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THE NEW SUPPLEMENT !

} - AGNETITES have before them the first issue of the
Cricket Supplement, and I wager that it will please
them, For Harry Wharton to secure :

of such redoubtable exponents of the willow a2
Jack Hobbs of SBurrey and Philip Mead of Hampshire s

the services

a good beginning, and augurs well for the quality of the
supplements to follow, “Paul Pry,” too, the travelling cor-
respondent, seems to get his “noze ™ into some interesting
quarters, and his cheery articles will be well worth following.
And let ma whisper it, Maurice Tate, the famous Bussex and
England bowler, gives us & fine article in next week's
Supplement. T'll ring off at this stage. My chums will ses
for themselves what a success the Cricket Supplement is

oing to make, and will, of a certainty, put their pals on {o
this " good thing.”

—_—

STUDY No.8!

A query reaches me from a "MagNer Enthusisst ™ con-
cerning Study No. 8 in the Remove passage and iia
inhabitants. In this case there is only one *inhabitant,”
namely, 8mith minor—a little-known character in the Grey-
frianrs stories, Study No. 8, too, is a very small apartment,
ard that is why Robert Smith has the ?]am to himself.
Perhaps Mr, Richards will bring this lonely Greylfriars fel-
low. into a story one of these fine days, and it would ke
only fitting for 8mith minor to have the story all to him-
self, as it were, We'll see! Many thanks for your cheery
letter, ““AMacxer Enthusigst,” and please don't think you
have to apologise for not enclosing a stamped and addressed
envelope. Always pleased to hear from you.

MAGNET “PARS ™!

In this issue of your favourite paper will be found the
result of “Pars” Competition No. 5, The prizewinners
have been forwarded the Topping Table Football Games,
of which there are still some left, Now, you chaps, just jot
down on a piece of paper, or a postcard will do, any interest-
ing incident which you have witnessed on the footer field,
or of which you have heard off the footer field. Pars
should not be longer than three hundred words. To the
senders of the best twenty efforts I will award the Twenty
Table Football Games offered this week. All attempts must bo
addressed : “Magrer ‘ Pars’ Ne. 9,” Gough House, Gough
Square, London, E.C. 4.  Now get busy, boys, for theze
ganmes are really the goods!

For Next Monday.

«“ THE NEW BOY’S SECRET!"
By Frank Richards.

That's the title of the next grand long complete story ot
the chums of Greyfriars. A new boy comes to the school,
and a very extraordinary fellow he iz, too. But I'm not
going to let on more about him at this stage, for it woull
tend 1o spoil the story. Mind you read this treat billed
for next AMonday, boys.

« THE PHANTOM OF THE DOGGER BARK!”

Next week’s splendid yarn of Ferrers Locke will keep youv
interest at a lively pitch, for the great detective gets on the
trail of E-tmmmmj: and thrills follow fast and furious
Laok out for this instalment, chums!

THE SUPPLEMENT !

Litile need for me to mention again the Cricket Supple-
ment billed for nest week., You'll be looking ont I’nrlt ot
as keenly as Billy Bunter looke out for the postman, "Nl

said ! Cheerio, (huma! VvOUR EDITOR.
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MOSSOO ASKS FOR IT! The sparkas begin to fly in the Remove at Greyfriavs when Monsieny Charpentier suddenly

dervelops from a meel; and mild litte gentleman info o Tortar,

Harvy Wharton ; andbie gets out 1o pull Mossoo down a peqg !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Rallylng Round !
G

it, old man!*
“Pile in, vou know."
“We'll all help!”
“The helplulness wili
tereific.” i i

Harry Wharton smiled faimntly.

The Famous Five, of the Greyirviars
Remove, wero 1In Study No. 1.

It was Wednesday afternoon; a hall-
Loliday st Greylriars, and a glorious
spring day. Almost every other fellow
was out of the House—even Billy Bunter
lad detached his fat person [rom the
study armchair and rolled out into the
sunshine—even Lord Mauleverer, who
was almost koo lazy to live, was taking
a little walk abroad.

But the Famous Fi#‘a—fenerall‘? the
tmost cuergetic members of the Remove
-—were indoors. The sunny river and
the green playving-fields called to them
1y vaih,

Harry Wharton, captain of the
Remove, stood with a gritn and some-
what undecided expression on his face.

The other members of the Co. wore
peranasmve looks.

Bob Cherry and Johnuy Bull wore
persuasve and urgent; Hurree Jamsot
Ram Bingh's dusky face was deeply
concerned ; Frank Nugent was almost
Leseeching.

Bob had placed a sheaf of impot
Flper ready on the table. Johuny Bull
iad put a new mib in the pen, dipped
it in the ink, and was helding it out to
Wharton. Nugeut had opened a school
copy of the *Henriade,” and propped
it against the inkstand. Hurree Singh
shoved a chair to the table.

Every follow seomed willing, and
eager to help,

‘The fact was. that the Co.
aunxions. When Harry Wharton woz in
a dogged and obstinale mood. it was
tirne for Is bost friend: to feel con-
corned., Like true pals, the clinms af
the Hemwove had rallied round to save
iin from himself, os it were,

Five hundred lines had to be writion.
Fonr membora of the Co. were guite
cevtain of that, for the order had come
from the Head himself. Harry Whar-
tor did net seem so certain.

be
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* 8it down, old chap ! murmnred Bob,

ently pushing the captain of the
iemove into the chair Hurree Singh
had placed in readiness. Wha:ton

resisted & little; and Bol's gentle push
became a vigorous shove, The captain
of the Remove sat down.

““Here's the pen, old
Johnny Bull,

Wharton knitted }as brows:

* Look here, you chaps——"" he began.

“That's all right—we'll jaw after the
impot’s done,” said Bob cheerily.
“Quelchy wants them at four.”

" Dother guelﬂhy e

“Hem ! uelechy happens to be our
Form-master, you know,” said Boh,
“No end of a bore—but there it is.
Besides, Quelchy's got his ovders from
the Head.™

“The lines are [or Monsieur Char-
pentier,” said Harry,

" Y es—but—"

“It's unfair, and vou know it is.”

Bob Cherry rubbed hLis nose.

£ YB-E-I;‘.F, : ¥

“Do pile i1n, old man,” urged Frank
Nugent. “We know {hat Mossoo ouglid
not to have given you the lines, 11
the matter's gone before the Head, andl
the Head's told Quelchy to see that you
do them. Can't back np against the
Heoad, you know.”

Wharton did neot seem so sure of
that. His handsote face was very dark
and dogged.

“I told Mossoo I wouldn't do the
lines for him,"” he muttered.

“Well, and youn didn't.,” said Bol.,
“"You refused, and the Head gave vou
toco. Now you've got to do them for
the Head, sec? That's gnife a different
makker.”

“The differentfulness 1z ferrific.”
mnromred Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“It would not Le respectiut to disoher

son,” saud

nt——
k]

the esleemed and ladicrons  head-
master.”™

“And it means another ITead's
licking '™ urged Johnny Dull.

“T ean stand a licking!” growled
Wharton.

“"Yeop-pe, bt —="

“But the lines wonld still have (o Le
done ™ said Bob.

“ Mozsoo'z an irrilaling litle Leasi,”
said Jolmny Bull, *Bof you den't wani

Al his pupils resent the change, none more than

A Magnificent New Long Complete

Story of the Chums of Greyfriars,

featuring Monsicur Charpentier, the
French master.

By
FRANK RICHARDS.

a Ilead’s licking eterr day regularly
after prayers,” ;
“It would bore youn, in ilie long run,"”

satd Bob.

Z_Harr{ Wharton laughed.

* Look here, we'll all help,” said Dob.
“T'll read out the blessed tosh to you
while vou write it. Thet will save
time,”

“And T'll go over the sheels, puiling
in the accents,” said Nugent, *Mossoo
won’t be able to spot my fist 4o that
oxbent

Wharton made a resiless moveraent,

“1I'm keoping vou fellows in.” he said.
“You don't want to be =licking in a
study on a day like this™

“We don't want vou up before ihe
Tlead again,” zaid Deb, " Pils in, old
fellow—mnok to please Mossoo, yon kuow;

but just to please your old pals, We'll
all  help—many hands make Jight
work.”

“{zo 1t, old man”

* Bat——""

HNever mimnd buliine,” zaid  Bob

cheerily, *I'll begin—now {ake it Jdown
as [ read it out.”

Aund Bob Cherry started at the Legin-
ning of the “ Henriade.”

"de chante de co heros qui regnail sur

la France,
Ft par droit de conguete ol par Jdeoir
de naizsance.”

IHarey Wharton glanced rownd at (he
cirele of anxions ﬁlmﬂ. and he smiled.
[fis friemds woere anxions to save him
from furiher irouble, and they wore
sacrificing their half-haliday for (hat
purpese,  He took the pen from ihe
hawd of Jolwny  Bull, muoch o
Johnny'a relief.

YA sevene,” Lo sand, "1l pel on
with it.”

“h, good!" exelaimed Rol,

“But yon fellows needn’s
=aid Ilarry.

“That's &ll right.”

“Ie isn't," sadd Marev. Yo mai,-,ht
io be putting in some crichel practice.
Puze off and leave me to it,”

“The fact iz, we'd rallhor slav,™ saud
Nagent.

“Yes, ralher™

“The rathweriulness w 'oreifie™

Wharfon lavghed again. iz Friends

Tox Maoxer Lisnany, Xo, Wil

“ipy "

[Copyright in the United States of America.]
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were mueh more anxious about him than
he was about himself., It wasz a little
friendly exagreration to stato that they
would * rather ™ stay indoors on that
suhny afternoon.

“Chuck it,” he zaid. “It's all right,
I tell Jmu—t'll do the lines, and take
them to Quelchy's study before four
urlock. 1 give you my word.” :

“lhe csicemed Wharton's word 1s
his bond,” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh,

“Sure vou wouldn't like us to help,
though*” asked DPob.

“That's all right; yvou fellows cut.”

Y Rigut-ho 1" .

Having sueccecded in bringing the Eﬂ-i:-
{aitt of the Hemove into this reasonable
mood. the juniors were guite willing to
“ept,”  Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull
marched cheerily out of the study, and
Hurree Jamset Ram  Singh followed
then.

Prank Nugent lingered at 1he door.

“ T chouldn't mind staving in, really,
IMTarry,” ho said.

Wharton shook his head.

“Rot, old man! Cut along to the
ericket, You want to improve that late
euil of yvours, for the beonefit of Bt Jim's
when we play them,™

*All zerene. then.”

An:l Frank followed the other fellowa
nnd Harry Wharton was left alone with
his task.

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Hard Lines !

ARRY WHARTON dipped the
EI pen in the ink, and paused.
e had told liiz comrades that
he would do the liues, and his
word was his bond, as the nabob had
remarked, But it 11'&1\#-]&“1:!‘% against
the #rain, and he was in no hurry to
Logrin. .
There was a rankling sense of ml]ur;.r
in lLis breast. All the Remove fellows
agreed that he had been treated with
injustice, and he was not the fellow to
submit to injustice if he could help it.
The opinion of his chums was that, in
thiz instance, he could not help it, and

that it was necessary to toe the line.
o fellow could set himscl up against

the Head, Even Wingate of the Bixth,
the captain of the school, could not have
dowe that, much less a junior in the
lower Fourth, Yet the rankling senso
of iunjustice might have driven Wharion
evon to that reckless lengih, but lor the
jutervention of his ehums,

He was thinking of Mousicur Char-
peatier, the French master of Grey-
friars, with batler dislike and resont-
micnt. : ;

That was quite & new fecling on his
part, Mossoo had always been popular
with the juniors, whe found him casy-
going, geod-tempered, and patient. They
likedd him with a sort of patromssing
liking, mingied with & little derision,
They deseribed him generally as a barm.
less liftle ase.

But of late there bhad been a change
in Moz=o0.

11is kind and pationt {emper had be-
come tart, hinpatient, unreasonable. Ha
snfToredd from nerves, The French elass,
in=tead of being o sort of rest-cure for
idle fellans, hed becomc, & place of
storn and slress. The obifusenecss of
Rionter. the impodence of Skinner, the
ek ing of Mauleverer, the cool cheek
of =oonhw, the rarelessness of other
f--Mews, wore no longer pozsed over un-
vegandod; the “pointer ' oflen came
inte pequisition to rap knoeekles, and
P B!l s tliaek g3 leaves in Vallame-
Loewn of ald.

Taer MacxeT Linnany, - No, 051,

AWharton, for no fault of his own, had
[allen into the French master’s bad
Erams, and having repaid injustice with
efiance, he had become a special mark
for Mossoo's acerbity.

Having refused to write lines for
Mossoo, he had bheon taken before the
Head and caned. Mr. Quelch, his Form
maoster, had received special instruc-
tions from the Head to see that
lines wera writtan.

At that point the Remove expecied
Wharton to give in. Really, it was the
oinly thing to be done.

But he had not intended to give in,
anid only the anxious solicitude of his
friends had induced him to do =o.

Yot now that the matter had come
hefore Dr. Locke, further resistance was
impossible; 1t meant a Hopging, and
another Hogging to follow, with the
shadow of the "sack ™ looming in the
distance,

Tortunately, the Co. had succecded.
Harry Wharton had yielded to his
friends what he was not in & mood to
vield to the Head himself. He had
given them his word that the imposi-
tion should be written,

But ha was loth to begin.

The ink dried on his pen as he sat
at the table with a moody cxpression
marrving his good loocks. X

He uttered an angry exclamation ab
last, dipped the pen in the ink again,
ancd started. )

Once at work, he worked rapidly.

Line after line of the *Henriade
raced under his pen, and sheet after
sheet was finished and laid aside.

It was a dismal business, eooped up
i the study grinding out lines, with the
sun shining outside, the spring breeze
murmuring in tha branches of the cld
elms, the shouting of cheery voices
Euﬁ;ing on the breeze from the ericket-

LLATE 1

But having made up his mind to do
it, the coptain of the Remove settiod”
down to his task, and procecded with
it rapidly.

He did not expect to be intexrupted
on a half-holiday, when every fellow
who could get out had gone out. Dut
there came 2 foolstep in thoe Remove
passage at lask .

A fat face leoked into Study No. 1,
end Rilly Bunter blinked at the captain
of the Remove through his big spec-
tacles, : :

“ Logking for you, old chap,”™ said
Bunter.

Wharton did not answer or lock up.

Bunter rolled in.

HYfarry, old fellow—"

The pen raced on, )

William George Bunter, perhaps tired
from the exertion of carrying his con-
siderable weight up the Remove stair-
case, leaned on the study table. Fow
study tables were able to bear up against
Bunter's  weight without complaint,
Wharton's table rocked and jolted, and
a shower of blots flew from hiz pen as
he suddenly moved,

“Vou silly ass!"” roared Wharton.
“T've spotled this sheet !

" Clhumay 1" sald Bunter.

“Whr, you—yoit——"'

“Tt's all right, ehove it in among the
others,” said Bunter consolingly. “
it’s for Wingate. he won't notice.”

Tt isn't for Wingate, fathead!™

tha

“ Well, Quelchy won't mind. Tell him
a fellow jolted “the table.”  Dunter
Winked at the blotted sheect. *1 aay,

you're not doing Freuch for Quelehy ¥

“Tt's Mossno's impot, won ass!’”’
growledd Wharten,  “Get out of the
stielr, for poodncsy’ sake, and let a
follow  finish.™

_ “Mossoo T repeated Bunter, blipk-
mg at him. " He, heo, he!"

The captain of the Remove gave hym
an exasperated glare. Twenty lines had
been wasted on the spoiled sheet, and
that was not a light matter to a fellow
kept indoors on & sunny afterncon.
_But for his recent trouble with Mon-
sieur Charpentier, Wharton would havae
“chanced ' it; but he was aware that

this special impot, after being handed to
Mr. (%.mlch, *was to be passed on to the
French master, who was gquite certain

to examine it meticulously, and to find
fault with it, if fault was to be found.

Ho did not want to give Mossoo an
excuse for demanding that the linecs
should be written over apain, So the
blotted sheet had to go—a sheer waste
of twenty lines.

In these circumstances, Bunter's fat
chuckle was neither grateful nor com-
{orting.

“What are vou he-he-heing about ?**
snapped Wharton, laying his hand on
tha * Henriade, g:'{'-utﬁ.- inclined to
hurl the volune at the Owl of tie
Eemove, :

“He, he, he! I knew it was only
gas ! chuckled Bunter.

Wharton's eyes glittered.

“What was gas, ybou chuckling
chump "

“He. he, he! Didn't you say yon
wontldin't do the lines for Mossooi™
chortled Bunter. *“Gas! Bkinner said

it was gas, all the time."

“You can tell Bkinner that he iz a
sneaking rotter, and get out of this

study.”™

“Don't be waxy, old man,™ said
Bunter soothingly, “We all gas ot
times, "

“Buzz off IV
~"IWhy, I zaid once that T wouldn'l do
hnes for Quelehy,” said Bunter. *Xiut
I did 'em, after all. He, he, he! No
reaton why vou shouldn't gas as well
as any other chap Wharton. Of course,
:-';_:ru liave to toe the line like tho rest
of us."

Harry Wharten breathed hard, and
picked up the “ Henriade.”

“But don't get ratty,” said Bunter,
“T eanta in {0 speak to you, old chap.
I couldn't find wyou on the cricket-

round, and I've been looking for youi

say, old fellow, I've been disappointed
shout a postal-order, Did I montion o
vou, that I was expecling a postal-
order T

*Get out!"”

“If you could lend me five bob iill
my postal-order comes——"

"“Where will vou have it?" asked
Wharton, Pcising' the wvolume ot
“Henriade ¥ in the air,

Bunter  backed away,
"L'..'{I.rﬂ:l"; -

Yook here, you heedn't 'E:nf.i go jolly
ratty, because you've had to climb down
and do the lines for Froggy, after all,”
he remonstrated. “I knew it was only
gas—— Yaroocoh!”

Whiz !

The “Henriade ” smote Billy Bunter
an his fat chest, and he sat down sud-
denly on the study carpet with a roar.

Wharton jumped up from his chair,

“Varcoch! IKeep off!" yelled
Bunter.

“You silly ass!”? 3

The captain of the Remove picked up
the **IHenriade.” Bunter squirmed out
of the study doorway in hot haste, Tn
the Remove passage ho turncd to shake
a fat and furions fist at Harry
Whartan, and then rolled away hurried-
Iy to the stairs.

Wharton, with a hlack hrow., set up
ithe “1Tenriade ™ again at the inkstand,
and resumed his lines. A taunl {rowa

eyeing lam
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Billy Bunter was scarcely worthy of
notice, and he knew it; but it struck
home all the same. He had said that
he would not write lines for Mossoo;
and now he was writing them. True,
the matter was altered now; he was
writing the lines at the Head's orders,
not rt Mosson's, But there was an
opening at least for the sncers of
follows like Bunter; and Wharton
angrily and savagely repented that he
had given way to hiz friends.

Footsteps sounded in the Bemove pas-
sage again, and three fellows stopped
at the study door.

Skinner, Snoop, and Stott of the
Remove looked in on the captain of
the Form with grinning faces.

**Busvy " asked Bkinner. £

“Yes," said Wharton curtly,

*Bunter sayse———""

“ Hang Bunter!' -

“Hang him as high as Haman if yon
like,” said Bkinner agreeably. “But he
says that you're writing the lines for
Moasoo after all.”

No reply.

“Rather n come-down, what, after
vour swank, Wharton!” grinned Sidney
James Snoop.

Wharton's face crimsoned, but he did
not speak.

“ Pride goeth before destruction, and
a haughty spirit before a fall!” re-
marked Skinner.

**Ha, ha, ha!"

Wharton looked at the trio with con-
contrated anger in his face.

“Will vou fellows clear off 7
asked,

“LCertainly, old bean—wouldn’t intor-
rupt you Em‘_anyf_hmg.” said Skinner.
“ AMesso0o's fairly on the war-path these
tlays, and he will give you some more
toco if you den’t hand in the lines!™

“Jollv zensible of vou, Wharton,”
said Btott in Jns slow way., “It was
just fatheaded to say vou wouldn't do
the impot—of course, vou had to do it.
sensible chap to see it in time.”

Wharton almost choked.

he

“I'm not deing these linos for
Moszoo,” he said. “I have to hand
lh:*lm to Mr., Quelch at the Head's
order.”

A distinetion without o difference!™
grinned Bkinmer. “ But anythin’ to
save one's face. The fact 15, old bean,
vouw've had to put your pride in your
pocket like the rest of us, and—"

Skinner did not. finish, He backed
hurriedly away from the door as Harry
Wharton sprang to hiz feet, his eves
gleaming.

“Come on,* said Sooop hastily.

And the three went laughing down
tho passage. Wharton clenched his
hands hard with passionato anger;
stronglv disposed to rush after the trio
and knock them right and left. Tut he
restrained himself, and returned to his
tark, his brow blacker than ever.

“ M ONSIEUR QUELUH !
Monsieur Charpentier, the
rather enriously.
had neticed s chanrge in him during
i observed it, and
wondered a little.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
In Mr. Quelch’s Study !
Mr, Quelch looked up.
The depper little figure of
I'rench master, had stepped into his
study; and Mr. Quelch looked at him
“Pray come in,” he said politely.
It was not only Mossoo's pupils who
the past few weeks,
Mr. Quelch had
The French master’s good-temper and
patience had been almost a proverb;

the Greyiriars f[ellows expected as a
matter of course that Mossoo would
stand anything, or almost anything,

In Masters' Common-room, he had
alwavs been a good deal like 2 mouse—
gilent for the most part, little regarded
when he spoke by the other members of
the staff,

But of late the French classes had
been in incessant trouble. It was not
only the Remove that had found the
French master angryw,. impatient, snap-
pish. The Fourth and the Bhell wers
equally annoyed and resentful. Coker
of the Fifth had been heard to sav that
he could hardly keep his hands off the
Iittle beast.

And in the Masters’ Room, the little
gentleman had  broken out irritably
more than once; he had contradicted
Mr. Prout, the ponderons master of the
Fifth Form, to his portly face—he had
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But he grected Monsicur Charpeuticr
quite politely as the little gentleman
came into his study.

There was deep worry upon Aosson's
sallow face—more worry than a man
ought to have displaved to the public
eye, in Mr. Quelch’s opinion, Mr.
Cuelch - was not the ki of man fin
wear his heart upon hiz slesve—and he
did not understand or approve of thai
kind of man.

“Monsieur Quelch, I demand a
favour,” said Monsieur Charpentier,
Mossoo meant fo ask; but hiz Fnglish

was somewhat like the Remove fellows'
French.

“Lertainly,” =aid Mr. Quelch.

“It i3 zat I may use zo ii‘r!["l:lhﬁhi‘.
vich you have in your study, sir"

“Of course,” said Mr. Quelch. “*The
instrument is quite at vonr service,
Monsieur Charpentier.™

| .:'l:li_ i ! : : .-'_-

GETS RATTY !

wires. ** Non, non !

prie !

“ Non, non, non ! ** said Mossoo, In reply to something that was said over the
Je ne puis—je ne puls-—that wishes fo say, 1 cannot !
Mais c'est un coquin, ce Rigg. Mon Dien !
Samedi—samedi ! ' Wharton gave a eough. The French master spun
round from the telephone, and his little black eyes blazed at the junior.

listen to me, isn't it ? ** he exclaimed.

Venez pas—venez pas, je vous

* You

(See Chapter 3.}

had an argument with DMr. Hacker,
the master of thie Shell, and it was
rumoured that he had bheen heard to
mutter the word “lache " as he turned
his back on Mr. Hacker.

Mr. Quelch had a great rospect for
the little gentleman; he koew that
Mossoo was a hard worker and a pains-
taking man, and he more ithan =ns.
pected that the greater part of his
anlary found itz way to La Belle France
for the support of Mossoo's relations.

