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Your Editor is always plesscd to hear from his chums. Write to

him when you are in trouble or neéed advice. A stamped and

addressed envelope will ensure z speedy reply. Letlers should be

addressed © The Editor, THE MAGNET LIBRARY, The Amalgamated

Press {1922), Ltd., The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street,
London, E.C.4.

CHUCKING HIS JOB!

LOYAL Magnetite from Yorkshire writes for advice
on the subject of “chucking up ™ his job. He is
apparently doing very well ".ﬁmru he is, but wants to
come to London. ¥ rather fancy he imagines London

to be a place paved in gold, and that those who tread it are
relling in money. Buch, however, is not the case.
at the present moment has its unemployed, its misery, as well
as any other eity, and in many cases is even worse off, No,
my chum, I strongly advise you to stick to your job. Yau
say you are doing well, that you have good prospects if you
care to give of r best. Well, then, what better? Good
jobs are not E;: ed up every day, and the few there are on
“offer ' in ndon draw a preity formidable number of
ambitious applicants. There 18 a deal of truth in the old
saying that “a bird in hand is worth two im the bush.”
In the case of the labour market it’s better than a dozen

birds in the bush. Stick to what you are doing; you're:

keen, smbitious to & degree, I know, and painstaking.
Theso qualities will take you a long way in Yorkshire, you
know—perhaps a longer way than cld overcrowded London,
L-Eﬁl-}_ﬂ'tﬂ know from time to time how you progress. Keep
smiling.

THE BIG BROTHER !

Should an elder brother stand uwp for his young brother?
That's the query in & letter I received this morning from
the eldest boy in o Mierer family— 1 say Macxer family,
for there are three boys and twe girls and all read the
Magner. Certainly, & “big ¥ brother should! My corre-
spondent goes on to say experience has taught him that
elder brothers, as a general rule, teke little or no notice of
their younger brothers. If these laiter get into a hole they
are usually left to get out of it unaided. If they cry when
ancther ¢chap “biffs * them one and run to their hrother for
sympathy or protection, my correspondent says that the
elder brother usually washes his hands of the matter by
remarking “Don’t be a baby!” I don’t think my chum is
quite right there. True, some brothers would act like that,
but thank heavens it isn't general. ¥Youngsters instinctively
look up to their elder brothers for guidance. Bome, in fact,
hero-worship them, which is quite natural and pramseworthy
if the character of the elder brother is as it should be.
Remember, the elder brother sets the example. If he is a
sport, if he iz sympathetic when sympathy is required, if he
likes a straight deal, and thinks anything of his family
name, he'll take more than a casual interest in the affairs
of his younger brother. By that I don’t mean he should
hight all his battles. Not a bit of it. But he should be
ready at all times to support his brother morally, to give
him the right sort of advice, and to strengthen the natural
hond of affection between them. In after life this small
self-sacrifice of the elder brother, if we can call it such, will
be repaid a thousand times over. Therefore, my big brother
sorrespondent, throw aside the wrong impressions you
appear to have gained in this matier and do by your young
brothers as you would hike to be done by if you had an
alder brother,

TABLE FOOTER!

Although most of us have said good-bye to football uniil
the start of next season, Magnetites who have been for-
tunste encugh to win one of our fopping table football
games will, I [eel eonfident, find many a spare hour in
which to make use of them, even if King Cricket does reign
supreme on the playing-fields. Already I have received
many letters from delighted readers who have bagged one
of these games, and the following list of prizewinners doubt-
less will bring nrany more letters of appreciation and
satisfaction. Here's the result of “Pars "’ No. T.

Fred &, Campling, 28, Victoria Road, Bloemfontein
0D.F.8., 8. Africa: J. McCluskey, 27, Speedwell Street, St.
Aldate’s Oxiord: B. J. Higton, The Village, Meriden, near
UCoventry; J. Hudson, 135, Ham Park Road, Forest. (afe,
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E. T; L. A, Aschmann, Cheltenham, Main Road, Pine Grove,
Cape Town, 8. Africa; Lionel Johnson, 20, Newhouse Lane,
Clayton Heights, Bradford; Redmond Banville, 2017, St
Jeronte Btrect, Montreal, Quebec, Canada; N.- Molyneaux,
M, Delamere Road, Flixton, Manchester ; Btanley Thomas,
30, Wern Road, Sandcre, Swansea; S. H. Birch, 3, Marscy
Road, Blackpool; R. Biahuﬁi 5!, Stour Btreeét, .Canterbury ;
Leonard Hardeastle, 49, Wells - House Road, Willesden
Junction: Thomas W. Hunt Hargrave Terrace, Kentish
Town, N."-‘E.E- Ernest Gmm:f:.r, , Waring Strect, Leicestor ;
John Cedric Bury, 30, Brentwood Avenue, Aigburth Road,
Liverpool; L. Moergan, 10, Beechwood Road, Uplands,
Swansea; 0. E. Ovman, 51, Clive Road, Canton, Cardiff;
G. H. Birch, 139, een's Parade, Bearborough, Yorks,
Clifford Thomas, 7, Higher Scout, Waterfoot, near Man-
chester ; N, Brown, 16, Villiers Strect, Murton, Durham.

THE “GEM™ LIBRARY.

