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- don't think about them at all.) How long

LAST WEEK OF MAGNET *“ PARS."

5,3 S

HOBSE of my readers who have not had. a shbk_'f_:_ﬁ'
winning the table football gameés which ' have bedn

on offer now for nine weeks will have to look sharp

if they mean to mako a start, fof with this week’s

offer the competition closes. 8till, there are twenty of these
fascinating games to be won, and it's up to you to do your
best to win one. All efforis should be addressed-* Pars ¥
No. 10,. The Magner Labrary, Gough House, Gough: Squard,

' Ld_:rn_dm:. E.C. 4. Winnersof “Pars™ No. b ml:e as follows: -

Kenneth Price, 350, Richmond Rd., E. Twickenham, Middz.'
R. %.EEitﬁn, 173, ‘Manwood Rd., Crefton Park, Drockley,
K. I-I::[:;wa;:d. Middleton, nr, Bognor, Sussex.
8. Morton, 196, Vernon Rd., Old Basford, Nottingham.
H. Willeock, “Elm Villa,"” 85, G]Ehe'lnuas Rd., Aston-upons
o, Agny: %t?]ﬁmé h Rd., Upper C £_5

« . Inapiet po EREC w pper Ulapton, I, 0.
Alfred Erhrtin, 33, London Rdli, Rosherville, Northflect, .

Kent. : :
C. Ballard, 23, Bentons Lans, W. Neorwoead, S.E. 27.

" Btanley Baker, 19, Alexandra Rd., Grimshy, Linecolnshiro.

R. F. G. Wilson, 82, BEdith Rd.,” West Kensington, W. 14, °

H., Ramsell, 357, George Rd., ﬂrding‘tm_l; Birmingham.

L. Mortimer, 164, Croxted Rd., Dulwich, 8.E, 21.

Fred Schoheld, 65, Crescent Rd., Plumstead, 3.15.- 18,

M, C. Davis, 28, Arthuor Bd., Handsworth, Birmingham,

C. A, Siggers, 62, Burnfoot Avenue, Fulham, S.W. 6.

Clifford, Waddicor, 240, Conran 8t., Harpurhey, Manchesler.

Arthur Taylor, 36, Neville 8t., Earlestown, Lanca.

Leslia A, Goddard, 182, Higham Hill Bd., Walthamstow,
E. 17.

Rnﬁa.]d] Macpherson, Meadowside House, Ainsworith Lano,
Eolton.

Frank A. Bmith, 15, Byron Rd., 8t. Heliers, Jersey, C.I.

and to each of these readers a table football game has been

forwarded.
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QUESTIONS !

It's really surprising how many questions have come into
my mail just recently. Here's a few of them, complote with
ANSWOTS ©

What do I think of plus fours? (I think they're very
striking!) Why doesn’t Shinner turn over a new -leal?
(Because he's not strong enough.) Deoes Bunter Court really
exist? (Yes—but only in Dunter's imagination.) How long
has the tuckshop been open? [(Sinece Greyiriars bovs
developed appetites.) How many chickens does Coker “do’
in ™ on his motor-hike every vear? (No room to tell you
here.)- Did Wharton come to Greyiriars on a scholarship?
iNo; but he came by troin.) Why do Remove fellows
“"howl * when they get six? ause six is five and three-
quarters too many.) What do I think of Oxford bags? (I
are the Mignep
portraits going to continue? (Until you chaps get fed.up
with them.) Who won the fight between Bob Cherry and
Harry Wharton some time ago? (Bob Cherry, of the big
feet and large heart.) Why don't—— Borry I shall bave
to ring off here, as the wet towels and strong coffce have
run out. More questions and snswers another time,

For Next Monday.

« THE MYSTERY OF POPPER'S ISLAND!”

A topping long complele story of Harry Wharton & Co,
at Greyfriars.

THE CRICEET SUPPLEMENT !

Another special four-page ericket supplement which con-
{ains signed articles by Parker, of Gloucester, and Tyldesley,

+ of Lanca,

“THE PHANTOM OF THE DOGGER BANK ™

-And another long and thrilling instalment of this amazing

detectiva story. Cheerio, till next week, my chums !
% : YOUR EDITOR.
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OUT OF THE ORDINARY ! When Wilfred Punter arrives ot Greyfriars he causes ' gsome * stiv, for he ia about a foot

————
[ - e — = =

A Magnificent New Long
Greyfriars,
THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Hungry !

-

¢y 'LL risk it !

I Thus William George Bunter
of the Remove Form at Grey-
friars.

He had been feasting his eyes on_ the
good things in Uncle Clegg's window,
i Frierdale, and now he blinked in
rather doubtfully at the door. |

Tho day was bright and suuny, and
Bunter was feeling oan even deeper
voarning for food than unsual.  Not
that he was ever anvthing else but
fannished—according  to  bimsoli—for
whatever effcct the weather had on
other people 1% was certain to stimu-
late Bunter’s appetite !

And Uncle Clegg's douglnuts looked
extra templing to-day, as did the eream-
Liorns, and the jam-tarts, and the stone
bottles of gingoer-beer.

William George was well-known to
Uncla Clegg—too well known for his fat
comfort | {any a time and oft had
the Owl of the Remove done lim-
self well at the little counter, and then
endeavoured to placate the old gentle-
man with the famous story of his postal-
arder.

Of lnte, Uncle Clegg had refused to
uupFly Bunter with anything unless spot
cash woero forthcoming, a state of affairs
which was decidedly humiliating—uot to
say inconvenient — to n fellow of
Buanter's high moral code.

On this especinl afternoon. 16 being
Wednesday, and a  balf-holiday, Billy
Bunter felt that he did well to be
agegricved. After a poor dinner—when
e bad eaten only three helpings of
]{rlld{ling. amnd captured o lectire from
My, Queleh on the subject of gluttony
—le had rosmed fhe length of the
Remove passage in o determined  at-
iompt to raiso the wind.

But the fellows were all hard up. or
not in the mood to listen to Dunter,
and he had drawn  blonk. Vernons
Bmith had shoved him rudely out of the

way and gone out with Redwing.

T, g ——=r —

Complet

faller than Bunier and is about aox thin as ITilly Bunter iz fat. What is more, he's o bift of o durk horse!

e
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o ST

y FRANK RICHARDS,

e Story of H:B.t'l’jf Wharton & Co., the Chums of

introducing Wilfred Punter, a new boy.

Johnny Bull had snorted and offered to
lend the f[at junior his boot—an- offer
which was declined unthankfully, Even
Mauly, patient and long-suffering as he
was usually with Bunter, had sleepily
requested i}'lim-fmm the inside of a
locked deor—to “run away and play,
dear boy.” '

Which  was really too bad, in
Bunter's opinion. It was hard if a
likeable fellow such as himself counld
not find o pal in all Greyiriars who
would advance him o little on the
tale of his postal-order — almost as
ancient and venerable an institution as
the grey old walls of the school them-
selves, -

S0, in  desperation, Bunter Tad
turned from the Remove to the Shell,
where Heskins, who regarded himself
a3 & musical peniug, and was just com-

psing & new march in an ear-splitting
ey when DBunter intronded, immediately
hurled a lexicon at the Owl's head.
Bunter slammed tho door, grunted in-
dignantly, and songht out Coker of the

Ha found Coker arguing—as he was
nearly always te be found—with his
faithful henchmen, Potter and Greene,
as to liow the half-holiday should bhe
spent.

Coker was in favour of & run on s
colebrated motor-hike, with Potter and
{ireenc crammed in the =ide-car, and
Potter and Greene were doing their best
to avold such a sudden and premature

demise. 5
Bunier %rrwc‘d ak an unfortnnate
moment. ™o sooner had he raised his

fat voice in pleading, than an inkpet,
hurled by Coker, crashed ngainst the
doorpost an inch from Banter's noee,
and spattered him literally with black
fluid.  With a howl of wrath and a
shout of * Rotter,” Bumter had  fled
from tho Vifth Iorm passage, just in
tine to cseape & cushion.

Having dricd the ink with a grubby
handkerchicf, the fat jonior had drifted
aimlessly down {o the village, there to

fcast his eves on the good things in the

ks in

tuckshop, and to jingle a bunch of keys
and a French penny dismally in  his
ket. DBut, money or no money,
unter’s inner man refused to be
denied, pnd caused him now to blink
longingly at the little counter and the
choice things it held.

I risk it!" he mutbtered greedily.
“The rotter ecan only say no, and he
might take my word—a common, low
shopkeeper, he ought to be glad to
have me patronise him at all!”

But he still stood outside the door
antd eyed the ‘Iﬁmraﬂisu from which he
waa barred. ion it was that & gleam
in the dust at his feot caused his eves
to gleam behind his spectacles. He
bont down, grunting at the exertion, and
picked up—a shilling!

The Owl of the Remove gave a little
chirrup of delight.

“My hat! I can get a snack for this,
anyway !” he ejaculated joyfully., My
luck's turned. He, hel”

Ciripping the ehilling tightly in his
podgy palm, he rolled inta the tuck-
shop and plumped himself down on a
high stool at the counter. TUncle Clegg
cmerged [rom the rear regions, and
gave him a grim glance. As he met
that glance, Dunter was glad lie had not
decided to “try it on” without the
noecossary cash,

“Well, Alazter Bunter, what can I do
for yon?"

The old genlleman's
veiled & deep sarcasm.

“Oinger-beer, jam-tarts, doughnuts—
up te a bob, pleage!" ordered Bunter
recklessly.

lla tossed his windiall ecarelessly on
the: eounfer, and set to work swiftly
and noisily on the dainkticzs which were
put before bim. But a shillingswaorth of
tuck was a mere “taster ™ to Dunter.
He disposed of the tartz apnd dough-
ne time, guzzled down  the
ginger beer, and looked round for more.

Unele Clegg was casually flicking the
flizs off o ham, and did not appedar any
more benevolent than uwsual. But

Tue Mscxer Lismani.—XNo. 852

politeness
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having onco tasted food, the [at junior
like & tiger after its first sample of
human blood, yearned for a real feast.

“I—I say,” he gasped, “I'll have
gome more of the same, and—and T'll
pay - you out; of the cheque I'm expect-
ing to-norrow——"

f]:mln Clogeg smiled grimly and shook
his head. S

“JI—I iuean, out of the ten shillings
Bob Cherry owes me! I Liope you can
trust me for such a paltry sum—an old
customer, you know!" > :

From the fab junior’s tone, it might
have bean thought that he was really
embarrassed by the doubt cast on his
integrity. But Uncle Clegg knew his
Buanter, 1nd he was adamant,

“T'11 sorry, Master Bunter. No more
hlu vau have till I see the' money—that’s

at!

The 0wl gave him & basilisk glare,
and sct bis glasses straight with Jammy
bngers, . . )

“All right! I'm disgusted with you!
he said, elevating his fat little nose
and slipping heavily off the stool. "I
shall have to consider seriously whether
1 shali take my custom elsewheréa n
future.”

Uncle Clegg sniffed and picked up &

newspLrer.

Bunter stood, glaring as if he would
crack his s.pEﬂtMﬁ:m, while Uncle Clegg
calinly digested the latest sensatioms
from, Ceurtfield. .

Sad es it was, there was evidently no
further <applies for the hungry Owl,
whether lie threatgned or pleaded.  He
gave ono last ferocious blink, sniffed,
and rollcd towards the doorway.

It was unfortunate for both of them
ihat somebody was coming in just as
Buntey “was going out. They collided
on the threshold with atarﬂii:jﬂ;.; sudden-
ness. PBunter yelped and sat down with
a concussion which shook the shop. The
neweomer gave a painful gasp, and shot
back into the street again. Bunter, who
was bound to ¢come off best in an affair
of that kind, owing to his tremendous
bulk sat up first, pumping in breath.

“Yah! You idiot! What d'you want
to come barging imto me like that for?”
he howled. ““I've broken my collar-
bone in threa places, and my back-
bone's bent.”

That the other unfortunate individual
might be hurt did not seem to oceur to
Bunter, who was not famous for his
ready thought for others, He groaned
a3 _he got to his feet. :

Tasckily, the stranger was not hurt
serionsly—only winded. He staggerced
up, breathing hard, and politely offered
Bunt:r hiz hand.

“I'm sorry! It was my feult!” he
hastened to expiain. “Let me dust you
down ! .

While that operation was being per-
formed az thoroughly as by a walet,
Bunter gniffod and snorted, and finally
hegan to smirk. Bunter liked being
waited upon,

The stranger flicked off the last speck
of dust from Bunter's rather greasy and
Frijin:" garments, and smiled ingratiat-
ingly.

“Y¥ou're from Greyfriars, atran’t
you™ he asked in a thin but stgady
voice, “I'm going there—I'm the new
boy—Wiifred Punter [*

The Owl returned the new bhoy's grip
withy a jammy paw, eyeing him with un-

concealed t‘:tlriﬂﬁ%[)'. ]

“My hati opa they won't think
yvou'ra any relation of mine!” he
gaspead.

Wilived Punter was certainly a
romarkable person to behold. Just as
Bunter was short and wide, Ponler was

I'me MagxeEr LiEmany,— Mo, 052,
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tall and thin—nearly a foob-taller than
the Owl, and thinner éven than Alonzo
Todd, who was the slimmest fellow in
the Remove. His complexion was pale,
and his features nearly as pointed as
Skinner’s. . He had soft, dark brown

es, and he wore big, horn-rimmed
glasses, & size larger than' Bunter's
own !

His Eton's were well-cut, and he
carried a small suit-case. Ho had a
retiring, concilistory manner, bub
anybody but the fatuwous Owl it would
have been evident that he was not
any means a fool. His easy speech an
unassuming self-confidence told that.
Whila the Owl rudely surveyed him,
Punter began to smile slightly, .

'“Pleased to meet you, Punter!” said
Bunter at last, at the same timo switch-
Eni! on an oily grin.

aving rocovered from the first
shock of the meeting, Bunter's thoughts
turned instinctively towards extractin
a loan from the new boy, as ho ha
done frem countless new boys in the
past, He turned back to the counter
waving a fat hand airily to the stool

he had just vacated.
“Here yvou are, old man! T'm
Bunter—William George Bunter, of

the Remove. Sguat down and have a
snack! It's my treat!™ :

Wilfired Punter sssented guietly, and
waited for the fat junior to order,
Bunter blinked at Uncle Clegg, and
coughed.

“Ahem! I—I'm sorry, Punter—it’s
nite against my uswal practice—bub
il’wa just remembered lending my last
pound to that beast Toddy, and I'm
afraid I haven't & bean on me! I sup-
pose you couldn’t oblige me with ten
shillings or .so till to-morrow—I'm
expecting a postel order, and T'll pay
vou back immediately, of course——"

His eyes gleamed as Punter, with an.

easy smile, pulled out a wallet, and,
selecting & note from a little wad,
handed it to him. :
“Don't thank me!” he eaid cheérily.
“Wire in—1I'l] stand the racket!”

Hardly able to believe his good for-
tune, Bunter tucked away the ten
shillings and sat down.

“This iz something like, I must say "
he mumbled, with his mouth full of
jam tark “1 like an open-handed
ellow, Punter—I'm like 1t myself!
Don't worry about getting used to Grey-
friars—I'1l stand i_}g you, and I've gob
a lot of influence in ‘the Remove, of
course. I think we shall be great als,
Punter !” he went on afectionately.

Punter smiled  agreeably, and

ressed another dish of cakes on him.
Eiunt.er began to demolish themn with
his usual despatch, and the new fellow's
eyos opened a little wider. But he did
not know the Owl of the Remove.
Bunter was only getting his hand
in, o to speak.

“It's only jealousy keeps me out of
the form eaptaincy !” continued Dunter,
fairly started in his favourite wein.
“But I'll put you up to the ropes. Rely
on me! By the way, have you been to
school before?! 1 heard there was &
new kid coming, but I didn't hear—
ahem !—any more "

Bunter omitted to mention that he
had gained his information with his

ear to his Form-master's kevhole, while

Mr. Quelch was 1n conclave with the
Head. _

“My people are in London,”
responded Punter, flushing a little,
“T've had a—a tutor up till now, 1
hope 1 shall like Greyfriars, Awfully
old place, isn't it?"”

“Eh? Oh, yes!” Bunter was gurgling
down ginger-beer, without waiting [oy

a2 rcply. He condescended to pause
before refilling his glass,

*Greyfriars is hundreds of years old,
of course. Built by—by some’ king
other, for the Grey Friars. There's a
riained priory in Friardale Wood: you
know, and a ruined chapel at the school.
It was sacked by Cromwell—you've had
it all in class, .or from your ‘tutor, I
expect. ' But you're not interested in
that rot, are youi”

“Rather I" exclaimed Punter, with
excitement, “I'm awfully keen on that
kind of thing, Bunter. Is that all you
know about 1t¥’

The fat junior swallowed the last tart
and gruonted,

“My family’s ever so old,” he
remarked casually. *Came over with
the Congueror—or was it the Armada?
There's been a Bunter in nearly all the
big battles of history. Sir Fulke do
Bunter—ono of most famous ances-
tors—fought at the Battle of Crecy.
Then Sir Brian de Bunter saved
Henry VIII's life at the Battle of
Bannockburn 1*

“Not really!"” said Punter politely.

“We Bunters are one of the biggest
fpmilies 1n England,” went on the Owl,
puffinig ot his fat chest like a pigeon.
“You should see my pater’s place—
Bunter Court— a gift from Queen
Elizabeth for chucking his coat in the
mud for her to walk on—— 1 mean‘a
gift to one of my ancestors, of course!"

“I'm honoured to know you, Bunter 1"
said Punter humbly., He stifled & grin
with an effort.

“Oh, I don't mind who I associato
with, old chap, so long as they don't
expect me to introduce them to all my
swell relations, you know !" said Bunter

reeably.

The new boy ayed him fixedly for a
moment. an rose. He was not
usEd to Bunter’s brand of politénesa
veot,

“Let ‘me have the bill, please!”

Bunter glanced hungrily at & pile of
doughnuts, stuffed two in his ket
aE_d began to eat another as a * top-
off.”

Punter paid the bill in silence, per-
haps unable to think of anything to
say to a pal of Bunter's calibre., The
Owl rolled off his stool and lidked his
arm chummily in Punter's, and they
strolled down the old High Bircet

Sier il ped in pard
averal villa 8 8 in paragns
able astqnialxmgr?:-to ti?.ﬁ;w l:.hempas they
passed, as if they had been a mens-
rie. Perhaps the combination of
unter's bulk and Punter's thinness sug-
gested that they had escaped from a
circus. :

The fatuouz Owl did not appear to
notice the publicity which they were
gaining, but the new fellow began to

et restive. He went along with long,
?ﬂping strides that made Bunter's fat
little legs go like clockwork to keep
up. Bunter was soon puffing and blow-
mf,: ste_rtﬁmpslg. He was obliged to
i'e inguish Lis hold on Punter's arm at
ask.

“T—1 ecan't keep wup this pace,
Punter!” he gasped. “I-I'll come
along alter. eep straight on—you
can't miss the school!™

Punter smiled and nodded, and swung
Ol

Bunter sank down on a grassy bank
to rest and take in air. He was not an
athlete, and Punter, for all his peculiar
Appearance, cou obvipusly walk
Buuter off his feet. .

As he rested, Buntor dwelt happily
o a vista of feeds unflimhited which he
hoped to squeeze out of the unsuspicious
ﬂﬂfhﬂ}'. s‘;‘I.’f Harry Wharton and those
rolters did not warn Pumter first,
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course. That was just the kind of thing
they were likely to do, thought the fat
junior, vengefully. If they did—
unter's lips framed one word, and he
muttered :
“Beasts "

- —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Bolsover !

i ALLO, hallo, hallo!'

Bob Cherry shaded his eyes
with bis hand, and looked to-
wards the gatos.

“My hat, you [ellows! See what's
blown in!”

His chums, the rest of the Famous
Five, turned from a cricket discussion
and stared. i

“Great Seott! Is it alive?” asked
Nugent, in tones of awe.

“Looks to me like a
skeleton ! grunted Johpny Bull.

“If he's not careful he'll get blown
away!” laughed Harry Wharton.

And Hurree Singh chuckled, and re-
marked that the bonefulness was
terrific!

The fellow who had just wandered in
at tho gates was certainly an unusual
speciman of huomanity, and the Co.'s
“humorous. comnments were well merited.

He paused uncertainly, blinking round
through his big glasses at the old school
buildings., Then, finally, he spotted the
‘Famous Five, and ambled slowly to-
wards them,

“Excuse me, you fellows!” he began
dn & thin, but level volce. “This is
Greyiriars, I supposei™
Bob Cherry bowed. low, doffing his

in playful salute.

‘Quite right, old son!" he grinned.
“ And in us you behold the cream of the
Lower School!”

While tho stranger ‘watched him
rather blankly, the cheery Bob waved
his hand theatrically at his chums,

“On my right you see Wharton,
skipper of the Remove and s mighty
pajandrum! The fellow with the feet
18 Johnny Bull—"

“What about your own, Bob
Ehﬁrry " eame an indignant snoré from

.I -

Bob tactfully ignored that interrup-
tion, and continued.

“This iz Nugent
looks——"

“I'll give you girlicsh looks——" be-
gan Wugent sulphurously.

Nugent took feminine reles in the
Remove dramatic performances, and
was a little touchy on the subject.

. "And this 13 Hurree Jamset Bam
Singh, Nabob of Baniphur, and a great
potentate in his own giddy native land.
I'm Bob Cherry—now you know as!
What's your name? I suppose you're a
now kid "

Wilfred Punter smiled Faintly.

“Punter,” he responded quietly—
“Wilfred Punfer. I'm pleased to mect
you alll™

“Honoured!" said Bob politely.

“T wanted to ask wvou if you eould
direct me to the Remove master’s study.
I've been told to report to him first.”

“You'll be in our Form, kid,” said
Harry Wharton. “Come on, we'll take
vou to the Quelchy-bird. You'll like

uti, Punter. He's a bit of a tartar at
times, but he's decont enough in the
main. Handle him carefully, and you'll
be all right. This way!”

With the new junior under their col-
lective wing the Famobs Five strolled
towards the house with the henevolent
intention of presenting Punter to Mr.
Quelech—this side up with care, zo to
speak.

walking

[

with the girlish
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what prominent nose.

eye. ** Yarooooh ™

* Come here, you freak ! ** cried Bolsover, aiming a fierce blow at Punter’s some-

The new junior ducked cleverly, and instead of Bolsover's

fist inducing a spurt of erimson, Punter's skinny knuckles went home in Bolsover's

The bully of the Remove gave a yelp of surprise.
(Sec Chapler 2.)

There was a group of fellows at the
bottom of the steps, and the new fellow
attracted a good many curious glances
a3 he cameo up. _

“"Look at the giddy moulting fowl!™
sniggered 8kinner, and there was n

chuckle.
Bolsover, in  his usual bullying
manner, detached himself from the

stone balustrade, and barred.the new
]iunic:r‘s progress, ‘The Remove bully
rad put on his most truculent expres-
sion, and stuck Iris hands in his pockets,
surveying Punter arrogantly.

“New lad—eh? What's your name
he began uncompromisingly.

“¥es, I'm Punter,” returncd
lanky youth.

“Get out of the way,
interjected Wharton angrily, *“We're
taking him to Mr. Quelch, We don't
w-.-ant;”muf of your bullving tricks just
now |

“Who asked

that

Bolsover !

ou to interfere, Whar-
ton "  inguire Bolsover, his eves
glenming, “I've got a right to speak
to the kid if I want to, haven't I

Wharton made no reply, but eyed him

primly.  Bolsover turned again to
Punler,

“Where d'you come from?” le
growled. “Any objection to telling
us ¥

The new follow Aushed.

“Why should 17" he asked quietly.

“Because I ask youl" retorted
Bolsover angrily.

“Well, I won't. Bo you can let nie
pass!” rejoined Punter.

An evil .expression came over Bol.
sover's face. He took his hands from
his pockets, and clenched them
ominously.

“That's not the way I'm accustomed
to being talked fo by new kids!"” lLe
snarled. “If you don't answer my
qn_iest[ﬁu, I'll make you sorry for your-
solE!™

Harry Wharton, his paticnce at an
end, strode in between them, arnd
glaneed scornfully at the bully.

“That's cnough, Bolsover!™ Fe
snapped. “You can shut up! Punter
is coming with us to Mr, Queleh ™

“(Got out of my way, Wharton!"”
ronred Bolzover, his temper flaming
up. “I'l do as I please, and if you
uhﬁ?ﬁu to 'l

“Hear, hear!” chirruped Skinner jov-
fully, *“Go it, ye cripples! Wharton
and Bolsover ave going to seftle 1t
botween them!™

“Smash him, Harry!"
Chorry.

There was a chorus of shonts ab onee,

“Go it, YWharton! Into  him,
Bolsover ™

Harry Wharton nceded no urging.
and he was about to advance on the
bully when bo felt & touch on his
shoulder., Tt was Wilfred Punter, pale-
faced but calm. -

Hatand aside, please, Wharton!™ Gia
sawd, with no trace of fear in his voic-,
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interfere, handle you,

roared Bob
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“This is my affair, and I would prefer
to deal with it myself!™

~#“But Bolsover will knock you into a
cocked hat!” ejaculated Wharton,

“All the same, let me stand up lo
him, pleasal™ g

“He's not a funk, anyway!” s=aid
]:lan}nld. 4 if bo h e i

“ Jiggered if he hasn't got a nerve!
said ﬁgﬁnnj' Ball ndmiri:igllj. “Ho's
as thin as a rake, and lsover will
absolutely massacre him!” :

“Ha, ha! Let Bolsover hit him once
and he'll howl for mercy!” jeered
Akionner. )

Still looking and. feeling very doubt-
ful, Wharton stood aside, and Bolsover
and Punter faced each other,

Bolsover's methods of fighting wers
not based on scientific lines, But his
advantage in weight and strength
appeared endrmous.

“Come on, you freak!” he growled,
and advanced with a fieree rush culen-
lated to sweep Punter off his [eet. .

His huge fists, whirling like flails,
seented likely to knock the new junior
fying at any moment, ]

But Punter had thrown himself into a
defensive , and was skipping lightly
just out cr! reach of the bully's whirling
lista.

“ Running away, you rotter!” jecred
Bolsover. “That won't save you!”
And he aimed a ferce blow at
Punter’s somewhat prominont nose. )

The new junior ducked cleverly, and
jnstead of Bolsover's fist inducing a
spurt of erimson, Punter's own skinny
knuckles went home in Bolsover's eye,
and he gave a yelp of surprise.
“Why, I'll snash the cad!
here, you—you——" =
He dashed at lis opponent, swinging
a series of sledge-hammer blows at him,
none of which, however, managed to
reach their mark. Punter was as elusive
as & will-o'-the-wisp. _

A terrific lunge which met nﬂthmg
but empty air took the bully clean o
his balance, and them—thud! The new
junior’s right connected with Bolsover's
jaw, and the bully of the Femove went
over like a ninepin,

“Man down!” roared Bob Cherry.
“Good man, Punter! You've knocked
out Bolsover—the one and only!”

Skinnar and hie pals rushed to pick up
the fallen Bully, and he groaned and
leaned heavily on them. He caressed
his jaw tenderly with one hand, aud
hent a new glance on the unperturbed
Punter. .

“You're & good man!” he admitted
_grodgingly. “Mind you, I can lick
iyu-u—nn& I will, too, any time you

ike—becanse you teck me by surprise.
till, you're a good man, and there’s my
hand on it, if that's to your hking."