He wondered whether money troubles
were at the botfom of Mossoo's new and
inexplicable  irritability ; and to that
extent he sympathised with him. Dut
he disapproved strongly of anything in
the nature of “nerves.” The calm and
severe Hemove master had litle uilup‘-
ance to make for the excitable Latin
femperamoent,

*“Merei bien, monsienr.”

Mr., Quelch rose ta lis
polite, but not at all pleased, He felt
it incumbent upon him fo quii the
study while Monsienr Charpeniier lele-
phoned ;: obviously 1t was =ome privete
matter upon which the French gentle-
man desired to use the instroment,  Mr.
Guelch did not like being disturbwed in
hia geanty leisure hours,  Also he
wondered why Mossco could not have
insedd same other of the sehool {ole-
phones, or even have walked down to
Friardale, having nothing o do on 2
hali-holiday.

“You _are verree kil, «in" zaid
Monsicur Charpenticr fimidiv,

“INat at all, sir.”

“Maiz jexplique--it j3 a oull zat 1

Towr Manxer Toanany - No. 951,

Feol, walv



: LOOK OUT FOR NEXT WEEK'S GRAND SCHOOL STORY, BOYS!

come to take,” said the French gentle-
men.. “A men want to speak to me,
and I give him your numbair, Mr,
Quelch, Eeﬂ:aus& P zink you will be so
kind as to permit zat I do s0.”

Mr, Quelch considered that Mossoo
might a2 well have asked his permission
hnﬁ}ruhﬁ.nd. But he nodded politely
and left his study.

Really, it was annoving. If Monsieur
(Charpentier had to wait for his call,
Mpr, &lalcﬁ had to wait for hiz study.

Not in & pleasant mood, Mr, Quelch
walked away to Masters' Room, to wait
iill the French gentleman was fnished,

Mongienr Charpentier fluttered about
the telephone as he waited for his call,
& good deal like an uneasy bird in a
cage. He loocked at his watch six times
in as many minutes,

Bugzzzsz |

The telephone bell rang at Jast.

Monsieur Charpentier grabbed
recgiver off the hooks.

“Qui parle

As he spoke there eame a tap at the
sluddy door, and it was openad.

Monsieur Charpentier, ai the tele-
phone, had his back to the door, and did
nnt hear or heed,

Harry Wharton appeared in the deor-
WAaY,

a had & sheaf of impot paper in his
hand—his five hundred lines in French,
which were to be handed in to Mr.
Quelch at four o'clock. It was just four.

Wharton oxpected to find his Form
master there, as he came into the study
with hia lhnes.

It was not till he was well within the
room that he noted that Mr. Quelch was
dhsent, and that the dapper figure of
Monsieur Charpentier was standing at
the telephone.

However, that made no difference o
lim; he had only to lay the papers on
ihie table and retire.

“Whe a?c-a.k?" the French master was
eaving. “Is zat you, Monsicur Rigg!
Mais oui, c'est .moi—Henri Charpentier
;;:p”apnak. I have vaited for you, isn't
it |

VWharton laid the papers on the table
and backed to the deor. His footsteps
made no sound on the carpet, and Mon-
gienr Charpentier did not see him.

“ Non, non, non ! went on Mossoo, in
reply to something that was said over
ihe wire. “Non, non! Je ne puis—je
ne puis—that wishes to say, I cannot!
Mais c'est un ocogquin, ce Rigg. Mon
Idieu! Venez pas—venez pas, je vous
prie! SBamedi—samedi!”

Wharton g}nve a cough.

the

The : ronch master fairly spun round
from the telephone, startied to hear
somcono else in the study.

His little black eves blazed at

Whartan.

“Toi!l” he exclaimed.

Wharton looked at him coolly -and
sicadily,

*1 ecame to bring my lires o Mr
Quelch,” he said. “I roughed to let you
know 1 was hers, sir.”

“¥You listen to me, isn't it! ex-
elaimed M~esoo,

Wharton's lip curled,

“If you think so, sir, you may do as

yon please,” he ans -ered.
“You listen! You have heard—yon
have leard! Mon Dien! Clest un

espuon, co garcon !

Wharton erimsoned. The word “spy
ronsedd all his anger. Hot words leaped
te is lips; but he restrained them with
an eflort. Ho gave the French -master
&-sieady stare, full of scorn, and turned
his back on him deliberately and walked
out the s.udy.

“Wharton "

Slam |
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Harry Wharton walked away, his face
burning.’ The few words ha had heard
in the study, half of them in French,
medant nothing to him; he was not in-
terested in Mossoo's personal affairs.
But Massoo, in his excitement and
alarm, had accused him of spying, as
he might have  accused Bunter or
Skinner. Wharton’s lips were set as he
walked out into the sunny quadrangle.

B gr—

THE FOURTH CHAFPTER.
Trouble in the Hemove !

i« T RENCH! Oh dear!” :

Lord Mauleverer sighed dis-

mally.

It waz the following day,
and the French c¢lass was due. [For
sixty minutes the Lower Fourth werae to
reccive instruction from Monsieur Char-

ntier in the besutiful language of la

lle Franca.

Onee upon & time—not so very lcmg
ngo, either—Lord Mauleverer ha
looked forward to the French class as a
welcome rest from exertion.

Idle fellows would slack through that
class, while more active fellows would
rag, Mossoo b-ein%ﬂn kind little gentle-
man who could imposed upon to
almost any extent.

But all that was changed now.

With Mossoo in his new mood, irrit-
able; touchy, suspicious, the French class
had lost alrit.t charms.

Lord Mauleverer could no longer doze
on o back bench. Bunter could no
longer mix up his genders with impunity.
Skinner could no longer indulge in im-
pudence. Bob Cherry could not even
shuffle his feet without danger of lines.
As for ragging, that had become as dan-
gerous an enterprise in the French class-
room as in the Remove Form-room with
Mr. Quelch,

Fronch was no longer a rest-cure. Tt
might as well have been maths with Mr.
Lascelles, or Latin with Mr. Queleh, as
the Remove fellows bitterly complained.

In fact, maths and Latin compared
favourably with French, now that such
s change had come over Mossoo.

What was the matter with the little
entleman was o mystery. Ie was
?airl:.r well known to be " up agamnst © 1t
financially, Hiz -old clothes, though
they always looked neat and elegant,
were a standing joke among fellows like
S8kinner & Co. But that was nothing
new, It was hardly a secret that,
although Monsieur received an unusually
handsome salary for a French master, ho
had relations in his native land who
were dependent on him, and that a good
many ©f his Emmris wera turned into
francs for the benefit of his relatives.

Indeed, & good deal was known about
his people in France, for Mossoo was an
expansive little gentleman, as a rule,
gnd he had shown many tumes 1n
Masters' Common-room a photograph of
a white-walled house !aning: on the
Loire, where his old parents lived; and
he had related to the other masters—
much to their astonishment—that those
oll people still called him their " petit
Henri.”

For the dry little gentleman to be
called ““little Hemy ¥ by anybody was
really astonishing, and it made the
Common-room smile,

And in Mossoo’s study there was g
large, framed picture of & French officer
in full uniform, who was known to bo
Mozsoo's elder brother who had fallen
in the war, and had left behind him
three or four little ones who were now
under the care of Mossoo.

Mozsoo hiked to talk about the house
on the Iaire -and his old people and lis

P—

little nephews and nieces, for he was an
expansive little man, and had a tender
heart, and wore it—so to speak—on his
sleave.

But all this was nothing new, and
Mossoo's nerves and irritable temper
weore very new indeed.

Doubtless some private affairs wero
worrying the Frencﬁ gentleman ; but the
juniors did not see why his private affairs
should be the cause of trouble for fellows
who knew and cared nothing whatever
about them.

Skinner had observed in the Rag,
amid laughter,  that posaibly little
Adolphe, or little Jeannette, might have
the measles or the whooping-couih; but
really that was not a matter for the
CGreyfriars Remove to worry about,

All the fellows were resentful, and
with some reason. They did not realise
that Mossoa had rather a hard time driv-
ing French into obstinate and 1dle heads,
that it was a worry to him whon fellowa
ragged or slacked 1n elazs, and that what
he could tolerate when he was in =
cheery and contented frame of mind
became intolerable when he was worried
and despondent.

Had Mossoo taught an ideal class, com-
poscd of earnest fellows who =zeriously
wanted to learn French, doubtlass he
would have been as good-tempered as of
old, in spite of his private worries and
troubles. :

But he was not likely to find-such a
tlass at Greyfriars—or at any other
achool, for that matter.

Lord Maulevarer was not the only
fellow who locked forward dismally to
the French elass that afternoon. ill
Bunter was still more despondent; a
the slackers were amlgr:,r and apprehen-
sive. The  habitua raggers, like
Bolsover major and Skmner, were
greatly irritated, TRags in the French
class-room were things of the past. But
it was not only the slackers and the
raggers who resented the new state of
affairs. Harry Wharton & Co., who
had always liked the French master,
were against him now, especially Whar-
ton. There was a feud between Whar-
ton and Mossoo, and the discontented
juniors wera extremely “bucked ™ to
h_?lvn the captain of the Form on thewr
5106,

Wharton's resentment was deep and
unforgiving.

He had always stood by the French
master, and his influence had always
made matters much casier for Mossoo
when that gentleman was taking the
Lower Fourth in French.

But, partly from inisunderstanding
and partly from  sheer nerves and
irritability, Mossoo had a special
“down " on Wharton, and he had been
vary hard on him indeed.

Shinner & Co., always up againgt
Study No. 1, had made the most of the
fact that the five hundred lines for
Matsoo had been written, after all, in
spite of Wharton's declaration that he
would not write that impot at Mossoo's
order.

Wharton had written it at the Head’s
order, and on the persvagion of his
friends: but 8kinnee & Co., always keen
to make chiof, disregarded that
chauge of circumstances.

Whorton affected not to heed or to
hear the slv remarks of Skinner & Co.
on the subjeet; but he did hear and
heed them, and they cut him deeply.
He was well aware that they were un-
worthy of his notice, and quite well
aware that Skinner's object was to make
trouble; but he was angry and resent-
ful, and walked into the trap, as it
were, with his oyes open. And the word
“aspion,” which Mossoo had used to
him was the last straw. Tt rankled in
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his mind, and he could not forget or
forgive it

In a discontented mood the Lower
Tourth tramped into the class-room that
afternoon., and found Monsicur Char-
pentier already there. .

Mossoo was seated at his desk, with a

per before him, and a pencil in his
Eind, apparcntly making some caleula-
tion with figures. Bkinner whispered
to the other fellows that Mossoo was
working it out whether hus resources

would run to a new coat or & new pair
of boots, and there was a chuckle.
Monsteur Charpentier looked up
angrily.
“Zat you take wyour places!” he

rapped out. " Zi3 class-room is not ze
place for to 1aff! Taisez-vous!"'

he juniors took their places, and
Mossoo put his caleulations, whakever
they were, in his pocket. PBob Cherry
dropped & book on the foor with a
Lanog, and the irritable little gentleman
jumped.

rEherry !

Bob did not answer.

When Bob was not knecking over an
inkpot, or shulling his feet, he was
generally dropping a book or whisper-
ing to the fellow next to him, Eﬁh
showed up better on the playing-fields
than in the class-rooms atp the best of
times. But Mossoo, in his palmy days,
had always liked Euh,'andplmd borna
with him patiently. Now, evidently
he was poing to make & fuss abont a
dropped book ; and Bob’s rugged, cheery
face became a little dogged.

M 8Bheryy [ repeated Mossoo, raising
his voice.

Atill no answer.

“I speak to you, Sherry!” shouted
Mossoo, .

fiob Cherry looked guite unconscious,

Monsieur Charpentier whisked to-
wards the class, and dropped his hand
on the junior's shoulder.

“You do not answer me, hein?” lio
exclaimed.
~ Bob looked at him.

. “Did you speak to me, sir?"” he asked
innhocently.

“Vat! Mon Dieu! You vill say zat
sou do hear me speak?” exelaimed
Monsieur Charpentier.

. “0Oh, yes, sir, I heard you!" said Bob.

‘But you did not speak my nama."

“YVat! You hear me say Sherry 1"

“My name is Cherry, sir.” )

“Vat? Vat?"

“Sherry is the name of a wine, 1
think, sir,” said Bob. *“Anyhow, it
sn't my name."

Mosson stared at Bob. He could
barely realisc for a moment that the
junior was making game of his pro-
nunciation. There wns a grin all
through the Remove.

“Men Dieu!" ejaculated Mossoo, at
last. “Do you choke, Shorry?”

““Wa, sir, not at all!™

Mossoo obviously meant “joke,” but
Bob did not feel disposed to guess at
w}mj;_ he mn}?nﬁ.

“You choke wiz me!”  shouted
Monsieur Charpentier.  “ Sherry, ::fm
vill take two hundred lines !

“Thank wou. sir!” satd Lob. * But
my namo iz Cherry, sir, not Sherry, if
Tou don't mind!"

" Taisoz-vonus "

“Pleasze, sir " sald Skinner.

Mossno spun round at Skinner.

“¥Vat iz it, Skinnair? Vy yvou speak ™

“Excuse me, gir,” waid  Skinner
respectfully.  ““Nut you told ve, sir, that
vhen wo were doubtful about a French
pitra.?u. Bir, wo were alwavs 1o ask
con,

_“Mais oui. certainlv '™ said Moo, a
little mollified. *“Vat iz it zuf you
desive to know, Skinnair?”

* Zal you stop zis ! " he shouted.
viz you, and leave zat book on ze floor.”

Charpentier’s head.

The book dropped to the floor again, and nine or ten [ellows plunged afler it,
scrambling under the desks. Monsleur Charpentier waved his hands wildly.
** I vill not permit !
Whiz !
of juniors, huried by an unknown hand, and it whizzed within an inch of Monsleur

Zat you take your places
The book came oul of the press

(See Chapler B.)

“It's & mattor of translation, sir,”
said Bkinuer, while the Remove
listened breathlessly. They knew by
the look in Harold Skinner's eye that
some impudent jest was coming.
“Taking the sentence, * Have you an
ﬂ'id Cﬂ!.t—‘ 7]

id Eh df"‘

“Y make that, sir, * Avez vous un
vieux habit? " said Skinner calmly,
“I think thet right so far, sir."

Monsieur Charpenticr gazed specch-
lessly at Skinner.

“But if T want to say, ‘Have yon a
vory old coat.” " went on the cheerinl
Bkinner, “should I say, * Aves vous un
tres vieux habit,’ sir¥™

“Bkinnair!"

“Or shoold I put it ° Avez vous un
Labit tres wvieux® " asked Skinner.

The Remove fellows listened in grin-
ning silence. It really was quite cun-
ning of Skinner to make an allusion to
Mossoo's old clothes in this way. e
was merely giving a French phrase, and
asking for enlightenment, a=z a pupil ha-
every right to do: and, indeed, as the
industrious French master always ene-
couraged his pupils to de,

“Akinnair!™” gasped Moszoo,

“Put suppore I wanted to say, * Have
vou an old worn-out coat,” sir," gaid

Skinner, "How should I put that in
French, air?”

Monsieur Charpentier did not answer
that innocent question. He reached out
at Skinner, grabbed his ear, and gave
that appendage a twist.

There was a yell from Skinner.

“ Yaroooh !

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the Remove,

* Yow-ow-on !"" howlml Skinner,

“Bilence " shouled Monsieur Char-
wolier, *'I vill not have ziz impudence,

kinnair, you are impudent box!™

“What do you mean®” hooted Skin-
ner. “You told me to ask you if I
wanted to know. I wasn't spesking
about your old coat, sir.”

“Yat, vat?"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silence, Skinnaicr! You will wrile
out three hundred lines from 7o
* Henriade.! Silence! I vill keep ordair
in zis class! If zere is any more to
laff, and any more to be impudent, I
vill detain zix clas: for one houwr.”

T ':”:I il

And for a time, at least, there was
arder in the French elass.  Therention
for an hour after lescons was ot a light
maltler.  French instrachion prococdes!
in a tandery atmosphoere.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Mutiny !
B ARRY WHARTON came in for
H special  attentiom  frem  the
‘rench  master during class,

The captain of the Remove sat
with o slight smile on his face—a smile
that was ironical and helf-scornful, and
that had en extremely irritating effect
on the nervy little gentleman.

Monsieur Charpentier could not very
well rap s fellow's knuckles, or give
him lines, simply because he smiled;
but he was annoyed, and growing more
and more intensely annoyed every
moment, -

Much to the relief of Billy Bunter and
L.ord Mauleverer they were quite passed
over—Mauly might even have indulged
in & doze without being observed, so
keen was Mossoo on  dealing with
Wharton,

But tho captain of the Hemove was
quite good at French, and ii was diffi-
cult for the irritated master to catch
hinmt gut. After a time, the lesson be-
rame o good deal like  duel between
Mossoo and Wharton—Mossoo growin
more and more irritable and vengeful,
Wharton more and more cool and
mocking.

Vernon-Smith ceused & diversion in
Wharton's favour alter a time. Tho
French master’s back being turned, the
Bounder whizzed a bool across the class-
roOm.

Crash !

An inkpot was swept off the master's
ligh desk, and fell to the Boor along
with the whizzing bool:,

Mossoo spun round as if he had been
electrified.

“Vat iy zati"” he ejaculated.

Hmithy sat with a very innocent and
pnconscious expression on his face. A
dozen fellows had seen him whiz the
book scross the room, but they all
looked unconseious.

Mongieur Charpenticr stared at the
book and the inkpwt. From the latter
a stroeam of ink was flowing.

“Mon Dien! It is zat someonc trow
a book!" be exclaimed. “T demand of
vou who shall trow a book ™

MNo answer,

Mozzoo rushed amcross to the book to
pick it up. He locked in it for the
nanye of the owner

But the title-page had been torn out,
and the ownei's name was not to be dis-
vovered. Moszzoo held up the book.

o whom does zis book belong?” he
cxclalmed. .

The juniors were all silent.

“1 demand onc answer!”
Mansieur Charpeatier.

“May we look at it, sir?” asked
Vernon-83mith respectiully. * Perhaps
we should know if we looked at it, sir.”

“You may look at him, Smit’."”

Mongienr Charpenticr handed the
hook to the Bounder. SBonthy examined
i very carefully, the juniors watching
him with grinning faces. Any interlude
v ez weleome es & rest from French and
Moszoo.

“Is it yours,
Bonnder.

Hoe toised the hook to 8kinner, who
caught it and looked at it

shouled

Skinner:" asked the

“ Not mine,’” said Skinner, It looks
13 e like vours, SBnoop; there's a
thumb mark on it. Cateh !?

Skinner {oseed the book to Snoop.

Sidrey James Snoop, eatching on to
ihe joke, and catching the book at the
sqame time, examined it thoughtindly.

“Nob mine,” he said, * Looks o me
lite Bolsover's, Calch!”

The book whizzed acros= fhe closs o
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Bolzover major. Bolsover major failed
to catch it, and it landed on Peter
Todd's head. Amnd Peter gave a loud
howl. ]

“Here, give ma that kook,” exclaimed
Bolsover major. "I want to see if that
is my book.”

Three or four fellows dived down
under the desks after the book., There
were loud exclamations as they

struggled for it.

* Now then, Bull—

“Ton't shove, Squiff ™

“Mind where you're butiing, Hazel-
dene !

“ Look here——"

Monsieur Charpentier gazed at the
scene, and 1t slowly dawned upon his
mind that a rag was developing.

“Laizsez le livre—laissez I Le ex-
claimed. ‘‘Leave zat book! It does nob
mattair. Leave it rera!™

“I've got it, szir!™ exclaimed DBob
Cherry, coming up from under the desks
with a book, like & diver coming up
from the sea. *TI'1l tell yvou in a jiffy
if it's mine, sir!"

“ Sherry [

“ Not mine, sir !” said Bob., It looks
1:lr'r:.-ti¥1 dirty ; it must be Bunter's [

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“ Look

et it, Bunty, and tall Mossoo
if it is yours,” said Bob, tossing the bocok
to the Owl of the Remove. " Catch!”

"“"Yarooch!”" roared Bunter, as he
caught the book with his head.

It dropped to the floor again, and this
Lime nine or ten fellows plunged efter
it, scrambling under the desks. Mon-
stenr Charpentier waved his hands
wildly.

M Zat you stop zis!" he shouted. “I
vill not permit! ZFat you take vour
places viz you, and leave zat book on za
fogr 1™

Whiz!

The book came out of the press of
juniors, hurled by an unknown hand,
and it whizzed within an inch of Maon-
sienr Charpentier's head., He jumped
a3 he felt the wind of it.

“Ah! Mon Dieu! Zat you sit down!”
he spluttered. “'I will cane you all if
vou do not sit down viz yourselfs!”
“You acked us to look at the book,”
sir,” said Vernon-Smith, in an injured

tone. “We're trying to find out Lo
whom it belongs, sir.”
“Take one huodred lines, Smit' "™

“"What for, sir?"” asked Lhe Bounder.
“For trying to oblige you, sie?”

“Take two hundred lines, Smit’ "

“Very well, sir; but it'z2 rather hard
when a fellow was only trying to oblige
vou, sir,” said the Bounder, in a tone
of patient resignation.

" Mon Iheu! You need not do zose
lines, 8mit'!" said Mossco. ““But say
no more. Keep ordair in zis class !

“Ow ! roared Bunter suddenly.

“DBuntair! Vy you make zat noize?"
shricked Mossoo, ;

“I'm hurt, =ir!” howled Bunter.
“That bhook hit me on the Lead, =ir.
T'm frectured, I think, sic.”

Y Nonsense ! DBe quiet wiz youl”

“Dw ! roared Peter Todd.

“Todd, you noisy boy 1

“The book hit me, sir,” said Peter.
“T'm frightfully hurt, zir. Ilo you
mind if I ery a little, sir?”

“IIa, ha, ha !"

“Bilenee! I gives you somezings to
erv far if you do not keep quiet viz you.”

“Dw!" roared Bolsover major.

“Rolsover

“That a.s Field kicked my ankle,
sir I roared DBolzover. “T'm huort”

“Ficld! Vv for vou keek Dolsover®”

“ e couldn't help it, zir. e shoved

me when we were looking for that book,
sir. Bul 1t hurts frightfully, sir.”

“1 do not believe it, Zis is one
ﬂ]‘!ﬂ]ﬁ-—-—" 1

“Not at all, sir! My ankle’s sprained,
I think," said Bnlmvef-r major. ‘?I think
it ought to ba bandaged, sir!"

l;’t:rh::r Todd jum up.

“Shall I bandage Bolsover's ankle
with my handkerchief, sir ¥ he asked.

Whack !

Monsieur Charpentier’s pointer came
-Elp'-'m on Peter's shoulders, and Peter
F'odd collapsed into his seat with & roar,

“Zis is vat you call & rag, I zink'®
gasped the French master. *I do not
stand him. I stop him, n’est-ce-pas.
Anozzer word from any of yon and I
cane you viz zo pointer !

He spun round at Wharton,

" Wharton, you are laffing |

“Yes, sir.”

“What are you lafing at, Wharton "

“You, sir!"

“Vat?" shrieked Meonsienr Char-
pentier,

“ You asked me, sir,” zaid Harry.

“Ha, ha, ha!" rcared the Remove.

“Wharton, take two hundred lines' 1
report you to your Form master for
insolence ! You are one bad garcon 1"

Five stgokes boomed out from the
clock tower. It was time for the French
clags to be dismissed,

_ There was a general movement of tho
juniors, But they reckoned without the
exasperated mastor, .

“Keep ze place!" shouted Monsienr
Czharpﬂntmr. “Zis class is detain till
gix o'clock 1™

(R wh&t ? ik

“2it still and keep ze place !

There was a puzz of indignation in 1he
class. Harry Wharton hesitated =
moment, and then he rose to hia feet,
"84 down, Wharton!” hooted Mon-
sienr Charpentier.