I feel I must make a referenca to the splendid series of
“Cousin Ethel " and “CGeorge Figgins ” stories now run-
ning in our companion paper, the “Gom.” Most of you
know how interested *lanky " George Figging iz in Cousin
Ethel—that he would gladly lay down his life for her if it
would save her a moment’s pain. Well, then, this partigu-
lar series deals with the bond of admiration and affection
existing between Figgins and D’Arcy’s cousin, and Martin
Clifford handlez it in a particularly vivid manner, which
shows a close knowledge of human nature—its strength and
its weakness. I strongly advise you to read this week’s tale
—*" Figgins' Sacrifice.” It's a—well, “Gem ™ of & story|

THE MONTH OF MAY!

After the cold winds of Match, after the showers of April
comes glorious May, with its sunshine and flowers. Hearts
are light, faces are cheeriunl, for summer is heralded, and
the sunshine feeling predominates. And io the dusk of the
evening, just after a vigorous hour at the nets, what's better
than a quiet read before bedtime. How many of us—young-
sters and grown-ups—fly to a book. And how disappomntcd
we are if we find the book dull. But Magnetites need never
know that feeling, for the “Schoolboys’ Own Labrary ™ 1s
obtainable at the nearest bookstall. And what great stories
are those in the issues of this popular library for the month
of May, No. 27, entitled, “The River House Rivals,” is a
winner from beginning to end, and No, 28, “ The Boy Who
Was Soft,” is, if anything, better than its companion volume,
which is saying something. Therefore, my chums, in the
quiet evening hours you can’t do better than have these two
excellent valumes close handy. You'll find no disappoint-
ment attached to them—they are books with a reputation,
and I recommend them in all earnest.

A COURAGEOUS POLICY !

A high-class, British-built bicycle, guaranteed for five
years, delivered frea anywhere within the British Isles on
payment of a deposit of only 2s. 6d., is the startling offer
made by the Mead Cyele Co. {Inc.), of Sparkbrook, Birming-
ham. And the buyer does not have to remit another penny
till he has ridden the eycle one month, i

Obviously, the Mead Company has sufficient confidence in
the high quality of its productions to know that once the
customer bas seen and tested the bieyele he will keep it,
otherwise they wonld not make such a daring offer.

Readers who are contemplating the purchase of a bicycle
would be well advised to get into touch with the Mead Com-
pany at once.

For Next Monday.

« FOR ANOTHER’S SAKE!*
By FRANK RICHARDS.

Your favourite author gives us a very powerlful story of
Harry Wharttn & Co., in next week’s issue, which is a sequel
to the fine yarn you have just read. 'Huva said that, you
will need littla urging from me to read it, "Nuff zaid!

« THE PHANTOM OF THE DOGGER BANK!*

And next weck's instalment of this magnificent story is
simply it.. Ferrers Locks 13 going great guns in thls_trteky
case, and friend Stromsund will have to look slippy if he's
going to dodge the net the great detective iz gradually hut
surely casting for Stromsund’s especial benefit,

THE CRICKET SUPPLEMENT.

You cricket fans can look forward to another brilliant
suppléement next week in which Wilired Rhodes, the famous
Yorkshireman, and W. W. Whysall, of Notis, each con-
tribute a spevial signed article. How's that?

VOT'R EDITOR,

—




OUT OF BOUNDS ! Schoolboys. who visié places which are, according to the authovitier, ont of bounds, knowr before=
hand that they yun the risk of a flogiring, or worse, should they be caught. Yet Wharton & Co. of the Remove run
that visk and bump infe as pretty an adventure as they kave met for muny a long day !

3
'

2 LA

‘2. RICHARDS.

A Magnificent New Long Complete Story of the Chums of Greyfriars,
featuring James Walker of the Sixth Form.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Too Inguisitive !

RUNT! ;
It was an -expressive grunt,
and it came from Billy Bunter

of the Remove Form at Grry-
friars.

Bunter was standing in front of the
letrer-rack in Hall, and as he grunted bhe
elevated his podgy little nosc in An ex-
pression of deep disgust.

The reason for the disgust was because
thers was no letter inthe rack for Billy
LBunter.

Really, Bunter had scarcely expocted
one. Letters—especially letters contam-
ing remittances—were few and far
between for Billy Bunter. Yet, though
Bunter had no great expectations in that
respect, he always made a point of visit-
ing the letter-rack regularly in the faint
hope that there might be & letter there
addressed to W. G. Dunter,

On this occasion, os on numerous other
pecasions, there wasa't one, honeco
Bunter's disgust.

“Some fellows have all the luek,” he
murmured, zcanning the few letters on
the rack enviously. ‘' One for Bulatrode,
and one for Snoop. and one for Whar-
ton, and one for Walker; but noue for
me. Blow! I think I'll take Walker's
and Wharton's up to them. Might get
a tanner from each, especially if they re
tips. Here goes!” . )

And brightening up again, Billy
Dunter reached up and jerked the two
lettera addressed to Harry Wharton and
Jarmes Walker out from the rack.