*Tt's all vight,” smiled Punter, taking
Bolsover's hand frmly. “I didn't woant
a row. Let's forget it!"

Skinner & Co. helped Bolsover inio
the House and loft Punter smiling at
the crowd. He nearly doubled up as
Bob slapped him cheerily on the back.

“Vow ! gjaculated Bob & moment
later. “Yon're as bony as a Dlessed
skeleton! I've hurt my hand I

“This way for Mr., Quelch !” sald the
Femove captain, and led the way into
ithe House, )leaving_ the juniors discussing
the remarkable new  arrival who had
knocked ount Bolsover without getting
touched himself.

On the spot, several fellows who had
eontemplated regging Punter becauso of
his eceentrie appearance decided to post-
pone the rageing indefinifely—it was
only too ohvious that the ragger might
wasily become the ragged !

Meanwhile, Hurry Wharton & o
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biought Punter to Mr. Quelch’s study,
where they left him, having arranged
that he should come along to Study
No. 1 to tea after the interview.

In due coursa Punter arrived, to par-
take of hot toast and tea, eked out with
a few things hastily purchased at the
tuckshop and arran attractively for
his especial benefit.” Over toa Punter
relieved ‘Wharton and WNugent by in-
forming them that he had been put in
Study No. 12, where ho would have the
restiul company of the languid Lord
Mauleverer and his study-mates.

As they were only two in a study,
Wharton and Nugent had rather feared
that Mr. Quelch might billet Punter on
them, but evidently the Form-master
had decided that Punter would be hap-
pier in gquieter company—ior which the
chums were duly thankiul,

“Queeor chap, Punter, but I rather
like him ! seid Wharton, afier the new
jupior had gone,

“Bo do I, assented Nugent. “But
we don't want any additions {o this
study—what 7"

“Hear, hear!* agreed Wharton,
settling down to his prep.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

A Stariling Disecovery 1

OME days had passed since the sen-
S aatiﬂna{ advent of Wilfred Punter.
Bolsover had spent the. time in
nursing a damaged chin, and
showed no inclination to come to close
quarters with the new fellow again,

Harry Wharton & Co. had found
Punter likeable enough, if a little
strgnge in his ways, and it was scon
evident that he was a crank on the sub-
ject of archeology.

Alonzo Tadd, ﬂu thought he had dis-
covored & kindred spirit, made an at-
tempt to interest him in “ The Evolution
of a Polato,” a volume sent to Alonzo
on his birthday by his fond Uncle Ben-
jemin,  But Punter, although civil,
showed a lamentable fack of interest in
overything but his own hobby—poking
about in the school library after old
legends concerning Greyiriars when it
was & monastery, and wandering among
the ruins of the old chapel.

Alonzo had pressed one of his favourite
volumes on Punter, aﬁsurmgh him that,
as it was Bunday, he would have ample
time to investigate the wendrous growth
of an onion, as described by the mimit-
able pen of Professor Wat Bilge.

Mow it was Monday, aud it had
occurred to Alonzo to stroll along and
sce how much progress Punier had

made.

‘He arrived at Study No. 12, which
Punter sharod with f.'c:rd Mauleverer,
Sir Jimmy Vivian, and Piet Delarey,
the South African junior, just in time to
hear the voiee of Billy Bunter raised in

protest,

“Yahl You rotter!’ Making a fuss
about & paltry ten bob! I don't know
what new kids ore coming to! Of
course I shall pay up—when my postal-
order comes. I'm expectin et

*You've been expecting it a jolly long
time, haven't you?"” came Punter's voice
sarcastically,

0Ok, really, Punter! If you can’t
trust me, I suppose 1 ean borrow the
money from Wharton or L‘Ilerr{. if that
will Hﬂ-tiﬁi;f vou, you rotten Shylock !*

Alonzo Todd cougned, and looked inlo
ithe study
. " Pray do not make use of such oppro-
Lriong epithets to my friend Punter, my
dear Bunter I he entreated.

it._—i—

Bunter turned on lim, hia liltle oyes.

rleaming behind his spectneles,
*You shut up, Alonzo!" lie shouted.

“Mind your own business! This 15 a
private matter between the new kid aud
myself. I'm surprised at Tcu, Funter,”
he continued, elevating hia fat litthe
nose, & task which Nature had already
performed adeguately. “I'm afraid I
shall have to drop your uajiytance
after this! Don't worry - abous yomw
measly. ten bob. I'll pay you yuichly
enough, and glad to get out of pour
moneylender's clutches 1

The fat junior paused dramatically
after uttermg the last sentonce, and
then turned, with portly dignity, to the
door. He looked back from the passage
and remarked:

“¥Yah! Shylock!™
. With that Parthian shof, he thought
it safer to ecuttle down the passage, in
case Punter saw At to give chase, But
he need not have worried, Alonzo Todd
was tully occupring Punter's attention,
and had brought him another supply of
learned tomes.  While the new jumior
was doing his best to disclaim any in-
terest in the works of FProfessor Bilge
Billy Bunter rolled into Hall and paused
before the letter-rack,

He loocked from forece of habit in the
“B's, but there was nothing for
Bunter, One for Bull, and another fov
Bulstrode. He fingered them lengingly,
wondering whether either contained a
remittance, and if they did, what his
chances would be of touching the re-
cipient for a little loan to tide him over
till Wednesday, INot thut there was
anything great to expect on Wednesday,
but he sometimes got a small remittance
from home on that day.

Deciding that both eavelopes were too
thin to contain much, he put them
back and glanced idly over the rest. A
letter for Punter suddenly caught his
eye, and he took it in his fat fingers. It
wgas a well-filled envelope, fairly bulg-
ing, in fact. and, to Bunter's keen
imagination, seemed literally stuffed
with banknotes. Even allowing for
several sheets of notepaper, this must
contain & remittance., ‘Then IPunter's
people must be rich!

Bo far, Buanter hal been wnable to

-squeeze much out of the new junior, for

he had quickly gob “wide ¥ to Bunter's
methods of cadging, and aftor that ten
shillings at Unele Clegg's, had refused
to advance Bunter any more. Ewven
when the Owl increased his postal-order
to a cheque for five guinens, the new
junior callously advised him to go and
play on the feelings of a detachment of
Marines, but leave him alone, anyway.

“Mingy beast!” grunted Dunter,
turning the envelope over and over like
some particularly choicd morsel whieh
he was forbidden to eat.

“He—he could only thank me if I
took it to him, and n he might let
me have a pound !” muttered. the Owl,
fingering the flap. “0f course, 1
wouldn't open it! Wonder who Punter's
pater isT He wouldn’t tell Bolsover tho
day he came, though that was cheek.
Must be a careless bounder to send his
son all this money at a timc—and not
even registered ] - 1t's shocking, the care-
less way some people handle money.
Why, if this got into a fellow’s hands,
and he was hard up—"

He blinked at the flap, which some-
how—Bunter persuaded himself success-
fully that he didn't know in tho least
how—had becoms torn. :

“Oh, my hat! He'll think somcbody
has been trying to open it!” he gasped.
his fat thumb inserted in tha opening.
“There, it's ecome right open! XNobody
could blame him for that. SBome of tho
heasts would, though.”

He blinked round shchrt--Eig‘lltﬂdP', but
there was nobody near. He looked o
the envelope as if it hypnotiscd him,
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“T—X can’t take it to him like that!"
he muttered at last. *And if I put it
back in the rack somebody's surn to say
I opened it—they'ro such an unjust lot
of rotters hera, I get the blame for
erer thing. And Punter, he's as bad as
t&?‘ Fast, though he's only beon mt the
bletsed school five minutes. He doesn’t
deserve to get remittances like this—"'

His mutterings ceased, as, almost un-
consciously, he drew out the contents of
the letter. It was a Iﬂ“i envelope, and
well packed. The Owl blinked 1nquisi-
tively at & thick, folded paper marked
“General Plan.” As he took this from
the envelope a letter fluttercd tothe floor.

“What—whoat on earth is this roti"
he ejacunlated, peering disappointedly at
the first paper. It was covered with
designs in blue ecarbon, ﬁug‘fcﬁfmg
nothing te Bunter, and here and there
he read the familiar words, such as
“ Priory,” “ Ruined Chapel,” and so on,

Examining the strange document
more closely, ths fat junior began to
have some glimmering of understanding.

“It's a plan of Greyfriars and the sur-
rounding district!" he gasped suddenly.
“A plan of the school! What on earth
has this been sent to Punter for?"” His
little eyes gleamed behind his aﬁ:-ectaclea.
“ Bomething in this, I reckon!" he mur-
mured. * More than meots the eye, T'll
bet. Looks to mo as if Punter has a
gecret. Hallo! I forgot the letter ™

Grunting, he stooped and picked it up,
opening it and reading it without coin-

unction. It was his duty, as a Grey-
riars fellow, to investigate anything
fishy, and he persuaded himself into
quite a conscicntious frame of mind as
he procceded to do it. Investigation—
thet was what it was! Nobody could
call it prying.

As he read the first fow lines his fat
jaw dropped, and his little eves gleamed
with suppressed oxcitement till  he
reached the end. He perused the letter
a sccond time, as if wnable to believo
his own eyes .

“My hat!" he breathed. “ My hat!
What a scheme! And they bolieve they
know where it 15! Why, it's almost day-
IiE{.ht- robbery ! I—I suppose I ought to
take thiz to Mr. Quelch.”

He blinked cautiously round again.

“No, I won't!” he decided., * Quelchy
would only ask me how I came to know
what was inside the envelope. He'd
probably lick me, the beast. It's not

pod enough. My hat! I wonder——"

¢ broke off, a far-away look in his
eyes.

“T'l sea Skinner!” he muttered, slip-
ping the plan and letter inside his coat
and buttoning it carefully round his
emple form. ""He'll be bound to treat
me on the square, or I could give him
away. And it'll want & bit of thinking
about before we can do anything.
Bkinner's a erafty bounder, and he'll
think of something."

Y Hallo, hallo, hallo!
Dunter 7"

Bob Cherry's booming voice broke in
uncercmoniously on the fat junior's
reverie, and Bol's heavy hand descended
with a lowud report on Bunter's broad
hack.

“Yah! You silly ass!" roarcd the
Owl, dedging. “ You've nearly busted
my backbone! You—you didn't see——""
An anxious lack appeared on his fat face.
“If vou think I'd take a letter that
doczn't belong to me. you're mistaken,
Bob Cherry, that's all. I hepe I'm far
too honourcable a fellow to do a thing
of that =ort. DBoesides, it may have becn
meant for me all the time—a mistake 1n
the name. Not that I've touched any-
thing,” added Bunter hastily,

Day-dreaming,

pi¥

“Well, my
Cherry.

Bunter sniffed, and rolled away rather
quickly. ‘Not until he was safe in his
study did the fat junior’s confidence
return.

“Huspicious: cads, all of *em, in this
place,” he muttered peevishly. * Always
ready to believe the worst of a fellow,
when he's doing his school & gpood turn—
that's what it amounts to. I'll go and
find Skinner."”

And Billy Bunter rolled out of the
gtudy agai.

hat ojaculated Bob

L

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

The Schemers !

i SAY, yvou fellows!”

I The big glasses of the Owl of
the Remove glimmered in at the
doorwey of %tu&g No. 11, the

study oceupied by Skinner, Snoop, and
Stott, the black sheep of the Form.

Skinner & Co. were enjoying a chat
on “horses " before dinner. All three
of the young rascals had been Hpmtty
thoroughly “rooked ™ by Mr. Hawke,
the card-sharper and bookmaker, of tho
Cross Keve, over a “cert ¥ which had
unaccountably come in last, and they
were discussing the chances of retrieving
their losses by investing in angther of
Mr, Hawke's “dark horses,” Naturally
they had no welcome for Bunter.

“Reat!” said Skinner briefly.

“Roll away, old fat barge!” advised.
S2noop amiably.

“ Nothing to lend, ne grub for you to
bone, 50 clear off 1" added Stott.

Bunter gave the juniors a basilisk
glare, and drew himself wp ’mﬁm Fuii
height—not & very imposing altitude.

“Really, you fellows!" he protested.
“ Anybody would think you'd been
brought up in the slums, like young
Vivian, by the way you greet a visifor.
As for your retnarks about borrowing
your rotten money, or scoffing your
mnuid;‘ grub, I regard them with scorn,
Stott.”

Skinner silently picked up the poker.

“Ave you going, Bunter?” he in-
quired politely. “We're just having a
private confab. Fat porpoises barred,
If you want any help——" He lunged
forward with the poker, missing Lhe
Owl’s equator by a fraction of an inch,

Billy Bunter gave a yelp, and jumped
back info the passage with surprising
alacrit

""Yar; 1” he gasped, and there was a
chuckle from inside the study. " Beasts |
You don't deserve to be let into this,
Skinner! I've a jolly good mind to
keep it te myself, and have all the
treasure—"

“What's the fat ass babbling about?”
asked Btott, in wonder. !

“Some rot, as usual!” opined Snoop
carelessly.

“ All vight, you rotters!” growled the
Owl vengefully, “I won't tell you,
after all! Perhaps yow'll be sorry you
wouldn't liston when I'm riding about
in my Rells Royee! I sha'n’t lend yon
fallows a penmy then! You'll smile an
the other side of your face, I'H bhet I

With a facial conlortion which he
fondly imagined to be a scornful smile,
the Owl turned and began to roll along
the passage, kinner jumped to tho
door, .

“Hold on, DBunter!™ he eaid.

“0Oh, really——

“Clome in, vou fat ass, and get what's
WOrrying i."ﬂu aff vour chest !™ gruw]ﬁﬂ
Skinner, shoving the fat junior into the
gtudy, “And mind, if you've been
bluffing, look out for a record bumping,
that's all 1"

Buntar sniffed, and plumped his
ponderous form down in the best arm-
chair, regardless of & series of agonised
croaks from the chair.

“Careful, you ' great elephant!™
ecjacilated Stott, “You'll be smashing
up the happy home ™

" MNow, Bunter [” said Skinner grimly.
“What's all this about treasure? Some
:ﬁtg‘-' yarn, of course. But out with
it !

The Owl of thoe Remove carefully
adjusted his glasses on his fat little nose
before replying. Bunter realized that

_occupied—however temporarily—a.
position of importance, and he in-
variably made use of such rare occasions
to be as annoying s possible,

“I'm doing you a big favour, really,
Skioner, in lefting you into this,” he
hﬂg:an impressively.

“Oh, get on !” urged Skinner.

“You see, it's n delicate matter, and
I thought your advice would be useful,™
explained Bunter flatteringly.

The cad of the Remove was silent.
There appeared to be more in this than
there was usually in DBunfer's tattle.
Bnoop and Stott thought so, too. Three
pairs of eyes were fized on the Owl

“It's abont the Greyfriars treasure,”
announced DBunter at last, taking the
plunge, as it were. :

Skinner locked disappointed.

“Don't say you've found a clue to
that, vou fat idiot !" he growled angrily.
* Hundreds of fellows have scarched for
the treasure left by the Grey Friars,
but it's never n unearthed—and it's
never likely to be!”

Bunter winked.

“That's all you know ! he responded
cautiously. “But I happen to have go:
hold of some special im.!::rrma.tiun which

nlters the caze. JIow much 15 the
treasure supposed to  be  worth,
Skinner I

“Goodness knows 1”7 said Skinner.
““An awhal lot,” put in Snoop, “The

Grey Friars hoarded up a terrific
amount of stulf, and hid it without
leaving & solitary clue. It might be
worth milliens. But ge on, Bunter.

Surely you haven't got a real clue?®

The thought of millions of pounds
went to the juniors' heads like new
wine.

““ Perhaps—and perha not ! said
Bunter cryptically an Err_itatiuglj-.
“What I do say is this—if Skinner can

do what I think he can, there will be a
whack in the Grevfriars treasurs [dr
?I?EI:"uf us—enough to make us rich foe
ife!

Skinner strollod
glanced u
clozed an

across the studr,
and down the pastage, and
locked the door.

“Clarry on, old fat pippin!™ he =aid,
soating himself on the edge of the table.
“This sounds interesting. ‘What have
vou found out *”

* Ahem '” Bunter coughed. “Really,
I hope you fellows won't think I
opened somebody clse’'s letter; but the
name was almost the zame, snd the
writin%' my Aunt—Aunt Tabitha's. [
naturally thought—"

He groped inside his jacket and pro-
duced a crumpled envelope.

“Alind, it's share and share alike in
this " he warned; as he handed it lo
Bkinner. “I'my letting you fellows in
because I shall want some help, and-—-
and because vou fellows are my pals!™
he said cagerly.

Skinner took the letter and glanced
at the address.:

*“Master W. DPunter,
Greyfriars Scho.l,
Near Friardale,
Kent.”
Tone Magxrr Lisrary.—No, 852,
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“Whew [” he whistled, *Y¥ou've been
opening Punter's letters !” _

“Really, Bkinner! I told you how i
came to Dﬁn it! I thought it was from
my Aunt Matilda [”

“0Oh, ves, We know wour Aunt
Matilda !” grinned Bkinner. “It was
Aunt Tabitha just now] Bub what's
this? By Jove! Look here, you
fellows " ]

Brnoop and Stott craned their necks io
read the letter over their leader’s
shoulder, while Bunter watched. them
with & cunning gleam in his fat little
eyes. The letter, which was written ¢ n
good paper, with & business heading,
was certainly enough to startle any-
hody.

“Dear Wilfred,—I hope you are
sottling down comfortably at Grey-
friars, and have :nn.nag‘ed to look over
the place with the aid of the genéral
plan I gave you. I enclose another
which gives & few more indications,

“You will ba pleased' to hear that the
Ginal docnments we are preparing from
the old sources are almost complete, and
I will bring them down to Courtfield in

on on next Wednesday afternoon.
F;lslﬂ'ﬂ time only for a fying visit, :o
you must meet the three-fifteen at the
gtation.

“T. have instructed you how to read the
charta I shall bring, and the rest I must
leave to your acumen, As you &are on
the spot. You know what to do when
you have succeeded in your mmszion.

“Please on no account be late ab
Courtfield.—~Your affectionate father,

“BerxarDp R. PuxtER.”

fkinner perused that letter twice
before ‘he fully grasped the gist of it

he drew a deep breath.

“Jove ! he gasped. “What a stunt!
Punter planted here to find the Grey-
friars treasure—and let some outsider
get & claim on it—practically pinching
it from under our very noses!”

“ Rather ! guﬁfed Snoop.  “It's—it's
a jolly clever idea, really But—huk
where do we como in? ,

Skinner grinned craftily and looked
at Bunter.

“You hinled that you had a scheme,
old fat man 7 he asked jovially. *Let’s
hear it. We're all in this together, and
we're going to be rich—rich !

SBkinner's eves glitlered avariciopsly
at the thought, but Bnoop and SBtott
looked a littla blank, .

“I don't see it,” said Btott. *“ We can
stop Punter laying his hands on the
treasure by going to the Head. But
how does that help ve? We can't get
hold of it!"

William George Bunler gave a [at
chuckle, :

“H you fellows would listen,” he
grinned, *“I'd explain my scheme.
thought of this straight off. DBut -1
couldn’t do i1t myself, so I thought
of Skinner."

The scheme had only just come into
his head, but that was a mere detail to

Bunter.

“Bilence for Bunter!” chuckled
Bkinner greedily, .

“Old Punter iz coming down o

Courtfield by the threefifteen on Wed-
nosday,” resumed the Owl, with a cun-
ning grin. “He'll expect to meet his
son there mnd pive him the papers he
mentions. If we can get hold of them
the siufl’s ours.” )
“PBut how 7" inquired Stott, patiently.
“Waylay wyoung Punter on his way
hiack and bag ‘em?"” suggested Bnoop

haHequ}',

Too clomsy !™ said Bunter, with a
Tre Macxer Lisrary.—No, 952,

shake of the head. *This is my idea.
Suppose old Punter got a letter saving
that his son was detained for the after-
noon, and he was sending a pal instead?
How about that T

Bkinner nodded slowly., He saw the
cinning Owl's idea, and it seemed work-
able,

“You mean we'll write a letter to old
Punter in reply to this, saying that
Punter ecan't come, but one of usz will
bo there as Punter's pal? But it would
look too fishy., Old Punter would expect
his son to write, not a friend.”

“That's where you tome in, Skinner,"
said Bunter, nodding. “You can
imitate handwriting awfully well; you
remember when you wera nearly
expelled for——"

“Bhut up ! growled Bkinner.

The cad of the Remove did not like to
be reminded of the trouble in which lis

recious gift of penmeanship had landed

im on more than one occasion.

“Well, you see the idea!™ went on
Bunter earnestly. * Skinner writes the
letter in Punter's handwriting, men-
tions that he can't come—detained by
Quolchy—but 13 sending a pal.. You
can give yourself another name, Skinner,
just to maka it.quite safe. Then 8kin-
ner collars the papers, and the treasura
15 ours!"

“That sounds all right,” said Stott.
“0ld Panter would understand that his
son didn’t want to attract attention by
asking Chuelchy for special leave: that
was why he didn't register that leiter,
I expect, to keep things as uncbirusive
ag possible. But look here, doesn’t the
Government take all treasure trove and

leave the finders with hardly any-
thing "
Booop started, and his face fell.

“No, I don't think s¢,” said 8kinner
slowly. “I think all treasure iz Crown
property, but it’s uwsual to reward the
finder with the full value of the hoodle.
I vead that somewhere.”

M Oh, good ! said 8noop.

“The question is,” put in Bunter, "is
Skinner game to write the letter and
meet old Punter at the station? I've
cdone my bit in getiing the information
-~ahem !—and working out the scheme.
It's up to you, Skinny, old man!”

Skinner eged his cromies thoughtfully.

" What about a specimen of i’u.nt-ar’ﬂ
handwriting ?** he asked, “I sghall have
io have that!™

“T'll get that for you,” volunteered
Bunter eagerly. “And just think of
the rewn —tha'pim@s of eight, and—
and all that kind of thing, you know I

““There might even be a few dough-
nuts preserved in the treasure chests,”™
grinned Snoop.

“Good for you, old fat man!" said
Skinner, slapping Bunter quite affec-
tionately on the bhack, and in 2 manner
that made the Owl gasp. *1I believe
yvou've done yourself amd all of us a

.good turn by your prying into what

iloeen™t concern you. My hat! Think
of tha value of the stuff, vou fellows.
Ii's worth a bit of risk.”

“If the Head got to know—" began
Bnoop nervously.

“The Head won't know!” snapped
Skinner. “Even Bunter's got sense
enough to keep his mouth shut till
we've actually found the stulf; after
ihat thera’ll be no need for secrecy.
T'm on, Bunter!" :

A wave of penorosity surged over the
cad of the Remove—quite an unusual
peenrrence with him !

“There's a cake in the cupboard,” he
said cheerilv., *You can have it, if you
like 1” S
Alreadvy Skinner was visualising {he

— e

iles of erizgp bank notes which would be

is after the treasure bad been wn-
aarihed. .

“I'hanks, Skinner ! heamed the Owl,
rolling to the cupboard.

Hea started on the cake at ounce,:in
case Skinner should change his mﬁ .

“The sponer you get that imen, of
Punter's fist the better,” said Skinner, as
Bunter wiped the crumbs off his fot
checks,

“Tll pet it to-day,” promised the Dwl,
with a fat grin. “Thore goes the dinner-
bell. No time now!"

And, hiz appetite oapparently un-
affected by the cake he had just gorged
he rolled hastily in the direction of
Hall. 8kinner, Bnoop, and Stott ate
hardly anything at dinmer. Their
thoughts were fixed on a glorious vista
of wealth unlimited, which the% fondly
boped would zhortly be theirs. But only
a stern admonition from Mr, ?ﬂelc-l
kept Bunter from attempting his fourth
helping of pudding. Bunter's appetite,
as usual, refused to be upset!

e —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Way [

3 soon -as dinner was over hili;-
Bunter rolled cautiously along
- to Punter’s ztudy, otherwize tho
]ﬁlla.tial abode of Lord Maule-
veroer, o realised that this was pro-
bably the onuly chance he would get of
searching for a sample of the new boy's
“fist ¥ without the senco of one of
the ewners of the study. Even if Vivian
and Delarey were out, Mauly was
generally to be found reclining at his
ease on the sofa. 3

The fat junior’s lock was in, Delarey
had bultenholed Mauly as he came out
of Hall and taken him for a stroll in
the guad. Bunter had watched them
go with great satisfaction. Then he had
seen Vivian make for the gym, and he
knew that, barring accidents, the coast
was clear till afterncon classes.

Now the Owl stopped before the door
of No. 18, and by ﬁiﬂﬂr instinct lowered
his fat ear to the keyhcle. Thera was
no sound from within, but to make quite
sure Bunter knocked. Receiving no
reply he turned the handle, rolled into
the room, and closed the door quictly
behind him,

His big spectacles gleamed round the
study in quest of properiy of Punter's,
and alighted on the waste-paper basket,
The very idea! FPunter would not miss
anvthing taken from the waste basket.
and a discarded exercise would serve
Skinner quite adequately as & copy.

The Owl jerked the basket from the
corner where it stood and upended it on
the nice new cloth which covered
Mauleverer’s mahogany table. Tho
basket had bheen nearly full, snd an
sssortment of squeezed-up paper was
presented to Bunter's eyes. e un-
ravelled each piece  eystematically,
tossing those bearing Mauly's dﬁh
caligraphy or Sir Jimmy's painst 14
scraw] back into the receptacle. He made
a little pile of Punter's work—a couple
of half-completed Latin exercises, a list
of books, and a iled page from an
cssay. When he had dizcovered theso
Bunter gave a fat chuckle and swept tho
rost into the hasket.

“Theso ought to he enough for
Skinner !” he murmured.

There was a heavy step in the pass.
age, followed a loud thump on tha
door, and Bob Cherry's voice.

“Mauly | Mauly, you slacker—you’ra
wanted| Hallo! Bunter, you fat
bounder, what geme aro you up tof”
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The exuberant Bob had swung open
the door, and caught the Owl with

Punter's exercises grasped in his pod
paw,

Bunter gasped, i .

"g;—-[— That 15, I just dropped 1n
‘to 8peak to my old pal Punter, you
knbw ! he managed to say, with an
attempt at digniky,

“How long have you been a pal of
Punter’s?" inquired Bob grimly. "1
saw him kick you outside t%m tucksho
the other day when you tried to touch
him for a loan. Hardly the way to
treat a pal—what "

#That—that was onl
Cherry! Punter and I are absolutely
bosom: pals. We—we can’t get on with-
out each otherl” protested  Bunter
fatuously, at the same time endeavour-
ing to conceal the pilfered exercises in
his trousers pocket. *“ As—as he's nol
here, I'll now, if you'll let me pass,
Bob Cherry 1™

“Hold on, you fat bladder of lard!™
said Bob suspiciously. * What's that
vou've just shoved into your pocket?
Papers, weren't they? Turn "em out!”

“0Oh, really!" protested Bunfer
feebly. *I'm surprised at you, Cherry,
I am really !

Bunier was playing for time, and
working his fat brein desperately to
think of some plausible explanation for
his unauthorised presence in the study.

“You see,” he began cautiously, “1I
—I came here to get an exercize Punter
said he'd leave on the table for me—

EY

e joke, Bob

he's helping me with my Latin, you
EEGWI &"hurﬂ] Now let me pass, you
ast 1™

Bob grinned, but there was a serious
look in his eye.