“Time's up, sir,’
the Remove.

“1 detain zis class, T tell you !

Wharton did not scem to hear, Hae
walked across to the door; and as one
Lrg&n, the Removites rose and followed
im.

Meonsicur Charpentier stared al themn
as if scarcely able to believe his eves.

* Vill you take ze place ¥ he shrieked.
“1 ordair you to st down, and I detain
vou one hour.™

“{ome on!" said Harry.

The Remove marched out of the olass-
room, leaving Monsieur Charpentier
gesticulating frantically and almost tear-
ing s hair.

“I—1 say,
Mark Linley.

Wharion glanced at him.

“Tt's too thick, old man,’ said Mark.

“¥You can pleaze yourself. I'm nok
going to be detained by the little
beast I™ said the captain of the Remove,

“Zat you come back!” shricked the
French master from the doorway of the
desarted elags-room.

The Removites marched down iha
corrider unheeding., ‘They poured ont
into the quadrangle, heedless of the
excited gesticulations of Monsieur Char-
pentier.

“Well, we've done it now ™ remarked
Baolb Cherry. :

“The donefulness is torrifie ! grinned
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. -

“I say, you fellows, it's all right,
chuckled Billy Bunter. “They can't
lick the whale Remove, you know,
Wharton will get a licking, but it's
warth while,"

‘“Ha. ha, ha " :

Tn the empty classroom Monsieur
{‘harpentier wined the perspiration from
his brow. Never had a Greyfriara

said the captain of

E it

Wharton—" whispered
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master beem treated so contemptuousiy,
and Mossoo's cheeks burned wirth the
humiliation of it as he moppecd his brow.
And in great excitement and indigna-
tion Mossoo whisked away to the Head's
study, to lay his gricvances before that

cxalted personage.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Called on the Carpet!

ODER of the Sixth came up to the
Remove passage, and stopped at

the deor of Study No. L
He opened that door by tho
simple process of jamming hLis™ boot
against it. Loder did not believe in
stunding on ceremony with fags of the

Lower Fourth.

“Wharton here?" he rapped out.

Wharton and Nugent were finishing
tea in the study. The captain of tho
Remove looked roun:d coolly at Loder.

“Hero,” he answered.

"You're wanted.”

“Indeed ™

*¥es, indeed 1™ sneered Loder, * Your
Form master wants you, Wharton. I'mi
to take you to him. I hear that you've
been checking the French master ™

“Do you?"” said Harry indiffcrently.

“Betting an example of mutiny to the
whole of your Form," said the ﬁull:,+ af
the Sixth., “ Just like you, I must say."”

“Thanks for vour good opinion.”

“What you want,” said Loder, *iz a
jolly good hiding, and, lockily, you're
going fo gek one.”’

“YWhat you want is exactly the same,
Laodes, and, wuluckily, you're not going
to get one.™

“T'ako a hundred lines, Wharton, for
:-hm;]:ing a prefect. And now follow

“Certainly !

Loder of the Sixth stamped away to
the staircase, and the ceptain of the
Remove followed him gquietly.

“Here is Wharton, sir,” said Loder,
ot the doorway of Mr, Quelch's study.

“Thank you, Loder. ¥You may como
11, Wharton.”

Wharton entered.

Monsiocur Charpentier was in  the
Lemove master's study, but the juniar
took no hecd of him. He fixed his eyel
on his Form master, and waited respeet-
fully. There was a slightly troubled ex.
pression on Mr, Quulcﬁ’a face.

“"“Wharton, I have received a vory bad
report of you,” he sald. "The Head
Lhas asked me to deal with the matter,
as vou are in my Form,"

" Yes, sr,” said Harry

‘"It appears that vou deliberately dis-
abuyed Monsieur Charpenbier's order to
remain in the class-room lor detention?™

“ Yo, sir,”

“0R 1" said Mr. Quelch, a littls stag-
rored by tho calth answer. “ You sat
the example of discbedience to the rest
of your Form "

“Yoes, sir.”

“Have you any excuszo to offer for
such conduct T

“¥es, sir,” said Harry

“* And what is it?"

“Monsicur Charpenticr was unjust
and unreasonable, sir,” said the cap-
tain of the Remove, with perfect calm-
ness.

“Wharton 1™

“You asked me, sir,” said HHarry.

“1 did not azk yvon for impertinence,
Wharton,” sald the Remove master
aternly.

“1 answered your question, sir."™

“AhD Zat box " exelaimed Mossoo,
his Dblack eyes flashing. “He iz ane
bad boy, He make all ze cla=s bad viz

himself. He give me all ze trouble zat
a garcon can give."

“MAGNET” PORTRAIT GALLERY.
No. 33.—Alonzo Theophilus Todd (of the Remove.)
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A bony, benevoleni youth who earned the nickname of fhe Dufler within
a few hours of his arrival at Greylriars. Seems born to have his leg pulled

—a circumstance which his Form fellows take advantage of.

Weedy and

delicate, Alonzo will never show {o advantage in the fReld of sport, but for
all that he possesses a large size in hearts, being always ready and willing
to do anything for anybody. 1Is deeply interested in the works of Professor
Balmycrumpet—a gentleman who is perhaps more * soft ** than Alonzo
himsell—and models his existence on the principles of his uncle Benjamin,
much to the amusement of the Remove. Bears an extraordinary likeness,
Tacially, to his Cousin Feter, with whom he shares Study Nu. 7, together
with William George Bunter and Tom Dutton.

wlg that tho case, Wharton?”

“Yes, sir,” said Harry. .

“Upon my word! Lo you deliber-
ately tell me that you give your master
all the trouble you cani” exclaimed

Me, OQueleh, more astonished than
aNETY.
“Monsicur Charpentier can  thank

himself for it,” said the eaptain of the
Remove. ''He called me a spy, and o
fellow doesn't like being called a spy.

Mr, Queleh glanced at the French
master, who coloured, and then fixed
his eyes upon Wharton again.

“I do not quite comprehend this,” he
said. “There is fome misunderstand-
ing here. You must have misappre-
hended Monsienr Charpentior.”

“He will tell you so himself, sir,"”
gnid the tunior bitterlv. ““He thinks I
spied on him, and I do not respect a
man who thinks so."

“1 am afraid that Wharton has been
disobedient and disrespectful, Monsieur
Charpentier,” said the Remove master,
with a troubled look. * DBut from my
knowledgo of him, I am assured that he
is & boy with a very fine scose of honour.
and incapable of spyving. Upon what
did vou found sneh an accuzation, mav
I ask?™

“Mats—jo
Mossoo.

o ]{flu”y ﬂ-};lr]nin the maller, Whar
{on. | bave no doakbt that thees (2 s

croix—"" stammered

misunderstanding that may be ea:ily
cleared up.”

“I came to your study yesterday
afternoon, sir, to bring my lines, as von
told - me,” said Harry. **Monsicur
Charpentier was hore instead of you -
at the telephone.”

“Quite s0," said Mr. Quelch. T

found your lines here when I returned.
ot what—""

“I did not know that Mossoo was hern
till I got into the study. I coughed 1o
lot hiin know I was presemt,” said
Harry. * But he accused me of spying- -
of listening to what he was saying on
the telephons, I could not help heac-
ing a few words—without listening."”

Monsieur Charpentier's

] faco  was
CTHTIS0N.

“Dless my soul!" ejaculated M.
Quelch., I am quite sure that son did

not listen intentionelly, Wharton.”

“1I think Monsicur E-'lmr'ilentier might
have besen sure of it also, sie,” said
Harry betwern his aot lips. “I heard
nothing of what he said, except that L.
was speaking to somcbody named Rigy.
o name [ have never heard before, and
do not know.™

Mr. Queleli siartod.

“What—ahat name
Wharton t™

* Rige, sic”

AMr. {%llu]-.'h Bave the Feench masfee

Tax Magyqwer Tawsaey. —XN0, 051,

didl you say,



10

i

s very corious glance. It dawned upon
Whaurton that the name of Rigg was not
unknown to Mr. Quelch, There was a
Pausa,

The French: gentleman's face was
fairly burning now. - He opened his lips
to speak, but closed them aguin without
& word.

“1 am quite sure, Monsieur Charpen-
tier, that Wharton had no intention of
listening to what you said,” exclaimed
Mr. Quelch. “I am bound to say, sir,
that it was & hasty and unjust sus-
picion.”

“ Monsieur 1"

“] em hound to say as much, in justico
to this junior, whom 1 know to be
honﬂurahie amd straightforward "' ex-
claimed the Remove master warmly.

“Thank you, sir!” said Harry.

“That, however, does not justify your
conduct to-day, Wherton,” went on Mr.
Quelch severely. * As a punishment,
you will be detainied for the inl[-hnlidn:;
on Sgturday afterncon, apd Monsieur
Charpentier will set you a French deten-
fion task. You may go!”

Wharton left the study.

The door closed behind him, &nd Mr,
Quelch fixed hiz eyes on the French
master. The Remove fellows often com-

ared Mr. Quelch’'s keen eves to gim-
ets, and to poor Mossoo at the present
monent they seeméd like a pair of very
sharp gimlets indeed.

“Monsieur Charpentier,” said Mr,
Quelch quietly, “you have done this boy
an injustice,*

“ Monsieur [?

“The namo he mentions is guite un-
known to him,'* pursued the Hemove
master, “Bug it is not unknown to me.”

The French master seemed to shrink.
“The name of Rigg,” went on Mr.

(Juelch, “is fairly well known in
Lantham as that of & monevlender.”

“Mon Dieul” murmured Mounsieur
Charpentier,
“1 quite understand that you wers

startled by snyone entering the stud
while you were in communication with
such -a pergon,” eaid My, Quelch
“Doubtless that was the cause of your
unjust suspicion of thés junior.”

Monsieur Charpentier wiped his hrow.

“Your private affairs, s=ir, are no
business of mine,” s=aid Mr. Queleh
grimly, “But, ss a friend, I would
point oubt to yvou that any Greyiriars
masier " having dealings with money-
lenders is quite certain to be requested
by the IHead to resign his position here,
should the matter become lknown to Dr
Locke.™

“Mon Dieul"”

“Doubtlesa you will profit by this
warning, =ir,' said Mr. Quelch. *I
gepeak as a friend. 1 have & great re-
spect for you, end should be wvery sorey
fo sce you leave Greyiviars. And T
frust, sir, that you will ba a little less
ha«y in your judgments in dealing with
boys in my ]*J'ﬂrnh Wharton has been
guilty of insubordination requiring very
severc punishment; but I have heen
compelled to punisli'l him very lightly,
having to take into account the prove-
cation he had received—a very serious
provocation to a  high-spirited and
hononrable lad. T have no more to say,
Mouzicur Charpentier.™

Mao-200 seemed glad fo hear that,
Gl least.

He alinost limped from the Remove

master's kindy, & good deal like a school.
boy wha had received a severe loclure,

Jue Macker LIerARY. —No, 951,
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
“ Catching It ! **

s~y H, gad!”
Lord Mauleverer

that ejaculation.

Mauly was strolling under
the elms in morning break, with his
hands in his pockets, and his usual
sleepy and contented expression upon
his "nohle face.

His hands being in his pockets, one of
them came in contact with a letter,
which reminded Mauly that he had had
that Jetter in his pocket for a couple of
days, and had forgotten to open it,

Lord Mauleverer generally acted upon
tha great principle of never doing to-
day what could be put off till fo-morrow,
or tho day after, ut, discoverin that
unopened letter in his pocket, Mauly
rasolved to open it on the spot and have
doné with it. Perhaps the bright morn-
ing sunshine, and the keen wind from
the sea, had had an invigorating effect
upon his lazy lordship, and zpurred him
on to this effort.

Having} taken the letter from his

et, he extracted a little, silver-
aridled knife from another pocket to
open the envelope. He slit the envelope
and - drew therefrom a folded letter,
which he lazily unfolded,

Tt was then that Mauly ejaculated:

“Oh, gad!®

Folded up in the letter wos a flimsy
slip of engraved paper—nothing more
nor less than a five-pound note. The
letter unfolded, tha wind caught the
flimey paper, and whisked it away in the
air.

Lord Mauleverer eajaculated, *Oh,
ged ! and stared after it. The letter
was from one of Mauly's affectionate
uncles, and evidently that affectionate
uncle had sent him a tip, and now the
tip was whirling through the air, blown
away by the high wind from the sea. It
was quite disconcerting to Mauly.

Mauly had quite as much money as
was good for him—if not a little more—
and the loss of a fAve-pound note would
not have caused him great dismay., But
that fGver was a tip [rom his unele, and
it would have been disrespectiul to that
uncle to treat the tip with negligence
or indifference.

Mauly, lazy as he was, was very par-

uttered

ticular upon such points as these, He
gazed alter the fluttering fiver, m
sighed deeply. Never had he felt less

inclined to -exert himself; but he eould
not let his uncle’s tip Autier away and
be lost. He =zighed, and sighed agam,
gshoved the letter unread into his pocket,
and started in pursuit of the fiver.

“Hallo, hallo, halla! What's this
game 1 called out Bob Cherry, surprised
at the sight of Lord Mauleverer scud-
ding along under the elms at quite a
speed. " QGoing into training for the
zchool mile, Mauly "

“Bhinkin® banknote blown awayl”
gasped Mauleverer,

“Oh, my hat!”

“What does it matter?” asked Frank
Nugent, laughing., “"You've pot lots,
Mauly I®

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It doesn't really matter, you see,”
explamed Mauly., *Bui ii's a tip from
my uncle, so I don't want to let it go,
sea 1

“Oh erumbs! Tz that the only reazon
for nhnsing: it 1" yelled Bob Cherry.

“Yaasl’

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“You might lend a fellow a land,”
said Mauleverer, “The blinkin® wind 3z
Blawing it all over the place Y ou
fellows help me catch it, and we'l! have

—

a feed in my study this afterncon-—
what 1"
“Done !"* chuckled Johnny Bull.
“The donefulness is terrific 1"
Irrespective of the consideration of a
feed in Mauly’s study, the Famous Five
c];tﬁarl.]j joined in the chase of the bank-
nete,
But it was not easy to catch,

The high wind whistling among the
elms and round the old walls of Grey-
friars, whirled the flimsy zlip of paper
high and low, and round about, It
fluttered to the ground, and the jumiors
rushed on it, and hed nearly reached-it
when the breeze whirled it up again,
and it futtered among the branches of
the elms. It Hoated down again, and
then & strong gust caught it, and
whizzed it away towards the cloislers,

The juniors seudded after it again,

“Oh dear!” gasped Mauleverer.

“1 say, you fellowg——"

“Join wup, Bunter," chuckled Bob.
“We're chasing a five-pound note, and
if we catch it there's going to be a

feed 1™
“¥aas, lend g hand, old bean!®
gasped Mauly,

v TF

m on!” said Bunter promptly.

“There it poes—right in the clois-
ters ! exelaimed Harry Wharton, And
the juniors rushed into the shady old
cloisters, on the track of the elusive

fiver,
hallo, hallo! There's

* Hallo,
Mossoa I .
Monsieur Charpentier was walking in
the cloisters. Apparently he had chosen
that secluded quarter for a stroll all by
himself ; he looked far from pleased as
the oxcited juniors came trooping and
wheoping among the old stone p1 Tars

Mossoo was walking with his hands
under the tails of his coat, his head bent
a little, and a deep wrinkle in hiz brow.
Ha looked like & man who was { 'il‘tg o
think out a painful problem tha-.l?hu na
answer. Perhaps he was!

He straightened up sz the juniors
came rushing by, and frowned at them
with annoyance, )

“Vat 1 zis?" he exclaimed an
“Yat 15 all noise and al
Jisturbance 1

“There it iz [” shouted Bob., “3top if,
Mossoo i

“Vat? Vat zen?

“The banknote, sir—put
it ¥ shouted Bob, as he
towards Mossoo,

The elusive fiver had fluttered almost
to the feet of the French master, and
seitled there. Mossoo could have

laced his foot on it, and secured it;

ut he seemed bewildered. He bad
not observed the futtering fiver.

“Mon Dieul Vat do yon mean,
Bherry?™ he exclaimed. *Is zis some
mora sheek, isn't it!™

Bob Cherry rushed up, and clutched
at the banknote as it rose again on the
wings of the wind, He just missed it,
and the banknote fluttered on & fresh
%ﬂnst, and whirled towards the other
ellows. Bunter made a clutch at it, and
mizzed, and it whirled back to the spot
where the astonished French master
was standing.

After it went Bunter with & rush.

“"Buntair—vat—— Oh, Mon DHou!”

Billy Buntier mizsed the fiver—but ha
did not miss Mossoo! He cluiched at
the Hoating slip of paper, missed ir,
and stumbled forward, and erashed
into Monsieur Charpentier.

Sameon of old might have been a
littla staggerﬂd, had such & weight as
William (eorge Bunter's crashed into
him suddenly. Monsieur Charpenlier
did not resemble Bamson in the very
least. Bunter sent him fairly spinning,.

ily.

zis Zis

your foot on
rushed on
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He stuﬁgm"eﬂ back three or four
paces, and sat down,

“0w!" gasped Bunter. !

“Parbleu!" stuttered Monsiour Char-
pentier. “Nom d'un nom! Ooooch!”

“Got it !™ shouted Bob Cherry, as he
grabbed at the banknote and captured
it at last. “Here you are, Manle!™

“Thanks, old bean!”

Frank MNugent ran to help
French master up. .

Monsieur Charpentier staggered to his
feet, with Frank's helping hand, his
sallow face red with anger, )

“Buntsir! You kpock me ovair viz
sou, 1sn't 1t )" he shrieked.

“Ow! Ow! You knocked me over,
sir!" gasped DBunter, “Quite an acci-
dont, sir! ©Oh, dear! I'm nearly
winded! Ow!” '

“Zis 15 one choke!” exclaimed
“Zi= is vat vou call one rag,
n'est-co-pas !

“Not at all, sir.,” said T.ord Maule-
vorer politely. “You =ee, sir, this
banknote blew away when I opened =
lotter, sir, and these fellows very kindly

P

helped me to catch it, sir!

Monsicur Charpentior stared at the
banknote, which 3Iauly held up for his
inspection,

:"Ynu loze zat banknote, isn'j: it lie
said. “You are so careless viz money
zat you let a banknote blow away in o
vent—in ze wind, AMauleverer.”

“Yaas, sir!"

To the surprise of the juniorsz. Mon-
sipur Charpentier’s look grew darkoer
with anger, as he fixed his black evea
on the innocent AMauly. He seemed to
overlook the fact that it was Bunter
who had butted him over; rll his annov-

the

ance seemed concentrated on Magle-
vorer,
“Ah!  You have mooch moncr,

Mauleverer—tres riche, isn't 1! ox-
claimed Monzicur Charpentier. “You
can afford to let ze bank notes blow
avay 1n ze wind! You take one tousand
lines, Maulevorer,”

“Wha-a-at™"

"¥You take one tousand lines of ze
“Henriade,” Mauleverer, and you write
zem out for me! Now po avav viz you.”

“ But, sir—" stuttered  AMauleverer,
utlerly astonished.

“ Allez-vous-en !

-'l:But FF
“Go!" exclaimed Monsienr Char-
pentier, with an angry wave of the

hand; and the juniors walked out of
the Cloisters. leaving the Freuch master
staring after them with o black brow
and glinting eyes.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Mauly's Way !
L ORD MAULEVERER tucked the

five-pound  note away in his

little. Russia-leather pockot-hook,

along  with  several  otheys,
when the Remove fellows came baok
into the quad. There was a deeply
thoughtiul expression on his lorvdship’s
face, and ho secined a litile troubled.
To the surprize of the olher fellows, Le
did not look angry.

But the others were angryv; Lhere was
no doubt abont that. Fren Bob Cherey'a
good-natured face was frowning.

“It's too thick !" said Do,

"The thickfuluess s tao terrifie!™
sald Hurrea Singh.  “The cstecmoed and
excerable Mossoo i poing over  tiw
Linnt."

“You won't do those lines, Mauly!”
gaid Harry Wharten.

L Eﬂﬂ.‘i.“

neeiln’t

1 say, vou fellows, we won't let him
da them ! exclainfed DBilly Bunter in-
dignantly,. “Mossoco isn't our Form
master!  He can't give us lines out of
rlass,”

“"He can’t!” said Johnny Bull. * And
lie sha'v't! Bad cnough to have him
chucking impots at ws in the French
clazs! Out of elass ho's got no more
right to give us lines than Hobson of
the B8hell has.”

“It's really too thick,” said Nugent.
“Aoszoo seems to think he's 51:d{?‘¢n13
become headmaster, And he hasn't
and we'll jolly well let him know he
hasn't.”

“Yes, rather!”

“The ratherfulness is terrific.”

“You sha'n't do the lines. Mauly."
said the captain of the Remove. *Nir.
Queleh would never allow 1t 1f you
puat it to him, DMossoo’s forgotten his
ph‘u--;-, and he wants shoving back into
it

Twrd Mauleverer shook his head.

T shall do the lines, old bean!™ he
nnﬁ\'ﬁ'[“rﬂ'dq

“Fathead!" roarved Johnny Bull,
“You know that Mossoo has no right
to give Remove fellows impots, out of
the French class.”

“Yaas."
] :‘:t"ml know Quelehy wouldu't wphold
ikt

“Yans."

“Well, then, you ass, vou know vou
do the lines 3 wvou  dun't
chonse " exelaimed Nugent,

Harry- Wharton waited impatiently,
hoping that the two men would go.
But they did not go ; "the fat man,
tired from his walk, was resting, and
the French inaster leaned on the
parapet near him. It was Monsleur
Charpentler’s volce that broke the
silence at last, and Wharton could
not help hearing what he sald.
(See Chapter 11.)

i Eﬂ.ﬂ.:iu."

“Then you won't do them,” said
Harry., “ You don't want te grind out a
thousand lines of French for the fun of
the thing, do you, fathead?”

“Yaas—I mean, no! You zee, I'm
sorry for the little man,” said Lord
Maunleverer gently., **He's upset! He's
nervy! I know I need not do-the lines
—and Mre. Quelch would stand by me-—
it faet, he wonld be annoved-at E[n-sauu
takin' it on himself to give a Removo
man lines. But ihat would make
Mossoo look an awiuwl as:, wouldn't it?"

“Yes—and he is an ass, so it's all
right 1"

Mauwleverer shook his head again.

“I don't want to let him down likeo
that." he said.

" Fathead !

Manly smiled

“1 davesay T am a fathead, as ven
say,” he agreed. * But I'm goin' to do
the Lines, all the same.”

“Why?" demanded Wharton sharply.

“Yell, 1t really was my fault,' said
Maunleverer guictly, "I ought to take
more care, and not let banknoies Llow
about under the nose of & mar who i
hard up. I’z rotten bad form, see?
(M course. [ didn’t mean it—-but there
it ix--I was {o blame! It's awful to have
to grind through a thousand lines—bus
it can't he helped.™

Y As T sand Johnny DBull

Marey Wharten Janghed--a  rather
hard langh,  Manleverer was generally

Tue Macser Lannany.--No. 351
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sppposed, in the Remove, {0 be nearly
every sort of an ass; but in certmin
inolters Ire had a very quick percep-
iionn. He had discerned at once why the
Trench master was =0 angry with hun,
anid he was deeply sorry for the poor
little gentleman, instead of resonting
ltis high-handed proveedings.

Fellows hike Skinner made gawe of

the French master’'s poverty; but
Manleverer was not that kind of a
follow.

AMauly had little doubt that it was a
froublesoms: fimancial problem  that
eauscd the worried wrinkle in Mossoo's
sallow brow: and at such a time, the
sight of a schoolboy treating Lanknotes

wilh ukter cmrr.-le-salms_a had an  ox-
aspereting effect on L.
Wharton wnderstood  what was in

Mauly's mind, and Iprﬂha-blj' Le would
have been in full agreement with
Mauleverer®s views Dbuk for his  fewd
with tha IFrench masler.