“No good trying either Snoopy ov
Dulstrode,” he grunted, * There ain't
likely to be e¢ash in Snoopy's, and if
thera was the mean rotiter wouldn't part
with any. And that beast Bulstrode
would only kick a fellow, without even
thanking him for his trouble,”

Musing thus, Billy Bunter rolled away
with the two latters he had selected to
deliver to their owners, Though not
noted for being kind and obliging,

Bunter was always ready to risk being
a0 with good-natured fellows like Walker
of the Sixth and Wharton of the
Remuove. Either of them might hand
him a tanner or & bob for his trouble,
cepecially if the letters did prove to con-
tuin a remittance,

S0 Dunter took charge of the leliers
and rolled away upstairs, hoping for the
best,

He decided -to try Walker first, know-
ing that that senior was plaving for the
First Eleven that afternoon, and might
bo going out very soon.  Wharton's
letter he crammed into his inckat pocket
for the time being. The other letter he
looked over as he woent upstairs, and he

runted as ho noted the postmark was
elford, a town some miles fromy Court-

ficld.

Bunter's hopes of getting{: & bob for
being a kind and obliging fellow faded
away. Walker's peopla did not live at
Meltord, nor had he any doting aunts
or uncles there—not to Bunter's know-
ledge, at all events. Therefore, there
was not likely to be a remittance in the
lettar, It was far more likely to be
s bill. )

In that case Bunter was more likely to
get o kick for his trouble than a bob or
a tanner !

Still, Walker was rather an easy-going
nnd good-natured chap, and there was
a chance thut he would tip him before
opening the letter, :

Bunter felt it was worth risking, and
zo ho rolled on to Walker's study, and,
being very carcful to knock first, ho
opened the door and rolled in.

Walker was at home. He was busy
piling & cricket-bat, and he locked up
it Dunter's entrance. i

“Hallo! That letter for me, kid:®"
he rvemarked, sighting the letter in
RBunter's fat Rst.  *Chuek it on the
table and cloar!” i ;

It was not a very promising begin-
ning. But Bunler was not so easily dis-
couragod.

“(Oh, really, Walker!" hoe said. "It
looks rather an important letter, you
know. I thought it might be urgent,
so I took.it from the rack and brought
it up specially for you.”

“Like your dashed clieek!™ grunted
Walker.

Ile took the letter carelessly, but as
e noted the writing and postmark be
raised hiz eyebrowe a trifle. Then,
dropping the cricket-bat, he tore open
the letter and started to read it.

Had Bunter been & modest and retir-
ing youth he would buve retired at this
point, possibly, DBut Bunter was not,
and he waited expectantly, If it proved
to be pood news, then he waa all right,
but if it proved to bo bad news he was
r-:.larg to bolt for the door on the instant.

“(Good gad!"

It was & sudden siartled exclamation
from Walker, and it almost made
Bunter leap-out of his skin., As he
blinked up Bunter saw that Walker's
mouth was wide open with omazed
alarm, and his eyes were fairly glued to
the lelter he was. reading.

Bunter was curious now—very curious,
Whother it was good news or bad news
in the letter, 1t was evidently very
amazing news.

His ' enriosity overcoming caution,
Bunter stole a look at the letter.
Walker had no eyes for Bunter; he
spomed to have forgotten Bunter's very
axistence. :

Unfortunately—from Dunter's point of
viow—DBunter's evesight was none too
good; but the handwriting was rouml
and clear, .and the fat youth's eyes
glimpsed several words.

" e—police—on DPopper=z
Clomoe soon—dlon't fail me,
h'ﬂ_”

Those brief snaiches of sentences wera
all Bunter saw., but they were quite
cnough to make him give an involuntary
gasp.

llﬂh !!I
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+ LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & GO. EVERY WEEK!

Walker heard the gasp and lowered
the letter abruptly. i N

Then he saw Bunter’s inguisitive eyes
glued to the letter, and his amazed look
changed to sudden anger as ho made a
swift grah at him. |

*Why, what—  Well, you prying
little sweep,” he gasped. “I'll teach
vou to stand there prying, you little
beast [ _
His grasp closed on Bunter's collar,
“Leggpo! Idido't—— I wasn't prying

at  all!” roared Bunter, s-quim.amp;
desperately. *Yarrooocop! Leggo! I
tell you—-="

“[ thought you’d gone,” gasped
Walker, his face showing mingled alarm
and rage now, ‘‘You sneaking little
worm ! 1f I thought you'd read a word
nf_'___rll

“Leggo!”  choked  Bunter, for
Walker's grasp was savage. “1 toll.yon
I didn't—— I wasn't readin it at all.
Honour—ow-wow !—bright, Walker! I
was just—just waiting—-"

= ‘!l!:'lu-l.l :.Ea-ré trying to read the duzhed
thing, you fat litthe sweepl’ hissed
Walker, glaring at the Dot youth
anxiously. ““Did you see—did you
read—-" ¥

“Varoop! No, not a word! rpar,ed
Runter frantically. “I tell you I didn’t!
Can't you believe a fellow? I know
nothing whatever about Popper 8 Islanf;}
or the police. Honour bright, Walker |

“Whﬁ;!u 1k wthing about the
£d " ﬂu'q':'- I A -
1o som ahout—about anything!

1—I mean any
E&mmm-ed Bunter. “I didon't even
know—— Oh, crumbs! Leggo! Yar
oooooh !

Thump!

