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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Noi Lost, Eut Gone Before !

g '8 a fact ! said Billy Bunter,
I 1] i{u{ﬁ :"l

“I tell you—-

= Pifte !

LE ]

“1 had it aivect [rom the hovse 2
mouih !

P ilclestioks 7

Il Banrer’'s ayudionee,  which oo

gisted of the Famonz Five of the Grew.
foigra Remove, was inersdaefona, aned naet
without reasen.  Bunter’s stories, as Bob
Cheees remarked. had o be taken net
merely with o gvoin of =alt, bat with o
whale <alt-nane, :

Buanier's latest slory was jusb o shade
wilder thas vsunl, which was saving o
good veal. Liavey Wharton & Co. nughe
woll Lo even=ed o turning o deaf car
to it.

"I owns abesvn e the x'i![i,rg-rr a e
mingles zon — 2 osand Domder, for the
tonth time. .

Baoly Cherey andicated the donr,

hl’"l :':'l"ll.l"‘-"i'!i- 371 |.|.|'|" I:5'r|'|1"|' :‘i'i.ll‘.' {"'E iT.“
be sped, e pherces rhe ".'1':|:,||-,1-'.'..'J il wedl
prefee thar way our”

Faat Bally Bhoanfer was oo deepr 1n loss
nareative o aotwee the poncied threat 1o
Boly Cherry = poaniavk.

L owas down in the village,” he pe
pmltf-d, “mud white | was m the Jrrst
ﬂlli{'l_’". g"'i'ilh!.!. H .Il'-'!";..;.;.t":..ll.'.l':ll 'L'“.E]]C"ii' Ll

“Ia. ho, ha 27

The idea of Bunter celting o postal-
order caslaed =triwck the j1u1i.ni'5 A E'rr“"t!rq:
decidodly lnnorons.  Teae, Bunter was
juat ax enpuble of cashing o postal order
(1% ] .|'|||_'l.' Uthl"l:' iiil.ll:"u illlill!. Thr" ﬂ”}_‘-‘ 1‘]1"[!;';1.'1
back wasz that be sevee hod one 1o eazh

“ A while 1 owaz there.” Bunter wenr
on, 1 vabg up my old pal IV Arer of Sr
Jim's."

“Your obd pal DAvey " said ITarew
Wharton  seorpfoily. “What  dyvou
mean, porpoize’  DOArey is ot vour pal

ot silly wdiod i

“0h, really, vau know ! We're o=
thick az shieves! Bavid and Jonathan
have to play second Hddle when Gussy
and [ et towether. But. af COUrae,
you'ra jeaions, Wharion!  Jealousy's o
weakneaa of you fellows? 1 womni
reproach voi. eiaps s herveditary.

AT hatt" rogapeed Boly Cherve. makine
a suchden dive fee the poker, © My har !
I—1'11 joily well lavghier vou!

And there wonld peabalidy have heen o
dead Busrer visnir on the earpet haed not
Harry Whavion promptly intorvenod.

et himn pamble on T ht[* =i
TWhen he wotz aisolately pust the limic
we ll Lick bt ont D

%0 Tellows are beastly rade. Tmusr
say o eabd Bunfer, R4l von wese
born Ve if. 2o I must weake aliowanees.
Well, as [ was caving. [ rang op ms old

al D Avev, aul he rold me this stagger
ing story—--" L 'l

“Ofaggering just abour hits it off
sald Johny Bull. “I never heard any-
thing motre stagzering in wy life 7

_Bunter took no notice of the mterrup-

tion.
#JTo said that he'd just left the footer-
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£ MISSING SKIP

By FRANK RICHARDS.

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co.

lield, where Greviriors First ave plaveng
Bt Jim'z First, and that at half-time
"|‘|_.’Ii|1u?g:1m & Uo, were leading by live to
nil,

“Oh. kelp ! gasped Nugent, “This is
where Bunter reaches the hunit 1

Only one part of Bunlee's story was
diclinitely known by the Famous Five to
be “true.  That wea that the senior
elevens of UGreviriars and 2t Jines were
atgaged in a  football-mateh on  the
lutter's goound. Buat the Saints were
such o ﬁ-::.-t side, and Kildare and his
vomtrades were such sparkling players,
that it would be surprising for Grey-
fviavs to enjor o lead at all 2t the cnd
of 1he Livst ]1:_!.“', ot alore (o be hve clear
goals ahead. When two such well
balaneed feosms as Grevirars und £
Jim's met  the Thonowurs were usualy
precry evenly divaded. A five-goal lead
was aolnednineg more than o lead: it was
aorout,  Aad B, Jim's weoere not the sort
ol alde to be roured on their nabive heath,

“Linssy said oo Fellows wore going
wreat ouns, continoed Buntes, At the
rime he “phoned, Winoato had aleeadsy
done the hat-reick. and Conrtner and
Walker vpar on o goal each near the
mterval., =o't 16 rippngt T bet the
sSeoJdim’s fellonv: are awfully put out 27

“They won't be the onlv ones.” =aid
dobt Cherey arimly, " You're soing to
L puat owt now © Savey @7

Ok peally D [ -2

Put the Pamonz: Five weype nob diz-
poscll fo put vp with Donter any longer.
Ther were Em‘l up with his fablea, and
the next moment the fat junior wos
sedzeat 1 many hands and faivly baeled

throngh the dearwiy,  He landed on
the linolewm outside like a Zeppelin
bronit.

“Yogooop . Db, vou beasts . I'll gei
cven with ven for thist I——-"

fBut the s=tudvy door waz slammed
acpinst. Bunter, and  the rvest of his
remiarks were wasted on the deser; ale.
" The Famous Five fooked at cach orlipr
and lanzhod,

= eowezo, the fai idiot was ramange.
ing L zatd Jehnny Bull,

O conrse D

Pk, somchow, the jumaorsz Braddl =
vacue sort of feolinge that Bunter mught
havae :It"l"i:il“.l"ilt!.:'-' robd the rrwth, It
_qur'|:|'.-|'-r_l 'il:'|1":|_'4-|;|i]1!-|_" ili;lf lIl.‘l..ill',r.,'r1‘1"' .'.I':-Il .llli:;‘
pu ey men couhl bo trouneing S Joos

Firsr i ithe  manner  deseribed by
Banter: and yot—--- _
“The fellows: will by cotmirg ek

“Why not

o, satd Dol Cherry,
anl et

teddadle elomvnr v the siation
R Tl

ool oo |

“We can learn the veal seanlt. ane-
wav.,” saudl Wharton, “Come on 5

And the Famous Five put an their cops
and eoats amd proeceded to the railvay-
station.

Thev hado'r long to wait, In the dnsk
of the winter ovening the hichitz of the
veain loomed up. and presentdys a number
of zturdv, muddy, but cheorful fellows
emereed on to the platform,

“IIalle, hallo, kallo!” zaid Dob

r'
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Cherry, as he spotted Couriney ol the
Sixth,  “How did it go, Courtney
“Topping! We  wan--licked
stmply hollow ! . o

“Hurrah '™ roared Johnny Ball in lis
stentorian tones. " Whar was the =core,
Convtnoes, old man:

“Eleven to nil.”

“Weow-what ¥’

“Tt's o Faet,”

e

chimed in Walker.

S Yan never asaw such a walk-over in

vour life!l” ,

“But-—but I don't understand.” =ard
Harry Wharton, " Did pou play a fags
team by mistoke ¥

“Na, Tt waz the real gonds, all vight.
Bat Kildare son cvecked n the fivst live
mintes, and the goubie had a telegram
ealling him swar, =0 ther wore two men
short. Conseguently.  we did  preuy
much a2 we Lked”

“What waz  the  half-rince
pzleod Nument eouriouslt,

“Five to mi”

“Then Bunter

Bl
[l

Aenre '

wasn t o retbing.  after

al

“Winegte baowed hali o dozen sonls”

said Courtmey, *Ir waz orear,  The
spinrz eouldn’t holp i thongh,  Weld
hgve evacked wp et the same i the

E"::-FIEE{J-:L‘- fad heon rovesssed,”

COLD Wingate's a fopper. =and Dob
Chever, with enchostasne,. " We'll souke
hirn conte to a feed when we get up to
the sehanl.  There's staelis of wrub in the
eupbond,”

“But e
Jolmny Bull, . :

S He'll have 1o, wheiber e hkea 1t or
not 1 snbd Bob., " These things don't
happen  etery day. Wheps iz the
bowneder T

But there was such conlusion in the
darkness that Wingate wazn't visible,

“ Never mind,” said Nugent, We'll
wavlay bim up at Geeyfeiars, and make
lir come aleng ta the =tuady. Eleven to

won't  cone - began

wl! Ve pods] Jos tlunk of b2
Fawely makes veu guhdy ™ sand Bob
Cherry, )
Tn “a few miaaies e the party

remebied [i]'l"":'.'lll"i'rl'l':".. .'_|Hﬂ the sendorzs dis-
persed to thelr stwdies.  Bal there was
vo stgn oof Wineare,  Phe hero of the
honr wasz absent.  Mobable his modeidy
];_p-m-. him from tow 1'4!"} Wad MLl -
anee in publie,

Bui g lme wont nn, atied there was
st o trace of Winrere, Junors
ey prevIons,

Woiltar hind Bappened 10 him? Condney
WA T lta'-'ih::‘ o bt 1 the [l'a:.i:l_
but ks movements after thiut were wrapt
1 mvEter,

“Well, 'm jiegered ™ evclabned Bab
L"'i'.m'r:c. afier  ihe Iarwms Five lad
rotaeked the caveidorz and stadiea with-
et result, “He's taken to himself
woings !

Bed-time came. but not Wingate, It
was Caurtner who zaw hights one in the
Remove dovmitery, apd the senior wore a
worrled frown.

“Have any of vou kids seen Wingate?"”
he asked.

thie



Every Monday.

“¥Not even his shadew!" enid Pater | -“He's not like a thing anvbody could |

Todd., “ What's becoma of him?¥"

That, #a the immortal Huamlet said,
was the question.
bad become of Wingate., He had
vinished as snddenly and completely os
if the earth had openad and swallowea
him up.

It was ol until a very late hour that
night that sleep visited the ryes of Harry
Whartor & €o. Dut although they
watched ‘and waited, expecting fo sec or
hear something of the popular captam
of Groyiriars, nothing at all transpived.

It was certainly a calamiby, unE a big
calamity at that.  Scldom, indeed. had
Cresfriara heen  disturbed  from s
govenity by such amazing news,

Wingate was missing !

L e

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Scrap of Paper!

LANG, clang!
The shrill notea of the rising-

bell nenetrated into the Remove
dormitory, wirere Harry Wharton
& Co. stireed out of a troubled slumber,

The frost was thick upon the window-
panes, and a biting wind swept threugh
the dormitory: bant these were not the
firat things the Removites thought of.
Their eves et 1 2 mutnal question,

Where was Wirgate? Had e
turned?

The answer was soon fortheeming.
Harry Wharton sighted Toder of the
Rixth desconding the staivs, and called
to lum,

“*Har Wingate turned up, Loder?™

The cad of the Sixth grinned.  He
seemed to be taking a malicions delight
in the fact that Wingate was missing.

“No," he replied. “ He hasn't {wrned
up, and he's not hikely tol!™

“IWhat do yvou mean

“What I sax!"

And Loder passed on down the stairs,

“The bheast '™ snid Tob Cherry warmly.
“Yfe hates ald Wingate like poison, and
he's fairly gloating over this business!”

“It's  rotten'”  asaid  Vernon Bmith.
# Fairly howls von over!”

“1 vote we do a bit of cxploring this
afternoon,” suid Frank Wugent, “as it's
g halfheliday., We may be able to find
out something."”

Morning lessons deagped slowly—very
slowly.
ta the missing captain, though it was
alivicus that Wingate had net come back.

The Remave bad a footbhall Oxture with
Temnple & o, of the Fourth, buot they
promptly cancelled it For onee in a
wiay lhere was somefhing more pressing
than footer to think aboat As ol
Cherry remnavked, the sehoel wonld never
be the same again withonut old Wingate
,-i]nt'l it was np to the Removites to find
am '

‘I'he Fumous Five west frst fo the
ratlway-station.  That was where the
trouble had begun,  Winegate's foatballs
ing comradai had seen him in the train:
it owas afterwanls, in the darkness and
eonfusion, that he Imd hecome detached
from the main pavty.

But altheneh Harey Wharken & Co.
questioned all the raillway sevvonts, and
pnt in a good deal of detective work in
the vicinity, they cotld clean no informa-
Loy

““This ia jolly mysterious, if von like!”
E&i{! Bob Cherry.” “We're at a dead-
Lok 2

Johnny Tull looked grave,

“ I reckon,” he said Jeliborately, *that
thore was foul play.”

“(Oh, rot!” snid Harry Wharton. “I
see what von're driving at, Johrmy, hut
who'd be end enough to make off with
old Wingate?”

ris

Nobody knew what |

i 1ot ‘e steal A march on ua

Ay, Quelch made no reference |
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waisteoat-pocket.”  said
. old man, you're

put in  their
Nugent. * No, Johnn
cff the wisket. Still, it is jolly funny.”

“Js it poesible thal the esteemed Win
gate was taken bad gueerfully, and fell
in the ditchfalness?” suggested Huvreee
Bingh.

arey Wharten sheok his head.

“Gomebody would have seen him long
befare this,” he gnid.  * itesidos, he was
as vight as vain in the railway-carriage,
acearding to Courtney.™

Tob Cherry stroked his chin in per
plexity.

“The question is—where ghull  we
search nevt®’ he seid. " We bhavew't
single clue to mude us™

“Phe only thing te do i to ransack the
whole countryside by dogrees,” sad
Wharton. “ Wouldn's be a bad wheeze
to stark at tho scashore.”

Bl it's too much like lmnting for a
nealis in o havatack ! protested Nugent.

Yk, rats!  Wingate's gob to be found,

atd we sha'n't be happy Gl we find bim.

Tiesides, Cokor & Co. will be forming a
soareh-party, too. It wounld he too rotien
Fancy
having te admit that Coker & Co. wre
cleverer than our esteemed selves!™

“7¢ dopsp't Lear thinking of,™ said
Jobmny Buall

“Txactly ! Come on!™

The juniors stinck ofl along the nar-
pow, fresty road that led to the little
pshing-village of Pegg. It certainly
seemed o forlorn hope, but they meant to
leave no stone untorned in their efforts
to track the missing captain.

For over two hours they exploved the
cliffs and the caves and the sandy waste
af shore. ‘They guestioned stray boat:
men; they inguired at cottages; they didl
cverything possible in the hope of finding
clues, but nothing came to light, and soon
the shadows of the winter evening began
to fall, :

T apks as if we shall have Yo chuck it
for to-day.” =otd Wharton.

“ Half a jiffy !"

Tt was Bob Cherry who spokes, and his
tone was sharp and execited.

“I've made a giddy diseovery !

Instantly Dob's chums hurried to the

| entrance of the eave at which he stood.

Bob had picked up a serap of paper, nnd
wag peering at it eagerly in the failing
ligrht.

“ My hat ™ he muttered. ©We're pro-
perly on the trail now, and no misasxe !
Read that, you follows!”

The paper bore o peneillnd message,
apputently in the handwriring ol the
captain of Grogfriars, and Harry Whar
ton & Co. gusped as they perused it

SHave hoen cotlared and broaght here
by a couple of sconndrels, They mean to

st me awav i oone of the caves.
Reseue, Grevivines -0 WO

i Gaod heavens ! panted Johnny DBull.
“ fa—-is this a dream™”

“ Reminds vou of the old press.gang
dars," said Nugent. “tl a page out of
n giddy romance

“ Pt it's tene,” said Harey Wharton.
©Jt's Wingate's own writing., You can’t
got away ﬁ‘nm that.”

For one brief moment the Famous Five
sxchanged glances. Then Harry Whar-
ton gave voice to a thoeght which was in
the mind of earh.

“We munat set to work now, right away,
and search the caves,” he said

o Jts Jdurk,” said MNogent. ¥ We shall
have to rount out lanterns from some-
where.”

At ancient fisherman, fiving in a cob-
tage close by, satisfied the juniors’ re-
quirements on receipt of a tip Irom
Wharton, Then the search began in real
parnest,

One Penny. 3

Hzedless alike of time and tide, the
Famons Five pursued their quest. ‘They
penetrated inta a perfect network of
caves, hunting bigh and low, and calling
Wingate's name aloud.

But their lnck was out. The liollow
ceho of their own voices was the only
sound which came back to them from the
cavermons vanlts.

Theee were seores of ecaves on that
part of the coast, and the jumaore, in their
eaperness and enthusiasm. searched them
all. But thev drew bLlanic every bime,
antil, sick with hunger aml wedry of the
loug search, they began ta think of pet-
ting back to Grevlmars

“ Jove!" pasped Nugent, looking at his
vlow-watch, “It's nearly ten o'clock!
We've been here heurs and hours!"

“And there'll be the dickena to pay
when we get in!” sand Johnony Bull.

“Never mind,” #aid Harry Wharton.
“WWolyp done our best, and no one ¢an
oo e Let’'s get back and fare tho
e P

With lLeave hearts the Famous Five
turned  their faces towards Grevfriara,
They bad sot forth that afternoon with
high hopes of bringing the missing cap-
tain to light; and fatlluce stared them in
the [ace.

They would noaw have to admit defeat
before such ehampien duffers as Uoker
of the TWifth: and the prospect was gall-
ing. DBut, despite all the drawbacks and
difficulties of the sitnation. the Famous
Five meant to keep on keeping on, until
a great and glorious  success crawnerd

thorr united efforts!

—  —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Coker’s Capture !

1 F course, it's ail rot 1™ said Coker
of the Fifth.
“0Of courze ! agrecd IPotior

and Groene, his right-and men.

“Fellows aren’t kidnapped er stalen
away these daye' Coker went on,
“That sort of thing wos all very well in
Drick Turpin's time, but it docsn't hold
waker now. Ib's plain as a pikestaf]
what's happened to Wingate,"”

“What*"  asked DPetter and Greeno
together.