“Not so fast, old fat pippin!* he
sald, “Turn out that pocket, and let
mo sée what you've been up to. You
don’t know what Punter would think if
he caught you! It's bad enough when

ou pinch things from fellows who
Lhow you, but when you start on new
kids, you're getting the ¥orm a bad
name. Show up, you fat frop!”

Bunter glanced longingly at the door-
way, guarded by Bob's stalwart form,
and he groaned inwardly. He shoved
his hand slowly into his pocket and
carcfully drew out one of the exercises.

“There yon aro, you beast!™ he
mumbled. *You can see for yourself
that it’s only an exercize book for me
to copy. ere, you rotter—gimme it
I B .]I 15

For Bob had taken it from Bunter's
hand, when the Owl had intended him
to have only a glimpse at it, and was
now examining the exercises with care.
As Bunter opened his mouoth to protest
etill further, a junior appeared in the
doorway, and the Owl gave a gasp of
dismay.

Wilfred Punter glanced, first at
Bunter, then at Bob, reading the exer-
cise. His faco darkened, and he strode

siuddenly into the study, snatching the
paper from Bob's hands,

“You rotters!” he ericd. “What do
von want meddling in my stady? Is
this the kind of thing Wharton en-
courages in the Remove? You prying
cadlg———"’

“Bteady, Punter!” interposed Bob
Cherry, layving a hand on Punter’'s arm,
his c¢yes gleaming a littlee “Wait
till you've heard tho facts of the case
before vou start shouting. From what
I can =ec, this iz only an old exercise,
whith Bunter said vou had left on the
table for him. It doesn't look much use
to me—it's yvesterday's work [

H3hat made you come bulting in

- -\.
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His eyes gleaming, Wilfred Punter strode into the siudy and snatched the exercise
* You rotters ! ”* he cried.
meddling in my study ? Is this the kind of thing Wharton encourages in the

Remove, you pryving cads? ™

from Bob Cherry®s hand.

“ What do you want

(8ee Chapter B.)

here, either of you?" sshed Punter
savagely,

Bcﬁy Eharr:,r eyed the junior’'s white
face coolly,

“I came to speak to Mauly,” he said.
“As T opened the door, I saw Bunter
with this exercise in hiz fat paw, and
naturally, knowing Bunter, I made hum
give 1t up!”

“0Ohl"” satd Punter, turmog to the fat

junior, you wore prying in hero,
were you'! You fat slug, what were
you after? COut with ik!"

'IJ!I

“ Nun-nun-nothin wailed Bunter,
souttling behind Bob Cherry. "I—I
just cama in to—to——" Bunter tried
desperately to think of a lie, but a lie
would not come. It was rare, indeed,
that Bunter was stumped for s yarn,
but he scemed landed in a net of cir-
cumstances that- defied hiz powers for

anee !

“1 say, suppose you lick the beast,
Bob " in suggested Lrightly, glaring
over Bob’s shoulder at Punter. *“I'll
hald your coat for you, old man! That
rotter could do with a licking. Accus-
ing fellows of prying into scerets—yah !
'Wiat have wvou got that o fellow
mustn’t see, Punter?’ -

Bunter’'s little eyes gleamed vindie-
tively as he lit on that channel of
CEOATIE. .

“Looks jolly fishy to me—flaring up
like that over a paltry matter. I think
he must be hiding something, Bob, and
he's afraid wo shall find it—that's what
made him lose his wool "

Armed with exclusive information ro-

arding Punter's affairs, Bunter felt
ﬁimself onn the high road to wictory.
Poh could not help griomng,
Punter's faco was white with fury.

“Let me get at him, the fat toad!"
lﬁe gasped fiereely,  “I'll=I'll smash

i.ml‘l

Lut

He made & sudden Isap across the
study, and before Bob could stop him,
ho had seized Bunter by the coat-collar
and began to shake him as if he had
been a rat,

“Ow! Yow! TYaroogh!" roared
Bunter, “You rotter! There goes my
glasses, II they pget b-broken you'll

have to p-pay for them!
bona's brokon, I believe.
boast 1"

“Drop that, Punter!” rapped Dol
Cherry. )

Punter made no reply, but continued
to shake Bunter as if for a wager. DBoh
strode forward, and wrenched the in-
furiated new junior from the Owl, who
stood gasping, like a newly-landed fish.

“That's enough, Punter!" said Bob,
his big fistz clenched. “If you want
anybody io work off your rotten temper
on, I'm waiting |

Punter stepped back, breathing hard.
He realised that he had made a fool of
himself by losing his femper over a
trifle—as 1t appeared fo Bob., But if
Bunter had scen any of his private
papers, and found any reference to his
misgsion at the school, Punter trembled
inwardly., He dropped his hands and
forcod a laugh.

“ Let the fat little beast go!™ he sand.
“J don't think he'll put his nose in thix
study again. There was no necd for
you to interfere, Cherry "

Bob looked at him.

“Tve no wish to interfere!” he re-
torted coolly. * But you'd better keep u
civil tongue in your head, Punter, or 1
shall interfere with you—hard !

He gave the new junior a glance, an
turning. left the study, followed rather
closely by Bunter,

Punter closed the door and locked ir.
Then he swung up the lid of his desk.

Tree Maioxer Lismrary.—No. 252,

My collar-
Btoppit, you



10

e = E—

He breathed a sigh of relief as he noted
that . the contents were quite undis-
turbed, Evidently DBob Cherry had
arrived in time to prevent Bunter from
discovering anything of importance.
At that moment Punter felt almost
grateful to Bob. He would get a letter
regarding the final documents sagn, he
expocted, Then it would bhe but a
short whila beforea his mizsion was com-
pleted. He would have been consider-
ably sprprised, not to say alarmed, if
he had known exactly what Punter
knew of his plans, and how the Owl
and his raseally accomplicos were plot-
tilﬁ to forestall him !

eanwhile, Bunter paused before the
door of No. 11, and knocked happily
on it. He felt that he deserved well
of his country, His part of the altair
was done now. He congratulated hime-
gelf, that with rather Jess than his
usual obtuscness, he had seen that this
was & matier which could not be
bungled theough in his habitual manner
—and that a clever accomplice such as
Skinner wonld take practically all the
risk off his fat shoulders—which was
just what he wanted !

Bunter agreed that it was Skinner’s
jobr to write the letter to Mr, Punter—
and incidentally, to take any risk that
might be attached thereto, And inter-
viewing Mr. DPunter at the station
would be a ticklish job which the Owl
felt would be much beticr left in some-
body e¢lse’s hands—oeven at the expense
of & share in the treasure. DBut then,
Bunter reflocted, there wonld be plenty
to go round, and make them all rich
for life—so why worry?

He rolled cheerily into the study
where Bkinner & Co. had foregathored
to await his arrival with the purloined
exercizes,

“Gat them, old man?"” asked Skinner
anxiously.

“Trust your uncle!”
Bunter, dragging the rest of thoe exer-
cisea—which fn:s %md not shown to Bob
Cherry—from his pocket. *“Ilere you
are, Skinner—a page from an essay,
and some Latin!™

“"You weren't seen?" asked Snoop,
picking up one of the papers.

“That beast Bob Cherry cavght me—
and Punter found us in there—but he
didn’t  suspect!"” concluded Bunter
hastily. “He flew into a rage, but ho
hasn't the slightest idea that we know
his little game—I'm sure of that. It's
all right, Bkinner—you've only got to
do vour part now !

Bkinner locked at him grimly.

“Of course, you had to be seen, you

roaponded

fat bungler!”™ he growled. “8till,
Punter can't  saspect — we've  safo
enough. DBy Jove! I ecan get the

trick of the fellow’s handwriting from
these Easilf enough! Let's zee—if I
write the letter to-might, I could post
it so that he'd get it to-morrow morn-
mg—that's Tuesday. No time to write
back before Wednesday alterncon.
That’'ll do a treat!”

MAnd you'll meet at the
station?” asked Stott.

O course!” roplied Skinner easily.
*MNothing in that! a'll recagnise his
son's fist, and there’ll no reason for
him to suspect that anything is wrong.
¥ shall tell him when ;[{ write that I—
Wilfred—have been detained for the
afternoon by Mr. Quelch, and that I
am sending a pal and confidant along
mstead — mentioning myself under

him

another name—Cecil Hawkins, say!"
wound up Bkinner enthusiastically.
“My hat, Bkinner! You've got a

rerve I said ﬁnunp admiringly.
“Tll just jot down the gist of the
Tre Micxer Lisnany.—XNo. 952,
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lotter now!" said Skinner. “ Therc's
jﬁ?t‘? timoe before classes. How about
this?™

The cad of the Remove sal down at
the table and drow a sheot of impot-
papor towards him, chewing his pen.
After thinking a few moments, he
began to write, and the gthers watched
him expectantly.

“What do you think of that for a
rough draft?" psked Skinner, throwing
down his pen. “Logk at it!”

. " Dear fother,—I am awfully sorry,
but I have bheen detained for Wednes-
day afterncon by Mr, Quelch, my Form-
master, and I shall not be able to meet
you as arranged at Courtfield station.

“However, I have confided in a pal,
Cecil Hawkins, in order to get some of
the information I wanted—and I am
scnding him in my place. You may
rely on him—I have told him that yon
will trcat him handsomely when the
treasure is found—and he will bring
the papers to me safely enough.

“It would only attract attention if I
asked special leave from Ar. Queleh to
meet you, so I think this is the best
course for me to take.

“Your affcctionate son,
“Wirrrep PunTer.”

“Aly hat! That's
Snoap.

“First class!” agreed Btott.

M Not bad ! admitted BRunter. “That
will puil us throngh all right so long
az Ekinner can imitate Punter’s hand
well enough to deeeive his pater. You'll
have to be careful. Skinny, old man!”

“You fat ass!™ grinned Skinner.
“ Leave it to mae !

Bunter sniffed, and rolled out of
the study, while Skinner practised
assiduously to  reproduce Punter's
“fist " until the bell went for afternoon
classes. DBy that time the cad of the
Remove was smiling with satisfaction—
an indication that his efforts had not
been without success |

preat!™ smid

—_—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Skinner the Diplomai !

HROUGHOUT Wednesday morn-
ing, Skinner & Co. and Bunter
might have beon observed wear-
ing an air of subdued excite-

ment. In the Form-room., Mr. Quelch
found them unduly attentive for once.
Even Bunter's construe was not quite so
atrocions as usual, and there were
evidenees that he had dene his prep the
previous night—quite a shock for the
Form-master! For the first time in the
Removites' memory the porpoise was
abla to sit down agdin with a satisfied
smirk on his podgy features, instead of
incurring a caning, or lines, or at best,
a few  sarcastic remarks from  Mr.
Chuelch.

It was plain to the rest of the Remove
that there was "something on ™ for the
afternocon, and that neither Skinner &
("o, nor Bunter were running any risk
of detention. To the four young rascals,
the hands: of the clock seemed to re-
volve with leaden slowness, but at last
the welcome dismissal arvived, and the
fellows streamed out info the passage.

“Match against St. Jude'z at two-
thirty, you fellow!™ sang out Harry
Wharton cheerily, as he and Nugent
headed for the study. In the general
disenzsion over the mateh, the cads of
tha Remove were forgotten, which was
just what they desired at tj‘mt stage of
their scheme.

After dinner the four donspirators met
in Study XNo. 11, three of them keen

: T“E i GE“ ki T“E SGARLET STHEAH ! "

and excited, Bkinner not fesling quite
50 sure of himself now that the matter
wis to be put to the test. He carefully
locked the door and put on & cigaretie.

“The old bounder's cﬂming down b
the three-fifleen,” he said, “I havien
got much time.” '

“Don't fnrﬁet to put it to him hke 4
Duteh unela 1 urged Shoop. “He's eors
tain to believe you if vou earry a bold
front." '

“I think you fellows ought to leave
it to me!” interrupted Bunter, blink-
ing seviously at his confederates. " This
iz a4 matter requiring a lot of tact—and
I'm bound to say I'm just the man for
the job! Bkinner's all right,” he ndded
rather hastily, as Skinner glared atk
him, “but I could carry it through
much better myself, I think, If Skm-
ner loses his nerve—"

“Bhut up, you fat idiot!” growled
the cad of the Rewmove. “You're no
use in this act! It'll be easy enough if
I play mv cards carcfully. 1 can see
him swallowing the yarn whale and
handing over the papers like a lamb!
I'm not worrving about that, But we
must keep it dark. If the Head got to
know before we find the treasure” and
elaim it as our own, we should ‘ca
ture a flogging apiece, at least,
yon'd better keap your tattling tongua
still, Bunter—unless yon want Gosling
to hotst you in Big Hall "

Bunter guaked at the thought.

“0Oh, dear! Do be careful, Skinner.
I sha'n’t breathe a word., T'll be as
munt as an oyster! And it's safe
enough dealing with this man Punter.”
went on the Owl craitily. “He daren’s
make a fuss if we get the stull first—
wa  can destroy the papers and say
we've been oxploring on our own, and
stumbled on the treasure by accident.”

“That's so,” agreed Snoop. “As long
az wo keop our own counsel, we're safo
as houses.” . _

“Hear, hear!” said Stott. * And look
what a haul it_will be—we shall have
pocket-money for a bit, I know.”

Shinner grinned greedily, and threw
the end of his cigarette in the fire.

“1'd better bo going,” he announced,
“Trust e to puﬁ the old buffer's leg,
He'll never have & doubt. So-long!”

e took his cap and left the study:

After telling Bunter in lurid tones
what would happen to him if he let the
sceret out, Snoop and Stott strolled off
together to the woodshed for a quiet
smoke,

Meanwhile, Skinner was striding
down Friardale lune, his brain busy
framing the words he would use in in-
terviewmg Mpr. Punter. Everythin
depended on his carrying this part o
the programme through successfully.
If Mr. Punter for any reason suspected
hiz bona fides, it would be all up. Bug
a3 Skinner thought over the various
points of his schome, ho AINe more
conlident, and chuckled guietly once or

twice. The man could not suspeet, The
letter he, Skinner, had sent was per-
fectly plausible. What could be more
natural than that Punter junior, with

such & delicate task belore him, had felt
the need of a confederate, and had con-
fided in Cecil Hawkins? Hawkins,
naturally, knew all the twists and turns.
of the old school, and his- aid must
abriously be invaluable to a fellow en-
trusted with Wilfred Ponter’s delieate
mission. Mr. Punter must be aware
that schoelboys might at any time incur
detention—ryes, the scheme was sound os
a bell, thought SBkinner.

Half-way to the village he passed
Monzon and Vavasour, members of the
scloet society of Higheliffe *nuts,” but
he nodded to them and was not
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molested. Had the “nuts” been in a
Flﬂj’flt; mood, there might have been a
‘ragging,” or they might have stopped

im to arrange a “‘little game.” For-
tunately, Monson owed Skinner & mat-
ter of ten shillings or so, and there
wag,mo desire on his side to do more

an nod at present.

" At- Friardale Station, the cad of the
Remove had some minutes to wait be-
fore the old loeal ran.in. Arrived at
Courtfield, after a journey full of impa-
tience, he strolled on the platform until
the three-fifteen was signalled.

Though oxperiencing several inward
gqualms, Skinner nerved himself to the
business in hand and glanced keenly at
the passengers as the train str.ﬁ})ai

An old farmer descended, followed by
o soldigr, Then an elderly, very t_.ail
ﬁantlcman in & frock-coat and shining

topper " stepped out of a first-class
CATTIAED. .

Skinner eved him anxiously from a
distance. He. did not look at all the
kind of gentleman whose leg it would
be simple and easy to pull. He struck
Qkinner as a City gentleman. His
eyes werg dark and keen, and ho had
a short, dark moustuche. He carried a
gilver-knobbed cane, and walked with a
stiff, assured stride. He looked about

‘him on alighting, evidently a:pe-ctihﬁ'

tg sec his son, and then his eves reste
on Skinner’s cap. He gazed intently at
the junior for a moment, and then ap-
proached him. ;

“Pardon me—you are & Groyiriars
boy, I believe?™ ) )

Slinner raised his cap and smiled in-
gratiatingly. : ?

“*“Yes, sir,” he recsponded. "I suppose
you are My, Punter?”

The man nodded.

“Quite right,” he said sharply. “ And
yvou are Hawking, then? Why have you
como? I expected my son to meet me
hers this afternoon. I expressly said I
should arrive by the three-Bfteen. Yet
this morning I received & letter from
him, & T-::rgis:[ng and saying that he had
been defainecd.’ '

“Wilfred told you in the letter that
his psl Hawkins would come instead,
sir,” answered Bkinner crafltily.. “He
is detained till five, and asked mo to
oxplain to vouw.” :

r. Punter arched his browa.

“What do you mean—detained? He
knew my business was important |

“Ho foll foul of Quelchy, sir—our
Form = maester,” coxplained = Skinner.
“He's in the Form-room now, grinding
at an impot. Fellows often get de-
tained on & half. But shall we go
intoc the waiting-room, Mr, Puntec?
Wilfred said you would have something
to give me.”

Mr. Punter eved him grimly for a
few moments, and then turned towards
the waiting-room.

“Come along, then, Hawkins,” he
said. "' Let me seo—vour name s Haw-
kina, ia it not?"

Yes, sir,” responded Skinner inno-
cantly.

“Ta ho sure. Sit
down, Hawkins.”

Bkinner, emiling slightly, and in-
wardly uﬂngrﬂ.tulating himzelf on the
suocess of s plans, ebeyved, Mr. Pun-
ter took ont a cigar, and hghted ik
slowiy, Without appesring to, he was
rorutinising SBkinner 1 a very thorough
manner. Bub the cad of the Remove
was aware of if, and stopd the ordeal
well.  Mr, Punter spoke at length,

“MNow, vou speak az if you are a close
fricnd of Wilfred's?™ he began guestion-

in;{:l:.'.
*We've been pretty pally since he
eame 0 thoe school, sir,” lied Skinner

Hore we are.

coolly. “He had a lot of things to find
out—as you know, sir. A fellow already
at the school could tell him a lot,
Being my study-mate, he told me the—
ahem !-=reazon for his coming to Groy-
friars. It struck me &3 a rather clever
idea, if I may soy so. Bo I offered to
come here this afterncon and get the
papers you have brought down with
yOoul.

Skinner grinned coolly, hardly able Lo
believe that the thing was going off o
easily. He was surprised at his own
nerve. Mr. Punter gave him a very
puzzled loock.

“You seem rather a cool customer,
Master Hawkins,” he said. I must ba
frank with you. You say you under-
stand the reason for the installation of
my son at LGreyiriara? I must ask you
to be frank with me, Exactly how
much do yon know®"

Skinner coughed,

“Your son eaid that he had to locato
the Greyfriars treasure, zir,” he roplied.
“You intend to unearth it, belisving it
to be worth & very big amount, and you
needed somebody on the spot to get firat-
hand information—-"

“fzo on!” said Mr. Punter,

“You gave Wilfred a general plan of
tha place, and wrote saying you would
bring down the complete papers relating
to the treasurs to-day.. Under the cir-
cumstances, your son gsked mo to come
in his stead.”

Mr. Punter dabbed his forehead with
n silk handkerchief.

“¥ou evidently understand my plans
pretty thoroughly !” he gasped, taking
a wallet from his: pocket. “And did
Wilfred mention your remuneration
when the affair is completed " _

“He said I could rely on you to give
me o look-in, sir,” BSkinner coolly re-
plied.

Mr, Punter was silent for a little
while, chewing at his cigar. He rose to
hid feet af last.

“You are a very cool young man,
Hawkins,” he remarked. ** Very cool in-
deed. But you can rely on me to give
ou & look-in, as you call it. Seo here.

am willing to offer you five per cent.
of whatever is secured. as tho ouleome of
this—this business. That is for keeping
the matter secret until the time is ripe
for disclosure. What do you say to that,
m% ladi™ ]

“kl.m'ler grinned, almost huggring him-
AL,

“That will salisfy. me, sir,"” ho said
diffidently. “My part of the affair
coases Bs soon as 1've taken those papers
back to school.” ;

Mr. Punter eyed him again belore
opening his wallet, as if wondering ot
the cool self-control exhibited by the
juior.  Skinner, with success in his
grasp, did not turn a hair.. He met the
man's gaze cheerfully, only concealing
his elation.

Mr. Punter closed the wallet and
handed him a bundle of papers.

“There you ave, Hawkins, my voung
friend,” he sail. ® And, whalever yon
do, don't loso them. Tell Wilfrod that
I am annoved that he could not aveid
being detained on such an  occasion.
He has no excuse, for I mentioned that
I could only pay hun a flying visit, Lk
Ehat it was safer to hand the documents
to him personally. I am very much
obliged lo you for coming here, and for
rentering Wilfred assistance in lus task
which he has probably found extremely
neceptable, Yon do oot appear the kit
of boy to spoil hus chances by unguavided
talk, and youn bhave your sharve fo loolk
forward to, as we arranged. 1 think
that iz all. My train iz due in o few
minutes, T believe”

Hea consulted a big gold watch, nodded, -
and lit another cigar. -He seemed to
have trouble in keeping his ¢igars alight,
aud there was a certain ostentatiousness
about thesa. and his other visible signs.
of proaperity that made SBkinner want to
grin, The cad of the Remove, Gnding
somo - dificulty in stopping his hands
from trembling, carcfully slipped the
documents entrusted to him into an
inner pockes.

Mr. Punter held out his hand.

“Here is my train. Good-bye, Master
Hawkins! I am glad to have made your
acquaintance.”

He shook hands with the junior, and
swung open the door of a first-class car-
riage. ' Bkinner raised his cap, and
walked across to the other platform to
walt for the local.

There was a triumphant
cad's face, and ho tapped
assure himself of the HE.?EIJF of the papers
at frequent intervals, As the train for
Friardale rolled in, Bkinner gleefully
ensconced himself in & corner seat, and
fall to imagining the joyful times he and
his cronies would have as .soon as the

rin on the
iz coat to

treasure of the old Grey Friars should

be uncarthed and the reward of his
trickery reaped.

Skinner was well aware that the whole
of tho treasurs was the property of the
Crown, but he also knew that it was
customary to reward the finder of hullion
with the full value of his. discovery.
And as he dwelt on that pleasant
thought he hulwfed himself again,

There . wou be card-parties,  and
horses, and o©nlimited *smokes.”™
Skinner and his pels would be able to
paint the town a particularly vivid shado
of rod when they got their rascally hands
on the monkish pieces of eight. The
hoard of the Grey Friars was reported
to have been fabulous, and Bkinner
could envisage gold and silver vessels,
and piles of gold coing, in almost end-
léss sucgession.

The zhort run to Friardale seemed to
take an age to the impatient junior, who
was fairly seething with excitement.

“(Great ! he muttered as he descended
from the trein on the village.platform.
“Great, Harold, my boy! This is the
ﬁaﬁrﬁum vou ever did yourself in yom
ifa!

As he swung oubt of the station into
the street a thought struck him, and he
chugkled inveluntarily.

“My hat!"” he grinned. “I should
like to seo old Punter's face whon we've
fomnd the treasure. It'ud be worth a

ruinea’ a box !"
e )

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
IM-Gotten Galns !

“ 00! The old priory!”

Filly Bunter spoke ﬂﬂ%ﬂt‘l A

and his- fat voice :LirEy

trembled with excitement,. He

pointed with a podgy forefinger at the

plin which lay on the table of Htudy
Nea. 11,

Skinner was geated on the edge of the
table, and Snoop and Stott craned their
hoads over Bunter's shoulders to get a
glimpse of the “finel docoments ™
cntrustod to Skinner by Mr. Punter.

There wasz nothing very Y deep " about
the instructions which that gentleman
had cnclosed for Lis son’s gpuidanes, He
had givon no clues or mvsterious parch-
ments—merely 8 few sheeld of paper,
ncatly byned, and dwelling ehielly on the
conrse of action Wilfved Pouter was to
follow when he had aceomplished his
task. '

The first page, which was the one which

Trr Magxer Tanray,—NNo, 85E
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interested the four echemers, contained
precisa instructions as to tHe finding of
the booty, and showed a little diagram.

“1 was undecided,”- they read,” “1in
which of several underground passages
the slab guarding the treasure 18 to be
found. Various ancient plans-I have
examined gave vague and.conflicting in-
formation, and 1 have expérienced the

test dif}?chult:.r in. sifting the chaff
i m the wheat, :
r?”!i'uur best coursa will be to enter
the ‘tunnel which runs from beneath the
old - priory in Friardale Weod to the
ruined chapel at Greyfriars, and p
until & passage entering from the left
is reached, \ g

“The document to which I pm my
faith says, * Walk twoseore paces alon
that way, ‘turn the slab, and the hoar
of the Grey Friars is yours.'

“WNaturally, I have r_m:d-ﬂrmauﬂ thea
spolling, but the meanng
the stone is a little puzzling. )
ably it is balanced so that the pressuré
of & secret spring will effect the " turn-
ing *=—which I take to mean °sWinging
open '—and solve the riddle.”

There was a lot more,- but none of the
four felt inctined to read it. This was
all they wanted—plain, straightforward
directions, enabling them to walk
steaight to the treasure and claim it as
their own! - Probably, at that mo-
ment, each of the treasure-hunters
wished that he had found this out by
himeelf, and could secure the whole of
the booty—but there was comfort in the
reflection that there would be enough
and to spare for all. Even Bunter was
satisfied, when he visuvalised 1t, with &
uarter share.
> It was the hour supposed to be de-
voted to preparation, but the young
rascals were thinking of anything but the
next day's lessoms.

* Just think of it!" breathed Skinner,

loating over the page like a miser over
Eia wealth, -~ We've only got to handle
this carefully, and our fortunes are
made. What does it say? Forty puces
and a slab of stone—if wa can't find
that, chaps, we don't deserve to get any-
thing. Thank goodness, Punter never
rot hold of this!”
"7 say, you fellows!™ burst out Bunter,
his little eves glistening greedily, The
thought of so much wealth was too
much for the Owl. “I think you ought
to give me at least half of the stff,
considering it was me who let you into
this! I think that's very generous o
me. You three fellows can divide the
rest up between youl”

“Shut up, you fat fool!” growled
Skinner angrily. “We don't wgnt to
quarrel over the spoils now we re on
the verge of handling them! I've got
as good.a claim as any to have a bigger
share than the rest of you, but I'm not
claiming  it—there'll {Iﬂ mora than
enough to go round! Tf we start fall-
ing out at this stage, there'll be a free
ﬁg%zt when we set our eyes on the stuff 1”
Jnoop nodded,

“You're right, SBkinner!” he said.
“You keep your fat mouth shut, Bunter,
We're all in it—we've all got to help
iind it—and it's unl’y fair that we should
have equal shares?

“Hear, hear!” agreed Stott heartily.

Considering  that all Sidney James
Snoop and William Stott had done up
to this stage was to give assent cheer-
fully to the suggestiona of Bkinner and
Punter, this was rother cool, to say the
least of it. But, as Skinner had pointed
aat, those who were going to have plenty
could afford to be hountiful,

Bunter sniffed, hut he did not make
more suggestions. He saw  the
Macxer Liprany,—No. 952
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wisdem of Skinner's view, and turned his
fat thoughts to the business'in hand.