With one savage sweep of his arm,
the Sixth Form prefect—enraged now
and E.]ml:r'st[: livid with tinmaft tmg n[iLEr‘

roaching [ear—swung the Iat ju
E{:mss tﬁa top of the table. Then he

rabbed his ashplant from the top of the
ﬁmkahﬁ]m and started to lay 1t on
Bunter's tightly-stretched trouscrs,

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

Again and again he brought the azh-
plant down across Bunter's fat person,
and the Owl of the Remove fairly
howled with anguish. Walker 5tc&pped,
panting, at length, and allowed ihe
almost weeping Billy Bunter to drop
from the table,

“Thare!” panted the prefect. “That
will perhaps teach you not to be so
dashed inquisitive another time, Dunter!
Now get out!”

And, grasping Bunter by the cellar
again, the enraged prefect ran him to
the door, and helped him out into the
passage with a parting kick. Bunter
collapsed on the ﬂulemn, roaring.

But he did not stay there long—
scarcely o second, in fact. For Walker
made 4 stride towards him, and az he
had' hiz ashplant raised, Bunter decided
swiftly not to wait. He scrambled to
his feet and fairly flew for his life.

— o

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

A Good Suggestion ]

Y SAY, you fellows—"
I “Hallo, halle, hallo!
our prize fat man——"
“Oh, really, Cherry-—"
“Dutside, Bunter ! |
“"Roll away, you fat barre] !
“Close the door after you, Bunler!"
“Certammly, Wharton, old fellow!”
said Bunter.
And he rolled inside the study and
#losed the door after him.
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It was not what Harry Wharton had
meant him to do, of course. Wharton
had meant him to get outside the door
before closing it. Bunter was perfectly
well aware of that. He purposely mis-
understood Harry Wharton. i

Several minutes had elﬂtpsed sinee
Walker had laid his ashplant about
Bunter's fat person, yet, though the pain
of the chastisement still lingered un-
pleasantly, Bunter scarcely realised it,
or thought of if.

But he bad mob forgotten the Inter-
view with Walker of the Sixth by any
means. DBunter was an exceedingly
curious—if not ‘“mosey "—youth, and tho
few words ho had glimpsed in the letter,
and Walker's significant attitude after-
wards, had made a deep impression upon

himg,

ﬁbvimmly—tu Billy Dunter's puspicious
mind—that letter had contain mrﬂmg
news, and, equally obvious, Walker ha
been furious and alarmed at the thaught
that DBunter had glimpsed some of the
coptents, Had it been merely an ordi-
nary letler, Walker, being an easy-
going, tolerant fellow, would have just
ouffed him carelessly for hia “cheek.”

Bunter saw that, hence hiz curicsity.
And when Bunter was curious, ho nover
rosted potil he had satished his curiosit
-——just as, when hungry, he naver reate
until he had satisfied his hunger. Curi-
osity and hunger were Bunter's besetting
sings—not all of them, though, by any
means !

At all events, Bunter ‘was excited aml
curious mow. In his. pocket reposed
Wharton's_ letter, but he had forgotten
all about that now. His visit to Biudy
No. 1 was for another reason altogether.

“1 say, you fellows,” he went on he-
fore anyone could speak again.  * Where
are you off to this afternoon?”

The Famous Five glaved at him. As
a matter of fact, they had just been de-
bating that important question among
themselves, it being & Wednesday “half”
and a bright, SBprmg alternoon, There
wasz no sporting event on, and the Co.
wanted to make the most of the holiday.
Harry Wharton had plamped for the
river: Bob Cherry for a c*y{:liugi: sping
Frank Mugent for a walk to Chff House;
Johony Bull for a ramble along the
¢liffs; and Hurrvee Singh had no sug.
gestion whatever to make. They were
just arguing the matter rather heatedly
when Bunter entered.

Buuter's question served to exasperate
them still more.

“To get away as far as possible [rom
a fat nuisance pamed Bunter!" snorted
Johnny Bull. " Open that deor, Tranky,
and T'll kick the fat ass out.”

“QOh, really, Bull—"

“That's a suggestion, apyway,"” re-
marked DBob Cherry., " What about
spending the afterncon dribbling Bunter
about the quad? It wonld be jolly good
cxercise, anyway. I vote we start now.”

And Bob made a significant maove
towards Bunter. Bunter jumped behind
Harry Wharton with a yelp.

“Yaropop! 1 =zay, keep him off,
Wharton, old fellow ! he gasped, *"Hold
on, you fellows. I've got a jolly good
suggestion to make"

Cood man!” sald Bob Chexry.
“What is it-—going to peg out, or lcave
Grayfriars for goodf Either is a jolly
good suggestion.” :

“ (h, really, Cherey, don’t {alk rot!”
prumbled Bunter,” “Look lere, what
about a picnic on Popper's Island for thig
afterncon "

“With yon or without you?” inguired
Jiob Cherry. “It all depends on that
whether we think it's a good suggoestion
ne not, old fat man.”

“Well, it's not a bad suggestion,” re-
marked Frank Nugent, zmiling, * Pro-
viding, of course, that we don't take
Bunter. What about it, chapsi*

“What about it!" repeated Harry
Wharton witheringly. * Have vou for-
gotten that we're a'lf stony, and haven't
the cash for a blessed picnic-basket—
never mind the grub? 'P?a could think
of lots of good ways of spending -the
half if we only had some cash.”