“I think you're au ass, Mauly,” he
said.

“Thauks, old bean,” said liz lord-
sitip with a sinile,

“It's letting down the Remove, to let
that littla ass ride rough-shod over us!"
exvliaimed Johnuny Huﬁ hotly.

“Oh, rot, dear man!”

“1 say, vou fellows, Mauly sha'a't dao
the lines,” zaid DBunter. “ Why, it's
the chance of a lifetime to make the
little beast cringe. Make him look no
end of a =illy as:, vou know—just a
word to Quelchy, and Quelchy will be
down on him Ii{-.-r: a hundreed of bricks
My advico Lo you, Mauly, 13 to refuse
io do tha lines.®

“That's vour advice, is 1, DBunler?™

" Yes, old chap !’

“You veally think so?™

“¥Yeu, AManly”

“That settles 1, then, [ I was
doubt.™

Bunter grinned complacently,

“Uan't do betiter than take my tip,
old man,” he seid. " 8o you won't do
tlhe lnes, what?™

“Yaas; I shall do them,” said Toed
Manleverer placidly,  “1F yvou think I
nughtn't, old fat bean, I know jolly
woell T oaght,. A fellow can't do better
than 1ake your advice—and then do the
oxaet opposite, old man—he's bound o
be right {len”

“"Why, you silly owl ! roared Bunter.

“I1la, hwm. hal™

* Hul——" said Bol Cherry laughing.

“Let it drop. ohil bean,” said Iord
Mauleverer, ' Don't forget to turn up
in wmy studv af fGve for the spread,
Bring anybody vou like, Will you help
me do the shopping, Bunlep?™

Bunter’s frownmy face turned into a
sunny swiling countenance at onee.

“¥es, rather, Mauly! Anything o
oblige an old pal like you. Tl cut off
and change the liver for you now, if
you like,™

“Hallo, hallo, halle! There’s
[roggy I murmured Bob Cherry.

Monsieur Charpentiov cate out of the
Cloisters and  passed  the group of
juniors, with a frowning Lrow, on his
way fo the House, They watched him
wrimly ; only Lord Mauleverer capped
hime respecifolly as he passed. '.!E‘]u:
Froeoch master pauvsed and lurned to
the euuiﬂrs.

“Mauvleverer ™

" Yaas, sir”

"I have given you fousand limes."

“Yaasz, »ir."

“You do zose lines, Mauloverer,” sand
Monzieur Charpentier, erveing him
sharply, almost bitlecly, “Vat? You
do zosc lines.”
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Harcy Wharton & Co. realised that
the . French master anticipated resist-
ance: he could not have failed to know
that he had exceeded his powers in
inflicting punishments on & Remove
follow outside the French class. Pos-
sibly he was feeling uneasy within, or
possibly he was sceking a further out-
let tor. nervy ftemper.. But Lord
Mauleverer answered him with great

respect, _
When shall I bring

* Certainly, zir,
them to you?”

Monsieur Charpentier zecmed a little
taken back.

“I am sorry I annoyed you, szir,™
went on Mauleverer. "It was not my
intention to give vou any offence, sir.
If you will tell me when {o bring you
the lines, sir, they shall be done in
time, "’

“Zere iz no hurry—=bring rem to me
when vyou have written zem,
Mauleverer,™

* ¥Yes, sir.”?

Monsicur Charpentier whisked on and
disappeared into the House.

“"Well, you're an ass, Mauly ! said
Johnny Bull.

“Think so, dear boy "

“Yes fathead!™

“Right-ho! Hallo, there's the bell.”

The juniors went in for third lesson.
There was a deep shadow on Harry
Wharton's brow,

“The silly aszs!” he multered to
Nugent. *It was o chance to take
Frogegy down a peg—a good chance.”

“Bunter thought so!” said Frank
rather drily.,

Wharton gave lim a sharp look.

*What do you mean, Frank? Don't
you agreo with me

“I did at firat,” zaid Frank. * DBut—
{hinking it over, old chap, I think
Mauly's right.”

“Yon think he's right to  knuckle
under to a man who's no right to

punish  Inm?"  exclaimed Wharton
angrily.
That isn't quite ik, old man, Old

Mauly's a bit of an ass, but I think
that in this he's acting like a gentleman
—a3s he always does.™

Wharton compressed his lips.

“I think he's acting like a fool ! ‘he
answered,

“Well, you seo—="

“*Rot !

And Wharton went nfo the Form-
room with a knitted brow,

I — g

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !
rowled Bob Cherry,

6 AOTTEN 1
It was Salurday.
Cricket was going strong at

. Greyfriars now; and on that
special  afternoon the Remove were
meeting the Shell in a Form match.

Harry Wharton, captain of the

Remove, was under defontion—owing
to the kind oflices of Monsieunr
Charpentier.

It was, as Mr. Quelch had said, a
light punishment, considering that
Wharion had led the Remove in direct
disobedience to a master. Dut light as

it was, it came very awkwardly;
Wharton was wanted in the Form
match, IHad it been a game with the

Fourth, it would not have mattered—
the Remove did not necd to put their
Lest men into the field to beat Temple,
Dabney & Co. of the Fourth. DBub the
Shell were made of sterner  stull—
Heobson, the captain of the Shell, wasz
a great men at the wickets—the Shell
wera  Middle SBchanl, almost  seniors,
from their own . point of view; and the

Lower Fourth had-to go “all out™ te
hold their own against Hobson & Co.
at games,

On such an occasion the Remove sorely
necded their skipper, and would sorely
miss him if he was not available,

And he was not available.

Mr. Quelch had been asked to let the
detention stand over fill Wednesday:
and the Remove master, who was
generally very careful not to interfere
with the fixtures if he could help it,
would undoubtedly have given leave
had he alone been concerned in the
matter,

But in the circumstances, he had to
refer Wharton {o Monsieur Charpentier.

Possibly, though not probably,
Mossoo would have heen amenable to
reason,  But Wharion would not even
think of asking him. He was at feud
with Mossoo—he was on rather dis-
agreeable terms with Alauleverer,
owing to Mauly's refusal to take the
opportunity of humiliating the Frenech
master; and certainly, in the e¢irceum-
stances, he could not ask a favour of
the French master,

Not that he intended to stay in fov
detention; he was quitc Jdetermined
that ha would not. But he would not
ask to be let off.

“It's rotten:® said Bob Cherry.
“We want you al the wickets, Harry,
We don't want IHobson and his gang
to begin the scason with a win.”

Wharton nodded.

“I know it's rotten—and we owe it
to Moszoo. ™

“ Bother Mossoo!” growled Johnny
Bull.

“The bhotheration is terrifie,”™
Hurree S8ingh. * But—"

“It ecan’t be helped,” =aid Harery.
“It wonld be no use asking Mossoo to
let me off—he wouldn't! Fe's got n
down on me—and I've got a down on
him, if it comes to that. He's got ma
detained, confound him—not that I
shall stay in.”

“You're not going to cut® a:ked
N::igent. rather anxiously.

L3 ?Eﬂ' i

said

“I—I don’t think T would,” said Bab
uneasily. It means & Head's licking,
you know."

Wharton shrugged his shoulders,

“Let it he said.

Y After all, Mossoo isn't really a bad
sort," said Mavk Linley. *1I think if
he were asked——"

“Isn’t he?” zaid Wharton rather un-
pleasantly.

“Well, no, not taken all in all, yon
know,"” said Mark Linley. “*I think
you might ask him, Wharton—"

" Rot!™ said the captain of the Remove
briefly.

“MNot for yvour own :ake” said the
Lancashire lad quietly, *but for the
zake of the team, Whartou. You're gur
skipper, and something i3 due to the
tearmn when & fellow takes on the cap-
taincy. You ought not to let personal
pride stand in the way of playing when
yvou're needed.”

Wharton flushed red.

“You've ‘got your back up
Mossoo,” went on Mark., ]
been unjust to you.”

“0Oh, yvou know that!” :aid Wharton
sarcastically.

“We all know it. Bui I ihink yon
might make allowancea for his 'Iu'iup]{
down on his luck. We all know he’s got
some worry on hiz mind, He makes
plain enough for the schoeol to zee”

“His personal alfairs don’t oconern
me, I suppose #”

“No. But—"

“But what " snapped Wharton,

(Contirued on prge 17.)
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Na froulble or expense Tas been spored

supplement inferesting and informalive.

foremost crickef authorilticd in the land.
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ounglan His

HE Australian cricketers now in this country were not per-
mitted to bring thelr wives on fomr. But it sbould not
be assumed that they will only score * singles.”

T

Aceording to one eritic, the reasonm why we lose Test mabehes
1a because we keep on playing the oid stagers in the hope that
sogner or later they will * come off %

C. B. Fry anys that he does hot know why girls cannot howl,
amd that there is nothing 1o prevent an ordinary athletic girl from
becoming an “ exceedingly beaotiful bat." Buot a good-looking
girl surely doesa't want to be turned into o “beautifal bat.*’

The Notts County Club are Jooking round most anxiously and
carneatly for a left-handed bowler, the idea being that be would
pub them right.

The Natural History Moseum has recently purchased a big colbee-
tion of moths, and as it isa now well stocked it iz no wse sending
the ones which have got into vour flannels during the winter.

Arthor Gilligan. the captain of the last Englirh ericket team
which went out to Avstralia. has spent most of the winter amiil
the snow and ice of Swltzerland. e should now be quite prepared
to face a typieal English summer.

The young ericketers of Torkshire were bheing enached hy George
Hirst oz early az the middle of March. These Yorkshiremen simply
make a habit of being firet.

il

“Plum " Warner, the nne-fime captain of Fngland, 158 on our
Aelection Commitbes for the Test matches of thiz summer. It iz
hoped that he will 8od some * plams » for our team.

This is a little verse by bthe late Iv, L. A, Jopheon which might
well be learnt by every lad tight at the start of the seaszon:

“ Play with a straight bat, sonnie,
In the game of life, or at school,
Yon may have hard luck,
Yon may make a duck,
But gtick tn the polden rule—
FPlay straight ™

A “googly * 13 a ball which breaks the oppozite way from that
which the batsman expects. Mailey, the Australian, iz a terror
for bowling these “ wrong ‘uns,” and his captain hopes that they
will prove to be the * rizht "uns " for getting England’s batemen
out.

M. A. Noble, the famous Test cricketer of ather days, says that,
in his opinion, the present Awnstralinn Test team is stronger than
the slde which Enpgland faced onm the Iast tour * down under.®
Boble bases his apinion on the return to form of Macartney. In
other words, Macartney §s the man most likely to land us in the
ciurt.

——

Yaorkshire are expected to give a trial in thelr county eleven
very soon to Herman Faulkner, a youngster from Chapeltown.
This player is fo keen about the gpame that some time ago he
went to the trouble of having an asphalt. piteh laid down near
hiz home, &o that he could practice out of zeason. Tralned on
asphalt, he ought to be a hard nut.

It 15 sugpested BY a wag among our readers who lives on the
south side of the Thames thaf there is s rultable place for all
busybodies who know just who should and should not play for
Logland—the gonsometer near the Surrey ground at the Oval.

to make thix
In it oll phosos
of crichet awwill be discussed by wrifers chosen from €he
Readers aag.
therefore, rely upon the facts, figures, efe., mentioned fron
tweek to week in Lhix supplement as being authentic,
HARRY WHARTON, Editor.

lt

May 1st, 1926.
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EXPECT you fellows have Lieard people talking from time to
time us if cricket was on lts deathbed—that other suminer
sports, Hke lawn fennis, were giving it a dose of pol-om
Don't you belleve a word of It. Cricket in England i neitler
dend nor dying. It is the best team game ever imvemted for
summer months, and I can tell you right now that, far from being
on {ts deathbed. cricket iz in such = healthy state that we are
now just embarking on what is, without any shaduw of doubt,
going to be the record szemson. -

In the first place, the Australians are here, and their job s
to retain those  Ashes,” which lave not been in the keeping
of England sinee’ we won fhem in Australia in 1002, The job of
England's c¢ricketers ia fo send those Apstralinns back to their
own conntry without the  Ashes,™ and I can tell you that I have
recently come seross many Eaoglish cricketers who are of opinion
that we shall do it this time round—beat the Australians.

bind you, it is going to be no easy Job. What theze Australians
don't know abowot cricket is nof knuwledge; they play the game
for all they are worth, stody it from every angle, and of them it
is nlways ftrue to say that they are never beaten until the last
ball of the match has been bowled, Later on I shall tell yon
somethiog about the wonderful ways in which the Anstralians
have fought with their backs to the wall, but for the moment
I want to refer fo some evidence thut this iz really going to
ke the record seazon,

The fArzt Test Match of the five which have heen arranged
between England and Australia is fixed to take plore at Not.
tingham next month. Away back in Febrnary—four months hefore
tha date of this first Test match—it was impossible to boy a
tivket for a seat at Nottingham for the mateh. There are golog
to be bigger crowds than éver this seasom, apd the pity of it f2
that weé bave no grounds which will be large enough to hold all
the pecple who will want fo see the games. That can't he helped,
of couwrse, hut it just chows that ericket is very mueh alive.

All this Interest whicli is being taken in the fortheoming games
I sure to have itz effect right down the line to the yomngest of
the ericketers at our schoals, The doings of Juck Hobbs, Herbert
Sutcliffe, and Maurice Tate during the last tour made by an
Lngland eleven in Australia bas fired the imagination of Linndreda
of na, -The boys of to-dony are making np their minds that thev
will be the England ecricketers of lo-morrow, and everyhady Is
ready to help them on the road durlng this record-breaking season.

Take one cake In point. The M.C.C. haa organized at Lord's
cricket clasies for the eveninga of this sammer. at which promising
boys from clementary and secondary schools will be ahle to attend.
It will be many years, naturally, before any of the lucky ladls
who attend at these happy evening schools will be able to staned
where dack Hobbs stands tooday, but it iz az certain a3 anything
can be that, with interest thus roused, we shall ind the ericketers
of the fublure. So that, even # we don't beat the Australians
during this summer, we shall beat them sooner or later.

For the last {wo or three years there has heen a net availabla
for young lads at the Oval, where the Surrey Couonty Club play,
and [ hesr that opportunities will be given for more lads to have
n g this season than In the paat. 1 could tell you, too, of schoola
of ecricket which are run by leading players which are really
prosperogs, Al this menpns that while ericket hag occupied o bip
place in the story of sport: of the past, it iz going to occupy an
even greater place in the Cuture,

One of my readers has already written to ask me whether T
think England will beat Anstralia this summer. My reply is that
it depends. Bot even it we don’t there will he no necessity to
go into mourning. The game is the thing. Anyway, whatever is
happeming, whethier we are winning or losing, my Supplement will
be telling yom all about it. There will he points nf interest for
every reader wio either playe: tlie game or is intercsted in it—ngd
that includez all of you, surely?

THE MacyeT Liprary.—No. 951,

A Beem'd Secason!
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NEXT WEEK: ' WINNING THE TOSS!"—BY.MAURICE TATE, ENGLAND'S BEST BOWLER!

15

HAD an idea that when the foaiball
EogiEnn was over (hore would no longer
he any necessity for me to go about
poking my mnoge into other - people’s
bopciness,  Many {imes doring -the foothall
sedson [ogot ioto hol water with promninent
players becanze 1 fold you tliogs they were
wt puxious for the people to kpow. But
iy sigh of rellef over the passing of foot-
Tratlly moed the bdes that I eould now slt hack
gl Jave & uiel sumnmer sleep was oo
krccked on (e head. Harry Wharton came
alomg whih this command @ “ Yoo bhave got
in pry Inte these cricketers now—fod out all
abogt them, whelber they want Lo tell you
or nod 1"

That's Lhie =orl of chap Wharton s—nevcr
bels you st a minuie. He seema to think
thet T like work--that T just enjoy posing
sround. I don't suppose he cares if one day
‘umebody wails round o cormer for me with
i hwavy mallet and lunds me ope. That is
suing to he my fate roonsr or later, T feel
sure, but 1 just have to go aroamd Tooking
for frowhle uwntil 1 come across sonichody
wlio gives wie more (ban T ean cerry.

A GBPLENDID SKIPFER.

Yo will mdmit (hat starting me on the
wiam in eommand of “ihe enemny " was @
rfelly el eoder. OF course, thesc Aus-
Poalinns wre friendly enemies; bat they mre
~iomies all the zame, hecangs they want 1o
Leep us from bayiog the ™ Ashes." Collinz
ia the skipper of them, and though when |
firv<t went Lo sce him I had an idea that
England might emerge victorion: this {ime
round, I came away with very grave doubts,
We shall need all our power tn rout these
inemiea. We have fto beat o team of fine
s feketers, #nd wo have gl=o fo beat a most
eifelent captaln.

M enuree, T asked Tibm 0F hie thonght the
kustralians wonld win agrin. “1 hope &0,
b said, “ but it Is going to he a bhard Aght.
Mowever, oplimizn s my strong suit.™ It
i3 going tn be a Aght, but Collims iz no
beavy-weight, Warwick Armstrong was the
Inf” captain of an Australian team in this
cauntry, and Armstrong, ss Yoo mey know,
iequired a long tape-measure to get his
walsb-ling all {he way., Collins lsn't the same
fape at all. He s ralher slender—all wire
#ud whipcord, as they gay; but, incidentally,
what Ia lacking In #ize i3 made uwp for in
Liainpowers

TRAUTH WILL OUT.

When Collins gppesra in Lo balling Tist e
b+ referred do as H. L. The * H.,”* b Lold
s, atunds for Herbert; but all Liz friends—
atid he bas many ameng English ericketers
wi koow Dim—call bim * Herbie.” Hc
likes to be called * Herlie ' by the men
«f whom Dba 14 in command as well 83 by his
eoemics,” the English players. 1 mnever
tuceeeded in fAnding vub what the L
sfands For, buk T can fell you what every-
buniy =ays it slands for—" Lucky.'" 2o there
....:..“__- have Dia  full neme—Heille Lucky
Lagtims.

e
i R

e

iy
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“Herbie " Collins, skipper of the Australians, who is plucky as well as lucky,

Whether we win, he has said, depends on
two things—if the Auztralian players who
Imve had previoiis experience in this country
prove {o be in as good form w3 ever, and
it the new men prove that they can adapt
Lhemselves to English conditlons. My own
view fs thabt there is another big thing on
which the outcowe of the Aght for the
* Ashes " depends—wnhetber the eoptain is
really = Lucky Collins.™

it in Awstralin be captaloed {heir side
ngiingt England and won the toss four times
ik of Ave. Omn the only occasion in a Test
match wlhen England was right in calling
 Medads," England won; but when I asked
Colling if there was anythivg in the story
that oo the one occasion when he lost the
toss *out there,” Colling had left at home
Lhe penny which had “ tail ** on both sides, 1
hadd to do a qgoick jump, or else there would
have boea oo more * Paul Pry-ing ** in the
futute]

BTOOD THE TEAT.

Opn thing yon can het on—every man in
the Ausirallan team i3 going to work lhim-
eglf Lo the very Hwit to prove that the uck
of Colling holds.  Some peopla say  that
Gregory can't bowl as fast as he nsed to do.
But If Herbie asks Gregory to send them
devwn faster than ever, he will do it. Fqually
will Arthur Mailey twist them a 1itile hit
micre s Grimmetll will be grimmer than ever;
Wirren Bardsiey will be more dificolt to
move when he decides {o stay at the wicket
for hourz; amd =0 on right. throngh the
trant, The capluln of a crickel team ia, olher
things being egoal, the man who bolds the
eusting vote between viclory and defeat,

This will he the fArst occasion when Colling
lin= been capbain of an Anstralian team play-
ing real Test matches In England; but he
has muoch experience of English play and
players, and can be expecled to prodoce a
irump card for everyvthing which iz done by
ur fellows, He woas o member of the Aps-
traliam Imuperial Forees team which played
in Bogland in 1919, and wnhen Kellaway, who
paptained that teany Ffor part of  the
gammer, wenk home, Colling took aver the
refitg,  Fle scored cepturics in that tour, and
b again played against Fogland when we
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wenk to Australia in 1920-21. I you have
Any doubls us 1o his ability a3 a batsman,
Fou can please remember thal in thet towr
he had an average of sisty-one roos peer
innings in Test matches alone.

SAVING THE SITUATION.

But the innings of all which I shall ever
remember seeing Lucky Collins play was ab
0ld Trafford, Manchester, when he was =2
member of the Apstralian team under Afm-
strong in 1921, Epglapd had got into &
strong  positlon, and had declared hep
innings closed. Colline, as usual, went in
first, and he scored forty runs. Nothing very
remarkable about that, you may Eay.
Perbaps thers wasn't, but in getting those
forty runs he stuck at the wickets for fonr
hours and Aty minutes!

I remember that some people seid at the
time that it wasm't cricket which Tollins
played. I ask you, thoogh, what It was.
Anstralla was In davger of defeal: they had
not the slightest chance of winning. Surely
it was up to Colling to do his hest to save
the side from lnsing. His stay of four hours
aod Oty minutes was the chiel means of
conbling hbis side {o draw. Not ericket to
stay for that lenpgth of time defying all the
wiles of the English bowlers and the felders
to get rid of him? Tobbizh!

After that we can call him “ Careful
Colling, in addition to Lucky Colline. Hea
can sit on the splice when it is necessary,
and be can hit “em when nquick runa are
necessary. Lastly, he can bowl, though he
says he doesn’t do mnch of it now, He
buats right and bowls left, and with (he
Apatralian Imperial Forces team aforemen-
tloned ha tonk 106 wickets, His bowling. like
Lig batling at times, l& slow.

“The whole thing In baillng,' zarz Mr.
C. B. Fry, “ depends on Lhe way In which
the feet are moved.' We geserally move
oura in the direction of the pavillon much
Log early in our innings.

When the firet Teat malell  hetween
Eogland and Australia was played in this
conntry our oousing were dJismissed for 03
amd 6. Now wa know what cricketers mean
when they refer to the sood old days,
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The Record-breaking Batsman of England and Surrey.

VERY age iz good for cricket vp to,
gay, forty-Ave §f the player keeps
himself At pretty steadily. Whether
it Is advisable to continge the game

after that iz a matter which each cricketer
will have to declde for himeelf, with duec
regard to his physlcal condition. But what
is the ape at which a ericketer is ot his
hest? That 18 another question, and one
which I8 capahle of different answers, If It
s meant at what age does the game give
the player the greatest enjoyment, 1 should
oy in the early tweniies. We have then
such a tremendous zest for the game, we are
all g0 full of energy and enthusiasm, and our
stamina is &0 [pexhaostible, that every day
we play seems all oo short to extract the
full measure of enjorinent from an activity
1t never palls.

THE AGE OF ACHES AND PAINS.

I, however, by the lest age for ericket
we prean the age at which a player reaches
Lhe highest pinnecle of skill—and that s
nrobably what i3 generally meant by the
phrase—I shouold say, with balsmien, any-
whera helween the ages of twenty-eight and
Lthirty-five. 1 feel that such an answer holds
wowwl with the average club cricketer, and
[ know It |8 the case with the majority of
our professionals, Personally, 1 have enfoyed
all my crivket, but I know that before thirty
I did not get zo fired after a hard day in
ihe fleld, or after a long spell of batting, as
I have done after that age. Nor was the
cifect of such a day felt the hext morning
as it ja now in a stiffness and soreness that
iz diffleult ta shake off, [ am referring par.
Lienlarly now io ihat class of cricket of
which T koow mnesi - the vopply ericket game
which ocruples me 80 many dayrs cach week
uf the =oason.