As a rule they placed very little [aita
in Coker's theories; hut it was Just pos
sible that on thiz aceazien he had hit the
nail on the head.

“Why, can’t you guwes’" said Coker
impatiently, * Wingate's bunked 1V

“ D0y hat!”

“ There vou have it in o nutshell,” ron-
tinued Coler. “ He's packed vo Wis traps
and clearad out™

“Buat why? gasned Geeene. Waw,
in thunder, should he want to bunk ™

Cloker gave a knowing smile,

“He saw that the game wis up” he
said.

“ What &' vou mean?”

“aWiat 1 sov. Wingute had Lad a
pretly Jong innings as skipper of laorey-
Friars, and le saw that it coulda’s last
mich longer. Day by day another fellow
was gathering fresh power, and in a few
woeks Wingate wonld bave been Kicked
out of the captainey. and the other fellow
would have filled hig place.”

#Yeon must be mad!” said Potter,
“The only other fellow who was hot and
sirong on becoming skipper is Loder, and
he was knocked out of the rumning ages
aga! We're not fools, Horace, old man!
Yon can't tell us that Wingate was in
danger of being done out of his job.”

{loker sighed.

“Whers ignorance i3 blisg—" hin
muermuared. T tell vou, 1t's a fact! You
catt believe me or not. as you choosa!™
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“But—but who was the dengerous
rival?” asked Greene,

“ Myself 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!t”

Loud laughter rang through Coker’s
stuudy., Potter and Greene were oware
that Coker had a big idea of hiz own
impaortance ; but that he would regard
himself in the lght of o dead eert for
the captaincy had not entered thewr
minds,

“{3h, help!" panted Greens, at length.

Coker Hared up. -

“Are you trying to be funny?” he
roared, “If you think therc's anything
comical in my becoming captuin, Just
gay g0, and I'll land vou on the carpet!™

Greene apbsided at once,  Whatever
Coker might or might not be, he cer-
tainly knew how to ﬁin straight from the

shoulder,
“Wingate's bunked,” sumd Coker
again. " But I don't want to take un-

fair advantage, and step into his shaes
right away. Before I pat up for the rap-
taincy, we'll do our level best to find
him. and bring him back,™

“ Mot much chance of that,” argued !

Potter. * He's beon gone goodness knows
how long!"
“That doesn't matter,

Y shouldn’t be |

“Ten to ene theze ate Wingate's!” he
exclaimed.

“Ten million to one they're not !"* mur-
murmured Greene, under hiz breath.

Y What did you say?”  demanded
Coker suspiciously. .
“1 said you were gelting hob, old

man,’ explained Greene,
follow these marks up ™

“Rather !

The Mifth-Formera found little diff-
culty in doing this. The footprints were
guite recens, and after a time they be-
came detached from the others, and
broke away by themsclves, leading along
the little-used road towards Wapshot.

“Aha!” eaid Coker, in preat glea,
“There's samething doing this journey.”
“I—I  eay !  starmmoered
“ You're not going to follow this trail all
the wayv, are vou? IV be dark sona™

“What odda iz that? I don't core if
we're ont till midnight, a0 long 23 we
achieve our objeet.”

But Potter and Greene cared, though
they hadn't the pluck to say so.  The
idea of tramping the lonely country lanes
| for an indelinite period didn’t appeal to
them in the leaat,

After o time she Iootprints [eft the

“Gomg to

earprizsed if be tsn’t still knocking abeut | road and continoed past a stile aund

the district. He hasn't gone
cause I happen to know that the Head
wired to his people, and got a reply say-
ing nothing had been seen of him. Arc
you fellows game to form a search-
arty? Those cheeky Remaove fags have
een  fooling nround, but, of course,
they've drawn blank. It's up to us to
gee this thing through.”

Potter and Grecne nodded their hoads
by way of assent. It was as well ta
hamounr Coker, who got dangerouas whea
others fatled to see eve to eve with him.

. he-.%:'yn at the bheginming,” said
Coker. " Wingate wase last scon in the
railway - carriape. Hiz disappearance
dates from the time the train stopped.”

“Daon’t you think it likely that he
might have gone on in the frain?®™ azked
Greene.

“No. They ‘phoned down the line to-
day, te find out if a chap answering to
Wingrnte's deseription got off the train
at any of the stations; and the reply was
in the negative.”

“Vyell?”

“Thai leads me to ilunk that Winguie

home, bhe- ! through several fields.

There was no
rTliF.*-H!-:imi' themn, on recount of thebr size,
Coker began to get very excited, IHe
declared that they were hot wpan the
seent. and that bloadhounds weren't in
it. But hiz two chums mercly sported.
They were beginning to feel tired and
log-weary, and were getting fed up
altnest to the verge of rebellion.

“How much  farther?"”  proaned
Fatter, at length.

"1t all depends,™ said Coker.
footprints might end a dozen yards
further on; or the other hand, they
might =o on for a few more miles [

“ Merey 1" groancd Greenc.
eep on keeping on il we

e shell
do gt to the end, anyway,” satd Coker,

3

Patter and Greene peered dismally at
each other th rl;‘;n]gh the Eh‘lmn, nind
brudged on.

“What a ecll if these aren’t Wingate's
footprinte  after all '™ said  Greene,
“Might be gome farm labourer’s, for all
we konow." _

“If that's the case. we'll wade in and
atanrghter Cokeor I muttered Potter, in a

holted directly he got out at Friardale | fievce undertone.

Pottor, !

L1 Thf\‘ !

It was dark, and everything was in i}:ist Presently Colier gave a wild whoop of
favour. I bet my battorn dollar that | delight. The trail had st:}pfmd suddenly
wns how the game started! He's pro- | at the cotranee to a small shepherd’s
bably hiding in the woods, or some- | hut.

where, now, waiting till the hue and “Here we are ! exclaimed Colier joy-
cry's over: then he means to get olear | fullv, ¥ The game was well worth while,

away." t Listen ! Can’t wou  hear sowebody
“What d'vou intend to do about it, | moving about inside this shanty?  It's
old man? asked Patter. Wingate, you can bet your life? T dore
“Do? Why, go along te the station | say he'll show fght: but we're three to
now, and see if we can discover any | one, 0 he won't give us much trouble,

tracks!”

* Footorints, d'you mean?”

“Certainly 1

Patter grmned.

“Why, there'll be hundreds there by
this time ! he said. “We're starting too
late in the day, Horace.™

“Don't you believe it! Come along
with me, and if we don't make zome
etartling discoveries before the day’s out.
I'm a Dutehman 1™

Are vou ready 77
" Yeeees,” said Greene, with chatéer-
mg tecth,

“ All serene, then.
hin 17

At that precise moment o figure
cmerged [rom the hut,  With one aecord
the Fifth-Fonvers sprang upon it hke
truwers.

Rush in and collar

fromm the victim, followed by a heavy
B0 Potter and Greene, az in duty | bump, as he alighted on the frost-onverad
bound. put on their caps and coats and | tarf  with hia three assatlants sprowling
gccompanied their leader to the station. ! an top of him.

They were certainly not long in find- “Tincrah ' roared  Coker, in oan
ing footprinta.  Bcores of them were ! cestnzy. *Captured at last ! The game's
visible nutside the station entrance. ! up. Wingate, old man,  Are vou coming

But Coker didn't despoir. az many | quietly, or must we take von back te
amateur detectives might have done. | Greyfrines by foree 17
His eye alighted on a pair of fostmarks!  The reply was as staggering as it was
of abnormal size, and he gave o shout., | unexnerted.
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msolent  young  rascals!

Threre was a gurgling evy of surprise |
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Release ma at once! You ghell b made
to suffer severely for this cutrage !™
Coker and his COILPAL IOnE exchanged

1 sickly looks in the duriness,

For the individual they had captured
was Mr. Prout !}

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Three Candidates—And Coker !
“P ROUT!" gasped Greene, in dis-
may. .
“Carry me home 1o die!”
moaned Potior,

The three Fifth-IFermers sprang awa
from their Form-master as if he were rod-
hot.

Mr. Prout picked himself up slowly,

t for he had sustained o good many
| bruises. ‘Fhere was fury in tus face as he
gpun round and confronted his recent
azeatlanis.

“Am I to vnderstand,” he excluimed
harshly, *that this iz your idea of 2
joke?  If sa, it is the last joke vou shall
ever have of playing upon me! I shall
[deman-:l gour instant  expulsion  from

Greyiriars IV

Coler hastened to explain,

“We're very sorry, sic,' he blurted
out, ** Awfully, [earfully sorry! Wea
thought you were Wingate, sic”

“Imbecile ! rapped out Mr. Pront.

“Wa're dead keen on finding “"Engi;_rt-:.',
vou soe, #ir,” explained Potter, “and wo
tollowed up a trail which we thought was
his.™

Mr. Prout snortec.

] have never been so grassly affronted
Cinomy life ! he thundered. ™1 set ont
' for & walk to Wapshot, and pavse at a
[ hut in order to light my pipe, when three
of my own pupils—my own pupils. I say
—set upon me in this barbarons end bare-
foced mannerl!”

“But we—we're pomting ouf to wou
that it was 2 ghasiiy mistake, sir!" anid
Grecna,

“VYou have certainly made such an
explanation,” swid DdMr. Prout acidly,
“(E}thvrwi!ra, things would go hard with
vou. Fortunately for yourselves, wou
have to deal with a man who can mako
full allowanes for your lonacy.  Tho
three of you will be conhined fo the school
premiges for & week, and in addition will
write me out five hundred lines!  Now
o, and do not dere to molest me agai ™

Coker & Co. were plad to get awsy,
They turned and belted into the gloom
before Mr, Prout had time to change his
mind on the subject of their punidurent,
f}ni 1T.Im whaole, they had got off very
it Iy,

“When the retreating fooieteps of Mr,
Prouat had died away, Potter and Greens
gucddenly stopped shoet, apd torued upon
their chiel.

They wern no longer in a mood to
stand Cloker. He had taken them on o

!

fool's erramd, whirh  had  efudled n
tisastor: and he muzt enffer.
“PBuamp the madman!™ rapped out

| Potter.

And Groene jumped at the commnd,

“Heore, egpgo ! Wharrer you idicts up
ta?™ panted Uoker,

But Potter and Greene. tinheeding,
went abont their task, Coker stenprgiod
and ronred g I;'ir-l.-,m]_, but his iwa
cronica woere more than o mateh for him,
! he cdesrended on the hard, cold Lok
with a bump which shook every bene in
| his body.

! " Yarcoooop !

P *(hive him another ! gaszpied Greone,
YT get our eirculation going. I'm
| haif frowen 1Y

Again, and yel azain, the great Heorare
roso mieed fell.  Fle dudn’t fke it. buat he
had to lump 1it. Potter and Groene werg
i DG m for half measures,

et
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“Mow wa'll po on without him,"” said

Potter, * Lot him anrt himself out ag
best he can, I'm fod up with the price
idint 1™

“Same here ! aaid Greene,

And, leaving Coker giddily hugging
the ground, Potter and Greene atarted on
the long tramp back to Grevireiars.

An hour later, just before locking-up,
they stagpered in at the gates, and were
grocted with much merriment by Harry
Wharten & Co,

“Found Wingate, you fellows ! asked
Nugent,

Potler gave a glare,

du H{P !H

“Had any luck at all 7"

*Nol®

“Thourht as much. What have you
done with Coker?™

“Loeft him in little pieces somewhors
near Wapshot |V growled Greene. “He
;;;-_1 ug on a wild-gooze chaze, confound

i !

“HRongh luck !™ said Harry Wharton,
* I should chuck the game, if I were you.
Jome fellows were never meant to be
miniature editions of Sexton Blake.™

Potter and  Cireena  passed
srovwling.

As for the Removites, ther didn't wait
for Coker to come in, not wishing to hit
him when he was down. Instead, they
passed into- the hall, where a newly-
written  announcement on  the notice-
board grocted their gaze. Already there
was a awarm of fellows teying to perusc it

“NWNOTICE !

. A3 no news has come to light respect-
mg George Wimgate, captain of Grey-
friara, an election will be held on Wed-
nesday next for the purpose of appoint-
mi a new captain.  Candidates must
submit their names to me during to-
Mmarrow,

“It is to be umnderstood clearly that
cvery boy i the school has o right to

vota,
“ (Bigned) H. H. LOCKE,
“Headmastor,™

on,

The announcement couged little sur-

we. Ik was obvious that, sconer- or
ater, Greyfriars must have a captain.
It could not go on without one indefi-
nitely.

Twenty-four hours later another notice
appearcd, side by side with the original,
It ran thus:

_ “The following seuiors huve handed
in their names ag.candidates for the post
erented by Wingate's absence :
“"GERALD LODER.
ARTHUR COURTNEY.
JAMES WALKER,
HORACE COKER.™

The notice was signed by the Head,
amd croated o groar deal of comment,

“Coker!” mlmost sobbed DBob Cherry.
H{Coker—eaptain of Grevfriars !

“Well, he's been skipper
langhed Harry Wharton,

HAnd he had a short mnnings and a
gay one,” chimed in Nugent. “I
should have thought his experience then
would have been a lesson to him.”

befora,”™

“Who's our man?” asked Vernon-
Hmith,

“Courkney, of course!” said Johnuy
Bull, "I'd as soon be blown up by a

bomb as vote for Loder! And Walker's
hardly the sort of chap to hold the reins.
Make it Courtney, kids [

“What-ho!” said Bob Cherry heartily.
“We'll get him in by s thumping
majority 1

On that point the Famous Frve and
their immediate chums were unani-
mously agreed.

Wingate waa gone, and all efforts to
trace him had failed, It was therefore
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It was Mr. Prout !

{See Chapter 3,) !

up to them to line up for the next best
marn ; and of the candidates whose names
were up for elsction none could Gl the
breach s0 well as  popular  Arthur
Courtnoy.

S P

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
No Luck for Loder !

REYFRIARS was sawept from
G end to end by & wave of wild
excitement. R
From the biggest fellow in the
Yixth down to the tiniest fag in the
Firat the election fever was rife.

At first aight it seemed that Courtney
posscssed the rosiest chances of filling
the vacant place. Courtney was =
popular, gu-ahead fellow, who, although
brilliant, never put on side. It wasg
thought by seme that he would carry
cvorything before him, )

But this was very far from being the
caze. Loder of the Bixth lost no time in
gotting his wits to work, and in plettin
ang planning to bring about the desire
.

To begin with, he had a backing of his
AWIL. he black sheep of the Sixth
would vote for him to s man if only
Walker could be got ocut of the way.

Lader gritted his feeth with vexation,
What did Walker want to barge in for
at a2 time like thia? Bg doing so  he
was only aplitting the wvote and
jeopardising Leoder’s chances,

Besides, Walker had no more prospeet
of becoming captain of Greyfriars than
the Kaiser had of sttaining h place in
the sumn.

“But I'll zoon talk him round,” re-
fleeted Loder,  “Onee I can persuade
him to stand down i1l put fresh power

ty my elbow, I shall fairly romp
home."

And Loder Iounged along to Walker's
akudy.

The rival candidate was seated in the
armnchair examining 2 pair of foothall-
hoots. Hea looked up as Loder entered,
and his grecting was none too plexsant.

“Well*™ he said brusquely,

Loder ook his stand e front of the
blazing fire.

“ About this captaincy affaic—" he
Legan.

“AWell e rﬁ'l’pped out Walker again.

Loder shuffled from one foot to tho
other. This was not a very promising
opening.

A change had come over Jamcs
Walker, . Loder had expected him to be
pally, and even to produce & cigarette-
case for the benefit of hia visitor: in-
stead of which Whalker was behaving
like & bear with a sore head.

““Abemn " murmured Loder. T came
along to ask you & favour, old man.
You won't refusa it, I koow, becawse
we've been such jolly good pals in the

3
Pﬂ'ﬂi"nlk:'r %runl‘m!.-

“1 see that you've sent in your name
for election,” Loder went on.  “0f
course, you're only joking *"

“On  the contrary,” said Walker
grimly, “I'm in sober earnest!”

“Rut you haven't & dog's chanca !
FH W'E'l- 3&?_”
Loder was silent for gome time,

This sudden change of front on Walker's
part was most discouraging,

"“Don't you see,” mid Loder at length,
“‘that we shall only hindcr each other's
chances by both taking a hand in this
bigmey ? It'l leave Courtney a clear
field 1"

“That may or may not be the case ”
said Walker, lacing up the football-
boots “All I know 15, I'm going to seo
thia thing through., 1 dida't give in my
name for the mere fun of the thing ™

“{Oh, you're potty "' said Loder, mn
exasperation. "I ean't maka"fﬂu ont,

Weiker. Why don't you stand by the
old firm #

Walker laughed harshly,

“1 might as well a ou why *tha
dickens you don’t stand down, to gies
me a better chanee?” he said. “%\'u.

my beauty ! T can asee what your little
gamo is, and it won't wash !
“You want that gr%ogjnurtnﬂ* to be
come skipper 1" sai er pavagely,
““No: but I'd sooner see him ruling
the roocst than you! That's straiglt

feom the shoulder!™
Tae MAcGYET L1BRARY.-—INo. 518,
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It waz a good deal too straight for
Luder's liking, He turned fiercely wpon
his one-ttme friend.

“"So you chosse to cross swords with
me?” he exclaimed. Well, go ahoad!
But let me tell you that you've woke up
the wreng passengey 1™

* Threats don't hurt me!™ was the re-

¥. “They're like water on a duck's
ack! Run away, now, and play marbles.
I'm husy !"

“You rotten hound=—"

W Heve, steady on ! said Walker, leap-
ing ta his feet. *“There’s o himit to all
things, you know, and you'll step past it
in & minote ™

But Loder, reckless and furious, didu’t
stop to mince his words,

“It's like your cheek, barging in like
tliiz ! he said. I s'pose you'll po round
bribing [ollows to vote for yout”

(M, yvou suppose that, do you?
take that one ™

I.oder took it. Tt was a swinging blow
1 the chost, which sent lam sprawliog
into the fireplace. He grovelled alout
among the embers for o few minutes,
breathing onut vindictive fury.