“Oh dear! That’s the trouble!™

“It is,” grunted Harry. “If only
nunky hadn't let me down—"

“Perhaps the letter’s come and is in
the rack now,” said Johonny Bull sud-
denty, “ The noon post—"

“No good!” growled Harry Wharton.
“I've been down fo see less than three
minutes age. There was only a letter
for Snoop in the raclks I'm blessad if
I ean make it out. My uncle zaid he
was sending & couple of guid by the
nEI;:IFmH at’s two days ago, hlow it 1"

* ho, he!”

“Hallo! What the thump are you
cackling about, Bintoer ! anorted Huocry,

“He, he, he!” chuckled Bunter. *“I
say, you fellows, if I put you into the
way of %ett.mg the cash for a picnie,
will you let me come with youi”

“¥on fat chump!™

“I mean it,"” grinned Bunter, Llinking
about him cheerily. *“You fellows agree
to take me and I'll see you have plenty
of cash for the grub. Well, is it & go”

“No, but you're going,” said Dob
Cherry. * Qutside, yvou—-"

“Hold on, Bob,” said Harry Wharton,
stnnn%m:rmua]y at the ;};’rimuing Owl of
the emove. “ What's the game,
DBuntér? You say you'll ind the cash
for a picnie?

“"Yee, cortainly—on condition you take
e, though ! :

“Have you been rohbing a bank, or
pinching somebody’s wallet, Bunter?”

“Oh, really, Wharton ™ said Bunter.
“That's a rotten thing to suggest. T
haven't pinched or borrowed or hegged
ansthing, you ass!”

“Turned aver a new leafl, then® in.
nuired Cherry.

“MNo!" roared Bunter. “I lell you I
mean what I say! You fellows include
me in the party, and I'll hand you the
cash for the outing. There! [ can’t say
fairer than that, cen 177

“My hat!™

The juniors stared blankly at Biliy
Bunter. "The fat junior was obviously in
carnest, and not, so to speak, talking out
of liz hat!

Yot it was an extraordinary thing for
a fellow like Dunter {o offer. "Jﬁ'hml
Bunter had cash he nsually—always, in
fact—kept it to himsell; that was, when
he had any—=which wasn't often, by any
nmeans,

_And here he was, offeving to supply
the funds for the pienic if only they
would be kind enough to allow :‘l(lim Lo
join the party.

Tt wae a trifle too penerous on Bunter’s
port—for the credulity of the Famous
Five. But though the rest chuckled,
Harry Wharton eyed Bunter fixedly.
He was very curious indeed i{o know
what Bunter's * game " was.

* Look here, Bunter !" he said. “That
sounds queer. Whose money is it you're
offering us, to begin with 1

“0bh, really, Wharton, what a sus-
picious chap you are ! said Bunter. “1
tell you it's straight enough, The money
hast't been pinched, or borrowed, or
hegi;:d. Well, is it a go?"

. Y ¥ou'll hand us the funds for the ont-
g if we allow you to come, Bunter ¥

“Just ihet!  Ilere and now, ofd

chap !”
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“Well, ves,” agreed Harry, smiling.
“H.iﬂu'll find -the cash, and it's been
gof honestly; then we'll allow you to
come; Bunter. That so, vou fellowsi™

"Ha, ha! Yes!"

“The yesfulness 1z terrific!"” grinned
Hurree Singh, “I think the esteemed
Bunter wili ask us to timefully wait until

his’ludicrous ﬁoaltal-prd,ar comes 1"

“Ha, f?a., ‘ha!” roarcd Bob -Cherry.
“That's it | ' : :
-*Quite a mistake!” ‘said DPunter
calmly. “Well, do I-take 3t that you
fellows agree to my terms ¥

" ¥es, yes!"

%Ok, ves!” -
Bunter: chuckled.
“Right!” he said.

Wharton, old fellow !™ ;

And, with another chuckle, the Owl of
the Remove pulled from hia pocket a
crumpled letter and handed it over to
Harry Wharton. It was the letter
Bunter had taken from the letter-rack—
a letter addressed—az DBunter had
already noted—in the hand-writing of
Colonel Wharton, Harry Wharton's uncle
and guardian.

Harry Wharton blinked at it, and
then he glared at Bonter almost speceh-
lessly.

“Well, you—you—you—">"  Words
farled him.

“What the thump is i7" asked Dob

“Hera you are,

Cherry, _
“Jt's my uncle’'s letter!™ -gasped
Harry. “The—the awful fat fraud!

It's the letter I was expecting with the
dashad remittance !

“Ha, ha, ha ™

The rest of the juniors roared as thew
understood Bunter's *game.” Having
heard Harry say he was expecting two
pounds from hiz unecle, Bunter had
obviously been pretty ecertain it was jn
that letter. _ '

“Well 7 asked Bunter. " Open it and
seo, Wharton, If the money's in that
letter 1 shall keep yvou to your word; if
it isn't, of course, the agreemoent’s off.
That's fair enough !

“Ha, ha, shal”

Harry Wharton tore open the letter,
and surely enough there were two one-
pound noles inside. But though it was
a cheoring sight, Harry Wharton was
still wrathy.

“Yan—yon fat fraud!” he stuttered.
“What the thump are von doing with
1y Ilcttcrs, Bunter? Why, I'll smash
vou !

He made a rush at the fat junior, and
Funter howled and took refuge behind
the grinning Dob Cherry.