"I WAS MORE BRILLIANT, BUT—-"

Bul the vears which compel a hatsman Lo
congerve liis evcrg¥ bave ileir compensa-
tiona, After vhiriy-five ¢ i3 more restrained,
less bmiputient. and more axperienced. The
result of grester expérience is that yvou do
nol tuke the risks in batling you once did.
Yo imstineiively know how to avoid them,
aid Bt b wonderiul how meel this iz ore

Sl i R
e . L
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Englnsnd
lunkings were noarly £5,000,

fected Im the conelstency and elze of your
seoring. 1 know that in 1012.13-14 T waas a
more brilliant batsman than I am to-day;
but why is it that more than a dozeén years
later I got more runs? Simply because
experience has brought a riper judgment,
and [ avoid risks which I scarcely thought
abont when [ was under thirty. Rightly
or wrongly, 1 believe that my best scoring
¥ears in coupnly cricket would have heen
during the War years—wlen I was from
thirty ta Lhirty-Bve yvears of age.

THE LEBSON OF THE 'VARSITIES.

Good illustrations of the best age of bats-
men can be got from thinkiog about the
amateurs from the "Varsities., Coming from
public schools, where they have heen pretty
well eoached, and where they get o pgomd
deal of practice, the best of them get into
the 'Varsity teams., Once there, they get
fine tests uwa-_.:w the county elevens at an
age that generally  earlier tham  the
youngast profecsionals. Bome of the Varsity
cricketera later display brilliance even
mgainst the best of our connly bowlers—that
iz, at the age of twenly to twenty-three.
They often get good seores against the best
posdible .attack. But if you watch closely
you will pote that they are them rather
inconsizstent. Even in the Inter-'Varsity
mateh it is 60 often the unfancied batsmen
who get the rums. Im my opinlon, the ex-
planation is this—between the ages of twenly
to twenty-three they nre in the embryonic
gtage; only by observing them closely ecan
you get iodications of what they will lator
become,

EXPERIENCE DOES TELL.

Experience will show these 'Varsily mcn
the directions In which they have been
taking risks, widen their knowledge of
differecnt types of bowling, and altogether
improve their seoring records without affect-
ing their rate of scoring. Yoo will geper-
ally Ood that & 'Vareity batsman who eficks
to the game with & county team after he
lins left college hecomes a better player Lhan
ever he was at Oxford or Cambridze,

MY PRESENT BIGQ FAULT.

When I got my Aot bmmdred fn counly
cricket 1 thought 1 kmew all the art of

195 runs 1

last lww

progress ot the

bulting. Five years after I realised Low
much I had to learn. Even pow I am lraro-
ing somoething. One develops [anlts cven
between one seazon and another. 7 find Lhut
last seasonm, by way of example, 1 bad to
overcome a tendency to go too far over to
the swerving ball on the leg elde. I
imagined It waz outzlde the leg stump, and
it was that fault that led to my dismissak
morea than once. Footwork is all-important
in batting, Almost uneonsciously T start to
move with the awing of the bowler’s arm.
You bave to be ou your toes fo move swillly
enough to be in correct positlon when the
ball I8 on the poipt of impact with the bat,
and even a slight miscalcnlation of the line
of RAight of the ball iz apt to be disastrons.
%3 I realise more strongly now than I did
afler my frst cenmtury how moch there f4
still to learn and what pitfalls are to be
avoided. A howler's bhest period should be
between twenly-five and thirty. That In
whien he has his full strepgth awl energy.
Generally apeaking, the bowler Ia harder-
worked than the batsman. By iwenty-five
experience has perfected his skill, and I
should say that after thiriy he heging {0
feel the strafo.

PROOF FROM THE PAST.

Notable proof in support of my arguments
may he found in the records of well-known
cricketers, Thirteen cepturies in a season
have been scored by €. B, Fry, Tom Hajy-
ward, and " Patsy ** Hendréen, When Fry
made his record in 1001 he was twenly-nine
years of age, Hayward (in 1006) was thirty-
five, and Hendren, in his brilllanl season of
1923, was aged thirty-four. Mourice Tate,
the famous Sugsex bowler, i3 now around
thirty years of age, and It Is quite evident
that every season up to the present he has
been “coming om.” I [ancy that his
itevelopment, ﬂ_...m that of a good many
otlers, was delayed by the War years, else
Tate would have been recoguised flve years
agoe as the great bowler he huas since become.

MODERN PLAYERS ARE WIBE.

Of course, what I have written presuppozes
that the player remains 8t apd does nob
run to weight. Bult probably my readers
will have poticed that wmost professional
rricketers of the present day are of the lean
kind, I am convineed that the modern-day
ericketer I3 less  indulgent than of old.
Whether this has anything to do with lis
hetder phyzical condition when © getting on ™
in yeard I leave Lo others Lo determine. As
a last word, what is the moral of all this
iiscussion as to ihe right—or the best—age
for ericket? M my cowclusions are correct,
then we can indesd turn & deafl ear to those
people who ure always ready to insist thet
it ja wouth, and yet more yoonth, which ig
wahted In oor representative teams,

imagnificent
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Batsman.

Points to be watched in training

the young piayer.

HE emly days of every cricket season
bring with them their mony demands
for miviea on the righi methods of
coacliing young players. 1 is gener-

aily agreed that we want to flad the right
methods, because coaching undoubledly tells
in the toag run, 1f we have the right
cosching metbods to-day, then we are the
wrore likely o find the crickelers o I}Eat
the worki o the future. 'On this guestion
of epaching  volumes. bLave already becn
written. Among even the acknowledged
experts there is much ditference of opinion
us to how tha task of teaching the rising
geserafion should be tackled. As Lhe
experts differ, it wonld obviously De sheer
fmpertinence on my part even to attempl
to Iay down bard-and-fast roles as to bow
youngsters can be taught their cricket.

THE FIRST BIa PROEBLEM.
What I thiok I can do, however, and pos-
eibly in a belpful sort of way, #s to polnt
to some of the problems which have to he
faced by the coach. It i3 easy enongh to
blame the coachea because we haven't a
supply of good young piayers coming abong
in sufficient quantity to mect every demand.
but ibe teaching of the prinelples of
cricket is not neaHy o sintple. Fosubly the
biggest problam of all with which the conch
hat to deal iz what may be called the
problem of buman natore. We are all made
differently, and especially are boys made
differentiy, g thalb it is gnite impossible to
fay down hard.snd-fast mles as to how the

busziness of cosching should bLe tackled.

PUTTING THE LAD '"OFF."

Just take ome parbientar inctapce which
will illustrate my meaning. When onr rising
generation s balbting at the neis, onite -a
numher of codches stand immediately bebind

HARRY WHARTON'S

S A IGHT!

A wm————g

{The Famous Hampshire and England

and  give iastructiops as  to
what the Doy with the bat
glionld or showid not do. I am

guite willing to admit that, o
Lar as eome Loys are concerned,
thia may, generally speaking,
prove a very good way of teach-
ing, and with the instructlons
which the lad gels from the
rear when ke’ haz his bat in
hand he may improve Lis game.
On the other hand, T am gquile
certain that this is not the
way to teach many lads. Whaon
the expert is behind them
making suggestions as to how this or thal
«iroke should be made, the lad I3 apt to
b so sell-coniclons that he simply cannot
meke wee of the hinta which are being
given tn him.

WOARTH A MONTH'S &ETUDY.

Thizs problem of the temperaments of the
hoys fo be couched is, in my view, the
bigpest with which those " who teach the
game have to deal. There I3 the boy whao
i3 pol porticularly anziope to stand up to
fast bowliog: he may have the makings of
a good batimoan In him once he ean get
sver this natnral tendency of drawing out
of the way of the fast ball. But, obvi
opsky, ke bas ta o be handled moat care-
fullv. I know one particular esach who con-
piders that Lhis matter of the temparaments
of his Iads i3 the most (mportant of all. 5o
much sv that, not so long apn, when
appointed ecosch ut a blg school, he didn’™t
pive 0 single lessom to any boy for a whole
month. He just * mooned round,’ as he put
it, watching the boy¥s in their play, and
the sole object of this careful watcling was
to enable him to get an Insight into the
temperaments of the lads whom he had to
eancl.

HOW MAURIOE TATE EBTARTED,.
It mey well be that we do not produce
firat-ctass  plavers in  sufficient numbers
because we do not, generally speaking, hegin
to coach them early encigh—doe nob take
tlrem in band unitil they kave begun to do
things in sach a way that they bave muoch
to untearn. But tbhere arises the problem
of how to get the lads Im hand young
encaigh. Mot all boya are a0 lucky &3
Magrice Tate was In his youth., I have
ftenrd the father of England’s bhest bowler
tell bow Le began to teach Manrlee in the
gardeir when he conld only jest toddle.

CRICKET SUPPLEMENT!

THE GAMBLING ELEMENT.

In the experience of Tate there is &
thought, too. You mever can tell ‘just wien
and how the effecta of the teachlng will
become visibla. Some of the most promising
lads have failed to make good. On the other
bhand, some lads of whom the coaches have
despaired have suddenly blossomed [forth
amons the best in the land. Here iz- where
the gambling element of coaching .comes im.
No matter how much I3 put into the boy
by the coach, no matter how much time and
trouble is spent, the last bit of genius, that
extra bit of brilliance which makes the
difference between the ordinary player and
the genius, has to come ot of the player
himeself. Don't let us overlock that faet.

MAKING OUR BOWLERS.

Az [ have mostly dealt with batting up
to now, take the bowling side of the game
for & moment in conjunction with the fore-
golog paragraph. The making of .a bowler—
oF Ao it seems to me—ia beset with more
problems even than the making of a bats-
man. Indeed, n lot of people—with whom
I am Incliced to agree—declare that you
conmot make a bowler. But while this is
to & eertaln extent trpe, and while our
preatest bowlers have been the men with
the knack of doing this or that, it is, never-
theless, possible to teach bowlers some valu-
able thinga. The action tell: on the pace
of the ball of tha pitch; the height at
which the hall is delivered plays ita pard
in deceiving the baismman, and 0Tl

INDIVIDUALITY TELLSE.

Another problem which must face every
eoach several timea ench summer is whether
to make a boy a batsman or a bowler, or
whether to let him go ahead and cultivate
both sides of the game with a view to
becoming an all-rounder. These areé among
the points which cannot be settled in print,
for on thém we are forced back to our first
point—that the individnallty of the coach
and the individoality of the young player
musf always he most important.

cd b
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What & Life,

Men who play games all the year
round and have mastered both

cricket and football.

0 most of ns games sach as foolball

and cricket are the things o which

I wi look forward when we are doing
tire more serious things of Ife. I
coufess that when I was in sclwol T often
let my thoeghts wander to the cricket match
which we were golng to play later in the
day. And if I really got into the right
raopd for confessing & lot, I should say Ehat
often 1 was actnally playing ericket and
football when 1 should have been studying.

However, that Is by the way. I mentlon
it because it serves as an introduction to a
Leantiful dream-—-a dream of playlng games
all the year round and dping practically
unthing else. Think of it. you chaps! What
a life! Plaring football right through the
winter, and then switching over at the
beginning of May to play cricket all through
the syutinker!

Evern apart Irom getbting well paid for the
“work,” sou would call that o beautiful
lite, woualdn't youl There Iz an ever-increas-
ing number of people who realise this dream
of playing games all the year round, and
during the last Tew weeks I have heard of
several foothallers who are likely to have a
trial i connty cricket.

THz MaogxrT Tameary, —XNo, 931,

Alf. Daker, for instance, fthe
fumnons Arsenal  Doll-back, is
qualified by birth to play for
Berbyshire, and he has done =0
well in high-clazs elub cricket In
tire Xorth of Tondon that he will
get. an oppartunity of playing
for the Derbyshire county this

gummer. ‘Then Tom Clay, the
Tottenham HMobtspur full - back,
may make an appearance for
Leleestershire, and there are
ather  footballers who promise, at  the
moment, to join the band of men who

have gained real fame at both the winter
und spmmer garmes.

Perhaps no man hag had quite such a
remarkable games experlence as Jack Sharp,
who has just retired from the captaincy of
the Lancazhire county cricket feam. Sharp
was o professional foothaller, and when with
Everton helped them to win the Cap on one
vecasion. He was choren for England as a
foothalter, too. AL the same time he was
a professional cricketer, batting and bowling
for Lancazhire. Meantime, however, he got
into sport in other directions. He started a
sports ontfitter's business in Liverpool, pros-
pered, ceased to be a professional, played for
Lancashire at cricket as an amateur, was o
member of the Test Mateh Selection Com-
mittes when the Australians were Iast over
lere. and is al:o a director of the Ewerton
Foothall Club. As I say, what a lifc!

Strangely enough, Lancazhire has anather
man, Harry Makepeace—=who becnme &
muster of both ericket and football, playlog
for his country at both games. Another man
who has literally lived fn sport from “his
youth iz Andrew Ducat, the present manager
ol the Fulham Fogthall Club, and who will
doulitless he seen in the feld agnin foe
aurrey this seuson as he was last.

!

Duecat told me that very early in life he
decided to take up sport seriously as 4 Means
of making a living. Behind' the will to
sncceed wan the skill. Ducat fed Aston Villa
te success in a Cup Final, played for
England at cricket, while he {8 now manager
of a [oothall cleb, aud In the sports oot-
Bitting lioe as well.

Middlesex have three men In their teara at
times who have galmed fame af football as
well. Everrhody knows Patsy IHendrem, of
course, botlh as a foothaller and a cricketer,
and at the moment Hendrem and Derston;
another master of bolth games, arte
assccianted In & zchool of erlechet in London,
where they teach the young lads how the
thing should be done. The other foothalier-
ericketer of Middlesex is Joe North,

In Willls Walker and Willinm Flint tha
Notts County Cricket Club has also &
couple of professionc]l footballers.

I have not exhauzted the list of Iootballer-
ericketers, but I have said enough to show
that thers are plenty of fellows who live
what I have called the dream-life—a life of
pames, Dot don't, for goodness” sake.
imagine that It s all & heantiful hed of
roses, Not a bit of it! I have seen fellows
who did nothing but play games for their
living g0 home at night as tired as any
farm-labourer lias ever been.

To carry on at games successfully all the
year round demands physical energy beyond
the ordinary. Tt does not demand size
essentially, for we have little *Fanny ™
Walden, the smallest foothaller who ever
played for England, playing cricket az a pro-
fessional with Northamptonshire. Whenever
I think of dificulties to be overcome, 1 think
of Waulden, the lttle fellow who refused to
he laughed out of spaert as a profession.
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(Continued from pege 12.)

“I will say nothing more, if you take
it like that,” answered Mark, “I've
told youw what I think.”

Wharton looked round at the other
fellows. He could see by their looks that
they agreed with Mark., His brow grew
darker.

“Let's have it out,” he said, rather
abruptly. “You fellows all think I
ought to ask Mossoo a favour—ask him
to let my detention stand over till next
half-holiday® Is that i7" .

“Wall, ves,” said Bob, “I think se,
if vou ask me, Mossoo’s a nervy little
beast, but he's not a rotter. He doesn't
know anything about our fixtures, but
he wouldn't want to muck one up if he
knew.” .

“It's not s6 bad as that,” zaid Harry.
“Bmithy will captain the feamm in my
place, and there are plenty of recruits in
the Remove.”

Bob looked a little impatient.

“Whell, if you won't ask him, you
wan't,” he zaid. ""Let it drop, and we
must do our best without vou.™

“Oh, rats! If you think I ought io
ask him, I'll ask him, and be hanged
ta him!"” zaid Harry angrily. “I'll cut
away to his study and ask the little beast
now "™

And, without waiting for anything fur-
ther, the captain of the Remove headed
for the French master’'s room.

He tapped at the door, hearing a sound
of pacing fooisteps in the study as Le
did 20, Monsienr Charpentier rappod
ouk s

¥ Entrez done! Zat vou comao in.”

Wharton entered the sitady. The
Froench master had been pacing the room
rastlessly., e stopped and stared ab
Wharton.

“Crest toll
he snapped.

It was pot a promizing opening.

Wharton breathed hard, 1t went
sorely against the grein to explain to
the man he disliked—{lo ask anything at
his hands. It was only the general
opinion of the ericketers that had driven
h}ﬂ}lilitiu it. He {oveed hunself to speak
civilly.

“Fxcuse me,
rF

“"Vat 15 7 Vite!?

“1 am detained for this allernoon—"

“Jo lo zaixl I sef vou a tazk beforo 1
ro out viz myself, You shall be in re
Form-room at denz heures—two of ze
cloek. ™

“We have a cricket-malch
alternoon 2

Comment T

“I have come 1o ask you, sir, if yveu
would permit me io play this afternoon,
and let my detention keep till Wednes-
day,” said Wharton, reselutely foreing
himsell to speak respecifully,

“Mais non, jemeist

“Yery well, zir ™

Wharton had kept lis word to the
ericketers; hie had esked, and he had
Lbeen relused. e turned to the door.

Monsieur Charpentier’s angry glance
fullowed Inm.

“You ask me ziz, aftair vou are to be
iisobedient, and laff at vour master,
't it EY he exelaimed.  “ You have in-
pavdlence enoff to sl me el

Wharton glanced back.

Vet is it zat you want i

Monsieur Charpenticr

on this

“T did not want to ask you. The
ather fellows want me to play, and they
thought I ought,” he said, "“So far as
I'm mnn&rneﬁ, I'm glad you have re-
fused, sir. I do not want to be under
any obligation to you.™

The French master’s black eyes
Bashed. )
“¥at is  impudence—vat you  call

scheck ! he exclaimed. “You will be
under detention, Wharton, and I set you
a task to keep you from ze idleness. You
are one bad and disrespectiul garcon!™

“Is that all, sir 7" asked Wharton, with
cool impertinence,

"C'est tout! Allez-vous-en.”

Wharton left the study.

“Well#” asked Bob Cherry, as he ro-
joined the Remavites.

Bob hardly needed to ask the gues
tion; Wharton's look was enough.

“The little beast says no!" answered
Harry bricfly.

“Well, it can't be helped. We shall
have to pull up ocur socks, that's all,”

said Bob resignedly. *It's a pity,
though,” .
“It's a pity; but there's nothing
dotng."

And the Remove erickelers went down
to Litile Side minns their captain, what
time Harry Wharton took hiz place in
the deserted Form-room, without, how-
evor, the slightest intention of remain-
ing there.

ey Pay—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Breaking Bounds !

ARRY WHARTON'S brow was
H dark as he sat at his desk in
the Form-reom, and waited for

the French master to come .

Ho was bitterly, almost savagely, deter-
mincd that he would not stay in. Ha
had said that he would not, and he
meant to keep his word. Had the
detention been inflieted by his Form
master he would have submitted as a
matter of course; but to Monsienr Char-
pentier  he would not submit, whatever
might be the consehuences. Skinner &
Co. should have no pretext for their
eneors and derision—on this occasion, at

least. :
The consequences were likely to be
serious enough if  his  defiance of

authority came to light. Moss0o was In
a mood to demand the most exemplary
punishment for such an aet, and there
was no doubt that the Head would deal
soverely with the delinguent., Wharton
did not want trouble with the Head or
Mr. '.'.guclc!ll. both whom he

with of

respected.  But his mind was made up
that Monsieur Charpentier should not
doeprive him of his half-holiday. Thae

cricket he had to cut. There was no
help for that, Ie could not join tho
cricketers while his detention was still
in farce. He would be seen, and taken
back into the Form-room with a pre-
fect’s hand on lus collar. DBut the fact
that the Form mateh was barred Lo lnm
only made him more determined (o
break detention.

Monsicur Charpentier came into the
Form-room with a paper in his hand,

He gave the detpined jumior an angry
look. and placed the paper on the desk
Lefore him.

“at is your task,” he =aid.

“Thank wou!” sald Wharlen, with
conl =arcasin,

“You do him zis afternoon, and if ha
is not done yvou suffuir for zat dis-
obedienee, Wharton”

“Dear me!™ said Wharlon.

Monsienr Charpentier breathed harl,
and his black eyes glittered at the disre.
spectinl junior. ¥o controlled his tem-
per, however, and whisked out of the
Forme-room,

Wharton scarcely glanced at ihe task..

Heo roze from his form, and went to
the window and Jooked out. Fellows
were Jounging in the quadrangle—from
the distant cricket-field he heard cheery
voices shouting,

“Well bowled, Inky!”

The Form match was in progiress, and
avidently Hurree Jamset Ram éing]i
had taken one of the Shell wickots,

Wharton's brow grew darker.

He wanted to be playing cricket.that
afternoon—he wanted it very much in-
deed. And his afterncon was to be
wasted, because Monsieur Charpentier,
worried by some private troubles that
did not concern his pupils, was nervy
and unreasonable and fault-Anding. But
at_least he should not keep Wharion a

prisoner ]

““Oh, there he is1*

The dapper figure of the French
master camo into his view, in neat frock-
cont and silk hat, whisking down to the
school gates, with his uswal  jerky,
lurried walk.

_ Wharton followed the dapper, whisk-
mg figure with a glancé of dislike till it
vanished out of gates,

Ha was glad to see Monsieur Char-
pentier go.

The coast was clear now. Mr. Quelch
would be busy in his study, and the
French master was gone.  ‘There was
nothing to prevent the detained juniox
from slipping out of the Form:-room
and clearing off quietly, =0 long as he
did not catch the eve of a prefect who
might know that he -was under deten-
tion, and so long as he was careful not
to pass within view of Mr, Quelch's
study windows, and so long as he was
prepared to face the probable conse-
quences. And Wharton had madoe up
hiza mind about that.

Leaving his task on the desk, un:
touched, he quitted the Form-room,
closing the door after him quietly.
Billy Bunter was loafing in the passage,
and he grinned at tho captain of the
Hemove.

“Bunking, what?"” he ashed.

Wharton nodded,

“1 aay, Wharton—""

an't stop now."

“"Hold on a minute,
shouted Bunter.

Wharton turned back with a Lnitted
brow.

“You fat fool, dry up! What is it *"

“The fact is, old man, I've been dis-
a.pEu-intad about a postal-order——"

“You—you dummy—"

“{h, really, Wharton—""

The cantain of the Remove hurried
on again.

"1 say, Wharton——" roared Bunler,

arry Wharton turned back again.
This time he did net waste words on
Bunter. He grabbed him by the collar,
knocked his head against the wall, and
zat him on the foor.

Bunter sat aud roared.

Leaving him roaring, the captain of
the Remova hasztened away., He did
not leave the MHouse by the great ||.-Iu|:m.:r_r1
whera he would have been too much in
the public eve. He went through th-
lecture-room, and paszed out by a door
on the quad. -He had his cap under his
jacket in readiness. He put it on, and
sendded round the school buildings.

Five minutes later he was safe outside
Groyfriars.

No one had ohserved him., He wan
frea for the afterncon. DBunter would
spread the news among the Hemove
fellows, but that did not matter; no
onea was likely to play the sneak on the
subjoct, If he returned to the Form-
room before Mossoo came (o dismizs

Tue Macxer Ligrany.- No. 951,
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him at five o'clock, it would mot be
known that he had gone out. Mosroo
would probably double the task that
had been left undone, bot hé would
have no excuse for reporting him to the
Head, Not that Wharten was caring
vory much about the outcome of his
gscapade, He was in an angry and
:au'i.:feﬁs mood, more disposed to seek
trouble than to aveid ik

It was pleasant to be out of the Form-
room and in the sunny meaddws, freéc
s air, on a fine afternoon.

But he wanted to be with his friends
at the cricket, and that was impossible.
And after he had rambled for half an
hour or so he began to tire of his own
mmpunﬁ. He threw himself vpon a
grassy banl:, near the bridge over the
Sark, and lay idly staring at the river
that rolled and shone in the sunshine.

Footsteps on the fowing-path came to
his .cars about a quarter of an hour
later, and he glanced through the bishes
at the foot of which he lay in the grass,

Then he started.

It was the dapper little Ggure of Mon-
gieur Charpentier that came whisking
slong the tow-path towards him.

he junior's brow darkened.