“When shall we go znd look for iti"
he - asked. ;

“No time like the present!” said
Skinner, looking keenly from one to the
other of his confederates. * Who's game
for a littla expedition after lights out?
If- we find it, we can leave it till the
miorning, pay another visit, letting a few
fellows know, quite unsuali:.r, that we're
going on a treasure hunt—and come
back and announce the discovery of the
genuine article! Bhove your paws up,
those in favour”

Snoop and Stott shot up their hands
with hardly & moment's hesitation, and
Bunter followed, more slowly. The
treasure was in no danger of being dis-
turbed by anybody else, so far as he
could see, and Bunter did not relish the
idea of leaving hiz warm bed in the
dead of night—especially to creep round
in euch & dark and lonely locality as the
old priory in Friardale Wood, 8till, if
the rest were determined, he would have
to go. It would never do, he reflected,
to let these [ellows discover the treasure
on their own—he had a strong suspicion
that they might try and do ﬁim out of
his" share!

“T'll come! he announced magnani-
mously. ““I don't like the tdea of D;ling'
my EIE-E?. but yvou fellows would be in o
fearful funk in the woods at night if I
wasn't there! T'd rather leave it till
to-morrow, but if vou're all =et on it,
I'll come!”

“ Please yourself!” spnapped Skimner
unceramoniously,
on the spot when we find the loot won't
be on in the sharing out part of the
bisney [

“0Oh, really, you rotten swindler!”
ejaculated Bunter indignantly, jamming
his glasses more firmly on his fat little
nose,

Bkinner gave a gasp of alarm, for
Bunter's voice had risen above a speak-
ing tone, and could easily have been
heard 'in the corridor. The door was
locked, but Skinner did not want to ex-
cite comment. And Bunter might blab
out the whele lot if he got angry.

“Keep your mouth shut, you fat fool "
he hissed. *“Who =aid , anything about
swindhng you?! You'll get as much as
the rest of us—which is more than- you
deserve |

Bunter relapsed into

an

f silence, merely glowering at Skinner.

“Are yon chaps game to get up at
cloven and start the hunt?™ asked the
cad of the Remove,

““Of course, we could leave it till to-
morrow ¥ said Snoop, in the tone of one
who is mnsid&rinﬁ all possibilities,

“Look here! snapped  Skinner.
“We've got the information, but every
hour there's a risk that old Punter may
write to hiz son for szome reason or
other, and put him wise straight away
that somebody had taken a rise out of
him! We've got to act at once, or the
chance may be lost!"”

BEkinner's point carried weight,

“Count me in ! said Stott,.

“And me,” said Snoop. “I hadn't
thought of that!"

“You're coming, Bunter?”

The fat junior sniffed peevishly.

“Sooms to me that you fellows are
pretty well running my treasure hunt on
our own! he growled., “Of ecourse

shall come ! .

“Good! Remember—eloven o'clock,
then!” said Skinner with satisfaction.
“Tran't forget to take a pockel-torch
with you. If you haven't got one, bor-
row one, Aeccording to this paper, that's
all the apparatus we shall need. No

“Anybody who isn't

injured B8

mention of digging for this treasure!™
ha chuckled.

The rest grinned ¥t was certainly.
very obliging of the old monks to cdn-
ceal their hoard whera it could be got
at without the arduous preliminary of
digging down to itf. By e

The little conference finished with the
participants in a very cheery frame of

mind.
“Good-bye, Bunter!”

said Snoop.
“Borry we can't ask you to supper.
Wa're having ours in Hall ¥

Bunter paused with his hand on the
deor-knob, and the door half open.

“We'll be able to do better than that
5000 1" he grinned. “8o long! See you
in the dorm 1™

“Mind im: don't breatha a waord that

might make Punter suspicious!” warned
Skinner.

Bunter grinned knowingly, and gave
a fat wink. it

“Trust me!” he said, “Not & word
—about—I mesn, not a word!” he con-
cluded hastily -as Wilfred Punter came
along .the passage, and gave him a
curlious glance,

Skinner eyed Punter’s. face . keenl
through the open doorway, and, risi.:liz'
to hiz feet, walked across and shut it,.
Punter was still locking at Bunter with
& strange expression on his lean face.

Skinner bit his lip.

“He can't know .anything—it's im-
possible!” he muttered angrily. “I'm
getting nervy—that's what it is{"

He put on a cigaretts,

“How about & game of nap to pass
the time till supper?™ he asked. I
suppose we don't feel much like doing
Frn%thia mrcnin,ﬁ‘i'" :

“Not exactly!” grunted Bnoop,

“Nap!"™ said Stott. :

., And the young rascals were soon deep
in & game of nap for ha’penny pointz—
which, in the light of what the morrow
might - bring, did not give them much
satisfaclion.

e —

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

The Midnight Expedition !

L ED-TIME, kids!"
. Gwynne of the Sixth looked
mto  Bkinner's study,
rapped out the command.

“Right-ho, Gwynne!l”  answered

kjnner’, yawning, “Come on, you

chaps |’
Snoop and Stott jumped to their feet
with alaerity, for they were far too
excited to imitate their leader’s studied
languor. After their game of nap, the
three young rascals had gone into Hall
for supper, and then returned to the
study for a few minutes to discuss the
last arrangements for tho projected
expedition.

n the way to the dormitory 8kinner
was the recipient of several fat winks
from Bunter, which he returned with
soowla,

“8Btop 1t, vou fat ass!™ he whispered
furiously, as they entered the dormitory,
“If you keep looking at me like that
the fellowz will =oon hegin to think
wa've got some game on!

“0h, it's all right, 8kinner " replied
Bunter airily. “They'd give a lot to
know what wo know—he, he. he!™

“What's the joke, Bunfﬁ?" came Bob
Cherry’s voice from behind. “Let's
hear it, old fat man. We're all cars!™

“"Yours are big enough, anyway!™
enapned Bunter rudely, stopping his
cackle all of & sudden. “Thiz Iz =&
purely private matter between Skinner
and myself, Cherry!”

(Continwed on page 17.)
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EG-BEFORE is getting very common among batsmen. In

l # recent match three men . in suceession were all out

because they put their legs in front of straight ones. Az

& player of the old school remarked, as the last man came

back to the pavilion: “ Why give "em bats when they play with
their legs all the time™ . :

re

Few people remember that Jack Hobbs was once ome of the
opening bowlers for England in a Test mateh. This was against
south Africa at Johanneshurg sixtecn years ago. But Hobbs says
he hos -also dome other things of which he doesn't waut fo be

remindoed.

D. J. Enight, the [amous Burrey amalenr mlttﬁmm}. declares
‘withat for every single fine peoint and delicate nicety in football
there are one hundred in cricket, and that the two games cannot
be compared elther ms spectacles or in their intellectual aspect.”
There are now & lob of Boccer [ootballers going round looking for

Enilght. L

o« Very few people,” says Jack Hobbs, “realize just how a

hatsman sometimes feels when he is going to the wicket,” I take
it, though, that we all kpow how ke feels when he comes hack

bowled out the first ball. .

Holmes and Sutcliffe, the two famous Yorkshire batsmen, were
horn on the same day of the year, and some men who have bowled
against them get the feeling that there s only one hope of seeing
the end of either of them at the wicket—that they will both get
go tired at the same time that they will drop off fo sleep.

The o Ashes ™ of cricket which we =0 often talk about don't
exist, of gourse; but there will be plenty ready to don the sack-
cloth if we' don't beat Australia this summer,

E———

The five Test matches agalnst Anpstralia, £hé Tast of which has
to be played to a finish If neccssary, may be described as- grim,
grimmer, and Grimmett.

Yorkshire hawve won the county champlonship four eeazons In
guccession, but we don't hear of any Bﬁppuﬂ. from this guarter
that the honours onght to go. round. However, thera ?.-Hl ba &
ghance for some county to beat them if the whole Yorkshire eleven
are called up for & Test match when the club has a county
gAME ofl, -

———m

Certain ground alterations have Leen made af the Oval,
Iocloding, according to an official statement, additlonal standiog
room for those who have neither the means pr leisure to sit down.
Weo should like to eco these people, who must be rather peculiar.

Tn county matches last season A. W. Carr, the Nobls eaptain,
had an average of 85 in first innings, and 3 In kecond inmings.
Why not play him against Australin? Let him go in twice in
the second Innings, and not at all in the Arst Innings.

1

May Bth, 1828,

15 IT TIME IT CAME BACK INTO FASHION 7

HERE are many quaint sides to this game of cricket. When
we start to play the game as youngsters we most of us
bowl underhand—or what, in technical language, are
known as “lobs.” We doo't like belng ' lobsters,” how-

ever, and a3 soon as we get old epough to be able to bring the
arm over the shoulder and bowl.overhand with anything like
accuracy, we change our style. We want to bowl llke the men

. bowl—at any rate, I suppose that is the real explanation of why

lada 80 soon desert the underhands,

The inevitable result of this desire to copy the men iz that
Ion-bowling has gone almost completely out of fashion so far as
big cricket is concerned. Af the present moment there I8 not s
sgingle player o county crlcket who makes a babit of bowling
underhand, which is rather a pity.

It is not likely that anybody will say that the batsmen of
to-day are a long way superior to the batsmen of the past, and
yet some of the pgiants of old were often got out by subtle lobs,
and, though this may surprise you, it Iz a fact that there have
heen guite a number of underhand bowlers in the past who have
been quite successful in Test mateh cricket with this sort of

delivery. .

: Cﬂnﬂlf:'ler for o moment what such a fine batsman as G. L. Jessop
gald some time ago about lob-bowling: *There are few batsmen *
who do not think they are the master of the leb-bowler. At the
same time, in games where a good deal atfaches to the result
I have seen the good lob-bowler make even the best of batsmen
feel extremely uncomfortable.” It is well within memory how
D. L. A. Jepheon and G. H. Simpeon-Hayward in different matches
proved the actual mainstay of the Gentlemen’s atiack. Experi-
ence has shown that there is room for the lob.bowler in almost
any team, provided he Iz able to take hiz share of the run-getting.
In a dry season, when batsmen rule the rocst, a lob-bowler should
be looked upon as an indispensable member of a school side—not -
one who bawls uhderband ‘Inh haphazard fashion, but one who hus
regulacly practised the art and more or less ‘maztered jt**

NINE WICKETS FOR 17 RUNS!

Jeasop's remarks quoted above remind me of n- story which T
know iz perfectly troe, becawse I happaned to be & member of
the team concerned, We went to play a local side who were very
strong, and we took down o good eleven to show themy that we

~pould be strong, too. One of our team was a good lob-bowler, and

hafore the start he had a few minutes” bowllng at the nets. When
he had finished his frial o member of the opposing team come
over to him, “¥ou don't mean to say that you bowl that stuff
in this class of cricket, do you?™ “ 0O course I do!" replied our
Inbster. Thereupon the other fellow rubbed his hands in plee.
“ Then that's all right! Wa shall make five hundred this after-
noon !  In due course the match started, and the team which
was going to make 00 was all out in an bour for 43 runs, our
lobster taking nine wickets for 17!

One reason why it pays fo cultivate lobs Is this very feelin; of
contempt with which the lob-bowler i3 wususlly treated. The
.batsmen are apt to regard it as just so much *pifie.” I huve
geen the most heartbreaking of stonewallers indoced to have a
s’ and to get themselves out, when a lohster has been put
on. There is this to be remembered about lpb-bowling, too—thaf
it fa mucli easler to master than the cverarm stuff. Almost anyone
can learn to make a ball break while bowling underband elther
from the leg or the off.  Practice ensures length, and intelligence
will lead to the necessary control of flight. . Rlthough at the
moment lob-bowling i3 anything but fashionable, I am going to
suggest that if you are a good lob-bowler, don't give up this style
in order to ® bowl like the men.” BStick to lobs. Their usefulnecss
will be demonstrated again in due time.

Tie Micwer Lisrary.—No. 952,
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A factor which
tells, but which is
often overlooked.

HERE Is {0 be Tound the big sceret
of suceess on the ericket Seld? In
reply to this question some people
would find the easy way cut, and

declare that the surest way to victory is
the possession of better bowlers, better bats-
men, and better Belders than the ppposing
tesms which sre met. MNor can the bald
truth of sueh an answer be denied. It is,
however, the aim of the organisers of every
cricket eleven £3 get the best possible
pluyelfs, and quite freguently there ja so
little to chouvse in the respective merits of
teams struggling for the mastery that one
can - searcely say that either holds a real
advantage. Suppose, then, that two teams
of egual merit meet. What, then, will be
the decidivg factor? Luck, posaibly. Often
have we seen in quite important ericket the
matech won and lost almost lterally hy the
spin’ of the coin. One side has taken its
knock on a good piteh; the rain has eome,
and then the sun, leaving it frightfolly diff.
cult for the fellows batting afterwarnds to
put up anything like a seore. Yer, luck—in
the way mentioned, a3 well a3 in & Ecore
of other directions—docs play its part in
cricket of all grades.

BEATING BETTER TEAMS.

Yetl, thinking the matter over carefully. I
long ago came to the conclusion that perbaps
the biggest factor of all which makes for
viectory when teams of equal merit meet is
the team spirit. I will even go farther amd
declare that wany & conlest has been won
by an inferior side, under level conditions,
becausa the inferior side has had the team
spirit develeped to a much greater extent.
1 sometimes think that thiz ldea of the
tenm spirit o3 applied to ericket i A phase
of the game the Importance of which s
under-estimated.

Certainly one rins up against the idea less
froquently in ericket tham in foothall, by
woy of example., Terhaps the explanation
of thiz iz to be f[ound in the fact thoat in
the winter game the (éam spirit §s moch
mare obvions to the casual onlooker. [If is
perfectly clear, Tor instance, that the Enc-
ceas of failure of the forward line of a foof-
ball team depends to a very large extent
on every man In the line plaving with
absolute unselfishness, and on being sup-
ported by unseifish and wneparing half-backs,

AVERAGES DON'T MATTER.

Believe me, there are plenty of opportumni-
ties in the course of every cricket eeason
for testing whether this or that sfde has
gt the proper team spirit from fret to
last. Thera are occasions when the bateman
haz got to go to the wicket remembering
the team, and pothing but the team—ocea-
tiome when the number of rups scored, by
way of examile, i3 mob nearly so important
us the length of time taken in the scoring
of them. know, of -course, that it is quite
nlee to be able to point to a good average
for every iunings played, and I have even
had the plensure of finizhing a season with
my name on top of the averages., If T may
say &0, however, 1 should be a very disap-
pointed player il 1 had ever suceceded in
vonveying the impression that it was my per-
sonal average which counted ae against the
interests of the side. It is good to mearc
a hundred: hut 1f your captain savs that he
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the famous Middlesex
and England cricketer.

thinks the eide bas a better chance of win-
ning if he declures when you bave scored
ninety-five, Llien the team spirit will enable
youo to give up your innings with a perfectly
gatizfled smile on your face.

WOoOMN ON TEAM SPIRIT.

A cage o these lines camae under my notice
last eemszon. A certain side had a comfort-
ahle lead, and the captain was batting witk
another player whe was rapidly app hing
the highest total he had ever made in a
long career. The captain =aid to his partner :
“ Az goOon A8, you pass your record I shall
declare.” Immediately came the reply from
the other batsman: " Don't wou think it
would be safer to declare now?"*

The capiain declared, and the sequel was
found a few Lours later, when the match
was wan with five minutes to epara. T the
declaration had been delayed until the
batsman bad =et up o new record vielory
would not bave been gained, Yes, the team
spirit oftew calls for sacrifices, and, incident-
ally, the team &picit also has for its basla
implicit trust in the jodgment of the
captain. After all, the way the player with
the right splrit will ook at i6 is this: T
thie captain i2 wrong, that is no econcern of
the Individioal player. The faylé i3 In the
cholee of captxin.

CIRCUMETANCES ALTER CASES.

Earlier in these notes I mentioned the
matter of averapes, and on this point there
is just one little further note 1 should like
to make, I suppose the followers of cricked
like to see the averages, and, consequently,
must have them. Pof, in my opinion, they
are apt to foster a mpirit which is In com-
plete conbrast {o the team game. The merit
of batting or of bhowling iz pot in uli
number of runs ecored or in the nverdge céo0s
of wickeia ohtained. The tesh Ia In the con-

Cditions under whileh the rung are made and

the circumstances which gurround the taking
of wickets., Iy woy of example, suppose Fou
took tlhe best Yorkshire bowler out of the
Yorkskire team and put him in  the
Olamorgan side. Do you think hiz fgures
would work out so wellt Of course not,
becange he would have to bowl much more
when he was Lired,

IN THE FIELD.

There are other bhings which could ~he
sald to prave the importance of the team
apirit  in bowling and in hatting, but
perhaps nowhere ia this team spirit o neces-
sary as in the fleld. Here, indeed, ib mupat
be every man for his side—po sincking, my
taking a mere hnlf-inteérest in the procesd.
ings, but always on tiptoe. It Ia a mere
truiem to say that o slack fleld makes slack
bowlers, just as it is true that 5 good
flelding side increazes the efciency of the
attack. By that I do not merely mean that
catches will be made and rups saved,
good, tiptoa fleldsmen belp .and Suspire
bowlers,

L o

i

N thie realm of
ceounty ericket the
continuedl success

of the Yorkehire
side really threatens to
bectme  mGnoHONLOUE—
to the j 8 who are
not ially anxwoas
that Yorkshire should

WY YORI

WINNING THE
FOUR TIMES
o on winning, For the

B}, T M‘
four seasons thesa

Yc-rkﬂ!iremﬂ: have just walked off with the cound
championship in the moet selfish wavy, and barrix
the fact that tha Test matches of thiz scason. ms
take many Yorkehiremen from county duty I confe
that I do not sco any side capable of wresting thi
championship homoor from the ecounty of  maa
acred. For a county to win the championship fou
4inies in SUCCeEMON 18 A noteworthy feat, of cours
and quietly wa are proud of these Yorkehirems
whether wo come from Yorkshire or not. We ma
think it would be better for the game if tha honeow
went round a bit more, but certainly nobody wani
the honours save by playing for them and by provin
themselves a better combination than all ihe othes

ANOTHER BIQ WIN FOR YORKBHIRE.
Az we can't take this c]‘]lmpiﬂna]:ip hononr fro
the gallant Yorkshiremen there remains open to g
an ingquiry into the why and the wherefors of thwi
continued suceess. How is it that these Yorkshis
men 80 often gain the vietory that it is rumouors
that in many newspaper offices they keep this hesd
lne standing right through the cricket seasos
* Anothier big win for Yorkshire " ¢
There are many explanations which could e give
of the fact that this county hiaa emerged: victorion
s0 frequently. In the firet place even Yorkshirenw
cannot deny that the county gets quite s good star
because of its almost unlimited .resourees. . Arow
the many hig towns with which certain ports of th
far-flung eovinty is studded there is no end 'of reall
good-clags ericlet, .and from - the
ranka of thesa cluba good material
in constantly forthcoming. But
that fact must not, in itseli, entirely
account for the predominance of
Yorkshire, There is probably just
a3 much really good-class ecrickes
layed in the efunty of the Red
&2 in the county of the White,
but Lancashire ha-r not won the
county championsh since 1004,
In Hiflﬂ!m: and IFI Burrey, too,
there is plendy of material, 80 oh-
viously we have pot the completo
explanation in the fact that York-
shire is & county of great ericket
TE0UTCRS,

3

THE WILL TO WIN.

Ona big reazon for the snceesa of these Yorkshim

men, as [ see it, lies in the fact that somehow or ot
everybody connected with the club gets the inspim
tion to do or die in the effort to bring the tean lom
in front of their rivals for the honours. The
| orgonise for ﬂuamn? right down the line, treat th
goame seriously, are naver dontent with anythig
less than the best. Bome people say, watching tW
Yorkshiremen in the field at ericket, that they tres
their game too seriously—that the will to win pm.
dominates tdo much. But surely it is up to even
player of evesy crieked team to do his level hes
within the rules and the epirit of the sport, to con
out on top, It gives me no satisfaction to win ony
sporting event if 1 have the feeling that my opponest
is not all’ oud to_beat me, and on the eamea linea i
wonld be an EmEtﬁ-?mmtr. I take it, for any county
to beat the Yorkshiremen if there was a fecling thyt
these Yorkshiremen were not trying their utmos)
No, don't let ue criticise Yorkshire cricket becans
the men do their level best for the teamn,

EARLY BIRDS.

Personally, I think other connties would do leites
if they copied some of the Yorkshire methods : if the
| thorcughness with which they tackle everything in

the ericlet line came to be regarded a5 an cxample
to e I:E-PII-E-I.L, Take o case in ]J-Dil'ltw. 1 ha _1111:']1{1], i
be at Leeds in the middle of March, when thog
pterribly cold winds were blowing. Bot there wese
young Yorkshire cricketers hard at work at the nes

I

actising under the eye of that fine, tvpical ol
gsamhueumn of other days, George Hirst, 1 unm
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the players of no other
eount, were  fowmud
practising so early as
these Yorkshiremen,

I went so far as to
ask why these York-
shira colta had been
called up so early. and

SHIRE WINS!

CHAMPIONSHIP
N SUCCESSION.,

JRTER."” this was the reply I
roceived—n rTeply
irh shows the thoroun esa of the methoeds :

" Well, you sece, it is likely that several of our
best men will be wanted for the Test matches this
sason, and thus we shall have to call on the young-
serz,  Therefore we thought it would be a idea
'to give tho youngsters practice earlier than vsusl,™
And I think there iz something in the way the
‘Yorkshire committee have always treated these
|youngsters which has eoniributed to the success of
|ll'ra county. In thiz connection I cannot do better
than quote the wonds of the county secretary:
“Once we take a player into the eloven,” said Mr
Toone, * we persevere with him—give him chance
ter chance, We never play a new man about
howe powers and abilities we are not fully satisfied
sfter strong recommmendation and close ohservation.
But, oneo we do play him, we give him every possible
riunity to show his mettle, and, if he does not
sueeeed in doing this he can never say afterwards
be bas not had & fair chanee.'

| THE RIEING GENERATION.

In this connection I may tell a story of the intro®
duction of thwat fine all-rounder, Wilfred Rhodes, to
the Yorkashire team. Thers were several bowlers
of renown in the Yorkehire tenm when Rhodes pot
into it, but in his very first match with the county
Rhodes was put on to bowl first, Most counties,
|whm they introduce an untried youngster for the
fowling department, never give him a trial until the
o srular bowlers hove beon on and when the batsmen
are probably well set.

Thén consider the thorough
manner in which the rising genera.
tion of the county ia watched.
Again I quote the words of the
secretary : I keep a long list,
noewly made each wyear, of boya
from the county who are showing
superior form in baiting, bowling,
stumping, or ficlding at the publie
schoaola, and these hoys are I:mmﬁ:{.;r
up to the Leods ground and coac
duoring their holidays in April and
early May. We do the same with
likely lads recommended to us from
town and wvillage clubs by various
membera of our committes formed
to observo these things. We give
thesa lads every possibla help and tuition in order to
Lf'lmi the best talent for the county eleven.”

Looking over these things, it is surely not geoing 100
far to say that Yorkshire wing becauss she organises
for wietory, Of course, tho fact that such good
ablfepdanees  witniess the Yorkshire matehes in-
adentally meana that the connty ia able to pay good
wages to the men who wear the white rose,
benefits which the Yorkshiremen get are really worth
while. On the other hand, it can never be said that
the money at the disposal of the Yorkshire club has
tver tempted the committes t0 gain ap  unfair
miventage, Tt is a Yorkshire role not to play men
M ho nere born outside the county.

ODES,

i REPLIES IN BRIEF!

“Grornce M." (Ipswich).—Tho best of the willow
freca from which bate are mede grow in the counties
of Essox and Norfolk, and the wood for the best bata
iz chosen with wvery preat care,

* . .

“Reaurar ReapeEr " (Macclesfield).—Mr, J. T.
Dosancguet was the originator of what is known as
the * googlie ™ style of bowling, and this is his own
story of how he discovered it : " Somewhera about
1807 1 was playing a game with a tennis ball known
s Twisty-Twaosty, The object waa to bounco the
ball on the table so that your opponent sitting oppo-

w could not eateh it, It occurred to me that if 1
eould pitch a ball in a eortain direction and with the
same delivery make the next ball go in the opposite
lircction, I conld mystify my opponent, I did this,
and then progressed to & eriekot hall,™ :

proparad to wager that

England’s Test
Match Hero of

L Sussex, who
says that too—

T is really rather surprising how cricket
Mayers and ericket enthusiasts get
divided on the most unexpected toples.
During and immediately after the last

tonr in Auvetralia by an Eugland team the
question of the toss In Test matches was
ralged, and oplpfon seemed to bz fairly
evenly divided sz to whether we shoold
carry on with the old system of tosking for
choice In every match, or whether there
should be some automatic alternative on the
linea that the captain who lost the toss in
tha first game zhowold have ehofee In the
second, amd so on.

WHERE EXPERTS DIFFER.

Reference was recently made to this matter
of tossing by soch acknowledpged experts as
Gilbert Jessop and Jack Hobbhs. The former
thinka it would be n very good jden if we
adopted the awtomatie choice as distinet
from the toss every tima. On the other hand,
Hobbs considers that the present eystem =
both safer and belter. Where such experis
differ =0 widely one hesitates to jump in.
But though this may be one of those places
where apgels fear to tread, 1 shoold like to
have my little say on this question of Lo
foss or not to toss,

OMNE RIQHT IN FOUR.

Of eourse, you are [olly aware of how
the whola situation arose again in acule
form. Out in Ausfpalla our captain bad an
fden that il he ca Heads!" every time
thinga would ecome out right sceording to
the law of averages, and that he would get
the cholee of innings ns often as the other
fellow, Well, the low of averages was In a
perverse mood—if one may be permitted to
use guch a phrase—with the result that our
captain lost the toss [anr timer out of five,
And then, just to emphasize the point, we
lost [our Test matches out of five, the ane
we won being that in which our eaptain had
the cholee of Inninge. Alas! the coincidence
—of was it something more P—was ro striking
that some people have not been as ratianal
aver the business as we reallv ooght to be,

A FATAL DOCTRINE.

T have seen It suggested that we should
have won tho * Ashes ** if, instead of losing
the toss four times out of five, our captain
had won the toss in that proportion. One
ean never tell what might have happenaed,

we lost were such near things that the differ-
enee between Arst and second uwse of fhe
wicket might have made the difference
between victory and defeat. Dugt, person-
ally, I am inclivad to-think that we pay
our conguerars & poor gort of compliment by
¢ suggesting that they won the “ Ashes ** hy
winning the toss. Moreover, we sha'n't do
oursélves any good by thinking on these
lines, for the inevitable effect Is to Tull ua
into a false sense of securlty. Wa muoest not
bo content to think that we shall beat the

We pshould organize for victory, find the
min, develop the will and determination to

sceeed.

of course., One or two of the matches which.

-

Australians this summer if we win the toss. 3

—much fuss can
be made about
this liitle matter.

THE LAW OF AVERAQES.

Really, thiz question of whether to toes
right throngh the Test matches is not nearly
50 jmportant as some people are trying to
make out, especially for games in this
country. Im the first place, it is obvious that
over & long series of matches there will bo
precions little in it at the end. A friend
of mine who Iz very keen on fgures amd
ericket history tells ma that, in the whole
seriea of Test matches between England and
Australia, the toss bas everaged out proc-
tieally equal—there i8 o difference of two
oniy=and those twa are in England’s favour.
What iz more, he tells me that the history-
books show that there have been sliphtly

"more defeats for the side which has won

the tross than for the side which lost thé
toss, If these' are really facti—and I have
no reason to doubt their aceuracy—then why
worry? The Inw of averages will work out.

A DOUBTFUL ADVANTAGE.