“0Oh erumbs! I say, keep him off,
Bob, old fellow! It's all right, I tell
vou, Wharton. I was just bringing the
letter up, of course—just to oblige you.
Vou fellows know what an obliging
chap—-"'

“Collar him ! gasped Harry., * We'll
teach him to bag fellows' letters, and
bold ‘em back like this!”

“¥Yoa, rather I chuckled Bob, turning
round and grabbing hold of Bunter.
“If vou went down some minutes ago,
Harry, then the fat ass must have lacd

it some time ! Bomp him [

“1 zay, you fellows, [ iell you——
I-{"'%j;{}.r Oh crumbs !
Bump !

“Yoooooaonp "' roared Dunter,

“Now again!”

“Yaroooop! I say, wou fellows, stop-
pit!  Can't you sce I haven't touched
the rotten letter 1" shricked Bunter. “I
had another letter to take to Walker.
That's why I didn’t bring it sooner !*

“Then why didn't vou say sol”
snorted MHarry. “Like your check to
touch the things at all! hope Walker
lainmed you for yvour check.”

e

— .

wards over the thwart.
Cherry.

The handle of the scull jammed itself into Bunter’s fat chest and sent him back- |
Crash ! * Yoooooop !* **Oh, my hat ! ** roared Bob
* Look out, Bunter ! **

(See Chapter 3.)

a——l

“The beast laid into me with his ash-
plant,” groaned Bunter, staggering to
his feot. “Baid I was trying to sguint
at his rotten lefter. As if I would!”

“OFf courze vou wouldn't!™ said Bob,
with heavy zarcasm.

“Certainly not! I was just standing
waiting, you know. I thought perhaps
the mean benst would stand me a baol
for being such an  obliging chap,”

runted Bunter. “And all I got was a
amming with an ashplant.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“It's nothing to laugh at, you fellows,
But, I say, there was semething jolly
gqueer about that letier,”” went on
Bunter, with exeited eagerness. It
was something about Popper's Island and
the police, and wanting Walker to meet
him there., What do yon think about
that " ,

“Then voudid read it

“Eh? 0O course not—not at alll”
gasped Bunter. “I—I just guessed that
was in it. But, never mind Walker.”
went on Bunter hurriedly, realising he
had said more than he had intended
saying.  “What about making a start,
vou fellows? I'm going to keep you to
vour word, Wharton.”

“ 8o that's why vou want to have a
picnic on Popper's Island ! snorted
Johnny Bull, in decp disgnst.. “ o spy
on Walker—eh t7

“My hat!"

“Nothing of the kind!" zaid Dunter
indignantly, *“I never even thought of
such o thing! Desides, ‘I waz only
joking when I said—I mean, when I
didn’t say—"

“Oh, ecan't vou sec fthe fab ass is
romancing 77 anapped Harry Wharton,
“It's all part of Inz hittle wangle to get

| L

us to take him there !

“Well, what if it is?" said Bunter
calmly. *You said that 1if 1 found the
funds for you, you'd let me come with
vou to a picnio on Popper’s Island this
afternoon. Well, I found yoa the cash,
and—"

“What's that "

It was a sharp voice from the door-
way, and it was the voice of Walker of
the Bixth. The juniors turned abruptly
and fonnd Walker standing in the open
doorway., His cyes were glinting, ond
his face red with sudden noger,

His look quite startled tha Famons
Tive, It more than startled the guiliy
Rilly Bunter.

“What was that, Wharton !" repeated
Walker, in a grinding tone. *“Did [
licar Bunter saving vou wore intending
to have a pienic on Popper’s Island thiz
afternoon 1"

“Ahem! Well yes, we did rather
ihink of doing so, Walker,” said Harry.
“ Yon know it is strictly out of hounds,
Wharton "
But—-"

" ¥Yeg-on

“Thera’s no ‘but’ abont ip!”
snapped Walkee. “1 forbid you to dc
anything of the kind, Wharton. If yor
dare to approach anywhere nenr tha:
island this afternoon, Wharton, I shal.
report you, and make it hot for ym
myself, Understand 1™

“Yer, But—"

“That's enongh! In ecase you think
of defying me,” went on tho prefect
thickly. “T forbid you to go on the
river at all this aftornoon! If you do
you'll be sorry for it, mark my words!"”

“But look here, Walker,” said Harry,
with & trace of angry resentment. *“1
know the island’s out of bounds, T
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you've no power to forbid our going on
iy river, prefect or no prefect.”

“1 order you to keep away from the
fiver thia afterncon!” snapped YWalker.
“I'hat’s enough!”

“0Oh, really, Walker— Yarrooop !”

Bunter howled as Walker's flat hand
caught him a terrific box on the ear,
sending him spinning across the room.
IBunter , colla on the hearthrug,

n'iuhil:ip; he had not interrupted, and
rubbed his ear dismally.
“You hold vour dashed tongue,

Bunter,” said Walker meaningly, “or
vou'll regret it, my lad! You under-
stand, Wharton, and the rest of you?
I [n.ﬂ!;iurl your going up river this after-
neon

And with that Walker strode away,
hiis eyes gleaming. )

The Famous Five stared after him,
and then they blinked at each other.
“uch autocratic and overbearing treat-
ment from such a usislly eaey-going
and good-tempered fellow like Walker
emazed them,

But they wera n.ngry for all that.
[Harry Wharton helped the gasping and
croaning DBunter to his feet,

“Well, the rotter!” he gasped.
“¥aney Walker gaing on like that, you
fallows, Wa're not standing that!’