For thoe moment he supposed that
Mossoo knew that he was there, and
was coling along with the intention of
eollaring Lim and taking him back to
Greylriars, _

But the next moment he pereeived that
the French master was guite unaware
of hiz presence.

Monsieur Charpentier was walking,
or rather trotting, along the tow-path
with his eyes on the' ground and »
wrinkle of worry in' his brow, He was
thinking, but not of the detained junior,
whose existence he had probably for-
gotten by that time.

The French master seemed to be head-
ing for the littla lonely stona bridge,
close by which Wharton was lying in
the grass,

A mass of bushes sereened the junior
from hiz sight, but Wharton muid se0
that. as soon a3 ‘the French master
passed the bushes, he eould not fail to
obeerve tho figure in the prass.

The Removite acked quickly.

Only a few’ scconds after he had
spotted the advateing figure of tlie
French mastor, and hofore Mossoo came
prst the bushes that hid him, Wharton
rose from the grass and darted under
the arch of the bridge.

If the French master was heading for
the bridge, to cross it to the other side
of the river, he would not, of course,
coma slong by the narrow path under
the bridge, and Wharton was safe from
discovery. If, on the other hand. he
continued his walk along the tow-path
under the bridge, he could not fail to
discover the junior., That was a chance
that Wharton had to take,

In the dusky shadow of tho bridge hy
waited, wondering what he wonld do if
Mossoo did find him there. He was 1u
no mood to be tamely marched back (o
school by the French masier, yet re-
sistance was likely to he attended by
results that he did not like to think of.
He listened with keen attention te the
quick stens on the tow-path.

They stopped.

Wharton breathed more freely.

The French master was not coming
along by the path uwndet the bridge.
Fortune had favoured the trnant.

He heard the little gentleman moving
only a few yards away, and expocted lo
hear him passing on the ztone biridpe
overhead,

But DMonsiaur
cross the bridge.
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EHis footsteps lad ceased; it scermed
that he was standing still, waiting at the
Lridge-end,

Aguin i came inte Wharton's mind
that the Fremch master knew that he
was thore. Again he dismissed the
e,

Helf a dozen steps Ifrom where he
stood would have eonabled Monsieur
Charpentier to glance under the bridge
and discern the juuim‘ in the shadow
there, But he did not take a single
gtep in that direction.

He was standing at the bridge-emd,
waiting, and it came in the junior's
mind that this was an appointment, and
thet Monsiour Charpentior was waiting
for somobody.

“Haturday, of course,’
junior.

He remembered that interrupted talk
on the telephone. Monsieur Charpentier
had repoated the word “samedi,” in
speaking to the unknown person of the
name of Rigg. And to-day was Satur-
dar! It dawned upon Wharton that
that telephonoe talk had been for the
arrangement of a meeting, and that
Mongiour Charpentier was meeting the
unknown Rigg on Saturday, and that
this was the time and place. .

“Mon DHen! Clest un coquin!” he
heard the French master mutturing, anly
a few fect away from him. “C'est un
seelerat e Rigg!  J'attends—mos,
j‘a.tl:r-gnda. et ce cochon de Rigg ne vient
Pas.

Whearion knitted his brows.

He had not the slightest desire to sur-
prise any secret, shady or otherwise, of
the man he disliked, and he would have
given a good deal to be anywhere clae
ot that noment,

But he could not go.

He wasz hidden from sight where ha
was, but if he emerged on either side
of the bridge he would be in full view
of the French master at onee. And he
conil hardly be expected to show him-
z¢lf, which was tantamount to asking
for a Head's Aogging, simply because
Monsionr Charpentier had chosen this
timre and place for his secret moeting
with the mysterious Rigg.

murmured the

“Ah! Voila!" exclaimed the French
rmaster suddenly.
Evidently he had sighted the

“seslorat ¥ for whom he was waiting at
the bridge-end. As scelerat was egquiva-
lent to scoundrel, 1t was pretty clear
that Monsienr Charpentier’s dealings
with the unknown Rigg were not such
as would bear the light of day. Whar-
ton wondered rather grimly what ihe
Head would have thought, had he known
that a member of hiz staff had dealings
with & man characterised by himself
as & “scoundrel.”

There were footsteps on the bridge
over the illiliur*s head.

“Enfin!™ exelaimed Monsieur Char-
pentiar.

“Good-afternoon '™ came a8 rather
husky end unpleasant voice. “"Have I
Lkept von waihng?"

“Aais om!"

“T had to come by train from T.an-
tham. If vou had come to my office as
I desired b

“Yat was impossible
shonld be spop——7

“Whall, T am here!”

A shadow fell on the sunny river; the
shadow of & fat. squat man who sat
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on the stone parapet of the bridge, with
a cigar in his mouth. Under the bridge,
the junior heard his thick, stertorous
breathing.

[S—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Moneylender !

HERE was a long silence.

But for that squat shadow
that fell on the sunny stream,
Wharton might have supposed

that the two men were gone.

But the shadow did not stir.

The junior waited impatiently;
hoping that they would go. But they
did not go; the fat man, tired from
his walk, was resting, and the French
master leaned on the parapet near him.
It wos Alousicur Charpentier’s voice
that broke the silence at last.

“Dites donc! You bave somenung to
BAY.

“I am here to listen, not to speak.”
answered Rigg. “If you are preparcd
to conclude our business——"

*Maiz non!”

“I am afraid that I can wait no
longer, sir,” said the unpleasant voice.
“I rang you up at the school as a final
warning! You asked me to meet vou
to-day to ~diseuss the matter. I have
taken the trouble to come some dis-
fance to see you, because vou did not
dezire to be seen &t my office at
Lanthain, I came here fullvy expecting
to receive my final payment.”

“Maiz de jous dis——

“1 do not speak French, sir; speak
English, please!"

“1 tell you=I tell you, monsicur, zai
I can pay nozziongs,” said the French
gentloman, " Ecoutez! 1 borrow from
you ze sum of twenty pounds when I
get one lettair which say zat ze petite
Louize is malade—— Ah, cetin chero
Lousie, ellé etait tres malade—and ze
money, zal money he is wanted chez
mol—at my home in France. T soe in 2a
paper zat vou lend ze money, I comes to
you. N'est-ce-pas!™
. A flake of cigar-ash dropped past the
junior under the bridge. Mr, Rigg liz-
tened to the passionate Frenchman in
silence,

Obviously he was not much concerned
about the little Louize who had been
ill. Neo doubt his way of business had
had a toughening effect on Mr. Rigg.

“I borrow tweniy pounds.” went on
Monsieur Charpentier, with shrill indig-
nation. “Do I payr him? Do I not pay
also ten pounds which you call interest
on zat debt? Is it not enormous? Js
it not vat in zo Court of za law zey eall
unconscionable? I'il'(est-m-pns?”

“Ta that all? asked Rigg.

“Mais non! Non! Mile fois non!”
hooted Monsicur Charpentier, “ Still
zore is ton pounds to pay, and I have
no more of ze money to pay you viz. Je
vous dis—I tell you, Monsieur Rigg, zat
if I go to ze Court of ze law, zo Judge
ho say zat is l.mcunsniunahiu; and Eu
ordair zat [ pav you nozzings.”

“The courts of law are open to you,
sir, if you are not satisfed,” said Rigg.

"Mais vous saved—but vou know zat
I dare not!” exclaimed Monsiour: Char-
pentier. “In my position I dare not go
to ze court for ze justice—I lose my
position in ze school if it is all known."

“"In that case.you had better pay.”

“Hut T have nozzings," wailed Mon-
sieur Charpontier.

“8o vou have told me before, but youi
fonnd ten pounds” szaid Rigg coolly.
“¥ind the ather ten, and I return vou
vonr paper.”

“Nut I cannot find bim ™

“Then I have wasted my time. Goods

afternoon |
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“ Restoz, restez, monsieur!
gat you will do?”

“ Naturally, I shall take
if vou do not pay your de
Charpentier.”

4 ";.t".'ra judge he give you nozzings if you

0.

There was a hard laugh. ;

“But I think your emplover will give
vou something when he hears of it, sir
—nothing less than the sack!™ °

“You take ze advantage of =zai,
coquin,”

“ Business is business,” said Mr. Rigg.
“Find the money somewhere, nd pay
your debt.”

“Ze money zat you ask, it iz :e
bread of zose leetle enfants in. France,
who have no protector but zeir oncle.”

The junior under the bridge heard a
Tawn.

That yawn expressed the feelings of
Mr. Rigg on the subject of Mossco's
little nephews and nieces in France.

“Ah! Cest un scelerat!” said Mon-
sleur Ehu.rpem.ien “It is & Boche—it
15 & Hun—it is & scoundrel

The fat shadow on the river moved, as
Aflr. Rigg slipped from the parapet,
preparatory to taking his departure.

“You arc pleascd to call me abusive
names, Mr. Charpentrer,” he said.
"You have brought me here on & fool's
errand —instead of my money, you hand
me excuses and abuse. Listen to me,
my man! T will give you till Monday,
before my office closes, to ezl and pay
me the ten pounds you still owe me.
Fail, and a writ will be served on you
at Greyiriars.”

“Mon Dien!™

“Do not ring me up again—do npt
ask for further meetings. I will have
no dealings with you., Pay the money

Vat is it

ou to courk
gt., Monsieur

before my office closes on Monday, or
take the consequences.™
Me, Higg*s voice Was ANEry; appar-
ently he did net like being called a
scoundrel, though so well deserving of
the name.

Monsieur Charpentier
wail,

M Give me more time—a veek—a fort-
mght—"

“T will give you till Monday, and not
an hour later.”

“Maiz je euls desespere,’” gasped
Mansieur Charpentier. " Zat means
that I am ruin—zat I leave my post—
zat I go—c'est fini—it is ze misere for
zase leetle enfants. Ecoutez! Ziz worry
he make me malade—I lose my temper
—JI am harsh, I am unjust to ze pauvres
garcons in ze school, because I am o
waorry ! And apres tout, it is ze Tuin!™

"“That is your business "

There was a sound of retreating foot-
gteps on the bridge.

“Monsieur " called out the French
master,

No reply came back,

The angry Mr. Rigg tramped away,
and l]i.s‘:a:{? pared from the eves of the
distress ittle gentleman,

The moneylender was gone,

Monsieur Charpentier leaned on the
Parnpet of the bridge, cooling his
evered forehead on the cold stone.

“Mon Dieu! Mon Dien!” Wharton,
under the bridge, heard his muttering
voice. “Tout est fini—I am ruin! All
is finish! Zo school—he iz ended for
me—jo m'en vais—and les enfants—
les pauvres enfants—dette chere Louiso
—let petit Jean——"

A sob broke off the words.

There was & sound of hurried fool-
steps, and the junior under the bridge

broke into a

caught a glimpse of the French master,
hurrying away slong the tow-path like
& man poseessed,

He vanished from
moments.

Harry Wharton came out from under
the bridge, into the sunlight of the path
beside the river. His face was pale.

Certainly, he had never intended or
desired to plai the eavesdropper; but
he was not wholly sorry that he had
been an unseen witness of this strange
interview. The resentment, the bitter-
ness, that had been in his heart, had
been brushed away, leaving only a feel-
ing of shame in its placa,

This, then, was the trouble that had
been on the poor little pgentleman’s
mind. In bitter need of money, not for
himsslf but for others, he had recourse
toe a moneylender—and the rascal. had
rooked him without merey, knowing
that a master in a school like Grey-
friars dared not let the transaction
come to hight.

This was what had broken the French
gentleman’s nerve—soured his kind
temper—turned the patient and for-
bearing little man into an angry, irri-
table, exacting mastor |

It was scarcely to be wondered at; in
such & frame of mind poor Mossco was
in no state for Remove rags. True, he
had been wunjust—his unreasonable
wrath had fallen -l:-hi.aﬂf' on Wharton
who had meant him well, and who had

sight in a few

inderd always stood by him and made
his difficult task easier as much as he
could, He had been unjust and un-
veasonable—he had treated Wharton
badly t

That was the truth, and yet how
sniall now seemed those little grievances
compared with the deadly trouble that
was driving the excitable little man
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almost out of his selfcontrel! Whar-
ton's grisvance was real enough, as far
a3 it went. But was it .worthy of him to
have. thotight so much about it, to have
resented it so sharply and implacably ?
He knew that it was nob

Wharton's thoughts were busy as he
made his way back te Greyiriars. He
had not acted well, and he had dis-
dained to take a lesson from Lord
Mauleverer.  Mauly, whom all the
Remove called an ass, had done the
right thing. from some instinct that was
his own. He had acted froni instinct, as
Wharton was now prepared to act from
knowledge of the facts. Wharton felt
hnmbled as he thought of it

He was no longer thinking of an after-
noon out of gates. He was anxious to
get back to tia Removeroom—not 10
ewape punishment for hreakinﬁ deten-
tion, but to do as Mauly had done—to
avoid the appearance of disrespect to a
man who was down on his luck. If
Mossoo ragged him for the unfinished
task, ho was prepared mow bo bear it

at[un!:];-'—glad{) indeed, if the poor
ittle gentleman could find any relief in
rgzging him,

Wharton dropped over a wall into the
Cloisters, and by devious ways made his
return to the Form.room, fortunately
without discovery.

Once at his desk in the Remova-room
he set to work at the French detention
task,

MNerer had a detention task been dono
50 eonscientiously.  Wharton  worked
hard, and did his very best.

But too much time had been lost: and
the task was still wunfinished at five
o'clock, when Monsieur Charpentier
came into the Remove-room.

TWENTY READERS WIN OUR
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTEZR.
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ONSIEUR CHARPENTIER
cama very quietly into the
Form-reom. His muanner was
very subdued, and:seemed to

have lost the mnervous irritution that
had marked it of late.

Wharton rose respectiully to his feet,
and his eyes lingered curiously on the
Fronch master. EEv_en had he known
nothing ef the meoting: with “ce-Rigg "
by the Bark byridge, he would have
divined from Blossco's look that some-
thing: had happened that afterncon,
Monsieur Charpentier looking like a
man who had “taken the knock,” in
sporting parlance; and all the energy,
all the irritation, all the vitality, as it
geemed had been knocked out of the
little gentleman, He loched subdued,
crushed—indeed, crunched was more
like the word.

“YWharton, you have finish?"”

BMonsiour Charpentier’s voice was as
limp as his look.

“Not quite, sir,” said Harry. “I am
very sorry; I will stay in and finish if
you wish, sir.”

Monsicur Charpentier’s voice was foo

troubled with his own despair to nobice.

even the change in the junior's manner.

“ Pas du tout, mon garcen,” he said.
“Finish or not Onish, 1t is done—jyou
may go.” :

“Thank vou, sir!”

Wharton moved from the desk and
aused.
P May I speak a word, DMonsieur
Charpentier?” he asked.

“Mais o 1™

“1 am sarry that I have given Fou
ofence, sir,” said Harry, I did not
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mean to do so, but there was a mis-
understanding, sir.”

Mossoo glanced al him at that.

“Tres bien, mon garcon,” he said. 1
also vish to speak one word. I have
been of ze bad temper of late, hein? I
have irritate myself, I have find ze fault
zat is not zere, you zink so'"

Wharton hesitated, and the wrinkled

'Fnt.-el of the:- French master aoftened into
a faint smile,

“(est vral,” he said. "It is truel I
have been mooch troubled, mon garcon
—affairs de familee—family affairs in
France zal you know nozzing of. It was
verree wrong of me to let zosc affairs
make me of zo bad temper—I know zat
toe well. But when I am warry, worry,
worry, zen it is frop—it is too much ze
rag in zo class, vat vou zink? It make
me what vou call in English like za
rats.”

Moszoo probably meant ratty.

“Wow I zink him ovair, I sce all zat,
zat I have been somelime
unjust, Wharton. Verrce likely 1 have
misundersiand you—I am so worry wia
e trouble. Ze ozzer day I say to you
espion! You zink I zink you one spy!
But I do not zink him—I say him be-
cause I am irritate, I am affright, I ain
startle—but I do not zink him, Whar-
t::m_; I know wverree vell zat is it not
50,

“Thank you, sir,” said Harry.

“l say zia to you beeause it is per-
haps zat I leave ze school soon,” said
Monsieur Charpentier,

Wharton started.

“I hope not, sir!" he exelaimed.

"{’pst possible—it is verree posmsible
—and I say zis because, if I do go, I
like you to remember me as ona good
mastor, and you forget =zat zese last
weeks I have been so irritate. J'avais
torn—I have been in ze wrong, mou

arcon, but I zink if vou had known

ow mooch T was trouble, you would
not have been so irritate yourself. But
vo mattair—it 15 all ovair now.”

Wharton felt something like a pang of
Fomorse.

“I'm sorry that I've becn disrespect
ful, sir,” he said. “I can't say how
sorry I am!"'

“You are one good boy, Wharton,”
said the French master, with a faink
smile. “I remember you kindly after I
ant gone. I bope zat you remember me
kindly also.”

“Certpinly, sie”
The French master made a gesture,

and Harry Wharton left the Form-room
with a heavy heart.

But he had not taken more than two
or three steps down the corridor when
Alonsiour Charpentier called after him:

“Wharton, mon enfant!™

The captain of the Remove turned
back at omnce.

“Yes, suel”

“*You po to Maulevercr, and you tell
him zat he do not rose lines zat I have
give him. You tell him zat I am sorry
zat T was angry vig him for nozzings.”

“With pleasure, sir.”

Wharton went his way, and the
French master left the Form-room after
him, taking his way with slow stepa to-
wards his own study.

The junior glanced at him once or
twieo from a distance, and noticed how
the tittle gemtleman's head drooped, and
how he walked limply with his eyes on
the floor. Ouly too n:ﬁninus!y Mossog hed
“taken the knock,” and taken 1t badly.

Harry Wharton went out into the
quad, and looked away towards the
cricket ground.  The Form niatch was
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still goiog strong; the Remove were in
now, with Bob Cherry and Vernon-
Smith at the wickets. Wharton was
keen enough on the cricket; but aven o
Remove match had second place in his
thoughts now.

The thought of the unfortunate
French pentleman, at the merey of the
menaeylender, threstened with utter rum
if he did not make a payment, which he
eonld not make, lay lheavy on the
junier’s mind.

The *“feud * was a thing of the past;
it was only with & feeling of shame that
lro thought of that,

1f hé could have helped the unfortu-
nato little gentleman out of his scrape
—that was the thought Lhat chiefly
oecupied Haorry Wharton's mind now.
But how could he help him?

He glanced round the quad, looking
for Mauleverer, and then went indoors,
and up the Remove staircase. TLord
Mauleverer was in his study—No. 12:in
L}y} Remove—and there Wharton found

1m,

Hiz lordship was not adorning the study
sofa with his lazy person, as Harry eox.
pected.  He was sitting at the table,
with o dismal and woebegone expression
att hiz good-natured face.

Before him was a sheal of impot paper,
in his hand & pen. On the top sheet of
paper & line was written :

“Je chante de ce heros qui regneit sur
la France."

That was all.

Lord Mauleverer had evidently started
Iits imposition—and he had done one
line out of & thousand ! And he looked
tired. Possibly it was not the single
line that had tired him, but the prozpect
c;f tho further nine hundred and ninety-
nine.

He gave Harry a dismal look as the
::apﬂt;in of the Remove came into the
stuay.

Wharton glanced at the 1mpot, and
smiled.

" Getting on with 1it%" he asked.

(1 Er'nas_'ir

“Tg that all you've done?”

“Yﬂﬂ.ﬂ-,"

HNg wonder you look fagged!”

H¥aas: it does fag 8 chap out,” said
Mauly, “Mind, I'm goin® to do the
lines, I'm not goin' te rag Mossoo. But
how tha jolly old deooce I'm ever goin'
to  work through them, goodness
knows. "

[Tarry Wharton laughed.

“Chuck it, old man!” he sard, “T'va
got a message from Mossoo, You're not
ia do the irnpot.”

Lord Mauleverer jumped.

“Honest Tnjun?” he exelaimod.

Y Roial,” said Harey, with a smile.

“Oh, good 1™ Lord Maunleverer's faen
lirichtened up wonderfully,  * Didn’t I
iell vou that Mossoo was a good litHe
man? By pad. vou know, that makes
me foel better than if T'd never had the
Hines at all. Vive la France!”

His lordship shied the pen across the
sludy in great cxuberance of spiris,

“Dear litila man ! he said, * Whar-
tan, old bean, do you think he would
mind if T walked along to his study and
hugged him#"

“Better not 1™ said Harry, langhing.

Y hRut I forgoat—you've got & down on
him 1" said AMauly., “Sorry! Didn't
mean to start an argument.”

“I haven't a down on lam," said
Wharten gravely. " Yon were right,
Maaly, and I was wrong.™

“1 kpow!" azsented hiz lordship

placidly,  * Dot hiow Jdo you tome to ses
¥t dear man "
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some surprise.

“Wharton closed the study door, and came back to the siudy table, and sat on a

corner of it, regarding Lord Maunleverer very seriously. Mauly
** Mossoo®s up against it, old man,”” said
out something—by accident! I—1 think we might help him, beiwesn us.”

“I'm your man ! '’ sald Mauleverer, at onea.

gazed at him In
Harry. *'I've Iound

(See Chapter 12.)

Wharton olosed the study door and
came beck to the study table and sat on
a corner of it, regarding Lord Maul-
everer very seriously. Meuly gazed at
him in some surprise,

“Alosson’s up against it, old man,”
said Harry.

“T fancy all the school knows that by
this time,” said Mauly.

“T've found out something—by acci-
dent! You can keep a secre, Mauly.
I_,I, think we might help him between
B

“I'm your man !’
onoe.

“It's a dead secret, of course ! Mossoo
docsu't dreamy that I know anything
about it. I wouldn't tell even you,
Mauly, only I can’t help him out unless
you help me.”

“Cough it up. old bean!” said his
lordship. “I'm your maen, and I'm
silent as the grave. Besides, I shall
forget it by to-morrow.”

“Mossoo's in the hands of & money-
i E

lender !
“Greab gad! Ts that it

“That's it. A ruthless rascal named
Rigg ; and if he doesn't pay the man len
gnida on Mondoy there's going to be an
arlion at law—which means the boot for
Mossoo here, of course!™

“Poor little man!™ said Maunleverer
softly.  “ But- surely ten guids isn't
mich to Mossoo., e must get a good
salary lere.”

“The man has been bleeding lim
already, and one of hiz little nicces in
France has been ill, and cost him & lot
of money, I'fancy he's just on the edge
nf the rockzs now."

' gaid Mauleveror at

“ Rotten !’ said Mauleverer dismally,

He looked inquiringly at Harry.

“ Anythin”I can do?" he asked. " Yon
can't offar the man money. Dash it all,
that’s impossible I

“Quite, of course!™ said Harrv,

“"Then what——"

“I've got four pounds ten shillings,™
said Harry uiaﬂ;;f “I was going to
gzet some cricket things, But never
mind that. I've got that sum. Will you
vut OGve-ten to it, Mauly, and make u

the sum thot's wanted? 1 wouldn't
mention it to you if I could manage it
alone, but——"

“A tenner, if you like,” said Mauly,
“But how—-"

“No; it's belween us,’” said Harry.
“0Of course, Moszoo couldn’t take money
from wus. DBut supposo he received a
cauple of fivers by post, without any
name, or letler, or anyihing? Just
a line to say it was from &
friend, an unknown friend. It
would never oven cross his mind that it
was & Remove.chap, of course, Call it
a birthday present, or something, from
an unknown friend, who remembeors him
with respect.™

Iord Mauleverer grinned.

“Good! Ile would most hikely think
it was some old boy of Greyfriare——"

“11a can think what he likes o lonr
a3 he doesn't guess that we have any-
thing to do with "

(7] ﬂﬂ-!’-ll

“Well, what do you think, Mauly

“J1 think you'd tter let me stand
itho whole tenner.”