Personally, 1 don't think It matters a
great deal whether the cholee of innings s
decided by tossing or some other system.
There are several more reasons for abolish-
ing the toss in Australla than im 14z
country. Out there, for example, the
wieather is much more relinble; therefore,
the team which wins the toss has the
ndvantage of the wicket, generally spenking.
Bot in England the trouble & That the
weather "and the wickéts change so quickir
that you can eeldom decide Eill the end of
the match whether there was any advantage
in winning the toss.

SHIFTING THE RESPONSIBILITY.

I recall last season a particular captain
wha confessed, readily and openly,.  just
before the gtart of a matech, that he hoped
the other fellow would win the toss becausa
he wouldn't know what to do for the best
it ha himszelf did win it. This wae weak
captalncy, for there.are plenty of oconslons
when no man can tell whether the wicket,
gn far as a three-day match Is concerncd,
will pet hetter or worse. Soch a lot depends
an, the Behaviour of the Clerk of the Weather
on the succeeding days, or even in the sue-
cecding hours,

WHEN MAN PROPOSBES.

Take a case from Tast eenson’s play. When
Middlesex were due to play Eesex at Lord's
the Middlesex capiain won the toss. He
logked nt the wicket and decided to bat.
Just as the players were going out, though,
the raimecame on, and thers waz no play
that day. When the match did start
Middlesex got the worst of the wickebt and
lost. The cholee of innings didn't do them
a bit of good; it did them harm. In hun-
dreds of matches In the past must it also
have heen true that 4 seeming advantage
became a disadvantage. 1t being, then, elear
that youw can't eliminate the luck, why
Worry 7

| ﬁ”ﬂ@c&e. Y
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HARRY WHARTON'S CRICKET SUPPLEMENT!

b5 HOW me the captain of wyour cricket

eleven, and I will tell you . what

sort of o team you have got.” That

was & statement omce made by the
Ista W. (3. Grace, when he was talking to
vome lads in school about their erlcket
cleven. _
taken abasolutely literally; but, all the same,
it 13 a fact that the captain-of a erlcket
cleven i3 & most important person, and
equally i it troe that good captaincy has
vrogn many a match, while matches have been
lost by bad capiaincy.

The importance of getting the right man
t0 captaln Eungland . this summer has been
forced on us durlng the past few monoths,
when the ¢laime of this and that candidate
Eave been put forward by varlous interested

le. It Is not for me to say specially
era on whom I think the chofes should fall,
haut I bave looked Into things from every
gfde, and can say that I should: be quite
ready to rely on Arthur Willlam Carr.
There may be captaina guite as good, but
I don't know of one who is better.

KEEPING FIT !

One thing I did gather when I chatted
with Arthur Carr naot so long ago, and that
was that if the selectors decide to give him
the responsibility of leading England's team
in the [ortheoming Tests, he will pot faifl
for lack of enthusiasm. He simply bubbles
over with it and 1 bhappen to know that
right through the winter he has been doing
even more exercising than osoal with a view
to keeping himaelf epecially fit.

There is no necessity for me to tell my
ericket lovers that Arthur Carr is the prescnt
captain of the Nottinghamshire County
Cricket Club, but I can joet assure those
whoe don't know the other Nottingham
players that there never was & captain who

e MAN of Yo
__ M

ENT/

{Our Travelling Correspondent.)

Arthur W. Garr, Skipper of Notis,
who may captaln England against the Australians.

Perhaps it was not meant to ‘be

was better liged by his men.
That 'is saylng a lot when we
recall that Nottes have  had
fellows like A. O, Jones as
leaders In the past.

I don't suppose I have over
got up early eoough in the

1—;'" 2 L"":-—F——- S  morning to catch Arthur Carr
pﬂu] Pr ' asleep, Just as he is bubbling
9. y over ‘with enthusiaem for

crlcket, s0 does he seem 1o
possess energy far beyond that
of the ordinary man. He is
the very esaence of it—a fellow
who must always be doing some-
thing. Perhaps he will forgive me it I tell
you that he has not—in recent years, at any
rate—followed the advice of  the sage who
‘talked about the wirtues of going early to
bed. He is too fond of dancing to do that;
but, all the same, he iz very wide awake
first thing next moroing, und I know there
are players in the Nottinghamshire side who
often wonder where in the world -he finds all
hiz energy.

COUNTY PLAYER AT SIXTEEN!

It qualification for county ericket had
depended entirely on birth, then Carr must
have played for Serrey, for he was bhorn In
that county—at Mickleham. He moved to
Nottinghamshire at a very early age, how-
ever, and ' went to school at Sherborne.
There he gquickly showed ability out of the
ordinary, and, as showing what Notts
thowght of him, I may tell you that he
actually turned out for tw: county at the
age of sixteen., That was & sort of trial
mateh for him against Gloucestershire at
Bristol. In the following s=easomn &t his
school he excelled all his previous fgures,
and, playlng one innings of 224, he finished
with an average of 62 for every Innings
played for his school that year. Naturally,
the county ecalled on him again, and he
proved his worth with Innings of 47 and 44.

Fven &o, it was not consldered that there
was anyvlhing very remarkable about him,
and the world in general took little notice
of the Tact that a boy named Arthur Carr
was coming on. This world, bowever, hnd
to sit up and take quite a lat of notiee
'ni"_‘liu:n. in 1013, he made 109 against Leicester-
shire.

The yearzs of war zaw big erlcket aban-
doned, but Arthur Carr did his bit in the
great game of war, and af the end of the

conffict Notts foond themszelves without a

|

‘think he would be very hurt if he really

captain, Por their previous skipper, A, O.
Jones, had joined #he great majority. ;
Cricketers .pot being as shy about . thek
ages as some footballers I have come across,
I can tell you exactly how. eld the skip:
of Notts [3s. He was born In 180, on
May 21st, s0 in &8 very short time now he
will celebrate his - thirty-second hirthday.
What a present it would 'be for him™ if he
wera given the honour of captalning the
England fteam! :

AN AGQGQRESSIVE BATSMANT

There i3 a suggestion that his hair does
not grow quite so low over his forchead as
It used to do, but surely thirty-two is jost
about the right age for a captain of
England. At that time of lifa'a man has
had sufficlent experlence of cricket to know
the things which are, or are not, done, and
he is still young emough fo ‘infuse the life
arnd energy into his men which 'is going to
be reguired in full if we are to Leat the
Australians this summer; ;

I have told him more than once that one
of these days his hair will get so thin on
top that ha will have to wear & cap when
nt the wicket, but Arthur doesn't agree, I
had
to wear a cap. I have seem him go out on
the hottest of hot summer days, and stand
:l: atqrihﬂ wicket without covering at all on his

ead.

Perhaps it may be contidered something
against the skipper of Notts as an England
captain that he has never-had any experl
ence against the Australiang, That i3 true,
but then the element of surprise iz some-
timas good in cricket. He is certainly the
sort of batsman we want to encourage If
we are to get suflicient rons to cnalle us
to beat the Australians in three days. He ls
not ona of those fellows who sit back on the
spllce and. wait for the ball to hit the bat.
He is of the aggressive type, always looking
as-though nothing would please him better
than to knock the cover off the ball. To
fleld at mid-off when Carr is batting you
ought to wear a palr of gloves, I saw him
play what must have been.about the hest
innings of his career at Trent Bridge last
May—hbefore many batsmen had got their
“eye in.'* He knocked up 104, including five
slxes, in two bours, and the chief bowlers
who tried in wvain to stop him were Maurica
Tate and Arthur Gliligan., In. the feld, as
at the wicket, he is the essence of enerpgy.
Last seazom was his very best, for he had
an average of Sl—greater than that of any
other amatenr—and seored In all 2,938 rons.

A CONTRAST IN REWARDS,

ECIL PAREIN, the famous Lancashire
bowler, says all things seem to
come the way of -batzmen, Dot
bowlers, and in this connection he

tells & good story of what happened In Aus-
tralia In 1920-21. Alter one mateh, In which
Hobbs had made & blg seore and Parkin had
skittled the other fellows out, Hobbs was
summoned by the Governor-General, whao
cobgratulated him, and presented bim with
n gold tie-pin. * Some people have all the
luck!™ gaid Parkin. Presently word came
down that the Governor-General would like

to sca Parkin, and, as he smartened himszell-

np, vislons of a tié-pin for him arose before

hia eyes. 1 went uap.* relates FParkin,
“and the Governor-General s hands
with me. * Well bowled, Parkin!' says he.

*Thank yon!' says I. And I stepped down.
Hobbs—gold pin. Parkin—' Thank you!'®

A BHORT ETAY EXPECTED.

A good story is going the rounds concern-
ing a cartain player who had more ambition
than ability In the ?’EB of some peoplé.
This gentlernan—I had better not say to
which coonty he belopgs—was rung up one
morning on the phona.
to Mr. X.,” said the Inguirer. * Well,

Toee Magrer Lisrary.—No. 952.
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- whae, Jike & well-known

“] want to speak”

replied the person who amswered the call,
" you can't do-so at present; he's just golng
oet to bat. Ring up again in another five
minutes 1"

Fr——

ONME EBALL—-FOUR VICTIMS.

You would eay it was imposslble for a
bowler to get four men out with one ball,
but  this feat s eredited to an Anstrallas
named Collins, who was a regular terror of
f& bowler. This is how he did it. The frat
man (Noo §) was badly hit on the thumb
and retired; the batsman at the other end
falnted at the sight of Blood, and had to

- be carried off; No. 10 declared he would

e hanged before he would come out to face
such & * wild eat,* and there was Ao partner
for the last man.

——

PAT HENDREN'Z2 APPLE.

Most cricket is taken wvery serionsly, but
Hendren, the Middlesex man, thoroaghly
enjoys a joke. He omce made everybody
Intgh during & match at CGeeclong in 1921,
“ Pat ™ was in the long fleld chasing & ball
that was careeriog towards the boundary.
It seemed a mystery how he had picked it
up; but he threw it in—and it burst. He
had thrown In an apple! :

NO DOUBT ABOUT IT.

#ome people are never oubt leg-before.
wicket. But there are many honest men
player, when he
renched the pavilion, was greeted with this
remark: “ You didn't look oub from where
I wus., Were you out

The batsman replied: ™Well, the bowler
thought I wazs . ouf, the wlckelt-keeper

thought I was out, the umpire gave me out,

and I was jolly sure I was out. Still, of
Course, you never koow.'™

ey

MAKING SURE.

An  annual match  between two  rival
villages had been arranged. Amongst the
men in one eleven was the local butcher;
who, bhefore he went to- the wickets,
nccepted a bet of a pound to five shillings
that he would not make half & dozen runs.

Having escaped disaster very narrowly
from the first two or three balls of the
over, the butcher managed to sneak a single.
In the suceeeding over he got two, and
then contrived to swipe the last ball of that
over for three, making his score to six.
Immediately the butcher threw down his
E;t-t aftd dashed off the Held towards the

nt. :

“Eh! Where are vou going, Smithi"
called out his captain. “The game fa't
Anished! ¥You can’'t leave the wickets yet!"

“Can't I?" welled the kuight of the
cleaver. “1f I don't get. that quid in a
minute or two, that chap will have
bunked !*

CUTTING CRITIOIBM,

The Australian watchers ore cver ready
with remarks, and J. W. H. T. Douglas, the
famous Essex bowler, fells a good story of
an experlence " down under.™. The Essex
ecaptaln had bheen hnwllngh a long time
without success, and with his back to the
georing-board, which shows the bowler's
analvsis ball by Dball, when one of the
onlookers shouted : ™ Johinny, why don't you
bowl at the other end] Then you could see
your onalysls!'



THE “AE"ET I.lBIIMIY. rwﬁllﬁ_fnz. -I»T.
times during the evening in the again, and fipally rolied out of bed.

& fa Common-room and in the passages, in

AL serene
on!® rotorted cheerily, "I don't
want to hear your secrét communings
with dear old Skinner. Carry on wit
the dark plotting, old barrel!™

*““Ha, ha, ha!” : -

Bunter blinked angrily at the grin-
ning juniors, and then gave a yelp as

inner poked him unostentatiously in
the region of hia fat ribs, ;

“¥owl You idiot, Skinner, what did
you do that for?” he gasped. ""EKeep
your bony elbow to yourself, you
rottor "

“Get into hed, you potty chump!’™
growled Skinner, “You've attracted
quite enough attention already with your
gilly chatter!™
“_]‘:‘ R-EE;.;HF. Skinner!" began DBunter.

But Skinner had walked on to his bed
ahd was throwing off his jacket,

Bunter glared, for he considered that
he had shown great diplomacy, and was
feeling somewhat injured both in his
podgy dignily and his well-covered ribs.

“Skinny rotter!” he murmured, and
began to peel off his tight garments
preparatory for bed.

“Comething on  to-night bebween

kinner and Bunter, Bob?" asked
Harry Wharton, as he slipped between
the sheets. i

“Looks like it!" agreed Bob sleepily.
*Zilly asses let them pet on with it1"

Gwynne looked in a few minutes later
te mit out the light,

“Hood-night, kids!™

“Good-night, Gwynne!"

And the Remove, with five exceptions,
settled down to glumber. The five who
remained awake were Skinner, Snoop,
8intt, Bunter. and Punter.

‘Quita what prompted him to stay alert
Punter could not have azgiainedy‘ Ha
could not dismisz from his mind the
incident earlier in the evening, when
Bunter had emerged from Study No. 11,
and had obviously been startled at the
thought that Punter might have over-
heard his remarks, and then there was
the plainly guarded talk between
Bunter and Skinner in the dormitor
all of which seemed to warn him that
he would do well to keep an eve on the

two juniors.

Punter “had been feeling a little
anxious all day regarding the non-
arrival of the fﬁttnr he had expected
from his father. From what he  had
been told before coming to the school,
complete information enabling him to
end his mission was to have been avail-
able in 2 few days; at the most, He had
been well supplied with cash on his
arrival, but he expected and wondered
st the absence of & letter. That even-
ing he had written to Mr. Punter in
London, to ask if mattcrs were poing
as they should, and he hoped to get a
reply by the following Friday.

As he lay awake in the darkness
listening lo the deep breathing of the
juniors and the rustle of the wind in
the old ivy, it seemed very strange that
he had not received any communication
fram his father. Of course, nobody at
Greyfriars knew him in his true colours
—of that he was assured. Yet he had

ﬁ?im keep your wool

noticed Bunter blinking at him several

a manner whicn hinted at something
Buutér knew and Dunter did not—and
wiich gave Buunter cause for a number
of sly grins,

“ Bunter could not know! Bub the new
jupicor's mind Hew bact to the oceasion
when he had found the Owl and Bob
Cherry in his étudy. Bunter had been
searching—~for what? Food, most pro-
bably, Punter did not know the Owl
Egt_as the rest of the Remove knew

im, but he had soon become aware of
Bunter's grub-raiding prochvities. And
he could ses that Bunter was too much
of a fetuous 1diot to merit description
as a thief.

But Bunter might have come upon
something by accident; only Punter's
private papers had been undisturbed, so
that was impossible. He was sore he
had left nothing about that could be
spotted by a chance visitor; if he had,
one of his study-mates would certainly
hava found it. !

Yet there was obviously some arrange-
ment between Bunter and Bkinner,
giving them both cayse for satisfaction.
What? Possibly some jape which did
not concern him in the least; but there
was a chance— )

With these thoughts chasing each
other through his brain, the new
junior could not sleep. He heard ten
strokes boomi out from tha old clock-
tower, and then the half-past. Then he
seamed to doze. .

As for Skinner, he was quiet as a
mouse, breathing regularly, but eagerly
awaiting the eleven strokes which was
the signal for the commencement of the
expedition. He had purposely left the
start till this hour, so as to avoid all

sibility of any of the other fellows
Eg?n awaka, it

Billy Bunter's unmusical snore echoed

- along the double row of beds—the fat

junior had fallen into the arms of
Morpheus almost as soon as his head
touched the pillow. It was useless to
expect Bunter to remain awake. But
he would have to be aronsed to take
part in the hunt—eor he might quite
possibly make a ‘fuss aflerwards—and
it was essential that all four of the
conspirators should swear that they had
found the treasure with the aid of their
own clues—and a large amount of luck!
The Head might punish them for break-
ing bhounds, but Skinner reflected
happily that the dizscovery of the fabled
treasure would cause the wers that
were, too much wonder and excitement
to think of punishments,

Boom ! : ]

The first stroke of eleven sounded at
last, and Skinner raised himself on
one elbow.

“"You fellows awake?

There was no answer, save for a faint
catching of breath in the darkness
which eseaped Skinner’s notice.

“Anybody awakei™ repeated Skinner
softly. :
There was shill no reply.

Ho got out of bed quietly, and

dressed rapidly in the darkness. Then
he groped his way to the beds occupied
by Snoop and Stolt, and shook ecach

lightly on the shoulder. They were
hoth  asleep, but they roused and
tumbled out quickly and silently. Dun-
ter was more of a pruh_]em. Bkinner
tiptoed to the Owl's bedside, and shook
him very gently. As Bunter grunted
and blinked, Skinner hissed warningly
in his ear,

“Quict—it's me—Skinner! It's time
to go for the treasure. Get up—and for
goodness' sake, don't make a row!"

“Ow! Oh, dear!”

Bunter breathed heavily,

dr

grunted

g dressed clumsily by the starlight
from- the high windows, grunting at
intervals, Even a treasure hunt seemed
to lose some of its attraction for Bunter
when he was roused out of bed gt .the
dead of night. He had been iwakened
right in ‘the middle of a’ gorgeocus feed
—at somebody else’s expense—and even
the thought of riches could not.quito
compensate for that lost vision of hap-

piness, .
But he was ready at last, and rolled
towards the door with the others..
Skinner went last, and closed the dotr
silently behind him, With their boots
in their hands, the juniors made for
the box-room at the end of the corridor,
whence & short drop gave on to the
leads, and from thence to.the ground.
Bunter grunted and wheczed as he.
climbed out of the window and negoti-
ated the drop, bui all four of them
reached the quad in safety. "
“This way!" breathed Slinner.
“Wait a minute! I haven't got any
breath !” gasped the Owl
“Bhut up and come onl growled

Stott.

They slipped on their boots and made
for the wall, where an old and con-
venient oak rendered climbing over a
fairly simple matter. Bunter, natur-
ally, growled at the exertion, buk

ed into the lane with the rest.
" Follow me!"”. said Skinner. excitedly.
“We're safe enough now. Put it onl!”

It was dark in the lane, and tha
deep shadows cast by the trces rather -
unnerved the voung rascals, none of
whom were of the brave and fearless
order. )

They passed along the lane in
silence, and led by Skinner, turned off
into the wood. It was doubly dark and
lonely there, and after a few minutes,

Eﬂmﬁ@ drew a hissing bresth.
. “What's up?’ asked DBunter ner-
vously,

“Nun-nothing ! answered Snoop, hia
vorce guavering, “I—I thought I saw

somebody move—back there in the
shadows ™

“Rot!" growled Skinner. “A trea
swaying in the wind, I expect! Come

on, and for dness' sake keep your
nerve, you fellows!” :

The gaunt ruins of the old priory
loomed up ahead, .and they pausci_
amid the moss-grown stones.

“"Here we are!” =ald SBkinner,- with
satisfaction. “"Nothing to do now but

et down into the old tunnel—and thén
the job’s done!”

The other threo brightened up a litfla
as they thought of the proximity. of the
treasure,

. Bunter “still blinked short-sightedly
into the shadows, and was ecager to get
into the underground passage.

“Buck up, Bkinner!"” he said, *“ Let's
got on witﬁ it. You lead the way!”

Skinner grunted, but realising that
the others would eonly follow hirm,
stepped cantiously towards the dark
erevice where the stone steps led down
into the earth.

A good many of the REemove knew of
the existence of this tunnel, hut the
knowledge was far from common
property. A stranger might have
visited the priory a gnmn- times with-
out suspecting that it was there.

Skinner pausced on the brink, and
braced himself. He switched on his
eleetrie torch, shining tho beam down a
worn flight of stone steps, and then
began the descent. The rest followed

ingerly. They found themselves in
flm old tunnel, and hastened along it.
There were pools of water on the
ground, and the place had not 2 nice
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smell,  Bill, the discomforts could
hardly be compdred with the reward
that awaited them. With his foolsteps
ccholng ecrily along the dark. tunnel,
Skinner advanced until a dark opening
m:i his - left showed tho entrance of a
Elda DALREApD, . .

“TFt:in isg it ¥’ he breathed. “This is
the passage! Forty paces along here—
mf!'ge ﬁ'mf' -_:t in tl itement

arg forgotier In 0 peXclielinan
which surged over them, they followed
the cad of the Remove along the side
tunoel, counting their paces.

S hirty-eight, ¢hirty-nine,
pounted Bkinner.

He ran his hands over the wall on
ont side, while Spoop and Btott did the
same on the other. Bunter held
Skinner's torch eo that the walla were
illuminated by the beam.

“We may have taken
pRoes " suggested Snoop. 2

“ Perhaps sol” agreed Skinner.
“Work = bit aebove and a bit

ow here, vou fellows—here’s my
knife—I'1] mark the exact epot where
I first stopped 1™

#e seratched a mark on the wall, and
began to work eway from it, pressing
and feeling for gny indication of a
seprel sprimg,

#1—1 don't like this place!” said
Punter, with e shiver. “It—it's——
Hark i

‘A sound from the darkness whenco
they had come cansed them all to stop
still as mice, listening intently. The
sound whatever it was—was noi

ragﬁatad. s
ipner wiped beads of cold perspira-
tion from his forehead,.

“We're—we're ﬁ&ttjtlg rattled and
10 inin%nt.hingat e zzid, “Coms
oo—iet's find the slab!”

Burnter shone t light. rather un-
steadily on the alimv walls, and the
juiiiprs searched frantically for the
secrot slab. Bkinner gave & sharp hiss
at last, He had found a smooth section
of gtone, with faint markings on the

surface. ; ;
“Bring the light closer!” he said to
&T,

He pressed hard, and without a
sound, a slab of stomo some thres feet
square swung back into the wall,

“Look1 Oh, my hat!™

n OVerpowe musty smell issued
from the cavity, which was & foot or so
[rom the ground.

“Wo—wo've found it gasped Snoop,
in_delight.

“It's the secre® slab, right enough!"
agreed Stott.

"Where—where's  the
asked DBunter eagerly.

Skinner's lips tightened, and bhe
proped in the Backness. His hand
encountered nothing but cold  stone,
covered with dust and grit, and he drew
it pack again.

The entrance to another passage!”
ha whispered. " That's it, I'll be bound.
Follow me. We can crawl on our hands
anfl knees!™

Snpop and Stott nodded without
speaking.

“Oh, dear [’ gusped Bunter, "I can't
go in there—it's—it's dark—and what's
at the other end?

“Bhut up, yvou fat funk ! snarled
Skinner. “There's no danger—I1'm
B e R R e e e o o

ANSWER
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too short

treasure®™

‘passage_ was barely wif.lﬁl

e o m —

going first. You'll have to be careful
yout., domit get, stuck—that’s all!”

“Bnoop and’ Stott grinned, for the
enough  to

lmit. of Bunter's huge bulk passing un-
hindered, A
They followed Skinner into the

cavity, and. heard Bunter Eruntil;lgr
behind them, Skinuner shope the beam
of his torch shead, and it played on

stone walls and a stone. roof, but
revealed no signs of treasure.
“Yowl” groasned Bunter, as he

bumped his head on the stone above
him. “I'm hart—I bellave my shkull's
fractured ™ :

“Bguash ihat fat idiot, zomebody
Brow gg Skinner, while Snoop and Stott
grinned. - : ;

“You rotter! Wait till you cannon
your head against.the rotten stone!”
retoried Bunter, safe in the rear of the
procession.

*Close quarters, isn't it?" gaid Snoop.
“Hardly room to turn round, if we want
to 1™

“0h, give your chin a rest!” grunted
Bkinner, *We ghall have to go on!
We've found the secret slab, so we can't
be far off the treasare !

“That's s0,"” agreed Stott, and Bunter

grunted,
‘Click ! ) .
That sound, coming suddenly from be-
hind the Owl, made all four look round

gquickly over their shoulders, with the
result that there was a series of bumps
a3 their heads collided with the stone
rood.

Bunter 1ot out & vell.

“Look! The slab’s cloged!
shut in! Oh dear, we're goi
suffoeated ! It's all your
Skinner !

Skinner, his face white, shona the
heam of his torch back the way they had
come. Bunter was right. The slab was
closad, :

“J=—F'm dying, I believe!"” moaned
Bunter. “I—I can’t breatha !

Skinner's nerve almost failéd him.

“Shove it, PBunter!” he sal
fiarcely, *“Put your weight against it,
porpoize | we can't open ik, we're
done for!"

The Owl stopped moaning, and
crawled back to the slab. He threw his
whole weight against it—not an incon-
siderable pressure! There was no re-
sult. The other three ﬁgot behind hine,
but the slab remained firm.

“Bhot in!"” muttered Snoop dazedly.-
_ “Woe shall be suffocated | said Stott,
in tarror,

“The place may be ventilated,” said
Skinner. “ Let's hope so, anyway."

Bunter let out s wail, and BStott
jammed an elbow in his ribs, after
which ha roared, instead,

“Nobody can bear usz!™ breathed
Skinner. " Andd unless somebody let’s us
out, we're—" Ile did not finish the
sentence,

T —

We'ra
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
To the Rescue !
ﬁl&ﬂRﬂY WHARTON st up in

There had been whispers, and
the final closing of a door had
brought him suddenly inte full wakeful-
ness. He rubbed his eves and stared
towards the door, just visible in Lthe din
starlight. SBomebody had gone out—of
that the Remove captain was certain.
And there had been more than one, for
they had whispered together.

He glanced aimlsﬁ tho rows of beds,
but there was not light encugh to sce
it any were empty, though some, he
knew, must be. With an exclamation,

Wharton slipped. from his bed and stole
across to that in which Bkinner should
have been gleeping. The meanin
glances exchanged by Bunter an
Skinner before *lignts out " came back
to his mind, and he looked closely at the

pillow.
There was & cleverly arranged
“dummy,”. but no sleeper. Bkinner was

ﬂgutix&d in the doubtful art of leavi
15 bed so that it appeated occupied, an
the clofhes he had stuffed together
would probably have deceived a master,
had one locked inio the dormitory. A
quiet examination revealed the fact that
Snoop’s and Sitott's beds were empty,
100, i
“Billy asses!" muttered the captain of
the Remove. “Wonder what game
they're up to? None of my business, I
suppose. They wouldn't take Bunter to
the ('I'E'rm.s Keys—unless he's in {unds, for
once ™

- He turned back to his bed, [J'Eihdpﬂuﬂ-ﬁd;
Punter's bed was wnoccupied, too.
Thoen he had gone with the black ﬁheeg
as well,. The mew junior evidently di
not know. how to leave a dummmy in his
bed. The. clothes were roughly thrown
back, and a suit of pyjamas tosted on
top of them, 3

*Bo-they ve. got- Punter to join their
little expedition !” murmured Wherton
grimly. "“He appears to have plenty of
money, and that scoundrel Hawke will
be glad to ree. him at the Cross EKeys.
I've & good mind——"

"He slipped across the dormitory, and
shook Bob Cherry gently,

“Quiet, Bob!' he whispered.
“Punter has gone out with Skinner and
hia crowd. I'm pgoing aflter him o try
and keep him out of that shady husiness,
Are you game to comei” -

Bob yawned sleapily, but sat up.