“* You—you dare to land out at me!”
he panted.

L f_'x:rt-:l.in]}r 1" enid Walker. “T'm Eii"l‘l]?iiy
srotling for o serap, after what vou said.
Come on! Weo'll have it ant here, or In
the gy, whichever you prefer!™

But plthongh Walker was spoiling for
a serap, Loder wasn't, and he didn't like
the ool on hia rival’s face at that
Bt nt,

Aawly he picked himself up, and slunk
i the Jdoar.

“Funk ! said Walker seornfully, A
fine sort of skipper you'd make—I don't
think ! You haven't the pluck of a
moteat”

For an instant Loder paused in the
doorway, clenching and unclenching his
hatds, and apparently trying to make up
hia mind whether to tackle Walker or
niotb.

But prudence prevailed. The prospect
of & candidate fpu: alection poing about
the school with a pair of black oyes or a
swollen lip was too awlul

“T'm not going to lower myself to the
level of a qunrxl'-:-isomia fag just to please
ou ! he mid  * Bot look here, Walker !
Ve haven't come to the end of this affair
vet—not by long chalks [

“ Bow-wow [

“I'Il make you sit up for what you «id
just now—ryon see if I don't! There are
eiler ward of Bghting besudes with hHsts!”

“Yes, in the dark "' said Walker cou-
teinptuously.  "'That’s your way! Dut
you can take it from me that if I hap-
pen to catch you at ono of your chady
games I sha'n't spare you!™

And Walker, stembiog to the door
slammed it in Loder's Ef-'.!. .

Wingate's sudden and mysterions de-
rrture from Greyfriars had caused two
of the firmest foends there to bhecome
two uf the Rercest foes!

Then

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
At Daggers Drawn !
HW HITHER bound?"
that question of the great
~ Coker, whom they encoun-
tered strohing aeross the Cloze.
“T'm zoing to buy up the tuckshop—
lock, stock, and barrel!™ he explained.
“ Ww-what I'*
I'm going to blue a fver, anyway.”
“Great Seot!™
“What's the little nsked
Tre Macsrr Liprary.—No. 512,

Potter and Grocne asked
Coler chuckled,
"P'rlaps I'm exaggerating a little bLit.
game?”
Greene,

oing ta
Coker

“Look hera,

stituency,” said Coker.
explained Coker loftily.

“ This iz where we come in!” his Jooks
the Hag,”" Coker went on, “and we're

“What-ho ! ssid Potter.

Mrs. Wimble gasp.
pineapple, ditte of sardines, and as many
haste, and in a few moments the TFifth-
*Quick march!™
e with their burdena,

wind?" asked Boh

“_".'L EE".‘d :“
vote for me are invited, adde
satd Johnny Bull. 1 wouldn't vote for

But thore were others whoe dido’t chave
Statt, and many meore, were gquick to
They hadn't the remotest intontion of
ning feed at the Fifth-Former's expenase.
with pleasure,”

Wiling hands relioved Coker & Co of
_Billy Bunter enceuntered the proces
spectacies,
the re:t of the candidates, you know ™
give you a hand with the feed?™
it ostically.
carefully in my mind, I have decided to
vou fat frand i

"{'f'-d}n‘ﬁ‘: back! Come bhack, T tell
black.currant jam stipped from his grasp,
the passage.

“You can come and make s beast of

“T'm standing a feed—a stunning, it
“Your what-er?"
*“(h, my stars!" murmured Greene.
seemed to say,
going to do this thing in style. Coming
The trio proceeded to the tuckshop,
" Trot out the good things!” he said.
crnkes us you've got [V
Formraps were loaded with provisions.
Coker & Co, caused a profound senga-
“What's In the
said Coker.
“ Hurrah!®
cautiously,
vou. Coker, old man, if all the kingdoms
Johnoy Bull's views,
tuke ndvantage of the situation.
voting for Coker, really, but they ware
“You're a sport, Coker, old fellow !™
“Good! 'l sec that vou have the time
their packages, and 2 general movement
glonl a4 it came along the possage. His
_*1=T say, Coker, old chum!™ he said.
“*That's very kind of you,” zaid Coker.
“No, you jolly well can't ¥
“{h, very well!™ he said. ¥ On seeond
vole Bar Lodep 1™
“ My mind's made np,” wsud Bunter,
O ——
looped the loop in the air, and alighted
“Well?" suid Bunter, surveying Coker
vourself, you fat cormorant 1™

edged feed—to the members of my con-

“My vast and enthusiastic following,”

Then he nudged Potter, and grinned.

Y Prout's (E'i'r-en me permissicn to use
along to give me g hand?"”
and the orders which Coker gave made
"Four dozen donghnuts, o dozen ting of

Ays. Mimble bnstled about in great

“That'a the style!” chuckled Cokor
tion as they staggered acrosa the Close
Cherry.

“Put only the fellovs who're

“This 15 whera we talce our exit, thon,"
af the world were thrawn at my feot!™

Skinner  and  Dolsover, Snoop and

shinner & Ca. had elastic consciences.
by no means averse from having a stun-
st ver major, ' We'll come along,
of vour livesi”
way made to the Ragp.
little round cyes sparkled behind bis

I hope you wipe up the proumd with

“MNot ot gll. Can [ come along and

Billy Bunter pushed out his chest
thoughts, after weighing the malter most

“Shat!” roared Coker.
rmaving off down the passage.

Coker pob so excited that a pot of
with & splintering erash on the Hoor of
with a esol stare,

“Your invitation iz declined, "

azid

L zolemnly.

Bunter with dignity. “If you re-lly
wanb the honour of my company, you
must 2sk me in the proper manner!”

Coker muttered something under his
Lreath, which it was as well Bunter
didn’t hear.

“W.will you L:-kindly favour uws with
the p-p—p!&a&um of your society?" he
stammered, at length.

I shall be-most plessed,” =aid Bunter
And he accompanicd the rest
of the feasters into the Rag.

Tt was ne common or garden spreiud
tiat Coker, Potter, and Greene set about
preprng.  The good things incrcased
every minuke, and so did the crowd.

Within a very short space of time the
Rag was packed with fellows from every
Form who had elustic conactences snd
clamoroug appetites,

Billy Bunter defied the conventions by
sctiing Lo work beiore the feast was lnid
out on the snowy tablecloth.

“This i3 prime!” he murmured,
sampling a sausnge-voll and groming for

z bottle of ginger-beer at the same time,
L1 "If'ﬂt& ['ur ‘E}R{:I"!-”
" Hather 17

“Here's health to Horace 17

The feed waz soon in full swing, and
the continuous clushing of kuives end
forks made merry music,

Coker himaelf sat at the head »f the
table—monarch of all he smweved. It
was 4 proud moment for him, as he st
and gazed at his vast army of retainers,
Some would be sure to vote for him, he
knew; and the rest he hoped to win sver
by means of a happy little sprech at the
conclusion of the festivities, wlion they
wern certain to be in a peod humour,

“I'm going great gunal™ murmuzred
the founder of the feast to Potter, who
sat at hig might hand. * This captainey
affair's a pure walle.over for me. Loder
and the other twao haven's an earthly !

It certainly seemed as if Coker had
good grounds for his assertion.  Theea
werg filty fellows present in the Hag, if
there was one; and fifty votes in a
hnnp! It made Coker feel quite giddy.

Skinner & (. piled in with alacrity,
They were always in their element when
getting something for nothing ; and even
Billy Bunter had & good many rivals in
the cating line that afternoon.

But when the sclids had been disposed
of., and it was time for the blanc-menge
and custard to appear, .the feasters bexan
to be soddenly restive. Coker noticed
their attitude with growing alarm.

“* Betier make your giddy speech now,
aold man, and pile it on thick!™ =aid

! Potter,

Coker nodded. He rose to his feet, and
cleared his throat.

“Ahem! T wish to draw the atien-
tion of yoir fellows to the fact that on
Wednesday next the electtop——""

tThe orator broke off with a gasp of
dismay, as everyboady suddenly leapt up
from the table and formed up in o zolid
column in the gangway of the Rag.

“Ag I was saymp—" blurted out
Coker.

“Quick, march!”

The order came {rom Skinner, and was
promptly obeyed. With grinaing foces
the feasters tramped out of the Rag.

“Here, hold on!”  roared Caker, ba-
ginning to smell a rat.  “ Where are you
all poing?”

“To the senior Comman-reon,’ sad
Skinner aweetly.

“What for?™

“ Another leed.”

“Mum-mum-my hat 1

" Loder's standing & spread as well, von
sew,” explained Bolsover major. " 'Wa
don't object to two siltings.™

“But— hut why ia L-:.-fe:' estanding a
feedt™
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" Becanse," sad Stost coolly,  were
roing to vote for him.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Coker mewrly coliapsed. Ile gripped
the edge of the table for suppert, and
Blinked in mute amazement at the dis-
appearing members of his constitugney—
disappearing in more senses than one.

“Buck up, ol man!” said Greene
hoarsely,  “Can't vou see what's hap-
pened ¥ They've bad vou on toast! The
little beasts have stuffed thomeclvez, and
didi't intend to vote for you at alll”

For a full minute Uoker stood like
statur, unable to move or speak. Then
he suddenly revained the power of action.
and rushed off in a towering rage to the
aeniar Coninen-roont.,

Another feed, almost as bounteous as
Coker's, had been temptingly sek oub on
the tables: and Skinner & Co,, who had
indulged in light menls that day in order
t4 save their powers for the great ocen-
pion,. were already going 5tmn%¢.

Laoder, at tho head of the table sal and
bormed atb them, clmost purcing with
pleasuroe. 12 g

Coker gazed at the festivivies like a
fellow in n dream. Then he strode for-
ward like an infurinted beast of prey.

“What d'von moan by it, you young
rotters®” he roared. " Come out of it
at onee !

“hWot  this evening,” said Skinner
pleasantly. “Go and eat coke!”

Coker looked as if he would sooncr
have caten Skinner. He danced aboul
lika o cat on hot bricks,

“Here, show it!" saicd Lodoer.-
reserving the wattres till Luyt !V

“Y¥ou—you  cad!”  panted  Coker
“ Prefect or no profect. Ul jolly well
make shavings of voul”

St

And Coker woulkl probably have put |

Tis words inte offect had not Loder
rapped out a sudden ovder, o ]

v Diteh him out on his neck ! he said
toraely.

A dozen juniors roze to do the prefect’s
bidding. They hustled the great Coker
toward the exit, and he finished up on his
back in the passage. _

There was the sound of a key beoing
turned in the lock. and Uelier was power-
loss to get to prips with the fellows whe
had fooled him. They were well nnder
wav with their sccond fecd, nnd a closed,
forbidding door stnod belween.

And as he stared at it it dawned unen
Coker that he hod not shown up to advan-
tage, 5o far, in his bid for the captainey.
In short, he had made a fool of himselt!

—— —r——

THE SEVENTH CHAFPTER.
Cut of the Running !
ARRY WHARTON & CO. wore
H not the sort of fellows to let the
grass grow under their fect.
They were backing up Arthur
Clonrtney with might and main, and Jost
ne  time in bringing out a  Special
Election Number of *The Greyiriars
Herald,” in which they sang [reely the
praises of Uourtney, snd gave tha other
candidutes = good many unflaktering
cribivisins.
The specinl number made its appear-
ance two days before the election was
due to talke place.

followers to drive home their views,

Dick Penfold's opening poem, if not
brilliant, was very effective. As Fisher
T. Fish would say, it * got there

“1 yenr wish to do the tight—

YVote for Courtney !

1i for freedom vou would Aght—
Vote for Uvurtney!

He*a the fellow who ecan stick i,

Mlwuys dead upon the wicket,

Bcorning all that 1sn't ericles—
Yote for Courtney "
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o ST never vead such a ot of pafile in my
life ! declared Coker, as he pored owver
the page with Potter and Greene, 7 Some
follows can't write poetry for toffec!
They fall at the first hurdle. Now, if I
chipse to write some verses——  Hore!
What are you fellows sniggering af?”

“Ha, ha, ba!” roared FPotlor and
Grespe,

They had endoavoured to stifle their
laughter with their handkerchiefs, but
without avail

“0Oh, it's too {unny fov
gurgled Greene,

i‘What- 13 demanded Coker wrath-
fnlly.

“The woxt verso!"

Aud Cokor, glanciug down the
was greeted with the following

words!™

“IE veuy wish to play the {ool—
Vote for Coker!
If yvou wish to smash the school—
Vote for Coker! :
If vou'd shake our sure foundalion,
Veato for him with aechanation
Silliest nss in all creation—

LY

Horace Colier |

“AM.m-ray  hat!”  stuttered  Colker.
! “ Thig—this iz libal! I'H have the law on
those checly bounders!”
“Hu, ha, bal ™
“What's the
| hyenas?’
| %lhe  frontispieer!™  pasped  Cuker,
| 4O, at's altogether too richl”
| The fexiure i question was a cavboon
of Coker. The comical exprossion on his
face amd the extraordinary size of his
' Charlie Chaplin fect would have mude 2
cut lanzh.  And underneath was written,
in the amended style of spelling populay-
e by Coker himself:

“'ORRIS COEER—KAPTIN OF
GREYFRIARS!"

The mighty Horace nearly went mad,
Charging Potter and CGreene ont of his
path, ha fairly flew along the passage
in quest of the comic artist who had
dared to tauke his name in vain,

A number of seniors, clad in football
garb, were appronching from the oppe-
site  direetion, and Coker bumped into
them with o report like a Zeppelin
bomb.

“Out of the way, vou clumay idiob!"™
growled Valence, digging Toker in the
riba with lis foob as the hapless Fifth-
Formoer spruwled upon the Aeor,

“Wipe vour feet o

joke, you leughing

\ well ' prinned
Waller, “Coker—the famous doormat !
“Ha, ha, ha!' . .
Coker sprang to his feef, livid with
furyv. He forgot all about the cartoon
it The Greviriars Terakd ™ in tho face
of thiz fresh grievance.
“Where are you fellows going?" he
said angrily. . ‘
“To play the Royal Iaiberdiers on Big
Side, of conrse,” said Clourtney.
“Wavawithout me?” stutiered Coker,
#“1 should jolly well say 20! Person-
ally, T wouldn't be found dead in o team
which included such a blithering idiot as
youl”
Coker gave the speuker the glare of o

“This 13 the limit " he shouted. Do
vou know what youw're doing? You're
leaving out the futurc captain of Grey-
feinrat™

“Ha, ba, ha'"

“1 tell you-—" hooted Coker,

But the next instant he was fairly
flatiened azainst the woll of the passage.
The zeniors were anxioud to get down
to the mateh, and had no time to waste
an learing Coker expound his views,

The gallant men of the Halberdiers,

r

* basilisk.
It was n most oppor- |
tune time for the Famouws Five and their

la foelooking set of footballers

who had come over from W

apshot, were |
They &

One Penny T

laoked as if they had been tamgne to kick
gouls from the cradle,

“We're one short,” expliined their
skipper to Courtney. ' Our inside-right
haa just boen summoned away with an
ovorseas draft,™

Loder thrust los way lorward.

“All serene!” he smd. ¥ We'll lend
vou a substitute. Walker can play ou
your side,”

“I'm taking my orders {vom Court
ney,” said Walker grimly.

Loder clenched lis hands, and lookedd
inchned to let himaelf go. but he
mastered himself in time, and lurned to
Courtney.

“That will be all nght, won't #?" he
said.

“Veou,”" said Courtney. ' II Walker has
ne ohjection, that s

“ Not the slightest,” answered Walker,
“The only thing I object to is heing
ordered about by upstarta like Lodoer,
whe seems fo imaging ke's Lerd IHigh
Everything "

Bo it was arranged that Walker shouvld
join the ranks of the Halberdiers, and
another fellow wus brought imto the
Grreyfriara team 11 hia place.

Hoskins of the Shell waa referee. The
blew his whistle, and the gume began.,

Fresh from their recent rout of the
St. Jim's stalwarts, Gireyivars opencd
stranply, despita the absence of their
sfar player, Wingate. It was well for
the mulitary team that their defence
seldom wavered, or they would have
found tliemsclves several goals i arrear
befors the game was twenty minutes old

“Play up, Friars!" comwe in a ringing
ery from tho touch-line. " Puat if across
‘e 1"

The home side responded nobly., They
attacked ngain and again, and just be-
fore tho interval their perseverance met
with its reward in the shape of & rpping
goal from Courtney.

The tonrps r.hmtg{'e:] guda  with
Friara leading by a goal to nothing.

“There's only one weak link in the
chain,” eatd Bob Cherry, “and that's
Loder! Ile's putting up a putrid game,'

“ Dehberately, if you ask me ! growled
Johnny Bull.  “If T were Conrtpey I'd
jolly well kick him off the field!”

Walker, on the other hand, had shown
up aplendidly,  Though playing for tho
oppoaition, he had done his kevel best;
and severul members of the crowid, wha
hadn't given Walker a thought with
regard to the forthcomineg election, now
began to seriousiy consider the advis:
ahility of voting for him. Walker played
fast-and-loose pretty freely in the Sixth,
but on certain occasiona he proved hime
self thoroughly true blue, and this was
one of them.

The Halberdiers started off with greal
dash in the second half. To be a goul
to the bad dida't suit their book at 0
They piled in like Trojuns, and Walker,
snapping up & smart pass from his centee
forward, raced through and scored.
£ Gﬁ.‘-:l.b 17

“Good old Walker!™

“He's playing the gpame of his life!”
deelared Bob Chorry,  “Just look  at
Loder, He's scowling Lke the wvery
dickena ™

Az a matter of Eact, Toder didn’t likse
the turn events were taking,  Walker
was getting the plandits of the crowd,
and for him—Loder—there was nothing
but combemnation.

“Wa'll soon aee whao's top dog " mut-
tered the black sheep of the Bisth, g5 the
Lall was placed 1 the eentre onee moro.

