Locke, of course you kimow about
= about—-="

'fI.:mq:usrm"f'" zaid Fervrers Locke
quietly.
“T knew that you must know, of

course,” said Harvry. “Mre. Locke, can
—can anything be done for him?  He
gaved. me [rom those villaing—he iz a
Jecent chap at  heart. Nobody here
Lnows nnj.rtiiing ver. It was to save s
name here at Greviviavs that he kept
on with the gang. 1 kwow that now,
That villain Sogden had him rheee.
But—lut now ii's all up wich them,
SBugden can have no mollve for beteay.
ing him, and i he can be spared——-"

Wharton's voiee faltered.

“T know more than vou can fell me,
my  boy,” said errevs Locke. “The

Loy was more sinned against tban sin-
ning, and I, s well as you, owe my life
to iim.  lle lies now in Courthcld
Fospital, terribly 1mjured. He was shog
down in defending me.”

“(ipml heavens!” breathed Wharlon.

“1le will blive!” said Locke. ™ Buot it
will be long before he recovers, He
wil] not, of course, seo Geeyiriavs again.
But he has a feiend in me. He has
atoned for all, and when le recovers bhe
will go free. And i his name can be
saved lere I shall save it, I owe him
mnch, sud o shall leave no stone un-
turned to repay the debt.  His Faults
gre the faulis of his fraining In
villatnous hawds, his good qualities are
liis own, and he witl yer make good.”

- W a - L]

Greylriars never learned the truth.

All tie school kpew was that Lencaster
of the Sixth had recetved his wound in
risking his life fo save Ferrers Locke.

Shimy Sugden kept hiz own counsel,
Indeed, now that the blow had fallen
the master crook was glad that the
Wizard, at least, had escaped. Slimy
went o the place tnat had long waited
for him, but he went sileut.

And Ferrers Docke was silent, Need-
less  to  say, llarry ‘Wharfon never
breathed a word. even fto his chums,

The seeret of the Wizard was buried
doep.

1t was long, long aflevwards that Dhick
Lancaster wus restored to health. When
he left the hospital it was (o be retoved
to Wharlon Lodge. In the care of
Colonel Wharton and Aunt Amy he re-
covered, and thore Harry saw him once
more to say good-bye.

The Wizard was dead and gose and
almost forgotien now, but Dhck Lan-
caster was no lenger Tancaster of the
Groviviars Sixtle.  Ie had good friemd:
to help Lim in o new life, in & new lan:]
where he was not likely to see again
any of the lawless n=sociaics of eaclier
days, where he was to make good and
forget Uwe shadows of the past.

He was missed at Greylriars, But he
was remembered  therg with kindness
and affection, most kindly of all by

Harry Wharton, the only fellow at Grey-
friars who know the troe history of the
sclroolboy crook.
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NOW’'S YOUR CHANCE
NESTLE'S NEW GIFT BOOK!

A beautiful cutter, fully rigged, with three collapsible sails.
A leather Scout belt of the proper standard pattern. A
sprung cricket bat of English willow with a Sarawak cane
handle ! Only three out of dozens of splendid things in the
new Nestlé’s Free Gift Book, Send for this wonderful
pictured list and start collecting to-day. Remember there
are one or more coupons in every Nestlé’s packing from
the 2d. wrapped bars upwards. With the Book comes a
voucher for five Nestlé’s coupons just to give you a start.

.........

. 75 Yackt 22 inr, long 170 Coupons. G, 258 Scour Belr all necessary elips 65 Coupons;
. 108 Cricker Bat three sizes, Size 3, 28 ins. Size 4, 39 ins. Sice 5, 32 ins. 275 Coupons.

NESTLE'S

. W CHOCOLATE

To Nestlé’s (Gift Dept.), Silverthorne Rd., Battersea, London, S.W.8,
Flease send Voucher for § FREE COQUPONS and cthe WEW Nestlé's Prenemtation List.
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or two sure snips, not to mention

Sports ]

Hopior Mile and the Junior H

ALWAYS

SPO ﬂﬂ.-zﬁn1 SECRETS.