“Billy ung rotter!” he growled.
“ Asking for the sack before he's been at
the school five minutes, I suppose we
might give him i friendly warning [”

o yawned again, and tumbled out.

“No need to wake the others, Bob!”
whispered Wharton. “Two will be
enough to bring the silly idiot back.
Buck up !

“Ready, O king!” camo Bob's reply,
us he slipped on his jacket. * Lead on,
Macduff 1™

"Quiet, you ass!” breathed Wharton,
liptoeing to the door. They wero out of
the dormitory and intp the box-room In
a few seconds, The drop to the leads was
accomplished without mishap, and_the
two jumiors sped across the shadowy
quad, and shinned—yia the old oak—
over the wall.

“X suppose they've gone fo the Cross
Keys?" asked Bob, staring along the
lane intently.

“You bet!”
“Coma on "

They had hardly taken n pace when
Wharton pointed with his finger.

"Ilﬂﬂk !:Il

A shadowy figure foomed out of the
shadows and disappeared [urther along
the lane,

““Whoover it is, he's keeping out of
sight as much as possible ! muttered
Dob Cherry. “It can't he a prefeck
irailing Bkinner & Co,—Iit was too small,
Might be one of the gay dogs [ollowing
on after the others!"”

Harry Wharton led the way to the
side of the lane, where the juniors conld
run silently on the grass. and follow the

agreed Wharton.

figure ohead withost being  scen
themselves. )
“Looks like Puonter!™ spnounced

Wharton, after a [ew minubes,

“You've right, Herre!” snid Bob.
“You say his and the other three were
Lhe only beds craphy ¥
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he whispered.

“ Follow me,

Skinner shone the beam of his torch through the opening in the stone wall. ** Ii’s the enirance {o another passage, Snoop ! ™
We can crawl through on our hands and knees !’ **Oh dear ! *’ gasped Bunter.
go in there, it’s—it’s dark—and what’s at the other end ? ** ** Shut up, you fat funk ! ** snarled Skinner.
You'll have to be careful you don't get stuck—that's all !

““1 can't
“ There's no
{See Chapter 8.)

lian,gel'..
“Yesl” responded Wharton, "Look!
He's turned into the wood "
It wae true enough. Carefully

]iuggil:tﬁ the shadows, the thin fgure
ashead had slipped under the trees and
vanizhed along the footpath in Friardale

Wood. Wharton and Cherry quickened
their ﬁuce, and were soon under the
trecs thoemselves.

“Now, whers’s he gone? ashed

Wharton, rather blankly, for in the dark-
ness it was impossible to tell which direc-
tion the new junior had taken.

“The old priory?" suggested Bob
Cherry, after a few moments,. “"You
remember that old passage under the
rains? Perhaps there's a card-party
with Ponsonby, of Higheliffe, or some

such meeting there.”

"H'm ! said Wharton.

He did not consider DBob's suggestion
a likely one, but what reason could

Punter have for entering Friarvdale
Wood, as they had watched him dot

“Come on, DBob!" said Wharton
abruptly, 'Iea.dmg the way towards the
ruins, *“We'll have a look there. If
that's not the rendezvous I'm beaten!"

They hastened on till the old walls
loomed up before them—grim and life-
less, as they always appeared.

“Can’t see anybody I zaid Dob, halts
ing in the shadow of the wood.

“Quiet ! said Harry Wharton hastily,
for & sound had come to his keen ears

He pressed Bob’s arm. for in & corner
of the priory, where the chums know
the entrancoe to the secret tunnel to be,
the lean frame of Wilfred Punter could

be seen, kneeling on the brink and peer-
ing down into the depths, As the juniors
watched he straightened, and with a
cautious glance round—from which
Wharton and Cherry were concealed by
tha shadows—bepan to descend into the
tunnel. Without a word the chums erept
to the head of the steps and listened.

Punter’'s footsteps could be heard
faintly from below, but they quickly died
AWaY.

“This looks mysterious,” grinned Bob
Cherry. * Punter may be going to visit
the body of his victim, or something in
that style ™

“Ton’t rot, old man!” said Wharton.
“let's get down alter him."

He led the way silently down the worn
flight, till they stood in the reeking
tunnel, and stared shead into & wall of
darkness. Making no sound, the
Femove captein felt his way along the
passage, pausing every few moments to
listen for I'unter, but hearing nothing.

His hand, groping along the wall,
suddenly felt a corner, and he drew up
sharply. A cautious glance showed him
a beam of light some distance away,
playing on three juniors, engaged in
pressing the walls at various points. Bob
looked over his shoulder and drew &
deap breath,

“ What the giddy thump—" he said
softly. “*Is Punter down there, Harry ¥
And who are the rest? Skinner & Co ¥

It was casy to recogmise the juniora
in the beam of the torch held by Bunter.
The light played brilliantly for a second
on the sharp teatures of Harold Skinner,
tho cad of the Remove,

‘" 8kinner !" ejaculated Wharton i an
undertone.

“And Stott!” zaid Baob.

“ Snoop—and Bunter ! finished Harry
Wharton, as the heam flashed thiz wa
and  that, illuminating the stone walls
and occasionally the faces of the
searchers.

As they watched there was an ex-
clamation from Skinner, and ha stood
staring, it seemed, at the solid wall,
Bunter, Snoop, and Stott seemed equally
interested in what Skinner was examin-
ing.. There was a discussion among the
four, and then Bkinner climbed on to
an invisible ledge and vanished straight
into the stone. Bob gave a gasp.

“A slab of stone has moved back!™
he ejaculated. “They've found a secret
tunnel, But what on earth are they

looking for "
seid Wharton,

“Goodness knows
shaking his head,

One by one the four juniors climbed
into the invisible cavity, Bunter going
in last, and grunting audibly, even from
a distance. Bob pressed Wi&rtnn’ﬁ arm
and they slipped quietly along the pas-
sage, eager to see what Skinner & Co.
were doing in the thickness of the wall.

There was & glow from the torch to
gshow where they had entered, and as
Wharton and Cherry approached a
figure appeared in it. A lean hand—
the hapnd of Punter—reached up and
pressed & spot on the wall, whereupon
there was o sharp elick, and the glow
was suddenly cut off. -

The tunne! was pitch dark. Punter
had closed the slabl
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Explanations !

HERE was no sound in the black-
ness but the breathing of the
thres .junicrs. Wharton and
Cherry stood in silence, trying to

fathom the reason for Punter's un-
expected action. They heard Punter
moeve away from the slab and his foot-
ste camo c¢loser. The two chums
walted expectantly.

“Now!" rapped Wharton, and th:_.*
Erﬂhhr;d out in the dark. Bob's big
and caught Punter by the hair, while
his other found a wrist, and fastened on
with & vice-like grip. Wharton seized
the new junicor by the shoulders, and
poon pinioned his arms.

Punter gave a convulsive jump and

- shouted. BSeized by unknown hands in
tlﬁ derkness, his fright was understand-
abie,

“Leb mo go!" he shouted fiercely.
“Jaot me go, whoever you are! I—"

“1t's us, Punter, you idiot!"” growled
Bob. “Wharton and Cherry. Btop
struggling, you chwnp, we've gobt you !

“0h! I thought—— I didn't know
who 1t was!” stottered Punter, “Laet
me get my torch!”

Wharton relenzed one of his arms, and
Punter quickly extracted the torch from
Liis pocket and switched it on, The white
beam reassured the trembling junior as
it illuminated the ruggoed featurta of
Bob Clerry and the set face of the
captain of the Remove,

‘What—what are you doing down
here " ssked Punter, his eyes search-
ing the chums" faces to see whal they
knew of his movements.

Wharton looked at’ him grimly.

“Tha question is, what are you doing,
Punter "' he returned awi.Etfy. “Bob
and I followed you from Greyiriars, and
saw vou imprison Skirner and his pals
behind that slab.”-

Punter’s eves held a hunted look, but
he stammered oub an explanation.

“Jt—it's only a joke! A silly joke, I
know. But I woke up and saw Bkinner
and his pals leave the dormitory, and
followed them, to seo where they were
going. When they got as far as the
w I thought there was some game
on, and 1 shub thet slab just out of
mischief, that's all !”

“Intending to open it egain in a few
minutes, I mtpp-usn?" said Wharton, his
lip curling, * Precious poor sort of a
‘cﬁm, that! Your explanation scunds a
il:pij. thin, Punter!"

Punter was 2o obviously unnerved that
he- could hardly string his excuses to-
gether coherently.

“H'm! What do you think of that
for & varn, Bob1"

* Not much,” zaid Bob Cherry bluntly.

“J1—I swear it's true!” pleaded tho
naw juniov.

“Shut up & minute!” growled B?h,
striding to the slab behind which
skinner & Co. were imprisoned.

No sound penetrated through the
stone, and had they not seen them
enter with their own eyes the chuma
would have had diffienlty in believing
that the wall really did conceal four
jimic:rs—nml one of them an out-size, at
thatl

“How does it open, Punter?” asked
Bol nt length. .

The new junior pressed by the side
of the slub, and in perfect silence the
square of stone disappeared inwards, 1ill
there was a fearful howl that they knew
well—Bunter.

“Yaroogh! I've bumped my head!
JT'm brained! Yow-ow-ow!”
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‘reply.

The Owl's roars echoed cerily zlonpg
the old tunmel, but it was a relief—to
the rescuers, at least—to hear the voice
of one of lhe prisoners.

“Bo you're all right, you fcllowsi”
askod Hoh,

Skinner's voico camoe from the dark.
ness i reply,

“Thank goodness you've come! We
should have been suffocated if we'd
stayed in hers long—there's no ventila-
t-mj;t: E’Immrer!; I ; 4;-;]

ig pair of speotacles glimmered in
the ca.vitpy. and ghmﬁ fut fgrm of Billy
Bunter squeezed out. Bob lent a help.
ing hand, for Bunter had to crawl out
hoad Brst. The other three followed
quickly, thankful to emerge into the
comparatively [vesh atmosphere of the
tunnel,

"Yow-ow " wheezed Bunter, carefully
fondling his bullet head where it had
come into violent—and painful—contact
with the slab as it swung back.
“Which of vou voliers shub us in that
rotten hole

Punter, holding the light, wgs prac-
tically invisible, and endeavoured to re-
main s0.  Buat Skinner, staving round,
spotted the slim form, and started.

“Youl" bie ejeculated blankly.

Knowing Punter as he did, it ap-

eared plain to Skinner that the new

oy lLad somehow got wind of the mid-
night expedition, and shut them in for
some reason of his own—though how he
could hope to profit by hnprisoning his
rivals with the treasure was a mystery.
It was a situation requiring very cara-
ful handling, and Skinner was too full
of rage to cautions. _

“You rotter!” he said thiekly. It
was you shut ns up in there—like rais
i a trap! We mighlt have sulfocated
if these E:Hcrws hadn't let us ont. "This
will have to go before thie Head, Whar-
tenr! We don't wank dangerous cads of
this kind at Groeyfriars!™

“Holld on! Give Punter a chanco !
pot in Harry Wharion coolly. * Punter,
this will require a more convineing ex-
planation than the ono von gavo us. As
for you. Skinner-—what were you and
Bunter doing down here in the middle
of the night!”

Bkinner's eves darled fvom his cronies
to Funter. Thev had found nothing in
the cavity—nothing but dust,  Their
hopes in that direction had been rudely
quashed, and Skinner, as Jdid his pals,
fairly yearned for vengeance on the
junior who had raised their visions of
wealth, This last trick, giving them o
bad fright instead of the treasure, was
the last straw. Hizs expression grow
venomous as he thought of the dreams
which were now highly unlikels
develop into realitios.

““We thought we'd found a clue to the

Gireyiriars treasure, if vou want to
know,” said Skinner furiously. “But
bayond this slab we've found nothing.
That rotter must have followed us hore.
Let's hear what kind of an explanation
he's ot to make,”

Wharton and Cherry eved TPuntes
very grimly as he moistened his lips to
But Punter, =o far from think-
ing of his own personal safetr, was
burning with animosity towards Bkin-
ner & Co. "Uhe words “treasure hunt ™
had roused o host of lalent suspicions
in his mind, and he was almost beside
himself at the thought that, after all
s seheming, be might bhave beon fore-
stalled,

“Wheve did you get vour clues from,
Bkinner*™ he asked, his voice vibrating
with excitement.

“You onght to know, you rotles!"™

Aashed back tlie cad of the Roemove.

¥ EBuanier oot one of your letters, and

to.
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opened it—that was what put us on the
scent.”

Punter wenk white, parily with rage
and partly with disappointment. I§t~
had expected it, but the knowledge that
he had failed, and that the consequences
would be severe, came as a shock.

:‘Let.‘a hear the full story, Skinner!"
sald Wharton sterniy. **And then we'll
have Puunter’s version of the matter.”

. Skinner swiftly outlined the purloiu.
ing of Punter's letter from the rack--
%lhif‘ leading Wharton to believe that
the letter contained sufficient informa.
tion to put Skinner & Co. on the trail
of the troasure. Punter could not very
well disprove that without reference to
his father. The cad gave a pretty clear
iclen of Purter's mission at the school
while the new junior listened in silence.

“You can’t believe that I meant o
lcave S8kinner and his friends shut up i
that hole?” he burst out at lasf, “I
admit it was a silly trick, but T was
astounded to find that they had fove-
stalled me, and I had to have timo to
think. I acted on the spur of the
moment, that's -all, I swear ™

“Well, my hat!” commented Bob
Cherry., “This will have to go before
the Head, Wharton. Punter can't stay
at the school after to-night.” .

“Yarcogh!  Don’f take ma to the
Heod!” wailed DBunter. *1 shall get
Hogged for taking IMunier's letter; amd
those rvotters will get off scot free! We
ware all in this together, Skinner, vou
rotter! If I get flogged, I shall tell—"

“SBhut up, vou fat fooll” hissed Skin-
nar urgountly.

He fairly trembled at the thought of
his dealings with Mr. Punter hecoming
public. There waer o chance that they
could be kept dark—if Bunter's tongue
could be stilled,

* Punter will have to go to the Head
and own up!” said Wharton decidedliy.
“If he just says what be was sent Lo
Greririars for, we may be able {o keep
the rest of the affair dark. What do
you =zay to that, Skinner?

Wharton was eyeing the cad of the

Romove very  suspicipusly,  sensing
further cgz[ﬂai:mtinns, when  Punter
cansced a diversion.

Ho ducked suddenly under Bol

Cherry's 2vm, and darted off along the
tunacl, his torch illuminating his path
a5 he ran,

*After him " ronved Bob, and sct the
example.

Wharton dashed in hLis wake, with
Snoop and Stott at his heels. The light

cantshed suddenly as Punter turneed into

tlie main passage. Stumbling againse
each other, the juniors negotinted the
tnrn and perceived the Iight danecing
ahead, nearing the exit in the ol
priory. Then it vanished again ae
Punter took the stone steps threo at a
time and merged into the open air.

Back 1 the tunnel Skinner wwas
graping his way towards: the exit, with
Bunter on lns heels and in a bwitier of
fright.

“If-=if {his gets to the Head's cars T
shall be flogged!” ho mumbled.

#It won't1” said Bkinner despocately.
“But Tunter will split!” groaved the

Owl,

“If he  does, we ean'l belp k™
snapped Skinner. * But if we are called
up on the carpel, keep vour fat mouth
shut about my inlerviewing ol Punler
at tho =siation. The voung blightor
won't know about that bl he gots home
—if that's kept dark woe ean only get
flagged. And—and I'll stand vou tew
bab, Bunler, if rou keep fwin,” said the
cal, with an effort.
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Last of Punier!

st HERE iz the rotter?”

W Bob Cherry halted at the
top of the steps and stared
ronnd  amongst  the  ruins,

There was ceriginly no sign of Punter.
though the shadows cast by the old
masotry could have copcealed soveral
fellows with ease. Whavion shook his
head helplessly. '

“Beatter ! seid  Bob  snddenly.
‘““He's proballdy skulking in the shadows
somowheve, hoping we shall dash back
to Greviriars I .

The four juniors obeyved instantly,
and Bob's plan specdily bore fruit, A
vell from Btott sent them all pelting
ufter a figure which bad emerged from
a deserted corner and was runmng des-
poraiely for the cover of the trees. The
fow vards' stavt he had would not
serve him much againgi Wharton and
Cherry, two of the flectest runners in
the Lower School, but once ha could
gain the wood, the flecing junior had
fiope of -evading them.

The puwrsuers dashed wnder Lhoe
boughs, stumbling over trailing roots
and colliding peamnfully with saplings,
but the sound of Punter's footsteps drew
them on. Stott crashed over a root and
rolled breathlessly among a tangle of
undergrowth, where he lay for a while,
scratelred and gaspang. :

The rest came out of the wood and
into the lane only a short distance
behind their guarry—but in the few
seconds at his disposal, Punter seemed
to have vanished as completaly as if the
voad had opened and swallowed him
ugp

Wharlon and Cherry slowed down in
the lane, and Suoop cane panting up
from the rear.

“He's beaten us again!" gasped Bob
Cherry, staring up and down the

narrow road,
“Bohind the hedge? uiuggr:stud
Wharton. “You take that side, and

I'll take this!”

The captain of the Remove essayed to
leap the ditch at the side of the lane,
but the grass was slippery, and his leap
misfired. He shpped, crashed into the
ditch on all fours. There was a g
apd his hands encountered human limbs
—there was somebody already in the
ditch, wusing it as a hiding-place!
Wharton muade & grab and shouted.

“Got him! Bol—38noop!”

He found himself rolling wmong
nettles and eaked mud at the bottom
of the dilch. Punber was publing up &
desperate struggle, but he hed no
chance against the athletic junior. By
sheer od fortune, Wharten had
dropped literally on top of s quarry—
and the firm pgrasp of Bob Cherry
belped to drag the new junior out of
his place of concealment.

“MNow vou won't geb away again,
my ]‘.lippirfi" zaid Bc[»ib griml:,!;: ngahn
gripped ona of Punter’s arms. “You
take the other, Harry, We'll soon have
him back at Greyiriars like this! Fall
hehind and help him if he wants any

[+

encouragement, Snoop!

Hnoop grinmed and fell in the rear.
Punler found that he could Leep pace
castly with Wharton and Chercy's F:ng
steides, and Bnoop had no chance fer
any shooting practice.

They were s sirange quartette to
march along the lane at midnight, but
perhaps fortunately for their vervous
systems, there were no villagers abroad
to sea them, The sound of running
fooisteps from hehind cansed Harry
Wharton to Jook hack with a grin,
expecting lo perccive the portly form

PRICE
TWOPENCE,

Bob Cherry shinned over the
school wall, and slid down the
old ocak on the opposite side.
As he landed, a volce sounded
at his elbow, and he spun
round to face George Wingate.
“Bo you young rascals have
gome back, then !** observed
the school captain grimly.
(See Chapter 11.)

of old Tozer, the Friardale policeman,
hot on the trail of a mystery. Iut it
was only BStott, whose absence had
passed wnnoticed.in the hurry.

“Where are Skinner and Bunter?"
as Harry, as Btott panied up.
“What did they stay behind for?”

“They'ro coming on, I expeet,”
voplied Btoft. “I haven't seen ’em.
You've got Punter, then! I-I say,
Punler!”

The new junior looked at hin grimly
without speaking.

“I—1I suppose you're not going to
mention wus in this affair?” asked Stolt
hopefully. “There's no need—yvou've
only got to tell the Head what vou
were sent to the school for, and clear
oult—as yvou intended to do all the tima!
MNo n to drag anybody elso into it!™

Punter laughed,

“I sha'n't let any more out than 1
must 1" he responded. “T can't say
farthar than that!”

“Thanks, Punter. You've a sport!”
said Btott, and Wharlon glanced at him
queerly.

Bunter and Skinner caught themn up
just as ithey reached the school-gates,
and Wharton paused.

“Bealter not ring for Gosling!” he
grinmed. “'We'll bave to get over the
wall. You first, Bob!”

Bob shinned gquickly 1o the tap of
the wall, and slid down the old oak
on Lthe opposite side. As he landed, a
vofeo sounded at his clbow, and he
spun round.

“B0 you've come back, then!™
observed (ieorge Wingate, the captain
of the Sixih, grimly.

“0h!  You, Wingate!” stuttered
Bob., Then in a mournful voice:

“Iv's all up, you fellows! Wingale's
here—waiting for na!”

':n!l !Jl

There woz a zasp of dismov from tha

other side of the wall, and then, ona by
one, the juniors scrambled over and

stood before the Sixth Former.

“Boaven of youl”
sternly, *“I'm enrprised at you.
Wharton! I don't often go prowling
round the dormitories after lights out,
but it seems that it was fortunate that
I did to-night!”

The juniors groaned. They thought
it was very far from forfunate!

"1 happen to know that the Head is
gitting up late this evening with somo
axam papers, so you had better all
come with me and see him pow I

With Tunter in their midst, the
Removites followed the caplain of the
school into the house and along the
corridor to the Head's study. Win-
gate's knock sounded like & death-knell,
to Bkinner & Co. at least.

The Head looked up with obvious dis-
Fl-aaaura, a3 well as surprise as tho
ittle erowd invaded his study.

“Excuse me, sir!” sald Wingate.
“But thias 1a rather a =serious matter.
and I thought it best to bring these
juniors to you now. I found seven heds
unoccupied In the Hemove dormitory
about half an hour ago, and I waited
up for the owners to come in"

Dr. Locke wiped his glasses.

“Thank you, Wingate!” he said. "I
am glad you brought the affair to my
notice at once. I am surprised at thia,
Wharton ! he ssid fo the captain of
the Remove. *“ Have you any explana-
tion to offer me for this breach of the
school rules?™

Harry Wharton explained in rapd,
clear sentences the reason for his and
Bob Cherry's escapade, and leit Punter
to make his confession. The new jumor
gave a complete account of the schems,
during which the expression on Dr,

Toe Msarer LisRany.—No, 95@-
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Locke's face became more and more
peculiar,

“ RBless my soull”™ he ejaculated aob
last. “And y8u, Bunter—what were
you doing down in this tunnel after
the hour when you are supposed to be
in bad and asleep?'’

" Nothing, =rl”
promptiy.

“You assure me that you wore not
there in the hope of securing a share in
the treasure—ah ! when found?”

“0Oh no, sir,” said Bunter virtuously.
“I'm nothing toe do with this affair,
really, You're guite wrong if you sus-

t me, sir! As for Punter's letter—

never touched that, I give you my
word, sic!"” .

Skinner groaned, Once Punter started
to defend himself, it would not be long
befora the whole thing came out. He
;{nntliive'd to kick the Owl, unseen by the

ead.

A Yow ! roared Punter suddenly.
“Bome beast kicked me! It was you,
Bkinner "

Skinner gave him a look that ought
to have shrivelled the fat junior, but
Bunter didn't even see it

“Ztand away from Bunter, Skinner!"
prdereqd the Head grimly. * What are
vou saying about n letter of Punter's,

unter "

“I—I said I never touched it, sir, .on
my honour, Besides, it was stuck down

salid Bunter
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IN THE “GEM” AND
ON THE FILMS!

A sensational story of Romance and Adventure
based upon the DEATH RAY.

awiully cavelessly—it.came open as casy
a3 anything. But there wasn't any treas
sure, after all. I think Punter ought to
be flogged, don't you, sirt"

Dr. Locke stared at the Owl in amaze-
ment, Punter's methods of proving his
innocence were original, to say the
least,

“Tio T understand that you opened a
lotter addressed to Punter, and did it
contain information from which you
thought you could find this treasure of
whici you speak "’

“ How—how did you know,
asked Bunter in surprise,

“You appear to be as much fool as
rogue, Bunter !" said the Head, “Who
clse was concerned in this attempt to
forestall Punter in securing the trea-
sure? Skinner, Snoop, Stott, am I right
in associating you with this young
rascal T :

Skinner licked his dry lips. It was no
good lving now. DBunter had blabbed
evervthing, as usual.

“¥es, sir,” he replied. *We—we
didn't ,jmean any harm, sir. You see,
we——

“¥ goe that you have made unscrupu-
lous use of information which Bunter
supplied. ‘That the eclues which you
fnﬁmwed belonged to Punter there is
no doubt,” interjected the Head. “ Did
[ hear you say that wyou discovered
nothing for your pains?™

sir EJ‘!

-

should make a

BCreen.
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You are given the unique experience of being able to
read the story in our grand companion paper, and then
see it shown on the screen at the cinema.

this wonderful story, * GEM "

£10 a week

for the correct solution of a simple picture-puzzle based

upon the story and the film,

” . point of reading ** THE SCARLET

STREAK " in the “*GEM " and seeing it on the

This gives a double advantage in solving the
fascinating picture-puzzle.

GET A COPY OF THIS WEEK'S

“GEM?”

and go after that £10.
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In addition to
readers are offered

Every boy and girl
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. ing classes,

“There's nothing there, sir!” replied
Stoth "It was all & fake."

“1 am not surprised,” said Dr. Locke
dryly., *You are not the first who has
tried to unearth the Groyfriars trea-
suro—without success. Skinner, Snoop,
Stott, you will be flagged in the morn-
g, as a warning to refrain from such
trickery as you have indulged in again.
As for you, Bunter, wers you not such
a dolt, I should feel that you deserved
& hoavior punishment for the despicablo
ack of stealing another boy's letter, and
attamﬁ:t.u:g to profit by the contents. 1.
shall flog you with the others. Punter ™
—he paused—"I hardly know how to
deal with you. I will consider the
matter, and speak to you to-morrow.
I am obliged to you, Wingate, for bring-
ing this before me. I am astounded that
such dealings should take Flm:a gmong
lower boys. You may go!’

Wingate ushered the juniors out of
the study, and saw ““lights out " in the
Bemove dormitory,

Harry ‘harton and Bob Cherry
stayed awake some time diseussing what
would happen to Punter on the morrow.

“Punter was more or less within his
rights,” said Wharton. * Anybody could
find the téeasure—it'sin a public spot, if
it's anywhere near the old priory. Mr.
Punter was safe enough 1n ﬂEndJ::ng his
gon down to have a look round. The
Head's in an awkward position—he can
l:m.ig punish Punter for shutting Skinner
& Co. up in that tunnel.”

- “Teave it to him,” yawned Bob.
“I'm tired.”

Of those juniors booked for a flogging
on the morrow, only Skinner felt any
cause for satisfaction. He only h
that his dealings with Mr. Punter, under
the name of “Ceril Hawkins,” wounld
remain a secret. On that score Skinner
had deep misgivings.

After breakiast noxt morning the four
plotters were called into the Head's
study, ‘and the floggings were adminis-
tered, Bunter tedk refuge in a series
of loud howls which somewhat lessened
his punishment—an old d#ﬂ%ﬁ of the
Owl's. But there was no doubt, to the
grinning crowd which met the delin-
quents in the corridor, that they had
been through it.

A little later, Puntor was called to tha
study, and he did not appear for morn-
It was learned during
Hbhreak ' that Dr. Locke had written
to Mr. Punter and arranged for Punter’s
removal from the school. Possibly the
Head told Mr, Punter at the same timo
what he thought of that gentleman’s
diplomacy.

Punter senior evidently took his defeat
with fortitude, for he did not writa to
Dr. Locke concerning the cpisode
featuring ““Cecil Hawkine.”  Perhaps
he did not want everybody to know just
how simple it was to swindle a smart
business man from the City. But
Skinner quaked when he thought of it
for a long time after, :

A thorough search was made officially
in the tunnel boyond the sccret slab, but
no sign of treasure came to light. Mr,
Punter's. clues wore just one more of
many “fake " sels which had been dis-
covered from time to time. Tho hidden
hoard of the Grey Friars remained as
safely hidden as ever. !