“Rather not! He must be potty 1"

“The pottyfulness is terrific,” agreed
Hurree Singh. *The esteemed Walker
has a buzzful bee in his bonnet!”

“We're not standing that sort of
thing,” said I-Inrr;r. his eyes gl-zﬂmiqg
rebelliously., “He's no right to forb
us going on the river, anyway! And
he's no right to browbeat vs like that.”

“Rather not!” agreed Bob Cherry.
“Let him go to pot [

"He can for me!” sald Harry grimly.
“"That scttles 1it, you fellows, We're
going up river, and we'ra going for a
pienic on Popper's Island, Walker or
no Wealker! Blow him! The Remove
sren't to be bullied like that. YWe're

1
H

goin
ik lienr, hear [”

“1 zay, you fellows, that's the spirit,"”
said Bunter, brightening up a little,
though he still rubbed his burning car,
“Tot old Walker go and eat coke!
Shall we start at once?"

* Bunter’s taking a lot for granted!”
grinmed Bob Eher:?q “Going to keep
vour word, Harrcy?"

“Oh, dry up, and blow Bunter " said
Harry. “The fat rotter spoofed me
into saying it !"

“0h, really, Wharton, it was fair
enough ™ )
“0Oh, rata! Well, we'll let him come,

chaps,” said Harry grim]y. “We'll
keep our word. Buat he's pot to pay his
passage by working. He can take his
{urn with the sculls.”

“Oh, crumba! I say, vou fellows, I
sprained my wrist just before dinner.
T'm afraid vou'll have to excuse—"

"We'll excuse nothing, old man!™
erinned Bob Cherry. ™ And, of course,
we only agreed to let you come with
ug, We didn't agree to let you have
any of the grub. You understand that,
of course, Bunter " X

“Oh dear! I-—T say., vou [lellows, I
hope you're not going to be mean.™

““Ha, ha, ha!” '

“Come on, chaps!"™ said Harry,
lapghing at PBunter’s dismay. “Now
lols et busy!”

The Famous Five grabbed their caps
and hurried out of doors towards the
tuckzhop to order the pienic-basket, and
Bunter followed them, looking not at all
cheerinl. HHe had got what he had
schemed for—inelusion in the® nicnie-
rarty. DBy doing so, Bunter had hoped
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to kill two birds. with one stone. He
had hoped to have a nice afternoon's
outing, with & good feed to finish up
with, and he had also hoped to investi-
gate those strange words he had
limpsed in  Walker's letter. That

ere was something " jolly queer™ going
on on Popper's Ifsl:au:u:l he was con-
vineed, and he was determined to find
out what it was,

But Wharton's words regarding work
and Bob's words regarding the grub
sonnded ominous, and Bunter didn't
feel quite so happy sbout it all as he
otherwise would have done.

| ——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Coker is Dictatorial !

ki L aboard! Heep away from
that picnic-basket; Bunter!™

“0Ob, really, Cherry——"

* Bplice the mainbrace, and
shiver me timbers!” bawled Bob
Eherri,‘. “Is Bunter going to row, or
isn't he?” ] i

“iie is,” sald Harry Wharton, with
& grimn.

“Then the galley-bench is the place
for you, Bunter, and not the stern-
sheets. (Geot & move on, Bunter, and
mind wvou don't shove your hoofs
through the Aoorboards.” .

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Get a move on and don't pas!"
roared Bob.

“0Oh, erumbs!” groaned Bunter.

He was alrcady finding out that the
pienic en Popper’s Island was not goin
to be quite so delightful as ho ha
anticipated—for him, at all events. It
was plain te Bunter that though he
had succceded in “wangling ™ himself
into the party, the Famous Five wera
determined to keep him on the move—
and Bunter hated being on the move,

But ho seated himself with a grunt on
the bow ihwarts, and grabbed tho
sculls with a grunt.

“That'sa the spirit, Dunter!" said
Bob approvingly., “ Now you chaps get
ready to swim for it, if necessary;
Buanter's going to row,™

“Ia, ha, hal? ]

“There's a chance that he'll either
upset the boat or dig a hole in the
of the tiver that’ll let all the water out
and leave ug stranded,” said Bob, “Do
be earcial, DBilly!"

S04, really. :Ehm*!'}'——-"

“Wo're risking a lot bringing you at
all, old fat man,” went on Bob seriously,
“This isn't & cattlehoat or a mnd-
Lbarge; it wasn't built to carry a weight
like yours, old chap. Mind vou pull
steady, and keep in the centre of the
geat,™

Grunt. @ v

Bunter did net deign to answer in
words, Despita the faet that he alwavs
hoasted of hiz powora az an oarsman,
Bunter had a good idea that the
Famous Five would very soon get tired
of hiz senlling. Had he not had that
idea he would never have consented to

soull at all. DBunter did not like work.
Sa lhe merely granted as Harry
Whartan pushed off from the sachonl

raft, and the skiff danced away ovor the
shining river. e was ounly biding his
time.
It came soon enough—though Bunter
wesn't ready for it. or expecting ik
Az the hoat reached mid-river Harry
gave the word and started to pull.