HAROLD SKINNER Bega to Inform
His Mumerous Clicntz that he has one

cert or two, for the forthcoming School
Guarantecd Wioners for the

Yards, and both will be returned at 10
to 1 in Doughnuta! Send PO, 2/6, and
t let Skinner help you to prosperity !
HAROLD BEINNER.

ON THE WINNER.
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STRONG CAMERA
REQUIRED.

Seventeen hroken cameras
olfered in exchange.
I am determined that I will,
somehow or other, take a
photo of Bolsover Major.

MONTY NEWLAND.
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WALKING TOUR
SENSATION

Belted Earl
Collapses from Strain

Lord Masuleverer, the champion
slacker and slumber specialist of the
Remove, celebrated the Founders'
Day holidey this year in a unique
way by poing on a walking tour.

There wes & rush for hia study when

the news got reund. Mauly received
itha crowd, sprawled out om a sofs,
iberally eprinkied with ¢ushiona,

" Thig trus sbout your walking
tour !'' the belted earl was agked,

" Yans," was the reply.

* How long will it take—a week 7'

L1] Eﬁ?—.uu

[43 Tk

ki w.lﬂ“n.um._.mﬂﬁ_.. 4

“An hour '™

* No, my dear fellow. Five minutes,”

That waen't long, of course, buf it
was something for Mauly., Wea asked
Lim whether he propoged to tour the
lane down to the village. The answer
was in the negative. 1Was he going
down to the cricket field ! No. To
the gates ! No. Then where the thump
was be going 7

“To the tuckshop, dear
replied Mauly, simply.

Vell, that wasn't & bad sort of tour
for Mauly, anyway., In a state of
preat curiosity, a huge crewd turned
cut to wait for him at the School Houze
slepa.

A bathchair was parked at the foot
of the steps, with an aged vetcran in
charge., In due course, Mauly came
mh_uﬂ.z and ealmly fopped into the bath-
Llpir.

1 ,H;.,....__EEWF Boever | he yawned,
nddresaing the aged gent.

" Beever ' hauled him acrosa the
gquad to the tuckshop, whorse Mauly
ordered an ice-cream, and consumed
it without alighting.
w ** Home, Beever | he vawned, ofter
Liemt.

“ Beever* hauled bhim hack to the
School House and assisted him out.
But the sirain had been too mueh for
ilie noble earl., He collapsed in a
heap half-way up the eteps, and was
carried uneonseipus to  his  study,
It was & sad end to the * walking™
togr. All the same, we shall lmve to
1evisge our opinion of Mauly, Who, in
nll ¢onecience, can call him & slacker
after thiag 7

boy ! "

= —
e

MR. . G. BUNTER

1f the above gentleman, last heard of
in Vernon-Smith's study after the
arrival of & tuck-hemper, will forward
hig present addeess, ho will hear
sormething to his disadvontage.—Write
hlesyra, mﬂamm- Dutton & Todd,

e E————

Something New in Cricket

Last wear
thie Masteras
played the
Firat Eleven.
The First
Fleven
aeared 240

for three
wickoty and
the Masters
were oll out
for 13.
Probably
t F. 5 BX.
Hemowva thiz

plaina why they decided to play the
year !

Mr. Lascelles, the maths. master, fixed it all up.
We felt honoured, of coures ; but we didn't exactly
hail the challenge with delight, A beal’s all right
in his natural haunt—a Form-room : oulside that
ares, ho's apt to be a nuisance,

Anyway, the mateh duly came off, and at the
appointed time, Larry Lascellea led the old erocks
down to Little Bide. Two of the masterd having
dedged the issue, there were only nine of them loft,
80 they had co.opted Gosling and Mimble. They
all looked wery grim—particularly CGosling and
Mimble, who didn’t seem at all keen on being yanked
out of their normal spheres !

Larry won the toss and elected to bat first. He
and Mr. Wigging went in to open the innings, the
w”_a_.___uu facing our demon bowler, Inky, for the first

all,

Yive seconds later, there was & musical * elick
from Mr., Wigging' wicket.