But it was wecks before the dis-
appointed conspirators forgot Wilfred
Punter, the new boy, or his * secret.”

THE EXD,

(¥ow look ouf for neéxt weck’s long
complele atory of the Greyfriars ehuma,
entfitled : “THE MYSTERY OF
POPPER'S ISEAND! TYTou'll enjoy
every Iine of #f, boysf)
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An Amazing New Detective Serial, featuring Ferrers Locke and his boy assistant, Jack Drake.

On Board the Trumpeter !

ITHIN thirty seconds Locke and
Drake were on board the

Trompeter. With shouis of
encouragement (o their men,
they joined in the fight, )

At firet the defenders held sheir ground
well. But the weight of the attack told,
and, more imen coming from forward,
having finished the job of binding the
wrists of the prisoners there, the LTrum-
peter’s men were gradually pressed back
into their quarters.

The men of the Stormeock, thurmﬁhl_:r

" enjoying  themselves, pitched eir
cnemies down below with scant
ceremony. At last the hatchway was

slammed to and secured. The fight was
won for those of the Stormeoock.

Shouied orders now came from Proctor
on the bridge of the Btormeoch.

“Tell the engineer down the speakin’-
tube as he's a prisoner wi' the rest!™
bawled Proctor. **Tell him to stop the
engines an’ como up—him an' his second,
an’ the stoker on duty. Boon's they be
up on deck, reliefs go down, an’ stand by
for orders. Barry, you'll chiet
engincer o the Trumpeter. You, Dun-
combe, though yeo don't know anything
'hout engines, will be second., Anyone
for the stoker, an’ another iold off for
stoker relief. (et to it, ladsi Where's
Harper 1"

““Benscless on the bridge, skip

“All right. Carron, you command,
an' hand over to Tom when he comes
round. He ain't damaged bad, is he 1"

“Dunno yet, skip.” )

“¥You staym’ aboard, sir?"

"For the moment, yes!” called back
Forrers Locke, 'Then, to Carron, the
man told off to command the prize:
“Bee that all helow decks are secured,
Carron. My assistant and I will be in
the wireless cabin if wanted. Hi, you
two, gel into ihe skipper’s state-room,
and see no ouo enters, And don't dis-
turb anything i

Ay, ay, sir}¥

Locke and Drake made tracks for the
wirelesa cabin,  There they found the
aperator in a deadly funk, Ho held has
hands high above his head when the two
appeared. Fervevs Locke jevked him out
of the eabiie, pmld B wis ot onee- pounced

ill

upon by waiting men on the deck., Then
Locked and Drake entered the cabin and
commenced their search,

“First of all, my boy, the list of key
letters and numbers for each day for the
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NEW READERS BEGIN HERE.

FERRERS LOCKE, the wizard detective of
Baker Strect, and

JACK DRAKE, his live-wire assiztant, have
been engaged by '

JOHN CARR, owncr of the Carr Pishing
Fleet, 1o put a stop fo ihe destructive
raids mwade upon hiz fleed of vesrels by
an  armoured Icelandman which, by
reason of fts mysterious comings and
goinga, iz dubbed the Phantom,

BLAIZE PROCTOR, admiral of the flect and
skipper of the North Star, known to his
asgociates as * Blareq."
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Aboard the North Star, Locke and Drake,
accompanied by an able-bodied créw, sel sall
lo track down the mysterious Phantom.

At an early date Locke discovers that
S50AR HOSKING s a traiter to the fleet,
amd deetdes that the best way (o round up
the Planlom fg to set another Phantom on
ita track. Accordingly, Carr buys an Ice-
landman—ihe Slormcock—Jor Lhe purpeze.
The sister thip te the Stormcock, which is
pamed the Trumpeler, fs purchased by a
man named STROMSUND, and 48 is proved
that Hozking iz In his employ.

After a series of flerce encounters, in which
Locke iz captured by Hosking and his con-
jederates and taken aboard {he enemy croff,
the Stormcock i forced to wmake a hurried
get-awray, with the FPhantom in hol pursuit,
Screened by a fpg, and with no bghts buri-
fitge Lhe enemy craft is bearing down upon
the Stormeock when she crashes inlo a
bargue, and {8 TRoled in coneequence,
Nealicing their plight, the crew of the
Phantom clamber aboard the barque. Mean-
while, Drake makes a valiant dash jor lhe
bulkhead, and in the wmick of time rescues
the bound and wnconscious form of Ferrers
Loeke from the doowed veasel.

No sooner has the Baker Strect defective
escaped with hia life, however, than he pre-
pares {0 turn the Jivasler {6 good. aecount,
A Jalze essage ix sent to the Truwmpeter,
teith the result that Scar Hosking appears:
uvpan the scene, only to find a aurprize
packet in the shape of the Stormcock, fully
manned and ready for Faght. Hardly has
Horking tumbled to Fervers Locke's ruee than
the crew of the Stormcock, led Dy the detecs
tive and fis asslstant, epring ot action.

(Now read ow.).

purpose of sending messages in code,
Then any special orders. Then the
carbon copies of the messages sent oud
andg—>="

“Here's the code list for each day,
811, replied Jack, whose sharp eyes had
noted it pinned up above the wireless
operator’s table.

_ Ferrers Locke took it down, glanced at
1t, and uttered an exclamation of
satizfaction,

“Each day till tha end of the month,

my boy. That's splendid 1™ Ldcke Juk
the paper in his pocket-book, " INow
search {or any further information,”

Locke and Drake were busily engaged
for & matter of ten minutes. But they
found nothing in the way of orders
amongst the wireless man’s files.

The most important thing, however,
was alrcady in their possession—the list
of code.keys for the month. With this.
Ferrors Locke felt confident that he could
koep Stromsund in the dark as to tho
disasters that had befallen his trawlers.

He meant now to'get hold of the work-
ing orders to Secar B.{—Im]-:ing, then obey
them as regards time of return to
Iceland, and g0 on. By zending wireless
messages he felt he could then get back
into the secret fjord of Btromsund, occa-
sion & meeting with Stromsund in tha
same way as Stromsund had befora mset
hiz skippers, then sceure the man.

Feorrers Locke well knew that, should
Stromsund 1lake the alarm, he would
prove & most elusive person. And it was
Stromsund he wanted. Without the in-
stigator of these Dogger trawl-wrecking
schemes, the minor captures they had
made would be uselass. Hence Locke's
anxiety to deceive Stromsund into think-
ing that ail was well right up to the
last instant,

"Come along, Drake. There are nn
orders here,” said Locke at last, * We'll
just slip along to the skipper's state-
voom,  We'll Gnd them there, right
cnough, probably in the same place
where Procior keeps hia papers on the
Stormeock.” .

Out on deck onece more, Locke and his
assistant lopked round.  Bound forps
were lying here and there under the
bulwarks, and the Stormecock’s men were

Tre Macner Lasmany.—No, 952,
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gtanding about in knots, joking and talk-
ing over the scrap. g

“We got "em all, sir!” said one man.
“Them below gave themselves up like
lambs. Tom's come round again, an’ has
taken command.”

“We've parted from the Stormeock, I
fee.” : .

“Av, ay, sir, Old Blazes was afraid
s we'd got stove in if we stayed grindin’
at each other's sides . much longer.
There's the Stormeock, thero, just visible
in the feg. We be steamin’ slow ahead
to the nor'-west.”

“ESplendid! Come along, Drake, to
the state-room " .

The two men standing by the state-
room, their fingers to tho peaks of their
sou"westers, handed over their charge to
Ferrers Locke, and the Baker Street
detective and Jack Drake got very busy.

Locke took out all the fm%munts of
charts and papers in the cupboard, sat
down at the table, and began to study
them carefully. Jack Drake searched
about in other likely places. .

At last a guick e¢xclamation of satis-
faction escaped Locke's lips.

“Ah, here we are, my boy! No necd
to search further. "This is splendid! So
Hosking was ordered to relieve the
Wraith, and follow her within twenty-
four hours back to Iecland, having dono
all: the damage-he equld in that time to
the Carr fleet’s trawling-gear. I sec he
ts ordercd to get his own trawl down on
the northern banks on the way home.
An effort on Stromsund’s part to make
the * phantoms ' pay their own expenses
to a cortain extont, as well as to disarm
suspicion, of course.  Well, he'll get
little fish this trip!™

Jack Drake had leant over the table to
examine the order as Locke scanned
them.

“By jingo, gir,” aaid Jack, “every-
thing is cut and dried for us. The false
veport that the trawlermen picked up by
that barque, the Hanningford, were men
from the Storm , the Lloyd's report
that the Wraith passed Dunnct Head,
our own tracks having been covered so
carafully, ought to bear fruit when we
got to Ieeland. It's the only sort of
fruit that rocky couniry will bear, it
seems.””

“Things certainly seem to be going
well, my boyl Bt we mustn't——"

"ﬁands up, there! A shout, an' I fire
twice——"

As Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake
swung round to face the door, they saw
Scor Hus!{inri:. tho at red weal down
his cheek livid, his bloodshot eyes
smouldering and dangerous,

“I bain't goin’ to bo taken like a rat
in & trap ! hissed the man fercely. “I'd
sooner swing than do twenty year, I tell
vo! Now, ve'll go on deck, one of ye—
the boy—an' yo'll get them three men
awny from under the boat, first makin’
them clear the boat ready for slidin’ it
over. "Then the men must go for'ard.
Once that's done, I'll slip away, an’ wish
va fare thee 1ll. I reckon I could lose
any steam trawler in a fog like thiz ‘ere,
out in o trawler boat wi' a stout pair o
oo rg——"

“And what if wo refuse ' demanded
Locke quietly.

“Then, by heavens, I'll finish yve both!
I know I'm for it, and, as I say, I'd
vather swing thar do twenty year.
There's other things'll be raked up about
me if T get into the dock. But if I.have
to fire, 1n the confusion, I'll maybe yct
get away in the boat ™

“How did you get free?” demanded
Locke sharply, but without raising his
volce, for ho knew that in Hesking's
present state of mind it would take little
to make him press the trigger.
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Hﬂfskiu’g snarled, .

“I ain’t 'erg to be badgered wi' ques-
tions by you. Now then, no delay! Is
that boy goin’ out on deck?® An' mind,
when he does go, if he gives the alarm,
vou, IMistm‘ Ferrers Locke, ore a dead
man ™

Gone Away !
ACK DRAKE stood, hands tightly
gripping the table, irresolute.

Hosking had his weapon raised,

covering Ferrers Locke, and the
boy kuew by the way the man handled
the weapon that he was no child with
a gun,

And those blood-shot, blazing eyes!
That erime-lined face now looking like
the face of a madman! That great,
ugly red weal from cheek-bone to chin,
changing colour every second as -the
blopd came and went in the man's face!

Desperate he was. That he would fire
on the least provocation, Jack knew.
Ferrers Locke's life hung in the balance
at that sccond. Dut as Drake looked at
his chief he saw no sign of fear, no sign
of wavering.

A prim smile pleyed about the corners
of Locke's mouth.  He was looking
steadily into the blazing eyes of Sear
Hosking. And Jack watched intently.
broathlessly. Tor he knew that from
Locke would come an intimation of the
action to be taken, .

“ Hosking,” said Locke slowly and dis-
tinctly, “do you fondly imagine that, to
save my own poor skin, I will give my
asgistant orders to give you safe conduct
from this vessel?"

“Better decide, and quick!” snarled

ian1lu by

Ferrers Locke roared the word, and at
the same time his hand few towards his
hip pocket, Jack leapt at the same
instant, but went staggering back,
dazed and deafened, as a heavy shot
crashed out from Hosking's weapon.

Thump!

Ferrers Locke dropped to the floor,
and Drake leapt towards the state-room
door, where Hosking had beon standing.
But the door was slammed in his_face,
and the key grated in the lock. Hosk-
ing had everything well 'ﬂ:‘&p&t‘eﬂ to
carry through his scheme, however the
detective and his assistant might act.

Three times in quick succession Jack
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banged on the locked door. Then he
sprang back towards Locke, a terrible
fear at his heart, his brain in a whirl,
for he thought his chief had been shot
down.

Had Ferrers Locke played hiz game
against desperate criminals for so many
vears, safely, only to be shot down far
out on the Dogger by a rascally fisher-
man i

As Jack sprang to the table, however,
he pulled himself wp with a cory of
amazemont, for Ferrers Locke - was
rising.

*“ A close thing, my boy,” said the de-
tective coolly. ropped to the floor
as soon as I saw in his oyes that he was
going to fire. Quick, lad; see if we can
burst the door open! There will be
troubloe an deek 1"

As Loeke and Drake hurled them-
selves at the door, they heard a big
commotion on deck—a frenzied shont,
Hosking's voice; two shots in quick sue.
cession, one of the- bullets pinging on
steol plates, then silence.

What was happening above? And
why didn't the men comme and release
them frl?m the state-room? Was Hosk-
mg really escaping!

%ﬂc!m and Drake paused and listened.
They heard the shouting of Hosking
astern, then a heavy splash. Almost im-
mediately following the splash there
sounded a renewed outburst of shouting,
running feet, then a confused babel o
Yolces,

“Open this door!™ shouted Locke.

The key grated and the door was
thrown open from the outside. Tom
Harper.confronted them, his face whita
and wild-looking. .

“Thank heaven you be safe!” he ex-
claimed. “We thought that cur had
done for ye.” :

“He's gone?” asked Locke swiftly.

“Ay, ay, sir,” growled Harper. “ Ha
held up the threc men near the boat
arter he'd locked you in. He made 'em
launch the boat, then, when the men
from for'ard rushed, he fired. He's a
dead shot. It was suicide to come out
o' the cover-o' the veranda. He got
away in the boat an’ rowed off in the
fog. We be alrendy steamin’ round
tryin® to pick him up again.”

“All right,” said %m. "Dao your
best to find him, Harper. You've in-
formed the Stormeock?”

“One o' the men iz shouting out the
news now through the megaphone.
We'll keep o good leok-out an® get him
if we can, sir, have no fear! Dut a boat
in the night fog is a hard thing for a
trawler to find. We'll do our best, sir.”

Harper and the other men left the

OO,

“A near thing!” mused TLocke.
“Wo've played with edged tools for a
long time, Drake, but we've never dealt
with more dangerous tools than those
in this case.”

The famous private detective sat down
at the table and again interecsted him-
self with the papers. Jack Drake con-
tinwed his own search for fresh informa-
tion in the state-room which so recently
had been the private apartment of Scar
IHosking.

While the Trumpeter steamed here
and there in her search, the men om
deck keeping a strict look-out for the
runaway, the detective meantime ran-
sacked overy part of tho state-room.

At last, heated and satisfied that they
had obtained all the infgrmation they
could met, Ferrers Locke spoke.

“Wall, iy boy,” he said, “wo have
the Trumpeter now under our com-
mand. Wea have Hosking's orders ab
hand and the codes for theo wireless
messages for each day. Dut—"
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Ferrers Locke and Jack 'D-;akﬂ stood,

TEFESEE e L

hidden, behind the rock, with the biankets ready, as the clatering crowd of pony

riders passed close to them. (See page 28.)

“What about Hosking? interrupted
Jack. . “He's free, and everyone seems
to doubt that we'll be able to find hin
again. You see, he can dodge about so
easily in a rowing boat—quite unheard

us and yet in a splendi ition for
I!nu;melf . to hear any nanrg? steamer
and—

“ think we'll have Harper in again,
my boy,” broke in Locke., *“Call for
him, will ydui® ]

Drake soon had the temporary skipper
of the Trumpeter in the state-room.

“How did Hosking get away,
Harper™ asked Locke. “I mean, fren
to beard my assistant and me in our
den here?” : : i

“That I can’t rightly say, sir,” replied
the trawlerman. “I was knocked out
hy Hosking throwing his revolver in the
fight for t%"ua bridge. But I heard asa

osking was left Iying. senseless on the
starboard veranda——"

“Weas left, you say?

“Yen, gir. There were so many men
who had to be secured that Hosking was
left. Then, somehow, he was forgolten
until—"

“He was playing 'possum, I expect.,”
remarked Locke dryly. “Then, when
opportunity offered, he orept away
somewhera. From there, with hLis re-
loaded revolver in his possession—I take
it he picked it up from where it fell
after he had knocked you out by throw-
ing it—he crepi into the state-room,
unheard by anyone, and leld uws up.
“The rest of the story of hiz cscape we
all know. It is a sufficiently good re-
construetion, and we needn't ‘bother any
more about how he did it, The fact 1s,
he's gone, and will probably remain vwn-
dliscovered till the fog lifts.”

“1 don't think we'll get him, sir, much

as I'd like to -see .the swab retaken,”
growled Harper. “As for the men who
launched the boat for him—well, sir, it
was either that or get their brains blown
out, an’ I don’t think we can blame
them. Hosking looked that terrible,
too—ready to do anything. DBut my
opinion 1 we wastin' time slammin’
about here, 'sir, These fogs on the
Dogger last a long time, an’ there's no
sign o' a lift. Skipper Proctor's been
askin’ when you're going to order us
to point for leeland——"

“All in good time!" broke in Locko.
“We're dealing with the circumstances
of. Hosking's escape- now. As an ox-
perienced man on the banks, Harper,
what do you think he will do if
undiscovered 7"

“Why, situated -asz him, sir, I reckon
I'd move heaven an' earth to clear the
Carr fleet an' get picked up by some
trawler out o' Leith or Banif, or some-
where where I wasn't known.”

“That's what I thought. Well, at lus
luckiest, being picked up by a Leith
trawler, homeward bound, he couldn's
possibly get to Iceland before we can.
But a cable can. 8o I'm afraid that
Sear Hosking—— Hallo, what's thnis
fresh disturbance now " . -

“Some ecraft ranging alongside,” soil
Jack Drake, opening the door. —A
powerful motor-boet of some sdrt. 1%
see, sir.” ¢

Jack :zlipped out of the state-room.
He returned almost immediately, and
answerad Locke's questioning look.

“It's Mr. Carr, sir, I think, come oul
in his motor yacht, no doubt to see you.
We're slowing down, and a dinghy is
putting off from the yachi. The men
gay it's Mr. Carr’s yacht.” i

Harper vanished to attend to this now

matter, and Locke and Drake followed
him out on deck, and stood under the
port verands. The dinghy, hardly dis-
cernible in the fog, came bobbing
across the water, growing cleaver in ont-
line every seconds

Soon John Carr, owner of the Cerr
Steam Fishing Company, stepped aboard
the Trumpeter and uttered a quick ex-
clamation of salisfaction on szeeing
Locke. . '

He approached with hand oul-
streiched, a worried look on his face,
and with the air of one who had im-
portant, if distasteful news to impart.

Jre——

Ruin |

FRRERS ILOCKE, Jack Drake,
and John Carr were seated in the
state-room, and Locke waite
for Carr's news. :

“1 suppose I must congratulate yom
on having captured the Trumpeter, .
Locke,” said Carr; but there waz a
dulness in his voice that showed lack of
cnthusiasm aod more—a broken spirit.

Locke laughed easily.

“Half an hour ago I was congratu.
lating myself. Theu something hap-
pened which left things rather awkward.
Scar Tosking escaped, thus opening up
the possibility of pews of the turmn
of tﬂa tables tting to SBtromsund.
That upzet my little scheme, which, by
the way, would have been complete
without nows that the skipper and crow
of the Phantom, taking refuge on the
barque, had been secured according lo
plan. News of that, I suppose, you
bear, as well as something unpleasant }

Care smiled wanly.

* Yes, Mr, Locke, I bring news of the
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crew of the Phantom,"” he said. *The
barque Hanningford, no doubt being
heavily bribed to do so, turned and ran
for Revkjavik, under the tence that
it was unsafe for her to talil: any other
course. o those rascals are at the
moment, perhaps, informing Stromsund
of everything Slsaj' knew, And Strom-
sund, unless he iz & fool, will tumble to
yvour deception at once,”

Locke nodded.

“‘More than likely,” he said, "Well,
1 had already resigned myself to the
necessity to change giana, because of
Hosking's  escape. the blow is
deadened somewhat. However, I am
not, in the circumstances, dizpleased.
Now, Mr, Carr, it is most fortunate you
ara here. 1 have some questions to ask
vou, and will you reply without un-
burdening yvourself of the thing that is
worrying you so?  Just answer my
questions, and when 1 have finished you
can have your say.”

John Carr assented.dully.

“Well, a postponement of an un-
pleasant tazk is always welcome,” he
said, with an attempt ab & smile. “Fire
away 1"

Ferrers Locke leaned forward, his
forearms on the table.

“What connections
Iraland ?"

"Mone:; or, rather, none of import-
ance. 1 was last in Iceland well over
twenty years ago, and then only was I
there like many another smacksman—
just for a range ashore while the trawler
was at Beyvkjavik., But you are touching
something I have on my mind, Mr.
Locke, in connection with Iceland—"

“Never mind that troublesome bit of
news just now,”” broke in the detective.
“Now, what is thiz conneetion you have
with Iceland that i3 of such small
impartance 7

“Bome land I own there—a big
streteh of it, but useless. Merely desert
land—lava rock and barren mountain
slopes. It's a sort of district, I suppose.
It's name i3 Brek Katel. I've scen if.
More desolate place you can't imagine.
But it's about that—""

“Has someone been beying to buy that
desert land from you 7"

“Yes! IE's about that——"

“Who 1= thiz would-ba purchazer of
desert land " '

“Man called Dunn—H. E. Dunn. He
has properly in all sorts of out-of-the-
way places. But I'd better tell you the
whole yarn, and please let me get my
unpleasant bit of news off my chest™

“Fire away!" sald Locke, leaning
back on the locker on which he was
seated, putting the tips of his fingers to-
gether and haif-clozsing his eyes.

Jack Drake looked alert. He knew
bv Locke's attitude that now something
of the deepest importance in the case
was coming forth. 3o he, too, listened
intently.

“It's not a long story,” began Carr,
“and 1t iso't very interesting. My
father was 2 man with big ideas. He
]1-::1.1?}11; this big stretch of land in Ice-
land—Brek Katel—and though he paid
so little for it it drained his capital to
the last halfpenny. He died before he
could see any return from his invest-
ment.,  And E:c told no one the reason
for hiz haviog bought that land. He did
try to raize & company, but his efforis
were ntpped in the bud by what will
nvertake all of ns somo time,

“I often tremble to think of the use
my father intended to put that land,
You follow me?"

“You mean you think he might have

have Fou in

GIVE YOUR NEWSAGENT A STANDING ORDER, BOYS!

been desirous of foating a bubble con-
corn, which would explode and—"

“ Exactly, sir! Heaven forgive me if
my suspicions are wrong! But I swore
that I would not part with that tecrible
land on any consideration. Now
Well, T have an offer. But, there, I'm
gelting too far ahead.” i

John Carr pressed his hand to his fore-
head for a second or two, then, with a
deep breath, he continued:

“Mr. Locke, I want vou to drop this
case—" He pauvced, but Ferrers Locke
neither started nor locked up in sur-
prise, Carr continued, now hurriedly :

“T am a ruined man, Mr. Locke! L
am at the end of my tether. For months
my fleet has made no return—in fact, 1t
has been run at & loss. I am so heavily
in debt that the sale of my trawlers will
not carry me through with a clear name.
My bankers have refused further over-
drafts. don't seem  to  know
whether, I am on my head or my heels.
Those villains tearing and wrecking my
vessels’ gear have pained their ends. I
am ruined.

" Now, Mr. Locke. out of the ruin of
my businezz, if I sell Brek Katel—twenty
thousand pounds 15 the offer—I can pay
my debts and still have enough over to
go in shares with & steam-trawler with
old Blazes Proctor. We can run her to-
gather as a single boater, and make a
decent living Blazes has a nice little
nest-egg, which he'll put down with
what T can salve out of my busmmess.

—
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intend to sell Brek Katel, and start
clean. Your own tees, Mr, Locke, up to
date will be heavy, | know, and I am
ready to realise. Hut if the case is con-
tinued, I—1'mm afraid you'll never get
your meney. That's why I want you to
drop cut now, with my best thanks for
your very great services so far.’

Carr paused, as if finizhed, and
Ferrers Locke looked ot the broken
trawler ownér.,

The detective smiled, and Carr, some-
how, felt that smile thrill through him
like & current of electricity, folt
& strange strength growing within him.
And he wondered st it as he returned
Locke's look.

“Mr. Carr,” replied Locke, *I have
nover taken on o case and left it un-
completed. If I did that my assistant
and I would never sleep soundly again—
¢h, Drake?"

“I'd feel that way, too, sir,” said Jack.

“¥You are such a clean imnest. man,
Mr. Carr, that your t.}lmtgiﬂ.s are first of
all for your ereditors. They might not
be paid in full! Tha% iz your trouble.
If you were other than what you are—a
business man with still the simple seas
man’s heart—you might be tempted to
realise that there are ways of saving o
nest-ogg, when you go bankrupt, at the
pxpense of the ereditors. DBut that, and
rightly 50, has not rceeived a second's
consideration from you.

“Will you trust me in this matter,
Mr. Carr? T'll sea you through it with
flying colours. The Stormcock is costing
& great deal of money to run, and she is
earning nothing—or apparently so, from

o fisherman's point of view. If I were
not working for you, I'd work on my
own behalf, to bring that villain Strom-
sund to justice,

“I realise your difficulties, now the
banks have refused you overdrafis,
But, mark this, Carr, if you would be a
rich man, don’t sell Brek Katel! I re-
peat, whatever happens, however closely
troubles press upon you, don’t sell Bre
Katel! Ready money? Yes, yves: I'm
coming to that!” Locke drew out his
cheque-book and unserewed the cap ol
his fountain-pen. “I'd like to lend-you
money on Brek Kaiel, Mr. Carr. You
arrange the mortgage at home, and fll
in the amount of tlus blank cheque I am
signing for you. Make it a sum that
wﬁl enable you to carry on your busi-
ness, ineluding the running of the Storm-
cock, for & month.”

Carr gasped, speechless, as Locke
signed the cheque and handed it to him,

* But—but, Mr. Locke, you may never
gci it back !™ he at last managed to gasp
o

Fervers Locke smiled.

“I am backing my chances against
Stromsund to the tune of the amount
you write on that cheque, Mr. Carr,”
he said. “And- I sha'n't be the- loser.
If my theory is right, the mortgageo of
Brek Katel will have made s splendid
wmvestment, ™

Carr, as in & dream, took out his
pocket'book and placed Locke’s blank
cheque in it. He scemed at a loss for
words, And he felt he was dreaming as
Locke accompanicd him out on to the
deck. He heard the detective's words,
however, repeated three or four times

as they passed out into the breaking
day :
“"Protend to hesitate. Give thiz man
Dunn hope. Let him think you'll sell in
the end. Barter a bit, if you like. But
DON'T SELL !
Ferrers Locke's Blnfl [
OHN CARE'S motor-yacht had dis-
J appearcd in thoe morning haze, and
beside her blustered the Trum-
peter, under a prize crew, all
Stromsund’s men secured and locked in
their quarters, John Carr was to hand
the trawlwrecking vesscl over to the
anthorities, charging the men of the
Urumpeter with being party to the wilful
damage of his property on the high seas,
1f the case should come off before
Locke's return to Eagland, Carr was to
draw witnesses from ﬁia flect, and carry
the case through as best he eould with-
out the eovidence of Locke, Drake,
Proctor, and the rest on the Stormeock.
Meanwhile, the Stormcock turned for
the north once meore, to the land of the
midnight sun and saurora displays, the
hot springs, the smoking mountain, the
harren, rocky deserts, of which DBrek
Katel was & typical example, facing the
Lleak north, whera the ice erashed down
in the long, dark winter, and occasion-
ally the Polar bear landed on the bitter
shores.
Skipper Proctor drove his vessel mer-
nilesaﬁr. The old trawler-master was

having the time of his life, and, a soa-
man all through, lie was mostly on the
bridge, oilfreck glistening, and the
rime white on his beard and moustache,

They ran into heavy weather when
clear of Fair Isle; it was a bitter head
wind, blowing down from Greenland,
and 1t cut like a knife.