And then an ioeidert ocenered which
placed a lasting hint upon Loder’s repa-
tation. Lawkily for the rascally prefect,
only a few fellpws were aware of what
noetvally tonk place.

Trug Macxer Linmany.—-Noo 512,
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Walker, flushed and delichted with bis
recent success, had the balt at his toes,
rnd wos speeding down the field like a
lear, He feinted cleverly past Valonee
aind Carne, and Loder loomed up to -
torcept lrime

Walker dashed feavlessly on, but tho
next instant a startled gasp went up from
the crowd as they saw him reel, and fall
it a bmp, baddled heap on the tarf.

What had happenced?

Ouly Courtney and a few of his com:
vades knew. Loder had been guilty of o
dastardly action.  He had Iouled his
matl. More than that, he had cansed kim
a Erave Injury.

Instantly the game was suspended, and
gome of, the soldiers, skilled in Ked Cross
work, haslencd to the scene of the
calamity.

“He's badly broken up,” was the ver-
dict of one of them,

“What do you mean?” rapped out
Courtney, his face very white. .

“ He's put his knee out--or, rather, his
knes has been put out for him."

Then Courtnzy turned to Loder with
an expression on his face which maode
the cad of the Sixth tremble,

“Get off “the field!” said Courtney
savagely, *I pive you one minute! After
that 1 sha'n't be auawernble for iy
aciions ™

Toder took the hint. He turned and
elonk away: and it wus indedd fortannie
for him that the vast mujority of the
fellows were dgnorant of his offence.
They voncluded that he had been hort o
hiz collision with Walker, angd was retir-
ing from the game on thut acdunt.

Wallcer had  faiuted, Tenderly his
sehoolfellows lifted him up, and bore him |
awuy in silenes to the sanatorium, L

They returned gome winutes later, and |
ol on with the game; but both sides had
h:at their enthusinsam, and Lha mgtch
fiecle:d out in & draw of one goal each.

Later on that evenming Leoder road the
nerws that be had longed for, and which
his cowardly scheming hod brougnt
ahout,

The fellowing anuouncement appeared
o the potice-board in the TTull, in the
Head's handwritheg

“James Walker, having been badly j
hurt s the result of a football aceident,
g eanfined to the sanaterium, and will be
snuble 10 vesume hin place w the Sixth
Form {or ae indelinite period., .

“In these circninstadwees [ oam roloes
tanily compelled  to delete Walker's
nante from the st of exodidates [or olec-
tion to the captainey; and the fssue now
vests among  Arthur Courtoey, Geruld
Loder, und Horace Coker.”

“Ch, T say! What a beastly shame 1™
wiz IHarry Wharion's indignant com-
ment,

“Can't be helped, though,” said Frank
Nugent.  “Walker won't be fit for a
leng Lime, and Greyleiars st have a
skipper pretty soon, oF itll zo to rack
and ruin.”

“1 believe Loder had more to do with
this than we knew," said Johuny Ball, in
his deliberate way.,

“ITear, hear!” said Bob  Chercy.
“Wo'll pive the brute three groans, just
to euse our feclings 1"

And the proang were given with right

od will, They echood alone the Sixtl

orm corridor; but Gerald Loder, who
knew well for whom they wore intended,
folt too sick to stride out of bhis study
with a cane.

Even Loder had his moments of ro-
moree ; and it was doubtiul if at any time
of hia school carcer he felt such a runk
cutsider as he did that evening.

barred from

play by a fellow who wished to gtep rto

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Lie Direct !

OURTNEY of the Bixth was in =
LEMpEr.
Tt was not often that the fellow
who had been Wingate's best and
truost elium let the sun go down upon his
wrath : but on this eceasion he was fairly
savign,

Courtney bore no great aflfection fov
Walleer, yvet he conzidered that the latter
had been eruclly cutraged.

Although the majority of the Grey-
friars fellows were i1n blissful 1gnorancs
of what had taken place en the foothall.-
Seld, Courtney bad 2een the foul, and it
wig only by a mighiy effort of sclf-
control that he had refrained frem hurl-
ing himself upon Loder there and then. |

Tor the salte of aveiding o scene,
Courtney had kept himself 1 check ; but
now—now that he saw that Walker was
the election—his {ingers
itehed to get at Loder, wheee conduct |
had been uttorly blackguardly,

Courtney ate no tea; he didn't feel up
{o 1.

First Wingate had leit him, and there
was no clue as to the former captain's
wheresboute: and now there was foul

Wingate's shees.

“It's pubrid V' mottered Courtney,
vising to his feet and pacing up and down
his study, **Loder's a cad of the first

liiz eyes glintinﬁ'. “Bi carelul what you |
sav, Courtuey!

Tneg Macxer Linrary.—No, 512,
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=0 and tell him to !

witer I I airnply must

iz fuce what zn ﬂlltE—iiT-l'_"l" he 15 1 can't

slund }J}"

tricks of
And Courtney

with [olded arms while shady |
this sort are gong on!™ -
fummg and furious,
marched off to Loder's study, which e
entered -without kpockung.

Laodoer, whoe had been reclining in the |
armchair, a cigarctte hetween hia lips, |
jumnped up briskly as the intruder came
in. Ile had not forgotten the time when
Walker had bearded him in hiz den, and
had hit out straight from the shoulder.

“Yhat d'youn want!” he growled
surlily.

“Xonl” rnp%-::d out Courtiey.

“"Well, Bere T am.  Say what vou've
got to say, and get out! I've been dis-
turbed quite enough this evening, Come
to cry off for the captainey "

Courtrey eet hie hps grimly.

“Far from ik, Loder,” he said,  “1
wouldn’t leave you with a clear feld for

Cfurions,

watlds! You know what this means, as
well as L do. If's a fight—war to the
kuifc, if you like—between you and me.
Waoller's been knocked out by o black- |
suncdly trick, and Coker doesn’t count.™ |

“ Blackguardly trick 1™ echoed Loder, |

W

Careful be hanged ! This isn’t o time |
fer kid gloves. While we're on the sabe |

yeet, T muay eay that I"ve never scen any-

thing more caddish and cowardly in my
life than the way »ou bowled poor old
Walker over this aftornoon ™

Len the paint of the oo
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* Are you trying to posc as a chempinn
of the injured?™ sneered Loder, “1t's
very heroie and dramatic, and ail ilat,
but it cota ne dee with me.  Juat Because
Walker happened o coine a cropper
aceidentally—-—"

“That's a liel"

Courtney was thoreughly ronsed sow.
Ie strode forward with an expression on
hiz face which niade Toder see red.

“You fouled him deliberately 1 ha ox.
claimed, *“In fact, it was planned ot
from the very beginning, when you
nsisted on Walker playing for the ilal-
berdiers! Don’t attempt to deny i, yeu
ca 1

Loder looked dagpers at his visilor.

“Ho this iz what vouw've come =long
for¥” ha muttered. *° To faunt me to my
face, and bring rolien accusations
against me

"My chief reason for coming plang,™
satell Cowrbney, hiz voice becoming moie
steady, “was to give you the licking of
yonr hife |

“What 1

“You've been asking for a thundering
gt:u::il hiding for a long time, and now
you'rd poing to get one!”

2o saymmg, Courtney fook off his eozt.
It was an open chatlenze, and Leder
fad no recouree but to accopt it If he
cechined, Courtney would carry out his
wmtenion just the eame.

SBluwly and reluctantly Loder Jivesied
himself of his coat also.

Then, amid o tense silence, there {wo
who had hated each other long and
bitierly, stood face to fzee in the studv,

Y Are you ready ! muttered Courtiey,

Laoder sailed in without replynig. 1l
shet out his right, and the blow. Lad net
Courtney been on the ajert for %, woeuld
certainly have done a pgood Jeal of
damage,

Ax ik was, Courtner warded o the
fieree attack, and sot to work o Lis cwn
cooount, .

Beound and round the rocm the seniore
rushed, sweeping all things out of (heir
?ui!]. It was certainly an unusua! < ona
or a pair of prefeets to be pommeiiing
cach oticr uamercifully ; but Greylitues
was passing through stormy times, ard
1t was necessary to clear the ale,

Bang, bang, bang!

A thunderons knocking seunded st Lhe
dour, which Loder had wizeiy dockeel.

“Nhat's going oni” boomed 13:b

“Faith, an® Loder's hein® wipe! off
iho earth, entirely ! said  Micky
Desmond.

" Co away, you Kids '™ roared Loidir,
“You don't want to bring a crowd of
masters here, do you?  I'm  lwking

Courtney 1
“1Ia, .}(13, ha 1™
“'I'he boot's on the other foot,

thinking !* laughed Yarry Whasten,
Heedicss of the clomerous erivcs with-

out, Courtney med Loder elosed 1 onien
mnre, and the Oghting grew fieece and

To do Loder justice, ho stoeed

his ground well. Courtney had recooved

several pasty jabs in fthe ribs, and was
blinking uncertainiy ont of his risht eye.

But the game was his. Physienl fit-
ness is generally o match for anyihing,
and o it was in Courtnev’s case.  Hlo

Cherry's votee throngh the kevhele,

Mm

ceame on again and agnin, and put plosy

of pinger Into his biows,

Luder reeled befsre o smashioe lefi-
hander, and ere he conld recover ourt-
ey hit ont again, straight and teue

e blow=—an vppercut—togk  Fadee
ITe was Hlt-od
clean off his Tect, wml foll like o o
Awd as he fell his liwad  canazned
aeainst the [eader, anck he lay dyeod
with the shoelk, _

For an instant Courtney stood looking
tlvwen e hia fallen adyer<ary.
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“I'm worry !™ he =aid blunﬂ’y. “1
Fidn't know wou'd knoclt yourself about
ke that!®

Loder  staggered to his feeb, An

oininous red mark was begianing o
form on his temple,

“You did this 1" he said fercely)

“"What do vou mean #*?

The eolour faded from Couctuoy™s [are,

“T rmean thia!” hised Loder. I
shall let the fellows understand that this
mjury "—he raised his hand te his
t.-r"r::rTl:‘.—“wﬂs your domng L™

“iH, you rotter!"

Tader lurched to the deor, unlocked it
el tirew 1L open. The next mstank a
erowd of Removites swarmed Into the
gtufy.

“Greewhiz " gasped  DBob Cherrsy,
“What have wou bcen doinp to your
faee, Toder®™

*I's a nasty gash, by Jove!l™ seid
Potor Todd.

Loder pointed an accusing finger at his
viebor,

“That's the rotber who's responsible
Le said savagely., * We wore scrapping,
and I happened to trip up on 1he carpet,
Vohilea I was on the Heor he kicked me
in the forchead, And that's the scrt of
beauty some of you intend veoting for as
catann of Greyieias ™

“Bhame!” eried somcbody., M Call
that playing the game, Courtney ¥¥

“Tats " interposed Harey Wharton.
“This 13 a rotten lie of Loder’s! 1, for
ane, don't believe Courtney would do a
thinge like thatt* .

“NWar 1! growled Johnny Bull
“ l.oder enght to be boiled in ol 1™

Bt there were: others with whom
Tawlor's statement carried a good deal of
wrigrht.,  There was the pash on Lader's
temple, It spoke for itself. And il
Cenetney dido't infliet the [njury, then
who dia?

Courlney
sk,

“"You kikds can acecept Lodder’s version
of the alfair or not, as you choosze,”™ he
saul, I think most of yon know me
weil enongh to realise that I don’t kick
[ News when they'ror down 1"

LR
'

himself waz the nexi o

Auwd Courtney pushed iz way throvngh !

the wcurious throng of Removites  and
ouzited the study.

Cioce agnin on that eventful evening
Lenler was in clover, despite the fact that
lir had got the worst of hia encounter
wrth Courtney.  Quite a nomber of fol-
livwe, believing his story of how
eanie by the rash on hi= forchead, sad-
TR, w.x-n-mig from their championship
of Covretney, and resolved to vote for
Losbor mnstead.  Not many of them were
feiows of vory high principles; but all
was geviat that came te JToder's mill;
ancd, all things considered, the black
sheep of the Sixth, as he crawled ke
tweeit the sheets at a late hour, had
every reason to feel satisfied with the
prespect which lay before him.

e

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Beginning of the End !
2 this "ere Greyfnars §7°
Billy Bunter, to whom
guestion  was  addressed,
curiously at the spealker,

the
looked
e was

'

a helbiy, brond-shewldered fellow, clad in |

z*h_:ﬂ:mh:.r tluthes, and 1.‘-'“'.!‘5 a scarrod faco,
.-‘I.I-:!_u;a;L-.]tur:, q}m was  quile an  unusoal
visiter for f_;r{'_}'frmrﬁ.

After summing up the introder, Tilly b

Bater -'rr.ml-:t"'.

“This is Greyfriars,” he said, wich
Jiwnn by “LUid  you think = vou'd
fiumblod across the Home for Tnoeur-

a3

nhles ¥

"ins ‘ere's my destination,” said the |

man. “Horry T ain®t brought me Ford
car aling wiv me; but times is bad, an’

e
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the cost of petrol's gorn uwp somcthin?
awful, My pzmwe’s %’nlly—l‘imi Jolly—
an’ I've come to sen Mre. Loder.™

* Loder 17 rasped  Bunter. “Grceat
Scott! You're not hiz uncle, by any
chanee 7

“ Mo sich [uck ! grimed the stranger.
“Can you dircet me to Mr, Loder's
leennel ¥

“With  pleasure!™  s=said  DBanter.
“You'll have to hop over the gates,
though., Gossy's not likely to open ‘ein
far al-.;-aht-m l—a funny-lecking cove lke
vou !

Y Wonny-locking, am I?” reared Ned
Jolly. * What's wreng wiv my fice ¥7

“Oh, is that your fuce?” saud Dunter,
in surprige. “You astonish me! 1
thought you were wearing a mask.™

“’Hre, none o' yor cheek ! exclanned
Ned, “or I'll flatten yer into g jelly 17

He teok & short run, and in another
Finstant had vaulted the high gates. 1t
wis an amazing scrobabic performance,
and Billy DBunter lookcd on opon-
inonthed,

Crne Fenny. 3

Bunter, and entered. He closed the
door. but Bonter lingered outside. The
Peeping Tom of Greyfrinrs didn’t mean
to miss any swaps of whet was bound to
be an interestine conversation.

Loder’s visiter weass't long in getting
to the paint, nor Jid he trouble to lewer
s volee,

“ Mak, thes, vou lzsky son of & gun,
what abant it7" DBunter heard him de.
mand.  “Five gquid you owes me—ma
an' tne others what pot that mate o
yourn ouber the wav ™
~ “Bhush, you [fool!” exclaimed Toder,
m alarm.  “You don’t want all the
schogl to hear you, do you 1"

“1 don’t care who "ears me! 1 want's
my 1nopey 1Y
“And vou shall have 15, But don't

think you can pet it by blustering in
here as if yvew own the earth!™
Ned Jolly ealmed down somewhat.
“Keep yer Tair on, Mr, Loder!™ e
said. “ 8nll, I do think it's a shame to

Leer us waittn' like thiz 'ere, arter pl}

gridia 0y |

8] T s

I

T

] Walker hifs out! (See Chapler 5)

\

1

“UWah, then! said Me. Jolly gomle,
“No maore foolin’ abahs! Counduck me
 to Mr, Loder !¥

Billy Bunter was only too pleased o
obey. His curlosity was fully arcused,
and he felt he would not be able to rest
until he had divined the stramees’s inten-
tions, Men in shabby sults, who spoke
the linge of Limehouse with wonderful
flueney, and vaulted huge gates as eoolly
ag il they were ealing their breakfasts,
were people to see and wonder at,  And
Dilly Bunter meant to follow the trail 1o
a finish.

“IWhere are you carting that prizc
pugilist, Bunty ¥ called Beb Chervy
alone the passage,

“Aind your own bLizney !

“ Better nod lot Quelehy or the Head

gicle Loder’'s study he paused, ard ropped

on the deor.
“Come in!” It was Leder's voice,
harsh amd Iopecaiive.

Ned Jolly winkoed solemnly at Billy

00 FOU \:cith such o swagper  Society
man, that's ell 1™ warned Bob,
Bunter pﬂ::iﬁf‘t] o, unheeding. Out- |

the fusg an’ troeuble we "ad of gettin®
that feller cuter the way”
“Where 13 he?” aaked Loder eaperly.

And, just as eagerly, Billy DBunter
xtﬁ:{u:?d his varg | or thu answer.
E's in a blinkin' caravan at

wesent,”  prinned Ned Jolly, “Livin?
’E‘;HE 8 lord, "¢ is, ovut on ‘Ighdown
LERLEE,

“lleavens!  Thut's  twenty  miles
nway.,

“Well, what's wrong wiv that? Yon
don't think we'd ‘tde 'im ovpiside [ho
gate-portei’s lodee, do yor ™™

“Yuau're w doep bounder, Jolly,” said
Loder; and, by the erisp rustiing of
paper waich  followed, 13illy  Bunter
knew he was counting out eureency
notes. U They ve sent out eearch-parting
all over tie place, amd drawn blank
every time. Thas fake note which wus
dropped wt the entrance {o the cuves
gave "em ecmcthing to think about.
They hugged the seashare nearly all thn
time, ond i didn’t seem fo veeur to Com
fo po favther alichd.”

Tue MacxeT Liarap?.—NMo. &1
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Perhaps Loder would not have been
bo jovful if he conld have scen the Owl
#f “the Remove stooping outside the
E-:u_n:nir, drinking in every word that was
oud,

Bunter heard all he wanted to hear;
then he rolled away down the passage,
chuckling as he went,

“What o game ! ho murmured. “Bo
it was Loder who arranged for Wingate
to be got out of the way! And he suc-
ceeded, too!  Jolly and some moro of
the beasts must have been waiting out-
sidde Friardale Station that nizht, and
collared old Wingate in the dark. And
nobady  knows—unobody, except Loder
and me !

Glorious visions uprese in the mind of
Bl Bunter—visione of [ine f[eeds
the tuckshop at Loder's expense, Faor,
with tihe knowledge he had gained,
Bunter told himsell he would be able
to blackmail the cad of the Sixth untl
further orders,

Goerald Loder saw his unwelcome guest
off the premises with a sigh of relicf.
Then he strode back through the dusky
Close, his eves gleaming in anticipation
of a great triumph.