“ How's that, umpire

And the answer was:

“Ouakl?

Mr. .Hﬁm.Wm took the vacant place at the wickst.
He squared up to the bowler with s * do-or-die
lack mn his faca,

Click !

Mr. H_ﬂ.mm_m..m sturnps were scatiered far and wide.
Aflter blinking st them for a few seconcds, Mr.
Twigg followed Mr. Wiggins back to the pavilion.

Mr. Prout was next man in. He adjusted his
glasaes and took a good look round the fisld before
getting down to it.

“ Get ready to run as zoon as I strike the ball,
Laseelles | ' he said.

Chek !

Something evidently went wrong with 1he
programme, for Prouty didn't strike the ball at
all. To make up for his omission, the ball strack
his wicket !

“ Hat-triek "' choslled those of the spectators

who were out of the rwnpe of the beaks. But
Mr. FProut Jdidn™ move,
" Hat-trick-——nonsense '™ he boomed. * Tlhat

wag, of course, & frial ball. IPut up these stumps
and tell your bowler to try egain !

“Oh erikoy !

*Wo don't mind ! =aid Wharton, as he saw
Lascellos threatening to chip in. " Bowl again,
Mﬂr._.n.uu. H E

Inky, witha dusky grin, oheyed, and again there

Eolicitors, Remove Pamsage,

MASTERS ». REMOVE

BOWLER AWARDED FIFTY LINES

to argue this time ; he trave ed
m_E..Em‘. at Inky sa thoug he
eould have eaten hira.

Me.  Queleh followed his
Fifth Form colleague.  Tiere
Was & m__,.wn—w, glitter in hisexs.

Matches

" Play !
Mr, ucleh, intent on e
sarving his wicket intac i

any coat, eeemed to sk a
flying lsap at the ball _”_.mi

leap was followed b fiendish howl.
.ﬁ.u_ﬂ..mﬂh Oh fi__w._._ wﬂ%_._, it
* Out 1™ said the umpire, in response Lo an ap-al
for Lb.w. :

“Oh! Idon't deubt your word for B momen | ™
gasped Mr. Quelch, hopping about like an injred
girafia. L should, in any case, decline to conine
in such a ruffianly game ! Ow ! Hurres Singh !

"' Yea, honoured sahib !

Iake fifty lines | " snovted AMr. Quelch, Aw L
hobbled off, leaving the Geld almost in convaiim

Five minutes later, the Masters were all o for
11 runs—all of which had been seorad byg'tr.
Lascolles !

The Remove started their innings with Wherton
and Jobnoy Bull at the wickets. AMr. It
bowled. We heard him toll Luscelles in tha paw on
that he was almost as useful at bowliog as I was
st shooting big game, so we looked forwar :o
something rather speciel.

Weo got it ! Prouty’s first ball hit Gosling, Hia
gecond hit Twigp., His third gave the ko to
Capper. We seriously began to think the mich
would eénd in the total annihilation of the Masers'
team !

Fortunately, his next threa deliveries were sma-
whers nosrer the mark., Wharton stepped out
and glogpged each of them for four, and thet cded
the match, the Hemove winning in the frsty, <r
by 12 runs to 111 =

..?.uﬁ:. bad victory, taking it pll round. Hot we
haven't enjoyed it much. A kind of ivy atmosphers
haa mmqun:ﬂmmn.&nﬁn_uu. over since, and thindin
the Form-room have been the reverse of by pan
sext time the Masters challenge the Remow, I
tancy the challonge will be politely but frnly
declinad !

= e L]

“HEART-TO-HEART
DEPARTMENT

OUR

L

Bring Your Courtship Queries
To Us :

r— I._r1ll1.-|l

The Remowo held its First Annual
Picnie this wesk, the function being
erganiged by the well-known and
w._u?.zﬁﬂ sportsman, H. Vernon-Smith,
I&g.