Ths SBtormeock unched into it

amely, Steam trawlers are small, as
doop-gea steam vessels o, but they are
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though theyw

a3 safe as anything afioat
roll, as they

reel and shiver, smash and
head into a storm.

Solid water often pours over ' the
anchor-deck, to come welling and lash-
Cing roundd tha wheelhouse, to the great
danger of anvone in the way. Thus the
cry, ' Water's coming !"" 15 all too com-
mon on trawlers. And well do the
fishermen know what it means!.

Locke did a lot of thinking as the
Stormweock forged northward,

Jack Dirake enjoyed the wildness of
the weather, and spent a lot of his time
on the bridge with Proctor.  The old
skipper had a great liking for Jack and
Jack for him. And many were the
yarns the skipper spun as he and Locke's
assistant stood in <he spray-drenched
wheelhouse, and watched the great
grey seas reaving themselves at the
Stormeock’s high bows. : .

It wns Faroe weather at .ita worst.
Dot gamely the Stormcock lived up to

her name, smashing her way ohward

with & supreme contempt for the roaring
reat seas. And at last they sighted
ortland. 3

It was during the short Icelandic
night, and the flashing white light was
their Arst landfall.  "Then, as the day-
light ztrepgthened the.ved frame tower
could be seen. : .

The sea became less as they drew into
the lee of the land, and Proctor altered
tourse for the Westaman Isles and
Stromsund’s secret fiord.

In the state-room, as the Stormeock,
volling like & dray, shouldered her way
up the. coast, Ferrers Locke was impart-
ing some of his scheme to Jack.

“Y shall carry through our eld biuff,
my boy, up to o point,” said the detec-
tive., “Wea will, according to our old
plan, send out a wireless message as if
fronr one of Stromsund’s trawlers, Wae
have the code for the day. The message
will be that the Wraith is in the fioxd:™

“I see,” said Drake, beginning to get
‘an iokling of the result of Ferrers
Locke's hard thinking on the way over.
“You want Stromsund to think you are
ready to fall into a trap.” Ty

“Exactly! He will wireless instrue-
tions for us to enter the fiord, and for
the meeting to take place at the little
holding in the ﬁurgu whera wi saw him
before. Ile will argue_that my scheme
is to trap him there. He will therefore
be ready, with a big foree—no doubt
Langley and crew—to do a bit of trap-
ping —pn his own—">""

“ There's something following, I know,
giv, but I don’t see—" :

“Why, it's simple, my boy. ¥You and
I will be approaching Ingholdt, where
Stromsund lives, just os he and his gal-
lant band leave in lugh feather with the
idea. of trapping ug. O course, when
Stromsund gets to the mecting—piam he
will find nothing to trap !

Jack Drake chuckled..

“By jingo, sir, that's a good move !”
he said. . * ¥ou will then be able to in-
vestigate at Ingholdt, knowing Strom-
gund to be absent for a few days, with
all his fighting Etrcu{th, too. But—but
Stromsund might make a move to trap
the Stormecock in the fiord, sie,"”

*That, too, has received my attention.
Once the message has.been sont, the
reply making the appointment received,
Froctor will drop anchor at the entrance
to the fiord, this being ready to esecape
if an attempt iz made trap him. In
three days’ time we will weigh anchoy
and get round to Revkjavik, where we
will join him after our mvestigations at
Ingholdt.™

*And then, sir?” ,

“Ah, well, our fulure action: must

ba regulated bv developments within tha.

- next-few days.

Hallo, Proctor i \What's
the news?*" . e

“Westaman Islands on the sta'board
bow, sir.  Shall T steam straight in#

“¥es, please. Drake, fetc the wire-
less man while 1 'l.?'rite out the meszage
in the day's code.” ,
_ Jack Drake staggered down the heav-
ing deck and turned out the wireless
operator from his pest at the instru-
ment.- The young man threw away the
stump of his cigarette, and, with the
signal-pad and pencil in his hand, fol-
lowed
ing deck back io the state.rooim.

M Bend out that,” zaid Locke, handing
the jumble of letters to the operator,
“Bend it lelter for letter, as I"ve written
it, mind!" i

‘The operator took the message, which
conveyed no sense to him, of course.
But he was too well trained to be
curious, and he rolled back to his wire:
less cabin with the paper. _

In a surprisingly $hort space of time
timd:-epiy came through. Decoded, it
read: 2

“Mect woon  to-morrow -:-ahi.u Izn
Hofde, in gorge.”

Ferrers Locke looked up from the
puper when the message had been de-
coded. 7

“Well, we weren't far wrang, were
we!" he said. “I suppose I:a Hofde i3
tho namé of the cecupier of that rongh

little turf-thatched dwelling in  the
gorge. We must get ready right away
and t ashore to fnd our way to

Ingholdt. Weo can fix it near enough by
its position on our map. But we must
gut local information as to details of the
route. It 13 Hekla country, and Lhere

Your Last Chance

Have a shot at winning

one of the 20 Table-
footer games offered this .

week for the last time.

|—See Page 2.

are such. things as impassable streams
and precipitous gorges, Slip out and
tell Proctor to spy out the nearest village
towards Reykjavik, prepare the boat,
and preparo to land us there at onee!™

Jack Drake did as he was told, then
returned to the cabin to aid ke in
packing the small bundle of things the
detective deemed necessary for their

jaurney.
T rocky shores, and Jack Drake

and Ferrers Locke, dressefl for
a rough journey, came out of the state-
room. : '

A white, shingly, desolate-locking bit

nf foreshore was close af hand. A few
black groynes van down the shingle into
Lhe sea. Above the beach.could SEEN
a fow rnu{gh dwellings, their blotched
groy-and-black colouring and green tops
contrasting with the dark rock . of their
background,
" The arrival of the trawler was
evidently causing  excitement on shore.
Men ran down towards the water, and
one or two children, with their childrven,
stood at the.entrances to the dwellix

Off To Iagholdt !

HE Btormeock was lying about
half a mile from the rugged,

‘staying curiously across at the Storm-
cock.

Jack's zigzag.course on the reel-

The:men were-about to push off one of
thoe boats when the appearance of the
trawler’s hoat, being rowed towards the
shore, held them back.

The detéctive stepped ashoré when the
forefoot " of the boat grounded. The
Icolanders crowded round, with a gabble
uf talk, and Jack Drake caught the word
“welcome ™ in Danish three or four
limes. He looked with interest at the
men. - They were, for the most part,
small in stature, with florid complexions,
faiv hair, and of open, frank counten-
AN,

“This is Skagesnaes?"” asked Locke,

i Thanish.

“Ja, ja! BSkagesnaes!” the men
nodded, evidently eager to help aud he
friendly.

“Any. straugers here, or have been
hera lately " now asked Locke. ]

The men were unanimous in theit
answer. of “mno,”" accompanied by a
shaking of the head.

“ Right-ho, you men!
trawler,” said Locke.

And the boat was poled out into deep
waler. Locko and Drake, with the Ice-
lunders c¢lose round them, approached
the dwellings at the fringe of the beach.

The place had the stamp of direst
poverty. The dwellings weré of the
humblest deseription, built of pieces of
lava, the crevices stopped with moss.
The Hat roofs were of turf, and a sheep
cropped contentedly on ane,

As the group drew near to the women
ot children oune of the men addressod
I.ﬂﬂ"kﬂ.

* You E;:’gl-:-:ﬁlm # he asked,

Return to the

“Yes. You speak English?” replied
locke.

“Ja, jal Iss, a lectle,  Your ship—
go? You stop SBkagennaos ™

Ferrers Locke shook his head,

“Iss! It wer' long—this side jokul
You pass, two t'ree spring.”

The man broke into rapid Danish, anc
l.ocke listened intently. When he hac
finished Locke followed him into the
low door of one of the dwellings, sign+
ing to Jack to accompany him. Here
ihe Icelander and bis wife pressed the
detective and his assistant to sit down to
g meal of the coarse fare on the table
~unpalatable, and with little nourish-
ment ik

Locke declined gracefully, telling them
that he had just ecaten on the trawler,
Then he asked a few more questions in
Danish, left a handsome present, which
the man did not want to take, appar-
ently, bwd seemed very pleased to have,
all the same, and passed out into the
open with Drake.

“Well, my boy, this is indeed cheor-
ful,” sail Locke, as he and his assistant
vlimbed to the higher ground above,
the Icelanders standing in a group
below aml watching them out of =ight.
* There’s a village called: Reykjalyd
abaut two miles inland. We have to

follow thiz gorge just ahead of us. - We
can get a pony each there—very neces-
zary, apparently,. Then we have a

pleasant Little jawnt of twe days in a
most charming bit of country. There
aro sinch delightful things as smoke and
steam issning from eracks in the rock
at places, bogz of -‘boiling mud, deep,
turbulant vivers, and holes and small
craters innumerable, which we must be
careful not to fall inte.”

Locke langhed lightly as Jack's eyes
widenocd.

“EtlL” he continued, “the way is
casy to follow. with sp many delightful
landmarks. When beyond Reykjalyd
we'll see the sulphur spring at Krisuvik,
Inglcholdt is just to the right of that,
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A factor which
tells, but which is
often overlooked.

HERE iz to be Tound the big secret
of success on the cricket fAeld? In
reply to this question some people
would fnd the easy way out, and

declare that the surest way to victory is
the possession of better bowlers, betier bats-
men, and better Beldera thanm the pppozing
tesms which are met. Kor can the bald
truth of such an answer be denied. It is,
bowever, the alm of the organizers of every
cricket eleven to get the best possible
playefs, and quite freguently there is so
little to chovse in the  respective merits of
teams struggling for the mastery that one
can scarcely say that either holds a real
advantage. Suppose, then, that two feams
of egual merit meet. What, then, will be
the decldipg fuctor? Luck, possibly. Often
have we seen in quite imporfant cricket the
mateh won and lost almost MHterally by the
spin of the coin. One side has taken its
knock on a good pitch; the rain has come,
and then the sun, leaving it frighifully diffi-
colt for the fellows batting afferwarnds to
put up anything like a seore. Yesg, lock-—In
the way mentioned, as well a3 in & pcore
of other directions—does play its part in
ericket of all grades.

BEATING BETTER TEAMS.

Yel, thinking the matter over carefully, I
long ago came to the conclusion that perbaps
the biggest factor of all which makes for
victory when teams of equal merit meet is
the team spirit. I will even go farther and
declare that many o contest has beem won
hy an inferior side, under level conditfons,
because the inferfor side has had the team
spirit developed to a much greater extent.
1 sometimes think that thiz ldea of the
team spirit as applied {to ericket i3 a phase
of the game the importance of which iz
under-estimated.

Certainly one rans up against the iden lexs
frequently in cricket than in foothall, by
way of example. TPerhaps the explanation
of thiz is to be lound Iln the fact Lhat In
the winter pame the team spirit ia muoel
mare obvions to the casual onlooker. It is
perfectly clear, Tor instance, that the eue-
cess or failure of the forward line of a foot-
ball team depends to a very large extent
on every man In the line playing with
abeolute unselfishness, and on being sup-
ported by unseifish and vnsparing half-backs.

AVERAGES DON'T MATTER.

Delieve me, there are pleniy of opportuni-
tiez in the course of every cricket eeason
for testing whether this or that sfda has
got the proper team spirit from frst to
lazt. Thera aré sccasions when the batsman
haz got to go to the wicket remembering
the team, and wothing bBut the team—ocen-
tions when the pumber of rups scored, by
way of example, 13 mot nearly so important
us the length of time taken in the scoring
of them. I know, of -course, that it Is quite
nice fo be able to point to a good average
for every innings plaved, and I have even
had the pleasure of finithing a geason with
my name on top of the averages., If T may
say &0, however, I should be a wvery dizap-
pointed player it 1 had ever suceceded in
vonveying the lnprezsion that it was my per
sonal average which counted ae against the
interests of the side. It is good to =oare
& hundred; hut {f your coptain savs that he
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E. “PATSY"”
HENDREN,

the famous Middlesex
and England cricketer.

thinks the side has a better chance of win-
ning if he declures when you bave scored
ninety-five, then the team spirit will enable
youo to glve up your innings with a perfectly
gatisfled smile on your face.

WON ON TEAM SPIRIT.

A case on these lines came under my notice
last season. A certain side had a comfort-
ahle lead, and the captain was batting witk
another player who was rapidly approaching
the highest total he had ever wmade inm a
long career. The captain zaid to hiz partner:
“ Az goon 83 you pass yoor record I shall
declare.” Immediately came the reply from
the other batsman: * Don't wou think it
would be safer to declare now "

The capiain declared, and the sequel was
found a few Lours later, when the match
wask won with five minutes to rpare. TE the
declaration had been delayed wuntil the
batsman bad =et up o new record vielory
wonld not have been gained, - Yes, the team
spirit after calls for sacrifices, and, incident-
ally, the team spicit also haz for ita baels
implicit trust in the jodgment of the
captain.  Alter all, the way the player with
the right spirit will look at it is this: T
thie captain ia wrong, that ia no concern of
the individual player. The fault is In the
cholee of captain.

CIRCUMETANCES ALTER CASES.

Earller in these notes T mentioned the
matter of averages, and on this point there
is just one little further note I should like
to make, I suppose the followers of cricket
like to see the mverages, and, conséequently,
must bave them. Paof, in my oplnion, they
are apt to foster a spirit which Iz In com-

plete contrast to the team game. The merkt §

#ﬁ.

of hatting or of bowling iz pot in
number of runs ecored or in the average
of wicketa ohtained. The test s In the con-

ditions wnder which the rung are made and

the circumstances which surround the taking
of wiekets, By way of example, suppose you
towik tlie bhezt YVeorkehirea bowler out of the
Yorkskire team and put him  in  the
Olamorgan side. Do you think his figures
would work out so well? Of course not,
becange he would have to bowl much more
when e was tired,

IN THE FIELD.

There are other Lhings which could ~he
sald to prove the importance of the team
spirlt in bowling and in hatting, but
perhops nowhere is this team spirit o peces.
siry as in the fleld. Here, indecd, ib muost
be every man for his side—po slacking, mr
taking a mera half-intérest in the procedd.
ings, but always on tiptoe. It i3 a mere
trulsm to say that a slack fleld makes slack
bowlgrs, just as it iz true ihat a
flelding side increazea the eMelency of the
attack. By that I do not merely inean that
catehes will be made and runs saved, b
good, tiptoa fleldsmen belp .and duspire
bowlers.

?&/ / Sl
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N the realm of
ceonnty ericket the
continued success

of the Yorkshire

side really threatens to
become manotonous—
ta the j le who are
not epecially anxious
that Yorkshire chould
o om winning. For the

propared to wager that
the players of no other
county were  foumd
practising 8o early as
these Yorkshiremen.

I went so fer as to
ask why these York-
shira colta had been
called up so early, and
thia was the reply I

WHY YORKSHIRE WINS]

WINNING THE CHAMPIONSHIP
FOUR TIMES IN SUCCESSION.

By * RE.JRTER.”
four seasons theso received —a  reply

Ycrrkﬂrlrﬁmgn have just walked off with the count jylich shows the thoroughness of the methods :
championship in the most selfish way, and barrigs™ Well, you see, it is likely that several of our
the fact that the Teet matches of this scason. mey best men will be wanted for the Test matches this
take many Yorkshiremen from county duty I confes season, and thus we shall have to call on the yoimg-
that I do net sco any side capable of wresting this sers, Therefore we thought it would be a good idea
championship hemonr from the eounty of - maay wgive the youngsters practice earlier than usual.”
acres. For a county to win the championship four And I think there i3 something in the way the
Himes In successmon 3 a noteworthy feat, of .eourss, Yorkshire committee have always treated these
and quietly we are prond of these Yorkehiremm youngsters which has contributed to the success of
"H‘l:lﬁﬂlfl' wo come from Yorkshire or not. We "-“T|““ county. In thiz connection I cannot do better
think it would be better for the game if the honouws|than quote the words of the county secretary :
went round a bit more, but certainly nobody wanis” Once we take a player into the eloven,” said Mr.
the honours save by playing for' them and by proving|Teone, * we persevers with him—give him chance
themselves a better combination than all ihe others gfter chance, We never play a new man about
howe powers and abilities we are not fully satisfied
ANOTHER BIG WIN FOR YORKSHIRE. |sfler strong recommendation and close observation,
Az wo can’t take this nhumpicma]:ip honownr frop|But, oneo we do play him, we give him every possible
the gallant Yorkshiremen there remains open io rtunity to show his mettle, and, if he does not
an inguiry into the why and the wherefore of tiwirjsueeeed in doing this he can never say afterwards
continued success, How is it that thess Yorkshigp. b hss not had & fair chanee,

men 80 often gain the vietory that it is rumonrd
. THE RISING GENERATION.

that in many newspaper offices they keep this Lesd.
line standing right through the cricket #easos: In this connection I may tell a story of the intro*
{ducticon of that fine all-rounder, Wilfred Rhodes, to

i

* Another big win for Yorkshire " ¢
There are many explanations which eoulid e gives the Yorkshire team. Thers were several bowlers
of the fact that i-hlB1 county has emerged:wictorionsjof renown in the Yorkshire team when Rhodes got
s0 frequently. In the firet place even Yorkshivenwninto it, but in his very first match with the county
cannot deny that the county gets.quite s good start|Rhodes was put on to bowl first, Most counties,
because of its almost unlimited .resourees. .. Arowmd [wken they introduce an untried youngster for the
the many hi l:-ﬂ'i?’l’i.l‘!' with whicls #f-:llt-nin ports of thalowling department, never give him a trial until the
far-flung eovinty is studded there is no end of reallyu gular bowlers hove been on and when the batsmen
good-class cricket, .and from . the are probably well set.
ranks of these clubs d material Thén consider the thorough
is constantly Inrt!m?mm;[:. Buk manner in which the rising genera-
that fact must not, ip itself, entirely tion of the county is watched.
account for the predominance of Again T quote the words of the
Yorkshire, There is probably just gecretary : "1 koep a long list,
as much really good-class cricket nowly made each wyear, of boys
played in the efunty of the Red from the county who are showing
Roge as in the county of the White, superior form in batting, bowling,
but Lancashire has not won the stumping, or ficlding at the public
county ¢ ionship since 1904, schoola, and these boys are brought
In Middlesex and in Burrey, too, up to the Leeds ground and coac
therce is plendy of material, so oh- during their holidays in April and
viously we have pot the complete early May. We do the same with
explanation in the fact that York- ]ikul’;.r lads recommended to us from
ehire ig a comnty of great erickes town and village clubs by wvarious
TeS0UTCes, members of our committes formed
to observe these things. Woe give
THE WILL TO WIN. Jthese lads every possible help and tunition in order to

One big reason for the sueccess of these Vork<him- 1l the best talent for the county eleven.”
men, as I see it, lies in the fact that somehaw or othee , 09king over these things, it is surely not going 0o
| everybody connected with the club gots the inspime o 59 58 that Yorkshire wins becauss she organises
tion to do or die in the effort to bring the tean: Lome| o Yictory. Of course, tho fact that such good
in front of their rivals for the honoura, They aliendanees  witivess the Yorkshire matehes in-

| orgenise for victory right down the line, troat the 3:‘%“&? g that "ﬂ'::ﬂ “"-"““’-'-l:hm ﬂ";:Pt:“ pay good
F:;lia?:;mﬂﬁ?ﬂfﬂ_ ?ﬁa -P.:dﬂ:t::; w;.z;;—::;lf thg benefits W‘Iliﬂ?l mgn'f:;kﬂuggf:m I;?:t.ll;.r; mrlﬁa worth
Yorkshiremnen in the field at ericket, {hat they Fim while, On the other hand, it can never be said that
their gamo too sericusly—that the will to win pr- Ih:r: mu;?e:,r ;Eﬂ:.% disposal piethat':'nrka_h:m club ?qa
dominates too much. But surely it is up to every :I‘;r P % ‘gﬂ ;ﬂmlﬁ- 2 'l E:-ll:ﬂ an  unfair
player of evesy criskes team to do his level hes,|MVAntage. is & Yorkshirs rale no play men
within the rules and the spirit of the sport, to con ho were born outside the county.

out on top. It gives me no satisfaction to win ony
sporting event if I have the feeling that my cpponest
is not all oud to_beat me, and on the same lineca it
would be an empty vietory, I take it, for any county
to beat the Yﬂrﬁnﬁiramnn if there was a fecline tht
thess Yorkshiremen were not trying their utmos)
No, don't let us criticise Yorkshire erickot i.-t.'-:'m.i;]
the men do their level best for the teamn, '

[
ol

REPLIES IN BRIEF!

“Grorce M." (Ipswich).—Tho best of the willow
kreea from which bats are moade grow in the counties
of Essox amd Norfolk, and the wood for the best bats
g chosen with wery pgreat cara,

* . »

“Reavrar ReapEr" (Macclesfield).—Mr, J. T.
Dosanguet was the originator of what is known as
the " googlie  style of bowling, and this is his own
story of how he discovered it : " Somewhers about
1807 1 was playing a game with a tennis ball known
ms Twisty-Twosty. The object was to bounce the

EARLY BIRDS.
__ Personally, T think other connties would do letter
if they copied some of the Yorkshire methods :  if the
ft]mmu_glmesa with which they tackle everything in
the cricket line came to be regarded as an example
to be copied.. Take a case in point. 1 happened swolball an the table so that your opponent sitting oppo-
be at Leeds in the middle of March, wlen th g could not ecateh it, It occurred to me that if 1
pterribly cold winds were blowing. Buat there wemleould pitch & ball in a certain direction and with the
young Yorkshire ericketers hard at work at the nes, |same delivery make the next ball go in the opposite

I

B.'Et-iFli!lg under the eye of that fine, typical lircetion, 1 conld my=stify my opponent, I did this,
orkshiremon of other days, George Hirst, 1 anlapd then progressed to s ericket ball,” '

-

_toss or not to toss,

England’'s Test
Match Hero of

Sussex, who
says that too—

T is really rather surprising how cricket
playersa and ericket enthusiasts 4
divided on the most unexpected topies.
During and immediately after the last-

tour in Avstralia by an Eugland team the
gquestion of the foss in Test matches was
ralzed, and oplnion seemed to be fairly
evenly divided as to whether we shouid
carry on with the old system of tosking for
choice in every maitch, or whether there
ehould be some nutomatic alternative on the
limes that the captain who lost the toss in
the first game should have chofce in the
secopd, amd so on.

WHERE EXFPERTS DIFFER.

Reference was recently made to this matter
of tossing by such acknowledged experts as
Gilbert Jessop and Jock Hobbs, The former
thinka it would be a very good jden If we
adopted the automatic choice as distinet
from the toss every tima. On the other hand,
Hubbs considers that the present system is
both safer and better. Where such experts
differ zo widely one hesitates to jump in.
But thongh this may be one of thoss places
where apgels fear to tread, 1 should like to
have my little say on this question of to

ONE RIQHT IN FOUR.

Of ecourze, you are folly aware of how
the whola situation Aaross again in acuote
form. Ouat in Austgalla our capiain had an
idea that il he cal Heads!™ every thne
things would ecome out right according to
the law of averages, and that he would get
the cholce of innings as often as the other
fellow. Well, the law of averages was In a
perverse mood—if one may be permitted to
use goch a phrase—with the resglt that our
captain loat the toss faar timer out of five,
And them, just to emphasize the polnt, we
lost [our Test matcbes out of five, the one
we won being that in which our captain had
the cholee of Innings. Alas! the colpcidence
—or was it something more f—was go striking
that some people have not been az ratianal
nver the business as we really ooght to be,

A FATAL DOCTRINE.

1 have seen It sugpested that we should
have won theo ' Ashes ' if, instead of losing
the toss four times out of five, our captain
had won the toss ip that preportion. Omne
can never tell what might have happened,
of course. One or two of the matches which.
we lost were such near things that the differ-
enee between Arst and second wse of the
wicket might have made the difference
between wvictory and defeat. DBot, person-
ally, I am incliLxd to-thiok that we pay
Our conguerars & poor sort of compliment by
suggesting that they won the * Ashes * hy
winning the tozs. Moreover, we sha'n't do
oursélves any good by thinking om these
lines, for the inevitable effect Is to Tull us
into a false sense of seeurlty. Wae muet not
bo content to think that we shall beat the

Australians this summer if we win the toss. P

We phould organizse for wictory, find the
min, develop the will and determination to

suceeed,

—much fuss can
be made about
this liitle matter.

THE LAW OF AVERAQES.

Really, thia question of whether to tozs
right throngh the Test matches is not nearly
g0 impurtant as some people are trying to
make out, especially for games in  this
country. In the first place, it s obvious thob
over a long series of matches there will bo
precions little in it at the end. A friend
of mine who Iz very keen on figures amd
ericket history tells ma that, in the whole
series of Test matches between England and
Australia, the toss has sveraged out proc-
tieally equal—there I8 a diference of two
only=nand those two are in England’s favour.
What iz more, he tells me that the history-
books show that there have been slightly

"more defeats for the side which has won

the toss than for the side which lost thé
toss.  If thesze are really facts—and I have
no reason to doubt their aceuracy—then why
worry? The Inw of averages will work out.

A DOUBTFUL ADVANTAQGE.

Perzonally, I don't think £ matterz a
great deal whether the cholee of inning: s
decided by tossing or someé other system.
There are several more reasons for aholish-
ing the toss in Australla tham in this
country. Out there, for example, tha
wenther is much more reliable; therefore,
the team which wins the toss has tle
advantage of the wicket, generally spenking,
But In England the troable iz That the
weather "and the wickéts change so quickir
that you can seldom decide till the end of
the match whether there was any advantage
in winning the toss.

SHIFTING THE RESPONSIBILITY.

I recall last seasomn a particular capiain
wha confessed, readily and openly, just
before the start of a mateh, that he hoped
the other fellow would win the toss becauss
he wouldn't know wbhat to do for the best
if he himzelf did win it. Thiz wae weak
captaincy, for thers are plenty of ocoaslons
when no man can tell whether the wicket,
gn far as a three-day match Iy eoncerncd,
will pet hetter or worge. Such a lot depends
on, the Behaviour of the Clerk of the Weather
on the soeceeding days, or oven in the suee
cecding hours,

WHEN MAN PROPOSES.

Take a case from last season’s play. When
Middlesex were due to play Eesex at Lord"s
the Middlesex captain won the toss. He
Ingked at the wicket and decided to bat.
Just as the players were going out, thoogh,
the raimecame on, and there waz no play
that day. When the mateh did start
Middlesex got the worst of the wicket and
lost. The cholee of innings didn't do them
a bit of good; [t did them harm. In hun-
dreds of matches [n the past must it also
hawe heen true that 4 eceming advantage
became a disadvantage. Tt being, then, clear
that yom can't eliminate the luck, why
worry P
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