For the election was clogze at hand
now, and everything was in his faveur,

Walker was in the sanatorium, Coker’s
backers could Le reckonod up on the
finzers of one hand, and Courtney had
gone down in the estimation of a good
many who would otherwize have gladly
given him their vole. :

Mo wonder Loder turned in that night
with n happy smile, and with the feel-
ing thut e was nearinz the goal of lus
setlish nmbition,

But his doy of reckoninz waa yet to
dawn!

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
An Adveniure for Five !

LECTION nié;'hr: at last! N
E AU Grevioiars was stirred to
a pitch of the wildest oxeitement,
The canvassers had  exerted
themselves to the ubmost, and the only
guestion now on the lips of everybody
was ““Who would win?”

Althongh it was rather difficuli to say
who would, it was casy fo . conjocturo
that Coker wouldn't, Coker wounld
have made an ideal captain-—to his own
way of thinking.  Unfortunately, thoe
majority of the fellows failed to see r_-ge
to cve with him in the matter, a
Coker didn't  count.  Iis  chanees
weren't worth a straw, ]

With Walker still in the sanatorium,
the affair had resolved ifself into a
contost hetween Loder and Courtnew:
an:l
divided in ia sapport of one or other
of the two Sixith-Formers. )

A couple of hours belore the clection
was  Udue o fale place Billy Duonter
ambled coolly into Loder’s ctudy. Ie

nzaessed the fecling—mot unknown to
iim—-that he could go great puns in the
gorging line, and deemed it a golden
opportunity to squeeze some cash out of
Toder, eoncerning whom he hod heard
euch o sinister story.

“fiet out, you fat toad!?”
Loder.

But Bunter staod his ground.  ITe
Ininked reproachfuelly ot the owner of
the study,

“0h, really, Loder! 1 know you've
tad a pretty rotten upbvinging, but
wivility costs nothing, you Lknow.”

“Wew-what "

Loder could scarcely Lelinve his cars,
e looked as i, but for Bunter's
shnormal size, he would have caton him,

As it waa, he mado a dive for his

gane; bot o fat hand was clapped upon |
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the school seemed protty cvenly

barked |

his arm, and he heard a chuckle behind
iy,

“Hang vou!" roared Loder, spinning
rhuuz;d:.“ *“What in thunder d'you mean
¥t ;

“I mean this,” smirked Bunter. *I
you dare to assaull me in any wa{, 'l
go straight to the Head and tell him

Loder caught his hreath.

“Tell him what ¥

“How nicely you planned and plotied
for Wingate to be got out of the way,
so0 that you could step into his shooes "

For & moment Loder stood Aabber-
gasted, unable to move or epeak.
Then he recalled the recent visit of Ned
Jolly, and it dawned upon him that
Bupnter must have been eavesdropping.

Loder glared at the fat junior. I@lis
face woa almest phastiy,

“How much do you know ™ he rapped
out. “Quick I

Biily Bunter smiled serenly.

"L know everything,” he said, “It's
i my power to et you kicked out of
Greyiriars this very minute. I pucss
the Head wouldn't sland on eeremony”

Loder clenched hia  handa  hard.
Diewrly would he have loved to batter the
fat junior's face as if it were o punch-
ing-ball.

But prudence prevailed, Ile must be
decent to Bunter, or the latter's tonoue
would start waggineg, and Loder would
be swopt to disastor,

L suppose,” he said, trying to keep
his woice steady, “that you ve come
along 1 order to extort hush-moncy
from me:”

“Oh, really, you know! Den't you
think that’s rather a brutal way of
putting it

“Ivs true, anywav,” said Loder.
“Iow much do you want "

Billy Bunler seemed to welgh the
guestion in his mind.

TWoIL" bhe zaid  thoughtfelly, “a
conple of guid wouldn't be bad fer =
=tart,”

“1 don't sappose it would,” said
Loder primly, Dot you won't gel 1t
all the same. Fere's ton bob., Take 1t
or leave 1t [

Bunter took it. Ten shillings would
help him to make a big inrcad inte the
sorricd ranks of currani-buns  which
stogdd  in tempting acray  on Mres,
Mimhle's counter.

“Spe vou agaln when I want more,"
ae sald, Bodong T

“Here, steady on " exelaimed Loder.
“Let's understand each other. You've
got 1o keep that rattrep of yours
closed, mand !

“Of course ! suid Dunter,
hreathe o word to anybody !

“If you do,” said Loder darkly, “I'll
jolly well braim you!”

Billy Dunter rollod out of the studw,
and made fracks for the school tuckshaop.
The Fameous Five weore there, ond
Buntor grineed, Here was an oppor-
tunity of making himsolf look bigr,

“Trot ont zome buns, Mes, Mimble I
he snid loftily, *Some doughnuts, teo
—and as many jam-tarts as yvou like !

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! exelaimed Bob
Choeery, swinging round at the sound of
FTnnter's voieo,  FWherefore this sudden
weslth, Bunty ™

The Owl of the Remove laid a
currency note for ten shilling: on the
eounter, with an e of vast vaportanec.

“Ome of vour titled relations turned
apy trumps " asked Nuzent,

“Iats ! prowled  Johnny  Bull.

1 sha’™n't

Blackmailing somebody. T expect™
“Oh, realiv, Bull——"
“How did you ecome by that rmoney,
Bunter ¥ asked Harey Wharton sterniv.
“Aha ! ebuckled DBunter. “Wouldn't

| vou like to know !

“Punter's up to hiz old game--heoen |
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Huarree 8inph strode forward, and
toolt ono of Bunter's curs between his
thumb and forefinger,

*Yow-ow-ow " aguenled Bunier, in
alarm,  “Legpo, vou boustly nipgoee!
I'll go and tell Loder '™

“E3o it was Loder?” said Bob Cherry.
“I'm onot surprised.  Heo's given Buonter
ten bob to keep hiz mouth shot about
somotitiog - something shady, that wonr't
bear the hght !

“Nathing of the sort " howled Bunter.

“Rats! We all know what a born
fibber you are, Jost hand over yvour
revolver, Johnny, will you?"”

Johnny Bull fombled with something
in his inner pocket, and brounght to light
a weapen the sight of which made Bally
Buoter shudder,  Jt was a shining re-
volver, and BRob Cherry, takimg instant
possession, levelled 1t at Bunter’s head.

“Merey 1" roared ihe Owl of the Re-
move, under the impreasion that his lust
hour was come.  “Don't Cherry ! Dhad-
duel-den’t shoot! Yow-ow! It'H pgo
right thronsh my brain !

“ Not much fvar of that,” sand Nugent.
“Your brain was reported missing ages
ugﬁ."

Ha, ha, hat”

fdee here 7 said Pob Cherry, looking
very grim. “We're going to got to the
bottom of tins right now, or the door-
way will be blocked vp by o dead
Bunier ! Answer my guestion straight
away, and mind it's the teeth, or 1 shall
e without hesitation !

“Cirooh 1"

“Mow, then,
that ten bob 77

“To—in keep my month ahuor™

“Thought s0. What are you supposed
to be keeping mum abont 77

Why did Loder zive you

“Wingate's whercabonts,”  greancd
Billy Bunter.

&1 rh“t ;H

The Vamons Five beeame  suddenly
clectrificd.  The same thought Nuehed
through the mind of cach of them. A
elun ot last!

“GGe on,” said Iol Cherry, shili

fevelling the revelver, *Tell na the troth,
the whele truth, and pothieg but the

truth 1™

Quaking with terror, Billy  Tonter
made hiz confession. e admitted taking
Nod Jolly to Loder’s study, and hearing
their conversation, Mo admitted, aleo,
soing  to Loder alfterwards with  the
ehject of Weacknimling him.

Iarey Wharton & Co. listened spell-
bound.

“And where do vou say Wingate 7"
gasped Johnny Bull,

“In o ecornvan,  on—on

Tlighduwn
Heath," Faltered Dunter,

“Ye gods! No wender he hasn't been
found ! That's miles and mles away '

“What a deep dodge of Leder's 1 said

Mugent, ¥ ¥You wouldn't think even a
rotter Like that would sink so low. What
shall we do about ¥

“The cleclion comes off ot eight,™ said
Jolinny Bull

Harry  \yharton
comeades.

“There's only one thing for i, he
gaid.  *We must get on the frack ab
ontee | There's more at stoke than we
dare to think of.™

ANl gerene,” gaid Dol Cherry. “ Shall-
I shoot Bunter firsk?™

“ALight as well”

“Jlelp! Muwder! Fire ! selled the
terrified Owl of the Remove,

ol Chevry pressed a trigger. The
pext instant there was an empty click,
and a roar of langhter frem the reat of
the Famoue Five. The revolver—which
Johnny DBnil bad purchased as a present
for his Australian unecle—was uoloaded !

“Ila, ha, ha!"” ]

Billy DBunter's face wae a picture. In

turned  to  his
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his fright and econfusion he bad betrayed
everyihing : and now, when he eaw that
there had been no danger, he nearly
collapsed,

i Ifl_-t us impart the bumpfulnes: to the
fat beast,’” suggested Ifurgee Singh.

“No time ! replied Wharton hriskly,
“Wo must get off the mark at onee,
Better go on our bikes, I think, or we
shull never do it ™ )

“What about a pass out of gates?”
santd Nugent. _

“1low the passcs! This 1sn't a time
when we can afford to stop and study
ritles and regulations, Buck up!™

S0 the Famous Fivo, their heartz beat-
inge fast with excitement, hueried rourdd
to thé bicycle-shed,

Stormiclouds  had  gathered on  the
harvizon, and the booming of the breakers
o the shore came distinetly to the
juniors’ ears as thevr puszhed their
machines down to the school wall

“We're hooked for o fearful pight,”
azit] Bob Cherry, scanning the heavens,
“But if we have fto fight owr way
through 2 howling blizzard we'll see this
thing through 1

Auwd Bob's determination  found
answering echo in the hearts of

d1n
thye

athers, A long and tedions trail stretehed |

before them; buat before another day
dawned they meant ta sve George Win-

gaic buck in his old place of honour us )|

cantain of Greviriars.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Through Storm and Tempest !
L4 EE! What a night!” panted

G Frank Nugent.

As  the cpehlists  whizeed

through the old-Fashoned High

Streat of Friardale a deluge of rain sud-

denty descended fromr the heavens; and

the wind, which bad been growling

onsinously for some time, grew fercer
than ever.

It was a wild night, and the bicyeles
(regucatly skidded on thewr treacherous
Foutoe, .

“My rewr-light's gone out!™ rasped
Harry Whaorton, at leagth.

- M Aud my ludicrous tyres are getting as
flat ua an esteemed pancake [ murmurcd
Hurtree Siuéh..

But Bob Cherry, who thundered **'The
Long, Long Trail 7 in a voice which rose
above the roar of the wind, kept hia com-
racles’ spirits up; snd although the rain
laghed welontlessly imto their fages, and
it woe zoythang but a joy-ride, they kept
on keeping on, with the hkonowledge that
suceess was practically certain to crown
their efforts,

“Ride, you beggars, ride!™ shouted
Johnny Dull, “This is & race againat
time, and no nretake! They'll be count-
ing up the voles in Big Hall presently.
We want old Wingate to be n at the
death.”

“ ¥oa, rather 1™

Braathless and dremebed, but resolute,
the Famous Five awept on.

They had covered about eight milea
of the hazardous jomrney when misfor-
tune overcame Hurree Singh,

“My backful tyre is too badly pune-
tured for me to continue ridefuliy,” he
sakt, with a rueful smule.

“ Rotten !

“Hard cheeze, Inky!"

“YWe. cen't afford to waste time
sttenrpting to mend hopeless punctures, ™
sard Harry Wharton, “JInky’ll have to
}n_uh his jigger all the way back to Grey-
TIALE, here's no help for 1. It'a
EBeastly Lad luck, because we shall be a
man short i it comes to a scrap

“1 can rde on your esteemed step be-
bincfully,” saild the nabob hopefully.
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" 80 you can, old seout. I didn’t think
of that. Leave your pngger in the next
village, and we'll jog along somechow.”

How the Famous Five managed that
memorable ride they never kuew, Time
and again the feree pusts of wind nearly
sent machines nnd riders into the ditch;

and onee thetr pr{:ngresa was checked by

a huge tree which had blown down right
acrose the roadway, and which Johnny
Bull, who led ihe way, only just noticed
e fame.

Then, dimly in the distance, the Lleak
suninit of Highdown Heath towered
agunst the sky., Ti was an ideal spot for
& summer-tune pienic, but it was apy-
thing but ideal now, The summit was a
wind-swept waste, both desolate and un-
inviting.

“This 13 where we churk in our mit,”
said Bob Cherry, at length, when the
came to the foot of the hill. “ We shall
have to climb now as if our giddy lives
depended upon it! Let's leave our bilkes
in thigs shed., Anybody know the time *”

Nugent, who possemed o glow-worch,
gave & ready answer,

“Just gone seven.”

"“'Then wea shall
election, even if we find old Wingate '™

“Nover say die!” sand Hurey Whar-
ton, dismounting from his machine.

The juniors placed their bicycles in a
disused shed near by, and then com-
menced the ascent.

The way was dark and treacherous,
wrnd 16 required no small measure of
pluck and endurance to scale that height.

But, drenched and weary though they
were, na one gave a hint of throwing up
the sponge. Harry Wharton and Johnny
Bull were quiet but resolute; Haurree
Singh murmured an Indian serenade as
he’leapt up the slope; and Frank Nugent
and Bob Cherry were positively cheerful.
They chafed each other as merrily as
mgger-minstrels, and even when Bab
Cherry nearly lost his footing and pitched
into a six-foot hole he remained cheerful.,

“ At laat!" panted Harry Wharton.

He ztood upon the crest of the great
hill, shaking himself Lke a drenched
terrier.

“I fail to observefully zee the esteemed
caravan,” aaid Hurree Singh.

“It's not hare,”™ said MNugent, peecring
into the darlmess. *'Suppesing Bunter
waz rotting ¥

ot he?' said Bob Cherry. “'He was
Erightened ouf of his skin when I covered
him with that revelver, and iold the
honest trath for once. Bui—but there's
uo caravam here, all the same.”

The Tuidors gl'ancﬂd ak each other dole-
fully, their spirits damped by this dis
cavery. After a Spartan ride of twenty
milea, and & strenuous fGght with the con-
Bicting clements, they seemecd no nearer
their goal than when they had begun.

**Shall we chuck it?* zaid Nugent.

Harry Wharton turned wupon  the
speaker almost fiercely.

“VYaa we'll chiick 1t all rnight,” he
said, " when we've found Wingate |

“But he's not here !™ ]

“(Oh, don’t start raming difficulties!”
said Harry, “Ii's preity obvious whet's
happened. They've shifted the hlessed
caravan down intoe the valley for shelter,
We'll find it, if we have to hunt il
Doomaday

After that there was nothing more ta |

be said. The searchers threw themeelves
heart and soul into the task of tracking
the caravan, and their efforts were pre-

- gently rowarded.

Thera, nestling in the valley, was the
thing they sought, . It was a gipesy cara.
van of the usval type—staticnary by the
hilside,

At a wlaspered word from Wharton,
the juniors erept up to the caravan ou
all-fours, like Red Indians. They could

be tos late for the |
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see a faint light at the entrance, which
proved to be the glow of Ned Jully's
pé;le._ Ned was leaning against the door
of hia little grey home, smoking and
chalting with ancther scoundrel, whao
I:::nI-:ed formidable enough, even though
hiz features could not be defined in the
darkness.

“*Are there only two?” whispered Bob
Cherry.

“"Hope =0." marmured Harey Whar-
tonn. “1If there are more, we shall huve
to face the musc, that's all, Are you
fellows ready "

"“The readyiuniness 1s torrific?™

" All serene, then! On the ball!®

And then, in the teeth of the storm,
the Famous Five rushed to the attack,
snd soon a sterm of a vastly different
character was raging.

Taken completely by surprize, Ned
Jolly and hiz confederate put vp a poor

show.  Given the advanlages of broad
daylight and a timely warning  the
wauld have proved more than a mate

even for five sturdy juniors. But in the
circumstances they were beaten at Lha
firat hurdle,

Ned Jolly reccived the full bonefis of

o sinashing straiglt left from Bob Cherry,

L

3

and muttered a word not to be found mn
ary dictionary.  The next mstant he
relled ever in the rain-soaked gross, and
Boli Cherry aud Johnny Bull promptly
sab upon mim, Ned's part in the hght
Wai OVEr.

Harry Wharton, loyally backed up b
Nugent and Huarree Singh, zoon dealt
with the cther cnffran, who lashed oyt
wild'y in the darkness, and missed the
target every time. When, after o few
moments of futile Gphting, he ehared the
fate of Ned Jollv, the Famons Five be-
came awars {or the firet time of the pre-
semce of a thind person.

" Bravo, kids!"”

It was Wingates veice, and the wel-
come eoithd caused a ringing cheer to be
zent up by the rescuers.

“Good old Wingate!™ roared Bob
Cherry. " Are you all right, old man?™
*Quite all vight, thanks! I'm strun
ap in here, though, awd one of vou wfﬁ

have to let me loowe.”

“That's your job, Inky,” said Harry
Whartos, " Franity and 1 will look alter
this beaniv. LU'ntie old Wingate, and
bring along plenty of rope, 20 that wa
can settle the hash of this precious paic 1'*

Hurree Zingh leapt up inte the cara-
van, and 1 a moment more Geprge
Wingate was restored to freedom,

Then Ned Jally and hi=s accomplica
were bound hand and foot in such a
mmanner that escape was impossible,

“What shall we do with 'em, Win-
gate?” asked Harry Wharton.

* The pelice.stetion’s the best place for
thern ! veplicd Wingate. " They've given
rme a pretbty thin time of it, and T haven't
much sympathy to waste on "em!”