3, Vernon.Smith chose a Held near
Friaedale Woods as his venue, and it
proved ideal for the purpose. The only
drawback waa that the owner of the
fiel:d tarned up with two ferocious dogs
just. before the atart and chassd the
picnickera off his territory.

The organiser rose ta the occaston
m fino style and guickly found another
field where the only fly in the cintment
was & mad bull. By sstting relays of
iellows to keep this ereature busy, the
function was allowed to proceed,

The pitnic started, t least, it

wauld have started, but for the laat-
minuzte discovery that Mr. Bunter
had taken the opportunity offered by
the removal to scofl all the grub, The
siart was co uently delaved for
half an Lour to allow fellows to go into
Friardale for fresh supplies.
_ Lhe cheery picnickera at last waded
in and enjoyed a meal which would have
been perfect in every respoct but for
the fnct Lhat it consisted of foodstulls
in the last stages of deecomposition,

s —

*lie pienic procoeded with admirable
smootimess wuntil about a minuate
after the start when & ewarm of boos
appeared and created havoo.

Having made another mowve, this
time to an eminently auitable brick-

. FORM PICNIC

Vernon-Smith’s Innovation

Bmith propeosed morris-
dancing by tha entire
company. The proposal
wos taken up with en-
thusiasm, and o delightinl
exhibition of old Enghsh
dancing followed, marred
only by some of the dancers treading

SHOCK FOR PROFESSOR

Finds Greyfriars
WORSE THAN REFORMATORY

on others' feat, which led to s free
fight.

Many other equally enjoyable
pastimes waould have followed, but for
the outbreak of a terrifie thundersterm
goon afterwards.

Beiore breaking up, H. Wharton,
Fag, sugzested that some practics!
formn of gratifude be shown to Blr.
Vernon-8mith. The suggestion was im-
medistely taken up, and the gmilingly-
protesting organiser was  bumped,
relled in the mud, tredden on, and
finally thrown in an adjscent pond.

The Remove are looking forward to
many equally 2uccessful social gather-
inga in the future. We understandd,
however, that owing to pressnre of
other business, Mr, Vornon-Smith
will he unable to undertake the
organisstion of the function again.

Bouquets and Brickbats
from our Postbag

Lettors, both complimentary and
abugive, are always pouring into the
Editorial Ofes of the * Herald.™
Hera ars a faw :

“ ARCTIC EXFPLOERER."—" Yours
ia the bost paper I over tasted 12

M CONVICT 000" (Dartmoor).—
“ Your paper's groat. If you'll send
all the back numbers, it will help mo

to eseapoe (rom the monolony of my
surroundings. Please wrap up a filo
in the parcel.”

“"RETIRED HEADMASTER."—
* Diggracciul that such a seurrilous
rag should bo permitted., Bah|"™

“INSPIRED POET." —" Youg
paper is really wonderful. Herewith a
pocrm in 3,000 wversea, Kindly remit
gheque in payment by return.'

" GANGESTER " (Chicage, IlL)}—
“You boys are jest tho smort guya

“ Heard the latest 27" asked Bob Cherry, bureting
into the Cornmon-room after morning classea the other
day ; then he added, in the same breath : ™ The * Daily
Dopress * is sending down a reporter to write up Grey-
friara ! "'

We sat np and tock notice. The ' Daily Depresa™ had
beon running & series

of articles on the
degeneration of
Public school  life,
which liad not been
very popular ot
Greyiriars.

" 8o thev're send-
ing) afong to sce if
we've degencrated,”
remarked Wharten,
“ Pity to disappoint
"ern 1

s H_”.Wu ..1-. it

“Why mnot give :
this reporter chap something to write aboul 7" asked
Wharton, with & grin. * Wa ecan stage plenly of
bullying and soc om, just for his benetig!™

It was a brillianl whaes for pulling the paessman’s
leg, and we waited our opportunity.

The wisitor was atrolling slowly aerosa (he quad
when wo loolked ont, gathering impressions of (he sthaol,
by the look of him. =

* Jump to it !’ chuckled Wharton.