“Fathead! What do you thiik of 1he
wheeze 7"

(Continued on page 21}



A GLUTTON FOR WORK!

Phantom, than he sets out to loy a snare for '* Scar’s '' eapecial benefit!

Vi
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Barely lias Ferrers Locke escaped with kis Tife from Scar Hoshing, the skipper of e

Phanfom ./ #

An Amazing New Detective Serial, featuring Ferrers Locke and his boy assistant, Jack Drake,
( Introduciion on page 23.)

In Direst Peril !

KIPPEERE PROCTOR took the mes-
sage, his eyes open wide i wonder
that Jack could so quickly have
decoded the message,

“Theyv're children in selecting a
code,” replied Jack. to the skipper’s uun-
worded guestion.  “Now I'll turn i,
skipper, for I'm dead beat.”

Drake swung himself into the state-
voom, clawed his way to the locker-bunk,
loosened his clothes, and was soon sound
asleep. .

But there was a troubled look on Lis
face even a3 he slept that log-like sleep.
What had happened to Ferrers Lucke!
Where was his chief? On the Trum.
peter or the Phantom? And how could
they get him back? These questions had
been hammering in on his brain ever
sinco they had cleared the fjord. And
apparently they were troubling him in
his sleep. . .

This fighting and running away did
not please the young assistant. Yeb it
was the only possible course, equipped as
they were. What they were up against
was a more powerful and desperate
organisation than even Ferrers Locke
had imagined.

And what was the meaning of it ali’
Why did the Phantom continue its work
of striking terror into the hearts of
peaceful fishermen on the Dogger? No,
not that! That was merely @ conse-
guence of the real intention—fo cause

rent damage to the nets and gear of

oats in the Carr feet. But why?! It
would seem  that the whole thing
ivoted on John Carr, trawler-owner,

t was & baflling mystery, and the
motive seemed a thing nebulous and a=
far from discovery as cver,

Locke and Drake had trailed the case
to Iceland. It secemed that Leeland
would hold the solution.  That is, if
Tceland still held the man Stromsund.
whom Hesking and Langley and Blayne
called *chief.” Could John Carr con-
nect Stromsund with anything in bi:
past life?
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All these questions had raced through
Jack Drake’s mind, leaving him no rest
of thought. But now he was sleeping,
and sleeping soundly, for the young
aszsistant well knew that nothing coeuld
be done unless he gave his mind proper
rest,  And it really locked as if he, for
the time, would have to conduct the
case. The best way to do that wonld
Le to rescue Locke., But how?

Drake had slept for fully cight hours,
when Tom Harper, his oillsking glisten-
ing, and water dripping from the peak
of his sou'-wester, lurched inte the
state-room and clawed his way along by
the table towards Drake's couch.

The motion of the trawler was most
violent, and even such a seasoned fisher-
man ag Tom Harper dare not lose a grip

- of some firm ﬁttinpi as he moved. Hang-

ing on to the table with one hand, he
shook Jack roughly with the other.

The young assistant started up,
awake in a second. ]

“The skip wants yo on the brl_die.
mate,” was all Ilarper said; then he
n:ade his way out on deck again, i

Jack swung himseli round to a  sit-
ting posture on the locker seat, and
hauled on his rubber thigh-boots.
Thea, swaying to the scending of the
truwler, he drew on his oil-frock,
jammed his sou'-wester on his head, and
clawed his way out of the state-room.

Thick fog greeted him as he lurched
out on to the deck. It streamed aft,
twirling about the deckhouse. The
mizzen mast and the boats were barely
discernible. And, with it all, tho seas
thundered on the Stormcock’s high
turtle-deck, occasionally solid masses ol
green waler slamming aft and swirling
ahout on the verandas.

It was thick, heavy, northern banks
weather with a vengeance. And yet the
Stormeack smash on at full speed,
without lights, without the usual warn-
ing blasts from her siren,

Jack staggered to the bridge ani
mwounted. Proctor was there, grey i!rul
worried, his yellow oil-frock streaming
with moisture. tiny beads of water
aboul his whiskers, enhancing his look

fully

of greyness and moking him appear
twenty years older.

“This iz no seamanship!” growled the
"'kiPI;ef as Jack, gripping the rail, stood
beside him. “Here we be in as thick
woeather ag ever I've seen it, hoavy sea
runnin’, an' footin® it at thirteen knots
an hour, never darin’ to sound out a
fog warmn'!™

"“"Why——" began Jack.

“Why? Because that hlamed Phan-
tom is right alongside o' us, smashin’
on not fifty yards away on our star-
board beam. An" she's not soundin’
her airen. It's askin' for trouble. It's
no seamanship, an' I den’t like it——"

“There’s no reason why you shouldn't
give fog warnings, I su "

“Ian’t there? Bhe ropin’ about
tryin' to locate us. Thesze hero Teeland-
men are strong boats. I reckon he
means to hazard another attempt to
board—— By Heaven! Hard a-star-
board! Hard a-starboard, there, every
blessed spoke!™

Proctor had sprung back te one of
the broken wheel-house windows, and
Jack heard the wheel grinding over.
Heo cried out in wildest alarm as he
saw the eause of the skipper's yelled
order. ‘The gaunt brown sails of a
recfed-down smack swept by close along-
gide to starboard, the miserable croak of
her foghorn sounding as the Stormeock,
having altered course just in tho nick
of time, swept by.

Yoll: of rage came from the decks of
the smack, mingled with the shouts of
alarm. And faintly came the furious
shout of one of the smacksmen :

*“ Murderers!*

She was past.

I;runtﬂ-r, trembling, came back to the
rail.

“That's happened twice before,” he
said, a guaver in his usually strong
voled, There's going to be trouble
thiz evening. It's not going to clear, If
wa slow down, we'll be an ecasy prey
to the Phantom. Listen! Ye can hear
her crashing along occasionally as she
butis inle a lngger sen.”

Jack strained his cars, and soon he
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heard the unmistakable roar of broken
water over her decks, She was racin
along 1n the fog, neck and neck with
the glﬁrmuuﬂk. It all scemed & suicide
business, as Proctor himself called if,

It was desperation! The FPhantom
was risking all hazards to get the Btarm-
cock, to kéep her from reaching Eng-
land, for Langley well knew the length
af the arm of the law. BSuch erimes as
he hod committed under Siromsund’s
orders would warrant the dispatch of 2
Britich gunboat, ordered out from the
.i"_uimiralt;.'. Thus he was taking great
risha,

s Jack lisiened he heard the faint
croak of ancther foghorn shead. He
glanced sharply at the skipper. Proctor,
too, had heard it. and he cocked his
head and listened with his fog-strained
cars. And meisture that was not born
of the air or the sea started out on
his temples.

“Bailin' eraft on the port tack!” mut-
tered Proctor, glaneing =~ anxiously
rhead to where & man was stationed in
Lthe Forctop on lookout duty.

 Lasten ™

A [aint shout had sounded . from
a-beam. Then a confusion of yells, fol-
lowed by a heavy crash. Escaping steam
hissed amid the crashing of falling
SPars.

“By Heaven, the Phantom's got 1t1"
eried Proctor, whisking round into the
wheelhouse,

Jack went with him, and arrived just
as Proctor had slammed the engine-
reom telograph to “ Stop !

The &Stormeock slowed down, the
pulsing of her engines ceasing. She
pitched and reeled heavily in the seas,
drawing nearer to the grinding and
hissing and yelling noises on her beam.

Proctor and Jack peersd anxiously
through. ¢ne of the biroken panes, and
suddenly they saw the locked wvessels,
dimm and ghostly.looking in the fog.
Froctor rang for slow astern, to keep
the Stormcock from mixing herself up
with the tronble.

“'Tiz the trawler that’s pot it!” he
zaid between his teeth, “8he's settlin’
rapid, an’ her crow are swarming on to
the barque, which don't seem greatly
damaged, or they wouldn't leavo their
own craft for her. The Phantomn's done!
Well, better thom than us—>*

The crew of the Stormeock had
clustered at the starboard veranda,
watching the disaster closely,  That
the Phantom was doomed was apparent.
She was szettling by the hows, and the
barque, which had loat her fore-topmast
in the ecrash, was slashing up and down
in the seas close alongside. Men of her
crew were hacking away-at the cordage
which was holding the two vessels
locked together.

The men of the Phantom were still
swarming up to the bargue’s deck, and
terrified shouts sounded out here and
thera as men fell into the water, others
ithrowmg lines to them and hauling them
aboard. '

“'Tig rough Jjustice!” said Troctor
grimly. “Ah, thev're clear o' the Phan-
tom. They're driftin’ away, Well, an’
wa can see her go an’ say good riddance
to her--the Phantom, I mean—=>"

Bul, Jack Drake had elutched
Proctor’'s arm.

"Skipper ™ he said hoarsely, “how do
wo know Ferrers Locke was not on the
Mbantom? And if he was, would they
release him from wheve hoe was im-
prisoncd, to denounce them for their
vitlainy 7 We must——"

E":‘rhipmr Proctor's face looked terrible.

"By Heaven, you be.right!” he mut-
teved. “I'll edge in close as I dare to
the Phantom. Get your men, lad; I'll

edge close enough for we to lecap, or
I'm no seaman, Ye&'ve a short ten
minutes to look for vour boss—if ye've
lucky i

The congine-room bell clanged, and
the engines pulsed in response, slow
ahead. - The great turtle deck of the
Stormeock reeled and dropped in the
teas as slie nosed in close to the doomed
Phantom. The wvessel was listing to
port. She was near the end, and
Proctor's knuckles showed white as he
Eripp&d the frame of the broken wheel-
ouse window, rang for the engines to
stop, and saw Jack Drake, Tom Harper,
and two other stout volunteers seramble
over the anchor deck of the Stormeock
to get in position reedy to leap for the
doomed trawler.

A short ten minutes to look for Fer-
rers Locke! And Jack Drake, ms he
erouched ready to leap, well knew that
it would be ten minutes of the direst
peril, with the Phantom ready to nose-
dive under at any instant|

In the Nick of Time !
T HE Phantom, sinking _rapidly,

wallowed sullenly in the scos.
The bows of the Stormeock
sawed up and. down, up and
down; and Jack Dirake and his men
clung to the rail as their feet rested on
the rounded turtle-deck, outside the life-
rail, waiting for & chance to leap.
The BStormcock reeled towards
Phantom. Now was their chance!
desperate leap, a Right across the narrow
intervening gap, and they would gain
the deck of the doomed craft,

the
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NEW READERS BEQIN HERE.

FERRERS LOCKE, the wirard delective of
Balker Street, and

JACK DRAKE, hiy live-wire assistant, hare
been engaged by .

JONN CARR, ocwner of the Carr Fishing
Fleet, to put a stop o Lthe desbructive
raids made upon hie .fleef of vesrels by
ar armourcd Jeelandman  whick, bwy
rearon of itz myslerious comings and
gotngs, & dubbed the Phantem,

ILAIZE PROCTOR. admiral of the fleel and
skipper of the North Star, known to hiz
arzocietes ax * Hlozes??

Abpard Lhe North Star, Loeke and Prake,
aceompanied by an able-bodied erew, el sail
to frack down the mysterious Phantom.

At an early date Loecke discorverys that
SCAR HOSKING in a traitor to the fleet,
and decides that the best way te round up
the Phantom iz fo rel anotker Phantom on
ikt track. Accordingly, Carr buys an JToe-
lapdman—the Stormcock—for the purpose.
The zixter ship {a the Stormeock, which i
named the Trumpeter, iz purchased by a
man named STROMIUND. and on  itkis
reegel Hoaking ls alleged to have zet saill
The Stormreock and the Trumpeter come
into conflict chortly afterwarde. Drake'a
stralegy, however, earves fhe situation, ond
the Btormeock niakes ite get-away with one
prisoner. The Phantom reappears, but the
Stormeock, thix fime aided Dby smokeless
fuel, tracks i to itz lair—Iceland.

Ferrers Locke and Drake lend, only to find
that the prisoner, LANGLEY., has gnined hix
freedom, and warned  osking of  their
appreack, A dhrilling chaze Jfollows, byl
before Locke dn taken prisoner aboard ile
eneney craft he dispateber Drake to warn
Proctor to get his trawler clear. The Storni-
cock it making full speed akead, with ke
Phantom hot on her irail, when the wireless
aperalor intercepts o wrifsage which Drale
decodes, It gives Instructions to the skipper
af the Phanfom te continue hir tworl of
destruction on the Dogger, even should the
Stormeock elude them.

(Now read on)

' Forward ! yelled Jack, propelling
himself into mid-air from the Storm-
cock,

The men followed valiantly, and a
scries of, thumps wes heard above the
roar of the waters as the rubber-cased
feet of the searchers landed on the
Phantom's deck. _

“Harper! MacClure!

I'll go tor'ard P’
_ Jack sped off along the sullenly lifting
deck.. His choice had been the more
dangerous—the search forward.  But
Jack knew that it was most probably
forward where Locke had  been . im-
prisoned—if, indeed, he was on the
trawler at -all.

The young assistant heard rubber
sohed fect thumping behind him ns he
ran. He turned his head swiftly and
saw the fourth man of the search-party
closs on his heels.

“The .forepcak first, sir!"” gasped the
man, - “That's the most -likely place.
But it'll, mebbe, be most full o' water
by this time, I'l} show 'e how best to
get down,”

The man knew trawlers thoroughly.
Jack didn't, so he stood aside to let the
man show him the way.” He was glad
of the man's presence, for the wasting of
n minute, finding a certain hatchway or
holo in a hullcﬁaa,d,, might mean the
wasting of precicus lives, too,

Down went the man through the break
of the fo'e'sle deck, Drake following.

Below, in the iron shell of the vessel.
the sounds were terrifying. ‘But most
terrifying of all wazs the ugly swash of
the water inzide the trawler. Bluica-
slam! Splash-slam?! As the water bil-
lowed about to the motion of the sink-
mg craft it met the iron sides of the
hull or the bulkheads with a shivering
slam, that gquivered the fabrie of the
trawler from track to keel.

Down now through a hole in the main-
deck passed the man, with Dreke close
up behind.

“By hokey, sir, the forepeak’s nigh
full!  She'll dive at any second! An'
we've got no light '™

But Jack had jerked out the electrio
torch which he always carried in his
side pocket, and the bright shaft of white
light shone out.

Ferrers  Locke's assistant searched
nlmu.t with the torch on the restless,
:_ﬁ}itnmg mass of dark water below their
Tl

He groaned.

“1f he was imprisoned here, man, he's
drowned ! [—"

The man gripped Drake's elbow.

“There, there, sir! Look! Arms an'
legs bound ; bt he's practically scnseless,
though his Jegs be movin’, keepin' him-
self afloat somehow ! Tt's hym, sir!”

Jack directed the light on the floating
form which the man had seen. And,
with & loand ery of jov, he saw that it
was indecd Ferrers Locke. But he was
out of reach.

“Take my torch!” snapped Jack,
thrusting the light into his companion's
hand. * Stand by to lend amd—"

The plucky youngster plunged into
the ugly, black, pulsing water, the sur-
fare of which was rising inches every
mitinte,

At last, after a desperate struggle, he
had the bound form of the detective up
against the ivon” ladder on the bulkhead
to which the trawlerman was clinging,
A great, strong, horny hand then de-
scended to the tollar of Locke's coat,
gripped, and by an almest superhuman
cifort ile man lifted Ferrers Locke
bodily from the water, and, panting, held
him agrin-t the iren ladder,
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“Up, sir, up!” gasped the man. “Lie
&n your stomach at the hatch an’ stretch
yvour arms down., I'll lift more so's ye
can get a grip. We'll soon have'n up—
if the trawler lasts long enough—="

There came an alarmed shout from the
deck. It was Tom Harper.

“He isn't aft] Come up!

She's goin' 1 _

Jack swarmed up the side of the ladder
like B monkey, he Erawler_m;n,lfpﬂe

urpling with hiz effort, was holding
l];l:.oiie Eith his one hand. Drake was in
position in 2 trice. He extended his
arms just as the man, grunting like o
horse straining its hardest to pull o
wagon out of the mud, raised the body
of Locke another six inches.

Jack felt his fingers clutch eloth. He
gripped, and shouted for his companion
to get 'up the ladder and pull from the
top. The man lumbered up, and, de-
aperation lending them additional
atrength, the pair got the bound form of
the senseless detective through the
hatchway on to the deck of the trawler.

Tomr Harper was by their side in an
instant. He savagaly grabbed a handiul
of Locke's coat and started off down
the deck at a run, dragging the senszeless
form behind him. ) _

Jack Dirake realised the stuation,
The trawler was “perceptibly lisling
farther over, and the surface of the sea
was now crecping steadily up the deck
in the waist, like an incoming tide on
the sands, Bhe was going—going !

A line was stretching from the Slorm-
cock to the Phantom, sll ready for rescuo
work. Along this gerambled and swung
the men, one after another. to the bows
of the reeling Stormeock. Jack Dirake
and Harper fixed the end of & line
round Locke, and then swung them-
selves to safety on to the Stormcock,

Then the ehgine-room bell clanged,
dnd the water was churned white round
the Stormeock and the sinking wvessel,
as the screw turned on the reverse.
Drake and the others, once on the deck
of the SBtormcock, hauled on the line
attached to Locke, The detective was
neatly plucked from the rail, splashed
lightly into the water, but was immedi-
ately hauled up to safety on to the
turtle deck of the Stormeock.

The Stofmcock wos drawing off as
guickly ns a threshing screw conld draw
her. And none too soon. The Phantom
gave a sick lurch.

8he went down on her side, her masts
curving over with a swish towards the
Stormeock. Alarmed shouts went up
from the men.

“Keep to sta'board! Stand clear o
the trucks o' the mastg——"

Crash!

The mizzen-mast of the FPhantom
smashed down on to the turtle deck of
the Htormcock, flattening the rail, then
dragging clear, with a grinding and
tearing at all Gttings 1n 1ts way.

The Stormeock rolled almost on to her
beam-ends as the waters closed in over
where the Phantom had beon.  And
wreckage bobbed up here and there in
the foam—poles end oars, gratings and
floorboards of the boat on the chocks,
ete. The poles and oars cgme atabbing
u;I)] inko the air like javelins. Butb the
whole ghastly picture faded in the fog
as the Stormcock backed rapidly away.

Drake had at once turhed hiz attention
to Ferrers Locke, To the boy's un-
bounded joy, the detective's heart was
beating, and quite strongly. His ordeal
in the forepeak, with the water rising,
rising with romorseless rapidity, must
have been terrible. But he bad not been
hurt physically. Nor had he swallowed
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Come up!

much water. His insensibility was pro-
bably due to a knock on the head as he
was swashed about from side to side of
the forepeak in the rising water.

Hiz bindings were cut loose, and he
was carried to the skipper's state-room.

The Stormeock ha een got going
ahead apain, her siren bellowing out its
warning every few minutes, the engines
going at slow speed. Jack had no sconer
made Locke comfortable in the skipper's
bed than the detective opened his eyes.

At first he looked dazed and puzzled.
But the look swiftly cleared, and he
smiled faintly at his assistant.

*Ah, =0 you got me, Drake! I know
nothing of what happened, except that
there was a collizion. I made sure it was
the end for me, when I was struggling,
bound as I was, to keep my head above
the rising water in the forepeak.”

“The Btormeock was quite close to
the Phantom when she collided with the
barque. It was thick fog, as it 13 now,”
Jack spoke rapidly. “Men of the
Stormeock regcued you.™

Ferrers Locke struggled up on to his
clbow, his eyes steeling.

“Where are the men of the Phan-
tom " hé asked. _

"Thui.f all got away on the barque.
Her hull wasn't damaged. You're the
only one from the Phantom we got hold
of. ‘E!uey left vou to go down, of
CONrse,

“Bo we ran into a sailing-ship. And
the Phantom was the ona to go down.
The men of the Phantom have got clear
in the barque?”

Ferrers Locke put his hand on his
brow and eclosed his eves. He was
making & great effort to think.

“Do you know whether the Phantom
reported the disaster by wireless!™ he
asked nt last.

“I'm pretty sure she didn't, guv'nor,”
said Drake. "It all happened before you
could say Jack Robinson, almest. It'll
be a mnice little surprise packet for
Stromsund, when the barque lands the
poor shipwrecked -crew of the Phantom !
They'[1I—

Ferrers Locke held out his hand,

“We must furne thia disaster to
account, Drake,” he said swiftly. “I can
think more clearly now. Where arc
wea

“Down off the Faroes somewhaere, sir,
I belicve,” replied Drake. “We were
running for the Dogger, the Phantem on
our heels, You sea, we are so handi-
capped by lack of highting or even de-
fending power that—~="

“Quite so.  You wanted to man the
Stormeock with a fighting foree. Good!
That is very necessary. But it is also
very neceasary, Drake, that no news of
this disaster gets to Stromsund.
think I can work that, if Proctor hurries.
Inspector Pyecroft will see to it as soon
as that bargue gets to land. Shout for
Proctor at once. Wea must make a
Lioyds’ signal-station on the mainland
without delay.”

Jack sprang to the state-room door
sad bellowed out into the fog. Then he
returned to the detective, whose eyes
wern narrowed in deepest thought.

“We must send a false wireless mes-
gsage out to the Trumpeter,” Locke was
saying, haIf-mlmin‘%If. Then: *By the
way, Drake, the Trumpeter is close ab
hand, I suppose ¥

Jack grinned.

“1 guess they're still rolling about the
Iceland coast, guv'nor,” he satd, “doing
their best to unravel a tangle of a round
twenty fathoms of steel wire rope from
their propeller.”

“Y soe, Well, no matter, Stromsund
is on her, I know. A wireless message
to her must be sent af once, as from the

Phantem. We have no choice but to
send it in English, without code. If only
we had their codo——m @

“Wea have, sir!” cried Drake swiftly,
“We picked up a8 mescage from her to
the Phantomn in code. The kev letter is
G. I decoded it., It read: * FOLLOW
IF LOSE WORK DOGGER." ™

Ferrers Locke's eves gleamed.

“My boy, the dawning of my new
idea 15 looking very rosy indeed. A,
here's Proctor!"

A Clever Ruse !

EIPPER PROCTOR came swinging
into  the state-room, shaking the
maoisture from his sou’-wester as he

- walked,

“Wall, sir, an’ I'm real glad to see ye
lookin' ‘o bright. TFaney your voun
man gettin' you just at the last secon
like that! Miraculous, I call it! You
sont for me, sir

Ferrers Locke nodded, and Skipper
Proctor loocked a trifle nervous, He was
dreading an interview with Ferrers
Locke, on account of his careleszness in
allowing the prizoner Blayne to seize an
oppertunity to escape. But Locke made
no mention of the matter just now.

“Proctor, I want you to speed up for
the nearest Llovds' signal-station on the
mainland of Scotland. Where ore we
now ?H

“'Bout & hundred miles to the nor'-
wost o Bill Bailey's Bank, I should
say, sir. The Bill Bailex Bank be about
seventy-five miles to the sou'-west o
Faroe Islands”

“Then wou're nobt move
hundred-and-twenty miles or
ﬁnghﬁlﬂf I"jﬂrd ™

““That's about it, sir.”

“Well, speed up a3 much as you dare—
and that’s full speed ahead. But, of
course, sound fog-warnings, and have
double look-outs, There's a signal
astation on the Pentland Firth, isn't
there 1

“ Yossir. I reckon Dunnet Head would
be our handiest. That's near Thurso.”

“Good!  Well, push along to there,
skipper. And send the wireless operator
to me, will you? I must tell you that I
intend to send out a false message to
the Trumpeter, to make out we are the
Phantom, or the Wraith, as she 1 really
called. Then we head for the Dogger,
and wait for the Trumpeter to come
down and relieve us.” :

“I've got you, sir. _Right you are; full
speed shead it is. The fog's thinnin' a
bit now, anyway.”