“Don't say that nuster!” groaned
Med Jollv, "It wasn't us wob done 1t!
Master Loder, up at the school, ran the

show. We was only odd-job tmen, so to
speak.™

“20 it was Lader,” smd Wingate
thoughtfulle. “ My hat! This is pretty
steep, even for him.  What was his
motive?™”

“To bag the {-nptﬂitm}', of couree,™
said Nugent. “And he's going greak
gz, ton, It's a toss-up hetween Taoder
and Courtey, end the election's taking
place this very night. With five of us
abzent ILoder's pretty sure to romp home,
but his trivmeph will be jolly short-lived,
' thanking 17

“Hear, hear!” =aid Johnny ull,
Y Naw, the nuestiom 13—how can we haual
theseo pr’izcr-ﬁghtin% rotters along ™

“Om  gecond thonghts, we'd heitor
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teave them where they arve,” said Win-
gate.  “*They must take their chance of
getting collared.”

“Tnkte us, then, guv'nor!™
Ned Jolly's companian.

“No jolly fear! Just you stay where

out are, and brood on your past! We'll
E:u‘ﬂ vou to repent at leisure.™

Aud the Greyiriars party struck off
down the lullside.

The storm had abated o good deal, but
the juniors were n'!ul'e:’ld{ fagged out, and
the prospect of biking back was scarcely
enticing.

“We'd better make tracks for the
neavest village, and sce if we can rake
pp & car,” said Harry Wharton, *We
ean come along and rescue our bikes
to-morrow.”

“All serena!”

troaed

Y - [ ] [ ] ' [ ] |

The proprietor of the nearest motor-
garage was very chary at first about hir-
ing out his solitury ear, but Wingate
tulked him round, and after a brief delay
the captain of Greyfriars and his rescuers
were speeding olong the country lunes.

MNone of the ocenpant: of the car spoke
for some time. They were recounting in
their minds the thrilling events of the
evening—oeveuts which had not  yet
zeached their climax, ]

Then Wingate broke the silence.

“Laook here, you kids,” he said. "1
pught not to be asking favours of you.
The boot should e on the other foot,
But the fuct is, I want to swear you to
pecrecy about something.™

“ Right-ho!" said Bob Cherry cheer-
fully.” * We'll be as mum as mice !”

“Well, it's just this,” said Wingate.
“1 want vou to promise to say nothing
whatever about Loder's connection with
this effair,”

“Great  Scotb!"  exelaimed Harey
Wharton in amazement.  * Surely, you're
gn'mght::- hove the cad shown up, Win-

ate?’

a Wingate shook his head. ]

“TU deal with him myself,” he said
guistly. * Now, will you promisc?"

“Yea," snid the Famona Five, with
one volee. ) y

“You can tell the Head.” said Win-
gate—" or, rather, T ehall tell him my-
gelf—what a ripping show sou put up
to-night, in the face of a beastly storm.
But if he should ask you who engincered
the kidnapping business, you must lic low
and say nothing, Twig?”

* Rather!™ :

And the car bounded on through the
wind-awept lanes, bearing George Win-
gate from captivity to frecdom, and from
durkness into light!

e —

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
As It Was In the Beginning !

10 HALL was packed.

B Seniors and juniors alike were
caucht up in 8 wave of intense
exciternent, For it was election

night—a night on which the whole future

of Grevimars seemed to hinge.

In the ranks of the Sixth Gerald Loder
and Arthur Courtney sab side by snde,
The former was smiling, as if in antici-
pation of coming triumph.  As  for
Courtney, he was looking pale and
harassed, and tryving to drve from his
mitid the horeible nightmare of Grey-
friats under the rule of Loder,

Coker of the Fifth lasked radiantly
nanpy. He was too obtuse to see how
lechle his chances were,

Deep down in Coker's heart was a feel-
ing that the majority of the fellows would
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pidienle,

rally round at the last moment, and give
Lim  their wvotes, despite their recent
And so Coker waxed exceeding
joxiul,

In the Remove all was chaoss: and con-
sternation, With the Famous Five absent
the bottom secmied to be knocked out of
the whele thing.

It was certainly a glovions moment for
such fellows as Skinner and Bolsover;
Lut the ataunch band of supporters who
imtended voting for Courtney [elt the
sttuation acufely,

With the Famows TFive present the
clection would be a venr thing, Bat in
their absence it looked a dead cert for
Toder, Those five votes were likely to
make all the difterence between victory
and a defeal. .

“It’s rotten!” growled Vernon-Smith.
“Where ean the silly nasea have got tof
Has there been foul play, T wonder?”

“Give it up,” suid Dick Denfold.
“Looks as il our side's booked for a
licking, I agrec with you, Smithy. It's
patrid 1"

When Dr. Locke rustled in the excite-
ment grow, and the Head let it continune
unchecked.  Election wmghts at Grey-
friurs were very few and far between,
and it would be az well to let the fellows
derive as much enjoyment from the occa-
ston as possible. o

A couple of prefects distributed the
ballot-pupers, and calied the names of the
three candidates, to make sure they were
present.

Suddenly Peter Todd stood up in his
place in the Bomove.

HWell, Tadd?” said the Head kindly.

“Excuse me, sir, but 1 think the
election ought to be postponed.”

* Bit down, vou cheeky i

%mmg awee
exclaimed Loder. Uil jolly well—"
“Silence, Loder!™ rapped out the

Head. * Now, Todd, pray explain your-
(1]

“Tive fellows are absent, sir—Whar-
ton, Cherry, Mugent, Bull, and Singh.”

Dr. Locke shruogged his shoulders,

“Then they are abzent entirely on
their own responsibilitv,” he said. *1
cannot hold up the election because they
do not choose to et here in time.”

“Hear, hear!” murmured Skinner.
“That's the stuff to give 'em!”

Peter Todd's appeal had failed; and
the election was to proceed. The
;;}-iumphant smile returned to Loder's
ips.

pHnIf an hour was allowed for the
ballot-papers to be filled in; but most of
them were finished long before that time
had elapsed, the feilows having made up
their minds beforchand.

Whan the papers had been handed in,

Mr. Quelch assisted the Head in the
sorutiny,
The moments that followed werve

moments of the highest tension.  One
question alone was on the lips of every-
body :

Who had won?

Fresently Mr. Queleh stepped down
from the dais, and the Head lacked up,
hiz eves commanding ailence,

“The votes have been duly seruii-
nisod,”™ ha announced, * and it 15 now my
pleasure fo malke the result of the election
known.™

There waz o hreathless hush.

“Walker's claims to the captainey, as
von all know, ave void. As for the candi-
dates who still remain, Horace Coker of
the Fifth Form has gained five votes.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Roars of lauchier arose from all sides.
Coker had pictured himself as cock of
the walk, ruling Greyfriars with a rod of

iran.  Aned this was the end of his
ambition !
Coker's face was o study. Potter,

Greene, and three more of his imn:e-
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diate cronies, wera the only peepla in the
sthool who decmed it worth while to
vote for him.

But the laughter, though loud, was not
fr:ﬂmlgcd_ Tha fellows were burning to
inow whether the premier honours had
gono to Loder or Courtney.

“Arthur Courtney of the Bixth Form,"
the Head went on, *has received one
hundred and fifteen voteas ™

“Lrave!”

“Lrood old Courtney !

“And (erald Leoder,
Form, has gained one
twonty voles—"

“ ("

*“And is the winner of the election. T
have great pleasure, therefore, in
announcing that the captain of f}rey-
frinrs 15—""

“Gzeorge Wingate 1™

The words ran out clear and dis-
tinct from the back of the hall

For a moment the school sat stunned.
Then, turnin*:: in their places, the fellows
hr-g:r.g vaguely to realise what had hap-
pened,

Wingate was in the doorway, and he
hiraself had fnished the Head's sentence
for him. Dehind him were the Famous
Iive, with faces beaming like full moons.

“Three cheers for Wingate [” shouted
Vernon-Smiith, in an ecstasy. " He's
found! My hat! Iso’t it stunning?™

And the cheering which went up from
the assombled throng was, ss Hurree
Singh deseribed it afterwards, *“truly
terrific !

As for Gerald Loder, he was in a state
of the wildest fear and-frenzy, A eold
perspiration broke out on his brow.

Had his dastardly scheme been' dis-
covered? And, if 5o, would Wingate give
him away?

The thought was terrible. Just when
all his vaingloriona hopes were on the
evo of realisation Wingate had turned
up! Bmall wonder that Loder gritted his
teeth in helpless rage. :

“Wingate!” gasped the Head faintly.
“Can—can this be posable?”

Wingate advanced down the centre of
the hall, and came to & halt before thoe
Head, )

“I will explain whet happened, sir, a3
briefly as possible,” he satrd. “On my
return  from the recent football-match
with 8t Jum's, 1 was set upon outside
Friardale Station, and forcibly taken off
by a couple of roughs ™

Loder caught his breath, Tt locked as
if the dreaded climax was coming !

Y [Tntil this evening, sir,” the captain
of Greylriars went on, I was kapt =
prisoner, many miles from here, mn a
gipsy caravan. How long I should have
remained there I don't know, had not
these juniors "—he indicated Harry
Wharten & Co—"discovered my where-
apouty and rescued me.”

“(h, well plaved!”’ burst out Mark
Linley delightediy.

“Trust the Faumous Five to be on the
spot 1" grinned Yernon-SBmith,

“Thiz iz indeed remarkable, Wingate,"
said Dr. Locke., * It secims to belong to
fiction rather than fact. You are to be
heartily commended, Wharton, for pur-
sning your quest to & successful end
How did you get on the track?”

“0h, we put in some detecktive work,
gir ! said Bob Cherry modestly. * It was
nothing mueh.”

“Nothing? Why, my desr boys, you
have achieved o most singular triumph!
In the circumstances, of course, the
recent election will be declared void, and
George Wingate will resume his old posi-
tion in the school!™

“Hurrah!" :

Dreafening cheers went up on Win-
gate's behulf, and the old rafters rang
again and again.

of the samo
hundred and
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Courtney, dashing up from his place,
gripped his old chum’s hand warmly ; but
as for Loder, he was feeling sick and
stunned. The whole world seemed to be
spinning round him.

But thera was one thing he failed to
understand. Why had not Wingaie or
ane of the joniors given him away? It
was amazing !

Like one in a dream Loder passed oul
of DBig Hall, leaving Wingate in the
centre of a vast throng of fellows, who
were mistaking his hands for pump.
Lhandics,

Tor upwards of an hour the end of the
Hixth, with adl his dreams tumbling
about his ears, sat in his studv. He was
teo dispirited even ko light a ciparstte.
_What troubled him was the suspense.
Wingate must know that Lodev had been
the prime mover in the kidnapping
affair; yel he hod said nothing to the
Head.

And why?

Lader was soon to learn. There came a
rap at the deor, and Wingate himaolf
ertermd.

Y Waoll '™ said Loder, rather hoarsely.

The captain of Greviriars stood with
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hiz back to the mantelpiece, and fized
hia eve upon the fellow whom he could
have expelled with a word.

“Look here, Loader,” he said guietly,
“T'veo had full details of the part you
played in this business, and ik stamps you
a hgger blackeuard than T ever imagined
voul o be!l ou're a thunderving cad,
Loder ! .

“1 admit it,” said Loder, with dey Tips.
“ Aud now, T &pose, you're going to turn
and crush me? Why couldu't you have
done it at once, in Hall, without lieeping
me in this rotten suspense?”

“T'm not going to cvush you, Loder.”

“What! You den't—you can’t mesn
that!™ exclaimed Loder incoherently,

“I do mean it. And I'll t¢ll vou woy.
Some time ago you proved that yowm
weren't all bad, by performing an actisn
for which I shall ever he grateful to you
You flished myv yvoung brother out of the
viver. Dut for yeu he'd have been a
goner.  And it's beeause of this debt 1
owe vou i connection with that
that 1 can’t bring myself to repart you
now. DBut, mark mmy words, if over I
cateh vou cut in a shady scheme of this
sort wprain, I sha'n't hold my hend!

afapr
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[ No. 48.—Miss CLARA TREVLYN:
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ARJORIE HAZELDENE is always
“Marjorie * to her close friciuls ot
(ireyfriars, and PhyHis Howell is
usnally  “Phylis "  but  Clars

Treviyn iz slmnosk alwiys *f Misa Clara.”?

Why¥  Well, it is not in easy thing fo
expiain, H omay he that (hey have never
Leit €hlera to be guite syek & ekim as the
othor two. Phyllis Howell, though they have
nod kuown her as long, has more of the boy
i her. Marioric iz ag diztinetly femininge ps
Clurn, bt in a different way. She haz mueh
pecwre sympathy, a much grester leankng to
the side of mercy. Miss Clara i3 capable of
being vindictive where Marjorie would cer-
tkinky Forgive, {me can imagine circumstaness
in  which Ckira might Be rather cattish.
Muorjaric eould never he that.

But Mizss Clara is a good sort—once of Lhe

Lesk ! -0 she does not oeally despise hoys in
vencral, vou know, thoogh she may protend
ter dlocen, 16 CHE Hooee saw nothing of the
lietinyve for & whole term, ome (ancies Miss
Cliata would find it even duller than Meriorie
adl PhyTlia waould.
- Mhe docs not like Peter TMazeldens, for sl
i very fond of  Marvjorie, amd Aariorie’s
Lirother offends her by his nnstabilidy and the
pcannier i which he treats his sister. Theye
i+ mocdonbt about Hazels bheing fond of
Marmorle, But it i3 the Kind of seilish fond-
neai which does not much consider the
Fevlings of its object. He leans foo muach on
aleriorie, aml that does mot meet  with
Lisrd g appioval.

ine doahts whether the young laly oguite
mporenintes Harey Wiearton sl his veal valie.
ot =guiflf snits her, and =0 Poes Johany Buoll,
#ed so0 i his good days, does Che Downder,
Vo Misg Clava prefers ber nunie friceds to
b nquite withont any feminine weakness.
Wlpe wantse them to ook g4t thiones: from
etadpoint other than her own, though =l
gy wwrn up her pretiy abltle noze—which
hix alieady a slicht tendency to aspire =ky-
wirreds =wheny they state their views,

Mizs Clara alfects » slangy form of specch.
Fhe does pob alwaya et her SXpressions
righi ; bt she can generally meceore Lo shiock
Marjorie, who ia not auits s modern a girl
as ehe 1g. " Back up ! Buzg off -—"ddop's
ade U—and the like are never en Muarjoris'z
s, but often on Clarn’s.

O the whole, one woubd aay that Misz
Clarn woas  rather more  ineclined to hoe
firtatious than any of her [riends.  She does
pot want fellows to he spooney @ sitting and
Eolding hapds, Kissing, waist-claspings, and
all that sorf of thieg are not in her line.
Bul the harmlese chatl that bkas a tendency
to the fiirtations 15 not objectionahle ta ber.
Vohuon she is o few  years older she will

probabiy dangle many scals: at her  phedls
hefore coming across “Mreo Right,” whoroas
Maurjorie is ouc of those tor whom there is
anly ane man in the woerld who matters i

that way—zo otlior who cmn ouver be more
than o fricnd.
When Olilf Howse miet the Bemove at

ericket Mizs Clara was the hest bowler on
lier siche, Ome Tears fhat b was nd g
thun being the best of o pood Job, for ceally
there are otz of things about the soeommer
gatne that Clara Trevlyn  does et know,
When she talks ahout kicking gouis in the

focter,

ericket-feid, amd keeping wickel 2t
she (4 only  stringing Rer aditors: Indt
“Lhow” is a oseabod eystery to her, aned s
certadnly could pob give » hoehl canlanaiion
of what “offside ™ mepans,  JL dges aot
makbter mueh; she will have 6o need oo Kuow
these things Ad heckey, thoueh oo deifer,
she falls Below the hizh  standard sef by
Mariorie and Phyllis oamel dbeir pew fricmd,
Philippa Derwent. One can get sbréwd raps
abt hoekey; and genile XMariorie Liag Jap e=s
fvaer of pain than Clara,

dara. has o turm for sarcnsm. Yoo may
pericinher what ghe =ald al.gnt pror Alepzo,
wha was really too muech tor Geer Hiniicd
patirnee. She was of opinion that 17 Loazy
did not upsel semebody he would feel Lhat

One Penny. 13

Vou'll have to pay the piper! I hope vou
understand that®”

“Fully,” said Loder

And then, moving towards Wingate, he
held out his hand.

“You're & brick!™ he faltered, " This
is awfully good of you, Wingete! [
don't know that vou'd care to shake hands
with me, alter what's happened, but——"

“Put it thoere!” zuid Wingato
promptly.  “Ii's net my way to beur
malice.”

The revelry ard rejoicing were kept up
till @ vary iate howur; and in Study Neo, 1
fve brimming glasses of gin rﬂ:'-pﬂa WETS
lifted with ome aeccord, Beb Cherry
volcing the views of his comrades when
fe =aad

“Here's ta old Wingate, snd long may
he reign! Drink up, vou merry bounderat
The best man wins !

(Poz't miss “THE GREYFRIARS
CHRISTMAS - PARTY ! ""—next
Monday's grend double-length story
of Herry Wharion & Co., by
FRANK RICHARDS.)

P P P PR e P e P Py P P P el R ol e

te had wasted a dew, 1t woa nob qnite Tair,
for who could be more choprined and uiterly
repentant than Alonzo always is when his
eHarts to he belpful and oblicieg have ended
in disaster? When 2mes Withelmina J.am-
burger, the slout German girl, whom ClIff
House knows no moere, still ate on—one mist
not say gorged In the case of a young lady,
though there renily was more than a touch
of the Bunter shout Wilkelmina—at the te2a-
zhop at the Point when all the rest Dad
Gnished, Clara said, *Go it—we'll time yon 1™
iin  ithat oceasion Harry Wharton, under
strong  pressure of  cireumstances,  had
departed from Liz prineiplea, and had nrdercd

whist he had not the money to pay fon
Every mouthiul Wilhelmina swallowed wid
rnnitte Hapey docper  info debt! Fortus

nawly he foupd u friend In need, and the
waiter. who had grown mgpigious, got the
amoupt of the 18U afier all,

And Clara iz cntseoken. Nof aoften doca
she let herself go abont Hazel, for =he knows
Ehat any critvicism of him  hurts  Marjorie,
But when che does there is po half-hearted.
neag in her methogds. In one of his ity
tempers  apsinst Wharten,  Hazel  had
reanaged to meke it oan abzolute tmpossilility
to play hion i the Dorm team in a mateh
whith the girls had acranged to come and
ger: oand he wended fhem lo slay awdy
hecanse e was nof pinvimes < If be were my
Brather,” saifd Mia Dlara, T shoold hax Lis
erral” And ot micht lace dehe hing eoded,
teo, thovgh one would not he teo surg of
that. Hnzel @5 o mifent fellow to size up.