We jumped. Vernon-Smith and DLolsover slarted a
murderous-looking attack on Alopzo Todd.  Johuny
Bull and Cherry amd Brown and Hussell pounced on
Wun Lung and began; by all appenrances, to tear him
to pieces, Skinner, having made a raid on Mr. I'rout’s
cigae-box, handed round ecigars which the recipients

made a pretence of lighting. Bnoop atarfed playing

iteh-and-togs for half-crowna with Trever. Wibley
w,mE up & erowd of fellows with a property revolver, ail
calmly started poing throngh theiv poclceta.

For nbout ten seconds, the gquad resemided n comec
of the undorworld. At the end of that {ime, the gentle-
man, for whose benefit it had all been arcangod, suddenly
let out a yelp. S

“ Btop ! Boys ! Wretehed, misgnided young rullians |
Follow me to your headmaster 1™

Wharton locked surpriged. e :

“Why, 1 thought you'd be pleased abont it,” ho said,
" After the articles you'we been ruaning lately on

I been looking for, Come over and

ficld & short distance away, Mr. Vernon-

join my mcket ! &

e

{Remove).—" 1 told her ahe
wad the moat bewlilul creclehor
T had aver acon, and even then
the old eat refewsed (o give
me hslf-a.duzzen jam-tarts on
ticl.” We are afraid, * Luck-
‘eas and Tucklees,” that your
oauae is hopeless, Consale your-
solt with the refHeection that

wos 8 " click.,” And desy old 'rout dido't bothor

bewty is only skin.deep and

So many readers have asked that sle must bs &  very| her over with my motor-bike, | * PP (Masters’ Common-
our advice lately on affsire of | mercenacy  crootehor  dwspite | but I still wonder if ghe really | room).—"" She doesn't  scem
the heart, that wo've decided | her pood loss.  Try ancther | cares for me.” impregsed when I tell her how
to dovote o separate section to | tuckshop ! “Neoek™ her over again, | shet grizelies in the Rockies”
them. Here are this week's| * Bowsv™ (Remove)—“1|old ehap; i she forgives|Our adviee is, go back and keep
BOEWOTS ; spent zn how te) ‘ng her gsbout | you a second time, she really |oo shooting ‘em till she iy

* LucRLEsS A¥D Toorcies V| my glorious viet “ies over faps | doos ! impressed !

ha!f my size: then she aomed
to turn cool. I hear she is a
member of the e Kind Te Kide
Society, Wi, shall [ do 3
Ignore her, "™1alsv)” The girl
whao faila tp appraciate manly
grit and horgisny is not worthy
of your aflecriin !

" Brepr  MMiwg " (Fifth):
* Bhe forgsve me for nocking

WHY GO BALD?

When a DBottle of Fisher T.
Figh's Hair-Raising Tonio will
ou & luxuriant cro

the envy of al
fricnds 1 Thousands delighted !
Mr. Prout writes ; ¥ While in the

Raclies, I wae sgealped several
timea by savage Redsking, Now,
thanks to your wonderful Tonie,
I own a mop of curly hair and a

that | Gvo-foot beard.” On Bale at

Publie schoola——"

“Y don't understand whot you'ro talking about!™

* Then—then who are you "'

The strangee's reply made us gasp.

“ T am Frofessor I'rye, the new member of the Ecard
of Covernors !

A dismal groan went up from our cheery band of
pratenders. Some of us made stealthy tracks for the
wide, open spaces, bub Professor Irye wasu't having
that.

“ I ghall remnember every one of you, even though
vou glip away now ! "' he snorted.  ** It i8 uecless trying
to egcape. Follow me!l" o :

There was o weeping and o wailing and a grashiog of
teath when we left the Head's study. The real reportcr
irom the * Daily Depresa™ arrived while it was at ita
height.

Study No. 14 in Lhe Remove and
all echool tuckshops, 2ld. per
Bottle,

oaLr

nd now you know why the " Depress " atarlled tho
tworld in its next issue with a leading article : ™ Misery
__m_w Publie Bchools ™