Skipper Proctor slipped out of the
state-room, and in a few minutes Locke
and Drake heard the engines pulsing
more rapidly. The trawler lunged more
hoavily into the seas, sand the shock
of solid water streaming over the forward
decks recommenced.

The siren bellowed itz warning notes
out into the fog oeccastonally, and Locke
and Drake heard Proctor telling off
extra men for the lock-out,

The wireleas operator knocked at the
state-room door, then entered.

“Can_you fransmit to a point a
hundred-and-twenty miles away 7" asked
Locke.

"Yes, sir. A hundred and seventy-
five,” replied the wireless man. * Any-
aone with a suitable receiver at a hundred
and twenty would get strong reception.”

“Splendid! Well, send this off. It's
a message in code to our dear enemy the
Trumpeter, You can see the translation.
Put, of course, vou send off the code
ona.”

than &
so from
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Hosking peered suspiciously towards Ferrers Locke, Drake, and Skipper Proctor. ** What’s on, eh ? " he bawied. ™ We

are, ye traitor ! ** shouted Proctlor.

“ Boarders away ! "’

(Hee page 24.)

The man took the paper, and when in
his ¢abiin read:

“ITRROYOUT JUTZ
GHUAZ YZUCXBIUIQ GTE
ULL 2U JUMMEX."”

CUXXE
SUXK

And underneath the coded words was
tha translation =

HCOLLISION DON'T WORRY
ABOUT STORMCOCEK ANY MORE
OFF TO DOGGER.”

He grinned as he sat down to his
instrument.

“I fancy the steam-trawler Trum-
peter 13 n for a big serprise, and very
spon, too,” he said to hunself.

Then he busied himself sending out
the message.

While the SBtormeock pushed her way
to the zomh-cast. Ferrers Locke and
Jark Drake took the opportunity of
having a good sleep. Dol Locke left
oarders for him {0 be warnod when near-
ing the Pentland Firth.  That, how-
gver, would not bo done for another
twenly hoors ar so.

Late the next day Locke anmed Drake
roused themselves, dressed, and went
ont on to the deck.

“Whore away, skipper !’ asked TLocke,

“Wea'll be over Stormy Benk in about
three hours” tine, s=ir. Fog's cleared,
a5 ye see, Al the san's dreyin’ everything
np beaatifully. Sea has been going
dows rapidly all the meorning,”

“Stormy Bank's off ithe Orkueys, isu't
it?1"

“Ay, ay; well to the west'ard.”
“Excellent. Well, Proctor, I've heen
looking at your charts. It will be best
for my schemo if you can put moe ashore
to the castward of Dunnet Head, where
the signal station 5. Dot we muost pass
the signal station and signal our namc
as Wraith. You undevstand?®™

Proctor grinned. ]

“Av, av!™ he said. Il appear n
the shippin' news, and mayhap Strom-
sund will read it. It'U strengthen the
deception.  DBut ' wendering aloai
all this, sir. As scon as that there
barque lands those poor distressed fishoer-
men the cat'll be out of Lthe hag proper.”

“That's my idea in going ashore,”
replied Locke, "My sxsistant ond I
have settled an a good plan. The barqgae
was crippled by the loss af her liead
gear.  Therelors she will  be slow,
We'll get ashore long bLelore ever cshe
can make any port.”

“She was headin® son'-east when the
collision oceurred, sir," said Proctor.
“%p I take it she was heatin' up for
Scotland, As ye say, she'll make but
poor way wi' lier forward gear a wreek.
Av, ay, we'll get in days before =ho
can.”

“Well," continved Lovke, T niake
such arrangements, when I can get to
a telrgraph-oflice, that, by soeme sirange
mistake, it will appear a« il the ship-
wrocked crew  came from o travler
called the Stormeock, I will, {00, see

that the distressed crew are very well
cared for when they land, They will ba
given comfortable lodgings where wined
and sca won't harm them again for some
tine to come, and where they won't
thinl it worth while to correct any s
tako that may appear in the shipping
news, ¢ven if they know of it

SEkipper Proctor grinned hoppily as
ho stumped to and {ro, athwartshnp, on
the bridge.

"“That's prime, sir,” e saud,
YOUr game,

“1 =ca
You ba evening things up

vicely, Now it'll only be the Stormn-
vock versus the Trompeter, an' the
Trumpeter all  unsuspectin® ab  thet.

Ah, it's good, sir!”

“Well, noew you know the scheme,
gee that your part of it 15 earvied out
withont — hitch. No  carclessness,
skipper,”

“XNo, no, =ir, Not agami"” repliod
Proctar hastily, " 1'1 let ve know when
wo gight Dunnet Head. And I know ot
a cove round “tother side o' it vhere you
can be lamled nice and comdorvtable.™ -

The headland was passcd late that
evening, the Stormecock swnalling her
name ‘&s Wraith, The answering jwn-
nant Autloved out from tho headlund,
and, when tho trawler was well clear of
the bLeadland in her eastward courer,
she turned at right angles and headed
in for the land at Duncanshy Head,

Locke amed Drake were dressed i
their shore clothes all reads,  The boat
put thony ashore from the trawler, then

Tre Macxer Linkary.,  No. 951,
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returncd to the vessel, leaving Locke
and Drake on the beach, to chmb to the
road, and so get up to John o' Groat's
House. Proctor had orders to proceed
down tha eastern .coast of Scotland and
lie to off Girdleness, near Aberdeen, to
await Locke and Drake to rejoin the
trawler by boat from the land.

Ferrers Jocke and his  assistant
climbed to John o Groats hotel, and
after ordering & car from there, sat
down to a hearty meal. :

“Wo are too late for the little tele-
raph-office at Canisbay, my boy,” said
E.(Kb e, “sp, with the car, we'll travel
into Wick, and I'll telegraph to In-
apector Pyecroft from there. Wick 13
the nearest vailway-station to. John o
Croats, =0 we'll dismiss the car from
there, if we can fit in & train. After
our meal, go togthe office and see if you
can borrow an A B C. Then look up
the trains, We must get to Aberdeen
at the earliest possible moment, for we
don't want to have the Stormeock .!m'ng-
ing abont off Girdleness too long.”

The wire that Locke sent off at Wick
mada the people at the fioﬂt-ﬂl"ﬁeﬂ open
their eves. It was very engthy, end it
enced, * Reply to chief post-office, Aber-
deoen.” )

When Locke and Drake arrived ail
Aberdeen, late the next day, they called
for their reply from Inspector Pyecroft,

of Beotland Yard. It read: “Will
arrange  accordingly. The  barque
Flanningford reported by Board of

Trade as being probable ship. She ia
bound for Clyde. All possible ports
warned. Have noted Carr's address.

“ 8o far, so good,"” said Locke, “Now
to hire sr.::uuia sort of a boat to be put on

he trawler again.”

1";‘"IF’;h:'m Was snﬁng done, and the Storm-
cock, with Leocke and Drake again
aboard, steamed southwards. Proctor
was troulled about coal and stores.

HPick out some obscure  coaling
gtation and get in theve,” said Locke.
¥ Make it pretty low down on the Eng-
ish coast, and sce that the trawler is
reported under s false name—not, of
course, the Wraith, but the Emma, or
Alice, or something.™

With infinite care Locke covered up
their tracks as they proceeded. And
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‘skipper to Locke. “Here we be

the Stormeock, her bunkerzs and food
stores replenished, made for the Dogger.

Their arrival caused a deal of con-
sternation amongst the fishermen. But
Proctor kept fairly clear of the Carr
Heot.

A trawler arrived from Lowestolt and
hailed the Stormeock. All the other
trawlers belonging to Carr, of course,
thought that the Stormeock was the
Phantom, back again at her evil work.

Thizs new arrival had been dispatched
by John Carr in response to Locke's
demand by wire from the place where
the Btormeock had coaled., She con-
tained a fine body of fishermen who
would man the Stormeock, and so enable
her to tackle the Trumpeter on equal
tarms.

The transhipping of the men was done
at night, after which the visiting trawler
flitted away again as mysteriously as she
had come.

For four days and four nights it was
a game of patience for- those on the
Stormeock.  Cooal was conserved, the
trawler doing little but steaming fast
enough to keep level with the Carr flest
wherever it fished on the great Dogger
Bank.

Then the Trumpeter came.

The first intimation was the wireless
operafor excitedly coming to the state-
room with a message in code. This
Locke and Drake decoded, after a great
struggle with it, for the code was more
difficult to discover than the last,

The meseage was to inform the Wraith
that the Trumpeter was olesing in on
the Dogger, and that both trawlers
would work together for two days, after
which the Wraith would proceed to
Iceland.

Ferrors Locke rubbed his long hands
torether. L :

“ Our move next, Drake,” he said with
relish, Then sent for Proctor to attend
in conference in the working out of a
scheme to capture the Trumpeter.

Turning the Tables I

T was a thick night on the D:}g%'er.
I The trawlers were fishing, and, like
two evil spirits, the Trompeter

and the Stormeock passed

out of the fleet. .

The Trumpetar was indeed at her evil
work. A dull explosion or two, and wells
of rage from the honest frawlers occa-
sionally came to the ears of those on the
Stormeock whenaever they got fairly near
to the wake of the Trumpeter,

The thickness of the night was ideal
for the evil work of Hosking., And as
he passed through the fleet he left a
trail of destruction behind him—trawls
cut adrift, nets blown to pieces, and goar
fouled as it was being towed along the
hottom.

Scar Hosking, of course, thinking the
Stormeock the trawler of his fellow evil-
doer, Langley, thought that that veassel
was deing its share, teo, in the work of
destruction.

Proctor . was zstumping sbout in the
wheelhouse, almost breathless with rage.

“'"Tis maddening, sir!"™ eried the old
wi' a
trawlerful o' szplendid Gghtin® men, an'
weapons, an’' we have to stand by an’
see our old comrades’ nets torn to shrods
Ly that cur! Why can’'t we slam in an’
finish it——"

Farrers Locke laughed.

“All in good time, Proctor,” he said.
“1 can understand your feelings ne

“The mora so becaunso o that,”

in and

growled Proctor. **Just listen to that.
That be & nice sort o' thing for the
admiral o' the Carr fleet to hear hurled
at 'im from one of hiz own boats,”

“Patience, pleaze!” said Locke,
rather sharply.

Proctor =napped tight his lips. And
the vells and shouts from the trawler
they were passing were heard by all.

**Another one! Two blinkin' Phan-
toms for ws now !"

“YWhere's vour number, ye cowardly
curs "

“Call vourselves PBritish seamen?”

“May ye sink an' perish, ye witherin’
murderers 1"

Jack Drake, as he listened, told -him-
self that he could quite understand
Proctor’s fury, Yet they had a plan fo
carry through, so must work in patience
and with cortainty,

“Come; come, Proctor,” said Ferrers
Locke ot last. I know this is not at
all pleasant. PBut in carryving out your
work honestly and thoroughly you bave
to do many things that are not plea-
gant. As apon as vou have ma_ni:euvreﬂ
so that, juat a3 the Trumpeter 15 steam-
ing to windward, we can shoot up astern
of her, we can get to the action you
nead. Dut, mind, I must have tho
Trumnpeter o windward, Otherwise, we
shall be heard in the fog. If we ap-
proach as I say, we shall be able to heay
tha Trumpeter quite Fluuﬂ,}'—-l&hﬁ wind
will blow the sounds of hissing steam or
slamming water down to us. We oan
creep up, and whon you can frust youw
judgment to locate the Trumpeter (o &
nicqti, we will drive full ahead slong-

&

side her——"
“Ay, av, sic!" growled Proctor be-
tween his teeth. “May 16 be soon.

You haven't been admiral o' that fleet
thosze curs are slingin' so, or ye wouldn't
take it all so cool-like, Listen! There's
another explosion. Who knows murder
hasn't been done?®” ahylaaie

The Stormeock turned in the direction
of the sound, and blustered on at half-
speed. Then she nosed about here and
there in the thickness, occasionally see-
ing & Carr trawler, and having to bear
all the vells and insults hurled at her
once more.

All wora lroking oul anxiously. Deake
statisned himself at one of tho broken
wheelhouse windows, and peered into the
thickness. .

“Thera she 1s sir, there!” he ex.
claimed sharply, touching Ferrers
Locke's arm, “Crossing onr bows !

“What*" demanded Proctor. pushing
his bearded face towards the opening.

“Yes, and slewing round to run to
leaward of us,” rephied Jack, “They'll
hc_'lll' )

Tom Harper, bursting into the wheel-
house at that second, clipped Jack's
sentence short. ;

“We up in the bows have just secen
the ‘Trumpeter, skip!"” eried Harper.
“8he crossed our bows, then slewed
round for the south-east'ard .

Skipper I'roctor’s eyea gleamed as he
turned his [ace cagerly towards Locke.

“ Just in position for what ye said,
air,” he breathed.

Locke nodded. ;

AN right,” he said. “ Use vour ears
and vour best judgment, skipper, and
vun alongside. The men have all been
warned and are all ready., but slip
around and give the word, Harper™

“Av, av, sir!” eried Harper, with on-
thusiazm as he whisked out of the wheel-
house and ran along by the bnlwarks.

(Contivued en poge 28.)
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“HARRY WHARTON’S
FEUD!”

(Continued from page 21.)
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* First chop, old man!™

“Then it's a go,” said Harry, “and
;‘Fﬂ‘];f’ trot down to the post-office before
4.

And Lord Mauleverer nodded.

“1t's a go, dear man.”

And a “go® it was.

] [ ] - & - L]

Bob Cherry met the two juniors, when
they came back from Friardale, just
befora the school pates wera closed.

* Hallo, hallo, halla! Wea beat them !™
he exclaimed.

“Beat whom?” inguired Lord Maul-

owarer.
“ Fathead ! roared Bob. “We've
ald

beaten the 3hell by six runs.” :
“Oh, good! Glad to hear i,
man,” said Lord Mauleverar amiably.
“Have you been playin’ them, then?”
“Agz!  How did you get on with
Moszoo, Harry?”' g

“0h, all serene,” said Wharton,
vt ont of bounds, but Mossoo doezn't

know.™
“ Bunter told vs so. But what about

ihe detention task®"

“ It wasn't finished ; but Mossoo didn't

mind.™ : :
Bob locked ot him curiously.
“That's good!"™ he said. * Mossoo's

let you off, and we've beaten the Shell,’

after all. So you can
old fend a rest—what "

Wharton smiled. =gl :

“There i=n't any more feud,” he said.
“T'm afraid I've been a bit of an ass!”

“Gyeat pip!™ '

“PDon’t you think soi”

“Well, ves; but I never expeeted you
fo see it,” said Bob. “I'm glad to hear
it, anyway. I say, I've seen Mossoo,
and he looks [frightfully down in the
month. Dut let's get in to tea!”

give the jolly

R =

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

All Serene !
(1 ON Dieul™”
AMonsionr Charpentier
uttered that asiounded ejacu-
Intion., & stared, and

stared, as if his little black eves would
bnlge out of hiz head.

It was Moncdey morning, and Moa-
sieur Charpentier was opening his letlers
in his study after hreakfast,

Ona letter, with a (ype-written address
an the cuvelope, ravsed him =ome little
alarm. It came into his mind at onee
ihat it wos o lettor from Mr. Rige, con-
iaining threats frem the moncylender.
Maessoo opened that letier Arst,

And ilien he starca and cjaculated.

The envelope contained a folded shect
of paper, whieh, whon unfolded, proved
I bear a cingle line in fvpewrifing :

“From a friend wha rememlwrs von
with respeet.”™

Thot was not all,
Twa erizp, rmztling dips of paper fusl]

from the sheet on Mossoo's table as he
unfolded it.

He picked them up and turned them
aver in his fingers 1n blank astonish-
ment,

They were two f(ve-pound notes.

“Mon Dieu!”™ repeated the French
master. “Clest un reve! I dream zis!
It 15 zat I am still asleep, and to
dream !’

Ho locked at the brief letter again.
In the typed line there was no clue to
the sender. He looked at the envelope,
In the typed address there was no clue,

He sat in amazement. _

That day he had resolved, with an
aching heart, to give in his resignation—
to leave Greyfriars hefore  the storm
burst, knowing that he had no mercy
to expect from Rigg, and knowing him-
salf utterly unable to raise the sum the
man demanded. The needs of his family
&t home had drained Mossoo dry ; he was
at the very end of his resources, and
there was no hope on the horizon,

And now— T .

] cannot accept zis!” he exclaimed,
“ (st impossible ! Non, non; it is too
mooch ! But—but—but—"

Tears came into the eyes of
troublad little gentleman.

Some kind friend,

the

out of morning class when the French
gentleman returned to Greyviriars,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Maossoo looks
bucked !" exclaimed Bob Cherry,

Wharton glanced at Monzieur Char-
pentier and smled,

Undoubtedly the Freneh master
looked tremendously “bucked.” His
neat little feet seemed scarcely to touch
the ground as he walked,

“The buckfulness iz tervific!” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Monsieur Charpentier smiled as he
paszed the jumiors, and greeted them
I:}ri‘g‘htly‘

“ Bonjour,
he trilled.

“Good-morning, sir!"” chorussed the
the Famous Five, capping the French
gentleman respectfully.

And Mossoo whisked into the House.

i Mf hat! That's rather a change,”
said Nugent, staring after him,

“I say, you,fellows," chimed in Billy
Bunter. I say, there's a beastly
French class this afterncon. W'l all
hack you up, Wharton, in ragging the
beast. "

But when the Bemove met Monsieur
Charpentier in the class-roon: that after-
noon they found him quite a new Mossoo.
The clouds bad rolled by and Mossoo was
his old patient, amiable self once more,
and Harry Wharton, lately at feud with
the French master, set the ecxample of
law and order, And all wa3 calm and
bright—which was & very satisfactory
ending to Harry Wharton's Feud !

THE EXI.

mes  enfants, bonjour!"

(Lhere will be ancther long complete
atary of Harry Wharton & Co. ncxt
week, Note the title, chums; “THE
XEW BOY'S SECRET!™ By Frank
Richards. You awill vote jt a splondid
garn frow beginning to end!t)

ossibly an old boy of

reyiriars,
bered him with kind-
ness, and had sent
him this as a prezent.
If he could not accept
it a8 & present, he
could take 1t as a
loan, to bhe repaid
later, when he should
discover the identity
of his unknown bene-

factor.
Hoe was  zaved!
That thought

dominated all othors.

The emotional lilile
gentleman presse |
his lips ta the brief
migsive.  From he
depths of his leart
ha  throbbed winh
gratitude o the wun-

1 A T e R g ke

Cash with Order. Fumed Oak - -

known f{riend whe
had saved him,
FThﬂrIﬁ 'n;r'ﬂa !nn
rendch class Lhat
merning; but had|Real Mahngany -
there  been  Mossoo
would probably have
ent ik, While the

Greyfriars fellows
were going into (he
Form-roomas, Monsicor
Charpentier  sallied
forth, n {rock.coat
and =i1lk hat, with a
~miling visage, [e
frottad, rather than
walked, down ta the
station &t Friardale
o take the train io

Lantham.
Wharton &

Harry
('m.  wore  eoming
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«THE PHANTOM OF THE
DOGGER BANK!”

(Continued from page 26.)

passing the news that tinu:st attack on the
Trumpeter was imminent.

E]{IEPEI Proctor stood at the broken
window, his ear bcent to catch every
seund fromn ﬁheuclﬂ l lﬂIllf.nzru:‘li:l:r and Drake
stood by and watche

At lnst Proctor held up his left hand
az o sign to the man at the wheel tg be
on ihe alert, and ready to obey an
order on the instant. The skipper had
evidently heard something sahead—the
heavy wash of the Trumpeter as e.lm
lurched into a deeper hollow,- or -the
ul:glut. hiss of steam from "her boilers.

“Tort o hit!” snopped FProctor.
“That'll do—'midships again. Now
sta'board o wee, Sol Eten.djr[ Keep
ier at that!”

Proctor stepped back 1o ihﬂ engine-
room speaking-tube,

“Bhe's mgh ‘Mae!” he called down.
"Etund by an’ drive her all ye know
soon’s_ye hear me shout!”

T'he” trawler-master went back to the
broken window, and gave another sharsp
order to the helmsman, lExcitemant was
growitg in the old skipper. Locke and
Drake- Lent their héads towards the

brokew” glass’ and listenod. They heard
the ;tn.kn.bla “slough " of & stenmar
lungindz wdp the waves.

The mﬂ-ﬁ 5 uasking down ‘ander the
bulwai l'l.Ejlr. too, and they were
all rea f::hr nsbart. m:‘.ftmm

5 "Juw o ean seo hert s-u.lﬂ' Prnut.-::rr

“house, ﬂll
and stood on the hrlﬂ e . beside him.

sharply to tho man at the wheel, Bteer
to drive up alongside to sta'board o
her.” Let her r:p Mag "

The engines Sgan to pulse more
rapidly, and, the -Stormeock . scemed to
leap into place beside the Trumpeter,
which was stcaming at half-speed in the

fog

!5‘1. cry .sounded from the overtaken
vessel. Then followed a roaring shout
from her bridge. In:the misty -thick-

necss the form of Sear Hosking could be

seen, the man looking astern as i
puzzled

"What's on, Langley ¥ bawled Hosk-
ing through cup hande.

%‘rm*l:ur lml-:a[}}a at Ferrers Locke, his
eyes glinting angrily. Locke nodded.

" Anything you like, skipper,” he.said.
“ But it's boarders away on the ma}-ant
mind | :

:irfw'kf'w slipped .out of the whool

T ipped out of the wheel-
ﬁﬂfmkawand “Drake followed

!Hl

Hosking was‘now pﬂermg:suspmmus]y to-
wards them.” The Btormmeock was practi-

cally level with the Trumpeter now, and got.

ahont twelvo feet distant
“Sterboard a bit—you!”

ordercd

Proetor, through the broken window nf'

‘the wheelhouse. “Just tfouch, an'
no moee:”  Then the skipper cuppﬁd his
hands.-  “What's on, ar Hoskin

ch? Wﬁ med, ye traitor] Doarders
awayl¥. . -

"Ilmﬁt;i t-b_ek sprang to life. Men
loa t !.1 pverywhers, it seemed.
X mdfzgi fram the Trumpeter,
Emntm_i; umpmg:a. on the decks to rouse
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those below, and the rapid crashing, of
shots from a rovolver in the hands of
Hosking.

Hooks were thrown over on to ihe
Trumpeter's decks, and, there .being no
man handy to throw tiu:m loose again,
they taufencd to their chains -and
held. e

The two trawlers, crashing along at 4
good ten knots, were locked in Etrﬂgglf‘..
and with wild ‘shouts the men of
Stormcock swarmed over the gunw nlﬂ!.
hitting with clenched fists, ono or two
e;:gﬂg’qd in wrestling stt uggles- here and
thoro

Hosking had emphe-:l his revolver, and
he threw the weapon at 'l.ﬂm Hnrpenl as,
followed by three men, that '.a]!m,til:_
fisherman sprang up on’ to the' bridgs
and made for the man who had ende
been” his shipmate.

The Trumpater had been taken com:
p]ete-l:, by *surprize. - LEvidently, hiow-
eVer, Someonc had been handy to svarn
the men in their quarters. . For o
goudlf company were on deck, meeting
thé béarders, and giving as gu-m] ns they

Theé fight there was gwaying fast: a%k
furious. Ferrers Loocke ‘touckied Jf
DPrake. on the forearm.

“There's the weak spot, Drake ! cried
the Baker Btreet detective, his vblm:-
being heard above the yells and e
ni th& fight. “Come ai’ﬂngi Fl:lﬂl:.-ﬁ.

t:IJ

Mind wou gre in at the end a_i is:
{-:Hmﬂ feght, chumas. T.F!.qrﬂ.t '-?
I line in next week's exeiting inst
men! of this storyl}
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