Miseg Clara sgserfod Lersel with effect wlhen
the CHA HHowse zirle put oin g skeord spell st
Greyleiars, =l wans qaate, gnite sure thot
gecond Heddle was 1he instrament simiod Lo
mere hoys when girls wers about, She sur-
paisedt Mr. Queleli—:tb owas Clara, if onge
remmembers apicht, who  elnracterized  fhab
prave  and  reverend  solgnour s s old
dvar 70 It owas e tmeniney, and yet - one
doz pot wonder that Mr, Quelch found ik
errhArrassing.,

Crara was a waline aotor i the preat
poccking-opse wheeze, of eomras, Leeter shie
was jinr Blee plob 0 gel Toumger & Coo (o

hold the snow fort for COHH MHouse azainat
GLreyicinrs, Mearpnek:  asaenkbed fo that
seliemie with some gonbd @ it wan CIHHT Hoose
who had chafloneedd the Hemove, npot Courts
fielil. But Cliezi haed o doeht at all

D yvonr soreeoher whepn she pave Ty
Bunter s teste of the degowhin? It served
i well richt, ard Olars conlil pever stand
Huntir, Faa ke oewer otmitnedd that =he 8
pome o hiem ? I* wnnld be bhamarous toe
wifness Clara’s wraih § any such claim come
fo her ears,

Bhe cammet boar Skisner and RBeoop and
Sintt, either =he hine o nse ot all for
rotters. Thot is hewlthy encugh: hut pers
haprsg sbe may 2emetimes eanfomnd weaknesa
anid waywardness with =heer wickednogs, and
thire 8 a clevwe That ohe tiinks Haze ] worune
Lhun  fe s, For Marjoric's sake, ot ue
fiprer 50 |

Tue Macxer Lisnany.— Mo, EBiZ,
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Extracts from “THE GREYFRIARS HERALD?” &
and “TOM MERRY’S WEEKLY.”

PRI

RATTY'S LITTILE MISTAKIE!L

I

EKIMPOLE of the Shell
Tom Merry's study,
“Can you lend me a hammier, my
o Hear Merry?” he asked.

“A wlheh? naked Tom Merry.

“A hamaner. [ think youw have p hammer
in your toob-chiest,” said ®kimpole. 1 reguice
w lemimer—: hoavy one, if possible”

“Amateur carpentry?” asked Tem Merry,
getting up to 2ort the hammer oul of his
Eoral-otieat,

“No, my dear DMerry. 1 simply require o
bammer fo smash o bottie”

bl TR TR A

Tom Merey spun romnd to stade al Skim-
pole, Mianners aml  Lowther lefr ot their
tea and stared, too

Skimpole of the Shell was rather n gueer
fisli. He was not very hright ot lessona, bt
e umderstood  everything that emded  with
~iam™ ot “elogy.” He belicvld In Socialism,
Determinism, Bvolution, and  other  gueer
thinus like that, and wouwld talk abont them
py the yard. Bkimypole was 2o scientille that
pobody  expected him to have any sense.
Feliows woere never very surprised at apything
he spid or did. Bat the Terrible Three werc
rother surprised this time.

“Yaou want to Dborrew my hammer fo
smash a bottle?” ejacelated Tom Morry.

“Yes, my dear Merry, A bLammer would,
In  my opinion. he  the most  convenient
snplement to camploy for that purpose. The
amennt of Tesistapes in the Flaza of o =i
hottle it pot sullicient to withstand the sud-
don impaet of o hammes  Toreibly applied.”

Skimpnle alwaya talka ke that!

“A—a—a pinshottle? ssod Manners,

“Yez, my Jddear Mapners"

“Ekimmy,” said Mooty Lewther affection-
atety, “when your relations club tepether to
Ly yon a sbrnit-jucket, fell Tem 'l snbscribe
Evvopaenes, will yon?”

Skimpale turned his spectacles on Losertler,
v surprise. His acientific e was pever
Leewn be gprasp a joke

cEn far a3 my knowledse extepds, Towther,
wy relativez ot present entertnin noo suceh
fntention,™ he replied, = Neither do I porecive
any  neecasity  for them  to devote  Lheir
inaneial resoierces to soch oam object”

“Fan me!'" murmneedl Slonly Lowther.

bincked  info

“ Look Bere, Skimmy.” safd Tom Merry, T
like to know whal yon're poing ta do with
that bammer hefore 1 Fesd J6 to yon Wiose
giichntble are yon going to smasa?”

*Tagiles'.”

“Haz Targlva asken yos?”

“Iobt gt all. my dear Merry ! Tapotes is at
prosent wholly nneonseioms: of my intention ™

s You'te moing to osmashoan empty hotode
Prbomsioee b Tageles!"  muermnced Tom
lerry, womilering whetler SRimmy wits quite
J"ir_:'hl_ it i Teedudd.

“Wnboan cempty bottle, my dear Merry,
Thi boktler 5 at present foll of gin

Trom Merry  impeed.

“Skimmy, vou howlipg ass i

“Ha, hw, ha!™  roared  dManners
Livwther.

sximpole hllnked at them in sweprise.

“Year're poing to play o LricE ol oul merty
pricter?™ shonted Lowtler,

“You migapprehend me. Lowtler, 16 0=
not o trick ! sabd Skimpole reprovingly,
Bnsve neither the time nor the inelinniion for
the perpeteation of phanrd jokes. 1 am aoing
tea do u patciotic decd. You® are probably
In posacssinn of knowledze of ihe circums-
stamer that this eountry i3 in o stote of
wearfonre withh Goermany —"

=1 helieve I'wve Deard e gnbd Lowther
themahinfally. = RNow, where did 1 bear that
muntinned2”

“Aly fear follow, it t= enmmon Knowlodxe
von conbid gee references to it i ARy news-
prver,” sndd Skimpole. T i3 generally con-

and

piilered o matter of poblie interest, thowgh I

Ammmm = - e e

S— ]

Printed aud publivhed waskly hy ths Troprietors at The Flesiway IHouss, Far
QGoreh, Molbpoene, Sydney, Adalaide, Trizbora, and Walllngtomn,
Saturday, Docembor Lit, 1017,

Agants For Australosia: Gordon &

Cape Town and Johanneshurg,

By SIDNEY CLIVE.

Iad the time to give it much
attoption  myself, Howewver, we  arfe now
tureatene:d  with famine, owing to  <¢ircurme
stances over which our politicians have no
ecoptral, and while we are running short of
necesanry  provender a considecable quantity
of faodstuifs iz being esed in the manufacture
of intoxicating lguor. I disapprove of this
I am thorefore poing to deprive Tageles of
B min, a8 o woarning to him to (eifsue i more
patriotie Huwe of conduct. 1 regard il as &
duty.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“There iz nothing to Iangh af, my dear
fellows, 1 assore you. The existence of
intoxienting liguor is a donger to the country
at the present moment. Az a poatreiot, 1 hoave
no choice but Lo act as 1T have ontlined. Have
you found vour hammer, Mecry?™

Tom Merry chnekled.

6N, nss oamf 'm ool going Lo And 150" he
gaiel, *1'd advise you to leave Tuggles gin
oftbe alopel”

“kimpale shook lis hoad.

“Impossible, my dear dMerry. T regard it
a8 o duty bto procure the destruction of that
dangerons polzon, Taogles will be all the
better for being deprived of 8"

“Yery likely! But iy

“There are no butz, when duily calls, my
fear Merry! IFf yom cbechine to lend me the
bammer, I dare say Gore’s ericket-bat will
amawer the puorpoee”

“Skimmy ! yelled Tem, ns the geniug of
tho Shell left the stidy. But Skimpole did
gnt even look back. e was going to do Lis

ity !

The Terrible Three grinned al oae another.

Wi doubt Skimmy was riehl in his theory
that Tageles, the porter, wounld he better off
withnut hiz pin. Bub what Tageles wonld
say if Skimmy amashed his gin-lwtlle, with
the gin in it, was 2 very interesting question.
It was cerfain to be something  Blood-
curding.

havs: ned

Il.

i HE silly asms oncht o Le stoeppel,”
sabd  dTapmers, at last. " Tapgle:
will eamalain to the Thewd.”

“Lat's

Mooty Towiher.

Thee Terribde Thres et fheir bea unfinished,
and went ont after Bkimomy, They were just
in time to zeo D senttie down the passage
with Gore's ecieXet-bat wder his arim.

“Slimeny '™ shouted Tom Merey. " 8top!"

s reflne him 1Y slemted Lowther,

Tie Tercible Three rasii-d i parsuit,

Skimpnle Leake into o run. He eoulda't
anderstapd why the junior wantled to stop
htn from doine bis pabrietic dndy; but he
wans resobved that he wasn't going o be
stopped.

He fairly flew down the staira and out of
the Bebond Houee,

“ Alter Lim!” gaspod Alanners,

The Terrilide Fhree dashed out into the
mml., Bkbmpole  was popdding meress the
gquad, and as it bBappemsed, by il ek, Mr,
EateHlf wis coming  across from the Noew
Honae,

Skimpole was ton short-gizhtod to ses him
coming.

He rushed rlight into Mr. Tatehiff.

The New House master stopped dead, with
A pasp, a5 Skimmy cannoned inte him, and b
eave an oawful yell as Gore's bat droppd
fairky on bis fogt.

pet  after  him!™ zaid

“YFah! "

“firoogh ! gasped  Bkimpole,  stagzering
| FH T

Mr. Natclifl hopped on one leg, with pain

and rage The end of the bat liad clumped
o his favourite cori,

Skimmy hadn't much sense: hut he had
enough not to stay nenr Mr. RatelilT jnst

e e e
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then. He rushed on, leaviag Gore's bat whers
it had fallen, ;

“Yeow-ow-nw 1 hovled M. Ratelidf. "oy !”

Lut Skimpole was pone. .

The Terpible Throe halted, teying not o
sl e,

“Merry ! Manners! Lowther!™ Mreo Ratcliflf
stuttered. " You—yon are the cogee of this!
Yut—you were chiasing that stopid boy: 1
ahall report  this  to your  Housc-mmaster:
Yow-ow [

And Mr. Balelifi, with o dendly laok, hopped
on townrds the School Honse.

“iNi, my hat!” =aid Lowther

“Where's that idipt  Skimpole®  pgrowled
Tom Merry.

“Jfets gone inte the [odge!”

i, thie asstt

The chums of the Skl dnrricd on to

Tagales' lodge. Thoe door was open, and they
aw Skimpole insife,  They sew Togeles come
ot of the back roomn, ton, and plare ot
skimpale, who huad taken the gin-bottic from
the sideboared.

" Watcher doin' with that there?™ Tagsles
roared.

Skimpole Minked a2 him.

“My  dear Tamele:,  yonr  imdualpence  in

intoxicating ligwor dering the continnanee of
hostilities is an action of an excecdlingly un-
patriotic charaeter,” he explaipned. *1 pure
pose b destroy  this  dangerows Tl e——
Yarooh!”

Skimpole dodped oul oz Tugeles mude a
clutch at him.

e falrly Aew ont of the Indge. bodtle in
banmd, with the enraged porter afler i,

My heye! pgusped Tasgles. =10 report
yer! L'l gkin yer "

“0h, dear?™ gasped BEimpole, s he heard
the porter eloze hehind.

He dodeed Tazelea, and stombled, amd wonld
over with o bump, The botile eraslusd on
the pround, and smashed into o dozen picees,

amid  Bkimpole  ralled i them. omd Feivly
wallowed n gm.
“Oh, dear! Oh, crumbs! OL! spicttered

2kimpale.

Tapgles was npon him in a seeond  T0 Tom
Merry & Co, had not rushed in there woeld
cerbainly have heen some datnape done. Tam
held Tapgelez back. while iz chuma canght up
Skimpole and reshed im away.

“Lemme perrat Bim ™ shricked Tageles.

vahnEh ! mwrmuored Tom Merey. “He's
only dotty, Pagpey

11 report him——"

“Take it ensy, old seout—w' N gy for Bhe
Bobile,” asmid Fom Merry zoothipgly, “Well
ek it amll right, Togey ™

e oughtes be in o hasyinm ™ sincted
Tapwlea: Bt e aliowed Rimsell (o e
placated, and went Lok, grumbling, Bt s
lesglzee,

Tom Merry hurried after his chums and
Skimpole.  Bhimpole was lonling dazed.  He

heed cut Bimsel! in two or theee places e e
hrohen bottle, awd hie was simgply soaked i
win.  The fames of the loprible stull moole
him euite siek and faint, and were making his
Teead gwim, e BHinkol dazedly at the (hree,

“you howling ass!™ said Tom Merry, “ You'd
be reported to the Head, only Uve underfaken
to pay Por the gin”™

“lareetsesiedn

“Whnt's the mubber with you now?”

o L 1 2 o

Shompobe stageored against o feeo.

“Tear et [ experienec the asast oxira-
ordinary sepsation i the interior of  my
cranium '™ be murmured. “ Apparently the
fumea of that vile, spiritoons lguor have
somewhat affeeted me? Grongh!™

Aome on, you =iy oass P oprowled Loowther,
And they bl Skimpole away to Uhe Schond
Fionse, e was simply reeking with gin, and
necded a change badly.

. Tl L P e "
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i oysl™
Mr. Tateliff was in the doprway of
tle Heheol House, e had stopped

: there too perse his corn again, As
Hhimpole ewine up the steps  Batty had a
whill of the zin, sod it noeke him nmp.

“Stop i e thundered.

Tdrroongy

Hatty's eyez gleamed like <teel as they were
fixed on the juniors,

“1z it possible?’ he gasped.  “So that is
why that wretched boy stumbled indly into
me in the quadrangle! Good heavens! Have
b lived to see n jupior of this school in a
state of disgusting intoxioation

i, my hat!™ sfuttored Lowther.

Hatty's mistake was natural enongh-ior a
suspicipus mon Hke Ratty. Skimpole looked
¥Yery nueer, und fe snelt of gin in a way
that was positively atrocions

“ - if you please, sir-— " hega:: Tom Merry
meckiy, -

"Bilenee ! fhundered i
pole it

“Groagh!”

"Answer me, hoy "

"lmg-oung 1

RoateltT.  “Skim-

" Hopulessly  intoxieated!”  snapped Me
Kateliff. "This iz no laughing matter,
Lowther! How dare vou laugh? This hoy

Itas been deinking—actuslly drinkiog! It is
shocking—scandalons—dizgraceful!  And you
were belping hiny into the Heouse with the
intention of concealing his disgusting state
from diseovery, I hove not the slightest
doebt.  You are parbiez to his disgracefuf
cenwduct—anecomlices !

d1 ];“t * [}

“Hilunce ! Yau may ray apyvthing you have
1o say belore Dr. Holmes!  Follow me! 1
will assist thiz Loy, since he iz incapable of
watking."”

Mr. Rateliff
shoubider, and
Head s study.

rrasped  Shimpole by tlhe
marched him  away to the
dom 2erry & Coo looked at

ot another,
“(h, crumhz '™ sail Tom.
They had to follow Mre, Hatelif.  That

soptleman tapped at (he Hemd's door. and
marched Skimpole In, folowed by the Terrible
Tl Mr.  Bailton, the Sehoost House
tenater, waz in the study with the Head.
Foth of them starcd when Eatfy marched
Hhimpole in.

“Bless my soul ™ exelgimed Dr. Holmes,
" What—what—=—"

“Dr. Holmes. T have io report thizs hoy—z
School Howse hoy,” Here Mr. Dateliff gave
1he Schonl House master o ook, "1 have to
report him for being in o state of hopeless,
Eripless intoxication !™

“Mr. Ratclitf 2™
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1 ame wob eurprizod that vou are shoeked,
sir. 1 bhave no deubt that Mee Baditon did
not =uspect that toch fhinos ocenrred amongs
the boys wder bis charge '™ spid Ehe Now
House master spitefally.

“Ceortainty T diel pot, amd 1 do ped atdaeh
the slightest importance fo sweh a chargo
against one af my hoys!" exclaimed 3.
Lailton hotly,

“ Lotk at the hoy ™ Mr. Ratelilf poinied a
booy forclinger st Skimpole, who stood, sway:
ing and blinking, in the middle of the room.
“Can you =ay that you do not smell the Jdis
custing liquor he has been imbibing?  Sir,
he shinply recks with it; it is cven spilt over
bris clothesi®

* Bless my soul!™ said the Head, aghast.

“Groegh ™ said Skimpale.

Mr, Hatcliff'a eyes were glittering like a
eat’s. This was g score sich as he had never
dreamed of over the School House master. A
Schoct Heuse chap found dipsy in the gunad,
He folt that Me. Railton would never get
over that! In fact, Entty wae 20 pleased fo
score over Mr. Hailton that bhe hado't takep
the trouble to make sure of his ground.

“Look ab him!” be repeated. " These three
boys were witnessez of his gfate. They were
helping him into the House, to hide the result
of his disgusting orgies!™

The Terrible Three grinned—they couldn't
belj it=—at the pdea of poor old ZBkimpole
gaing in for orgies.

“And they.regard it as a laughing matter!”

thupndered Mr., Katclif. “They are as
depraved as Skimpole himself '™

The Hopd made a gestare.

“Skimpole I

“Groogh! Gugaoug!

“Hless my soul)" The Head sniffed. “ The

hay cottainly smells of cin, and bhe does not
geemt able to apenk clearly! Thia ia tereible ™

“And  Merry, Manners, and Lowther are
parties to it,” said Mr, RExtelif. “I have not
the slightest doubt that they are as suilty
a5 Skimpobe.”

“Quite, sir” said Monty Lowlher meekiy.

“What' Yoo admit if, Lowbher

"Lertairly. sit We've drunk as much 2in
as Skitapoic,” sald Lowtber, with & twinkle
in his cyes,

“"Yau hear them, Dr. Holmes,”

“One moment ™ said Mr. Rallton, who was
mitell keener than thc New Jfousc master.
“Are you confessiny, Lowther, that you have
been drinking intoxicsntz?”

“Oh, not at all, sir!” said Lowther calmly.
“I mean that Skimpole haso't’ been drinking
any, sir.”™

“1 thouwght 0. sand Mr. Railton, with a
smile.

“What ! cxelnimed Mr. Lateliff. " &ir,
you see the state the boy is in, He ecannod
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LV spenk cxcepting in indistinet mulierioes

LT TR
"To hear him?r

Clel feel g-gemick M pasped  Bkimpole, at
fast. T -1 . sroosh—-pog-pgog i

“1 should imagine  20!™  snapped  Mre
Eatelift.

“Maerry, kindly explain to the Hcad whak
has happened,” swid Mr. Railloa guietly.

“Caortainly, sir!™ aaid Tom hlnrri cheer-
falty, “Skimpole got an idea into his sllly
D ™

“What #

"I—1 mesn hiz head, air, that # was him
duty as a patriot to stop iotoxicatling liguoe
heing used in the echool, Bo he collzped
Taggles' gin-bottle and smashed it 1t gok
spilt over him. That's all, sir.”

“Extraordinary I murmured the Head, snd
Mr. REallton smiled.

Mr. Rateliff's face was a study as he heard
that zunple explanation of his awlal case
apainst Skimpole,

Even the Head smiled now.

“I—I do mnot believe it!" stuticred Mr.
Ktaclt. “This—this ia mere subterfuge to—
to save thiz wretehed boy from expuldlow

*+ Nothing of the kind!™ said Mr. Railtom
sharply.

Taggles will hear witness, it
sir,” said Tom Merry meekly.

“It 4 npot  necessary,” said the Heade
“Skimpole, you huve acted in a foellsh and
nnjustifiuble manner, amd I shull cane yom.
Haold ouf your hand !

cGroeph o enid Skimpole.

=wish, swish!

“Y¥en will pay for the damage you have
dome,” snid the Head, “You may go!™

“firanzh! Under the circumetancea, sle, I
rezard 14 as—groogh-—my duty to point ook
thit—nroocli—lhooh—* Tom Merry & Co,
drazoed Skimpole out of the stmly ‘before ha
conld say any more. ,

Mr., Rateliff followed them ont withouk
anither word, M ever & man looked 3 com-
rete and thorough idiok Ratty qdid at thak
inmint.  He hod made a mountain out of &
molchifl, and his  terrife accusation  had
welted wway info nothing, and ke koew that
the Hlowad and Mr, Radlton were smiling as ba
cloted the deoor,  Ratty went haek to tha
Mew Howse wilhh o faee like g Hun.

As for Skimpole, he went to the Shell
dormitory, whore he was sommewhat unwell for
it hoyr or two. The Terrible Three settled
with Taurles, They felt that it had been
warth it to zec Mr, Watcliff'a face as he
speaked away alter putiiog his fool i i3 so
thoroughly |

DECLAIRTY,

THE END.

THE SAUCY SAILLY.

youth  with things of weighty
mament,

Uncle Beniamin iz a creature as full of
ks as gome big egoz ure of douhle volks.
“pme forefgn epgs have these.  We kpow all
we want about foreign yoiks.

i'nele Benlamin said he hated caravanning.
You got mixed u;lﬂJ with vour own shuvmg-
water, and never had any comfort. T den’t
mix with ahavipz-water, [ may aay., So he
wrote to me and Alonzo towards the énd of
the holidays. and said he liked to show the
Young Idea deaps, please!) what life was like.
What, he asked. did they know of Peckham
who only Teckham kKnew? There would he
a ioke here ahout ~Comin® thro' the Rye"
for apyone who was ®3lly enongh to make it
Bul I'm not.  Tnele Bepjamin had bheen a
travelier in hia own time, not being able to
wae gther people’s. He was [ond of renning
serogs fo Dieppe. and zering the jumped-up
waiter pouring out the hot coffee at the
tiare Maritime in the pinky dawn after a
storm-toased night om the michty deep.

But in these dayas of war Uncle Benjamin
waa not able to zo carcering off to Kome to
see bow the Romans lit their candles, and
stipped "inte tleir tronsers and topas, or to
rup over to Berlin to gather wool and see
what a Sprec-was like, ¥You can't do these
things with 2 nasty.minded Kaiser op the
ramp through Europe,

“I will give vou two ladz a tonr throuzh
the Ofd Country.” That was what Uncle
Benjamin wrote.

FAONZD wanted to tell thia yarn, hut |
A digtike trusting that unsophisticated

By PETER TODD.

I thought he meant in & motor-car, and
wondered how he was going 10 Manags about
the stormy netrol.

I waa wrong, aa I found when Lonzy and 1
reached the house where Tnele Bepjamin way
hapgineg out.  TUnele Benjamin, like Hob
Cherry, 15 an inventor, and after supper he
told us what he bad been busy aghout.

“It's not exactly a Tank, my dear ladz/
he sukd, when ke led ws out into the yurd
after supper. “In many ways it is betler
fhogn ¢ Tapk. Look at it !™

The vard was full of g big black thing,
which looked rather like 2 torfoise which had
had some of Mr. H. G, Welis' zpeeial hoom-
foad.

s Progpe hath  her  victories not  less
renowned Eban war,” " cooed Uncle Benlam#
a5 Lonzy and I stared at the object.

“0h ! was all Alonzo aaid.

“It’s a Peace Tonk,” said Unele Benjamin,
"1 haeve heen busy at it all the semmer.  YWe
are doine travellipg in it.  We shall =ee
Brighton. and Czledonia stern and wild, fit
home for .o poetic child, likewise the howss
andl lakes of dear ofd Ireland, For it swims.
and, safe inside, there iz navght to fear from
the giddy aubmarine.”

“[ do not guite appreciate the idea, I must
admit., my dear Peler,” murmured Lonzy,
unider his hreath.

“I have no notion of swelling the profite
of the avaricious railway companics.” Uncle
Benjamin pursued, “Thia fAfty per cent.
inerense hag eut me to the marrow. T would
sodmer buy @ sixpenny scocter, and take the

lone trail with ite aid, than pander to the
preed of the carrying monogolies '

Alonzo said e would be more than charmed
te see the stern Caledonian Road, as Uncle
Benjamin had mogted,  IF Be was charmed
he would he the first—oxcept perhaps  the
merry old Kaiser, who used to keep his spies
there on board wages, The Caledonian Road
iz otz of things. bt it is pot charming,

Upele Denjamin said he ehould be starting
in the morninz.  All the village had a start,
too, when it saw us moving down the lane in
our curious arcangement ¢f wheels and sheet-
iron. [f was zomething hetween a  pan-
technicon and o hesp of ald serap ont of the
Xine Elmz Yards, where the train puails up Lo
show paszengers the Dattersen scenery,

Coel: Benjamin had faken Simpking, {ha
cliap he called his hody-servant.  Simpkina
Bad o wuall eye, alzo a sud heart, dioe 1o heing
FNEF.H] in love., Some falks never know their
uck !

We steered north, and Uncle Beniamin was
Full of pride. T wanted to warn bim of jt,
Lt felt e mightn't like it if | &id, He said
thit was a great day for England, and that
in & zhort time most Englishmen would adopt
the houce on wheels rather than lve n the
same place with the same monotonous ald
cabbase-rarden and hack yvard to look at.

We went sznorting through the zcenery.
Simpkin: cooked, attended to the engine, and
tnated the drawing-reom. We had several
raooims, and a niee obacrvatory at the end.

" There will be no more house.rent, Petert™
said Uncle Benjamin gleefully, as we

(Continued on page 16.)
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THE SAUCY SALLY!
{Oontinwed from pagse 15.}

to the felds, apd went trampling through a
kot of corn and hop-gardens.

I eannot explain the mechaplem, bub Tnele

cnjamin he had patented the notion,

there was money in it.

He paid a lot of things.

B0 did a fermer, who came running along-
gide, The farmer did mot seem to like hia
tand being walked over, but he had not a leg
to stand on after we had passed over him.

"It's bis own fawlt for daring to interfers
witly .the . peientific development ™ of  the
country,” eald Uncle Benjamin, s we saw
the mettled agriculturist picking himself out
of the doze of & ditch.

Well, we went on fike that old cha
Exeelsior, or Bxealibur, or something, and
could eee that Uncle Benjamin was good for
any adventures. He never had been & coward
—pot like that mean wreteh Saulputty in the
cheery poem, the chap who basely deseried
the Bpy on the Burning Deck. Casabianca
stood it all right (be would bave been a

fech ass to mb down, as things were) when
avlputty had fled.

Then something happened. Wo were stoer-
ing straight for an onat-house, and then, jost
as Simpkins waa dishing up the shepherd’s
ple, we biffed ittt

Our Jauncy Sally had legs, :nd she went on.

“That is one of vhe beawiiea of the con-

traption,” said Uocle Benjamin. " You see,
you leave vour troubles belijod.”

Ferbaps Simpkins was Faulty at the wheel,
but, anyway, the Sauwey Bally woaa simply
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wicked at taking corners—she mostiy took
them with her, which is unorthodox.

A pollcémsn ran after us, apd mald be
wanted our pames and numbers, and where
we were borm, g&nd why, or some rob like thet,
but want bhad f0 ba his master. Unele
Benjamin #aid this was a non-stop riun té.the
Lakes, and [t did not matier about litfle
thinge. He sald that bold pioncers wera
always misunderstood at the otart, but that
the would ¢ome. :

‘We camped for the night In a meadow,

and the way the sheep scuttled when we
settled down was pretty to see, A man in a
gaberdine too large for him came apd looked
at e, mod seemed sort of fascinafed by the
bit :I' » cottage which wasr hanging on our
hied gear, but he did not stop.
“Thess pobr countryfolks are very be-
nighied,” sald Uncle Benjamin, as be shaved
himsalf in the morning. “They little know
what potentialities of progresa are lockzd up
in this roomy conveyance, We have beco
too long slaves to the dull tyrast convention,
Peter, my boy ™

I was longing for breakfast when we were
halled from the port-side by a red-faced chap
on a flery chestnut.

="What the blazes do you mean by Jdamaglng

m{l sheep ™ ho asked.

¢ maid thizs to me. I
Bepnjamin, thinking he might know the
answer., But Uncle Henjamin mercly told
Simpkins to put on fnll steam, and away we
went, with the merry old cquestrinn prancing
alongside of vz like an escort.

Thenm he gave it up, and fell away hebind,
You- can't Keep level with n Bavey Sally
when ahe aniffa the cattle from afar. Tt was
g beautiful morning. We swept on across
country in fine style.

“Roada! What are road:?” exclaimed
[F:;.;:]h Benjamin, helping bimaelf to a third
racher.

cialled Tnele?d

"They are things to'walk o, unele,” 7 anid
ru:blite!lf.

I will say it was prethy country, bat not
quite as pretty atter we had done with it and
somehow the people scemed to get more and
more savage In fheir manncrs as we pushed
om.

"We are but waking them up, Toeter. my
dear lad,” said Uncle Benjamin, - “This 1+
the march of the higher clvilisation., Xow,
just ece how we take that wood.” :

Well, we certainly did take & good slice of
the wood with us. I don’t know what the
lord of the manor would say. ‘There Were
chunks of grouod clinging to the Sauey Sally.
alimost encugh to establish a amall estate
somewhery, atd-——

[EmiTonlAL - Note—At  thia  stage  DPeler,
usnally lueid in style, il overdnoclined to Fye:
fippant as to the privileges of personal
property, becomes hopelessly iavelved.  Hix
atory is o dream—a Wells-Verne drenn, witi
a touch of Dan Leno and Wilkis Dard!

He relatea, with some alr of truth, how the
Smicy Sally headed due north and fetched
up " the moors. He also refers to the grow-
ing lostility of the conntry people, which
cutminated i the eraft being surrounded inou
lemely district and attocked.

He iz atill more hozy when le speaks of o
headlong fight after the Suucy Sally D
plenged into a sheet of water. He degeribes,
with painstaking detail, how he réscucd his
uncle and Alonzo, and then went back for
Simpkina. He tells of a furtive tramp hack
howe, in which they were buoyed up with the
hope that they could not e traced. Person-
ally, however, I don't believe the Sagey Sally
aver really existed, although, os s o] |
kpown, Mr. Henjamin Tedd i3 o fervent
heliever in the introduction of houses which
can Db shifted from  pluees o place in
accordance with the reaidents' deelre for
change of air und scene—H. W.]
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For Next Monday :
OUR GREAT EXTRA-SPECIAL
CHRISTMAS NUMEER !
For details see below.

A READER’S MAGAZINE.

Cecil J. Price, of 2, Delaval Road, Whilley
Bay, Northumberland, wants me to give bis
little paper, ® Tha Sconts” Own,” & notice in
this eolumn, and 1 do 20 with pleazure.

But first 1 should like to point out to
rexders generally that it is merely [oolish to
expect any amateur magazing Lo compete in
size and atleactiveness with papers such as
the MackEr and “Gem.® The smaller the
circulation of a paper, the smuller the paper
must be if it is to pay expenascs, There ure
Yimits to the stze of a paper of the very
Liggest circulation.  Publishers are not Phke
the Irishman who lost a halfpenny on each
article he sold, bub moade big profite through
selhing such a pumber! : ;

Our friend Price’s magazine coneistz of
eight pagez and a pink cover, #ach page a
litile over 8 by & inches. It is well printed
in the same tvpe as the short stories =b Lhe
end of the MacRET are st in. And T reall
think thal it is the hest vulue at Lhe price o
any amateur journnt [ have seem lalely, I
know somebhing ahout whal printing costs,
you zee. Some of my rewlerz who have
written L0 me complaining of Lhe smalluwss
of fellow.repders’ attempts o this line evi-
dently don'l.

b The Five Iz twopenee. There 32 an
ditorial page there are some short articles,
nd there iz a school story which occupies

three apd a hall papge:s. You capn rewd Lhe

whole issue in g few mineles. DBol L =
ahzolutely wselesz for amyone to buy these

amateur papers W read az one tenlz p

popular journal with a big cirenlalion, They

are not meant for that. They are to smuse
and help a little friepdly cirele of would-he
writers; and in doing that they fulfil a usefu]
purpose,

D

I do not recommend * The Zgouts’ Own ™ 1o
those who grumble because the MaoNer has
only 1 pages. They would call it "=
swindle,” which it emphatically is not. But
I do recommend it to those genuinely im-
terested Im awmaleur journalism. Pricg will
send a specimen copy for 23d.

E——

MORE GRUMBLES.

It fa not n Dizgusted Coleman this time.
It is & reader who s guite civil and very
keen, yet who manages to get about as far
wrong in & short letter us well may be, and
who does not pglve me the chance of answer-
ing him by post, After all that I have said
an bthat score, a demand for an anzwer in
these pages iu distinetly off, Dut 1 am
answering, a5 bis grumbles may be of interest
b others,

“Why should the footline: be cut outi?”
he asks., And, be says, “There is plenty of
room for them on the pages.™

He iz wrong. The zize of the page iz not
Lhe size of the forme in which the type goes,
and we are using this forme to the last
pozsible line. As the dear Colemuan might
sy, ® Fronti nulla fides.”

“Could we not manage to have & coloured
egver every week tike other periodicala?" We
couldn’t. We dropped the colovred covers
beeause we conldn®t, Amd very few peopie
tri-3 them. What do they matter?

“ After the war will the MacNer apd * Gem ”
be 28 pages qeaini®  Can't say., Our tome
prophet has !':ineﬂ Up. oF iz om Dartrooor
withh Lhe eonchys, or has gof into the House
of Commons—aor somethinz! Anvway, 1 have
lost track of him. The head commissionaire
ussures me that he is not biding in the coal
cellars: and the cushier sava he no longer
rells wp on Fridovs for hiz zalary, We have
an astrologer on the prémi=es—but fhat's
anobher story, amd I don't believe iz atories;
and I'm no prophet myself,

Seripusly, how can anyone he expected to
2oy what will happen after bhe war? XNo one
knows how far the present prices will he
mdinkained. Not in oy fctime do 1olook

to see fhings as cheap apgain as they were
in July, 1914.

EWhy oot eul ouwl allogelher the *Fa.
tracts,” and bave a full papge of Editorial
Chat, with the flfustration al the top, sz we
used tof”

My hat?! I zimply dare nol cuf out story.
maktter for the benefit of my Chat! Think
of the names I should be called! My «dear
fellow, hall of you don’t read the Chat, anil
holf  the . other hall disagree with pretty
tuch all T spy in it Awd, persondlly, T don't
remember Lhe day when there was & full
page of Chat. Those were casier-poinge days
than these, the daye of the 3¢ pages, amd
the Chal wus given a full page, but | cannet
recall itz Hlling that page.

Never mind!  This evrresponiont
well, T atm stire,

FREe~id - 5
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NEXT WEEK !
GREAT CHRISTMAS NUMEER!
Price Twopeneso,

Contents -

THE GREYFLRTALS CHRISTMAZ
PARTY !"—A double-dength complete ston,
by FRANE BICHALDS, '

ETHE GREYFHIARS WIS WHOM™ -y
eompendium of information about Ehe charny.
tors i the stories,

TTHE GHUOST OF WHALRTON LODGE:"
By FRANK RICHARDS,

STAKING COVEL!™ My SIDNEY DREEW.

"HELPING RIINKERS!™ <A story from
the G, IL," told by Sguif.
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