Bunter started about three seconds
aftorwards., His right seull dipped up-
wards, and his left scull dip down-

wards,
1t was the left that did the damage.
It sliced into the water at an acute

angle, and as the blade vanished the
haft came up violently,

Bunter had caught & "erab “—a very
ferccious member of the species, The
handle of the scull jammed itself into
Bunter's fat chest and sent him back-
wards over the thwart,

Crash !

“"Yoooop I"

"“"Oh, my hat! Look out!”

“ Great Scott! Steady, Bunter!”

Bob Cherry foirly bellowed the warn:
ing, for it was very necessary, the boat
all but eapeizing, while Bunter’s efforts
to seramble up made matters worse.

It rocked wiolently while Harry
Wharton strove madly to keep it-on an
even keel. Lueckily he succeeded, and
the vieious tug on the almost submerged
scull enzed as the boat slowed down,

“¥ou—you fat duffer!” rosred Harry

Wharton. “You jolly nearly had the
boat over then., Great Scott! Stay
whera wvou are, for goodness' sake,

and let somebody else pull” ,

“Oh, erikey " groaned Bunter, rubbing
the back of his head. “I—I think you'd
better, you know. Something seemed to
grab hold of my scull, you know, It
wasn't my fanlt!”

*You iﬁlt idiot 1"

“0Oh, really, Wharton, couldn't you sco
it wasn't my fault? Honour hright! I
never intended to try any tricks so soon—
I mean to say, it was—was an accident.”

“Ha, ha, ha! It was a crab, yon
duffer1”

“I don't care what sort of a hlessed
fish it was,” groancd Bunter, glaring over
tho side of the boat as if in search of the
“orab.” “but I'm jolly well not risking
it again, vou fellows.”

“We'll watch that,” grinned Harry
Wharton. “Take his sculls, for good-
ness’ sake, Bob! A joke’s a joke, but if
wo let Buuter go on seulling it'll be
carrying a joke too far.”

“Ha, ha! Yes.”

Bob Cherry took Bunter's place on the
bow-thwarts, and the next moment the
skiff glided away up-stream, with Harry
and Bob pulling leisurely at the sculls.

Billy Buntoer smothered a fat chuckle;
he had not expected to dodge his task
fquite s0 soon or A% 'Ellﬁﬂi' ns this. Tho
Famous Five also ehuckled, Thay had
never really intended to allow Bunter to
row for long.

The two juniors took it casily, for the
afternoon was warm and sunny. Over-
head the blue sky was dotted with fAeecy
clouds, and the sparkhing water dtm’:-_ud
and rippled musically alongside the glid-
ing craft. DBetween green banks and
woods and smiling mcadows the boat
glided, passing dozens of school boats
that were cither tied up below the tow-
ing-path or hauled wp high and dry where
the banks shelved, The river had
tempted many fellows out of doors that
bright afternoon.

Prosently the river widened consider-
ably, and here the stream divided round
a thickly-wooded island—known locally
as Popper's Island,. Buot though the
Greviriars fellows called it by that name,
they never admitted that it really
belonged to its namesake, Bir Hilton
Popper, Bart., of Popper Court. To
Greviriars fellows, past and present,
the 1sland was common land, and many
and oft had been the disputes between
the schoolboys and 8Sir Hilton who
claimed to own it.

Had B8ir Hilten heen a gencrons-
minded gentleman there need never have
been any disputes. But he was a erusty,
narrow-minded old gentleman, who's
main eccupation secmed to be complain-
ing to the Head regarding tho trespass-
ing of Greyfriars fellows. Dut he was &
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magistrate, and also a governor of Grey-
friars, and Dr. Locke—whatever his own
private views regarding the ownership of
the island were—was obliged, for the
sake of peace and quietness, to place it
strictly out of bounds to juniors and
seniorz alike,

Naturally, the Greyfriars fellows re-
sented this strongly, and the juniors, at
all events, visited the island in reckless
disregard of the ban, the danger 'muhnﬁ
the izsland all the more attractive an
alluring to them.

ence, on approaching the island now,
Harry Wharton scanmed the banks and
river carefully.

“Keep vour eyez pecled, chaps,” he
called. “We don't want to be spoited
going there by gamekeepers or prefects
either. Hallo! There's a boat! Hold
on. ™

Bob Cherry, who had been pulling
gently, slowed down, and leoked over his
shoulder. Ahead of them a skiff was lum-
bering along in their direction past the
island. In 1t were three fellows, one of
whom—a burly, rugged-faced sentor—
was tugging with desperate earnestness
at the sculls.

“It's Coker,” grinned Bob. “Dear old
(oker! Look at the way he handles the
seulla! Talk about turning & mangle ™

“Ha, ha, hal”

The juniors laughed, and waited for
the boat containing the three Fourth-
Formers to come along. It soon came
up amid a tremendous amount of splash-
ing from the aarsman.

“Cheerio, Coker!"” bawled Bob Cherry.
“Pap of the afternoon, old top !

Coker ceased his labours and turned
round.

“Oh, it's you kids!" he growled, sight-
ing the Removites. ™ Nice row youw're
making, I must say—like a blessed Bank
Holiddy gang of roughs! BStop that
bawling, Cherry

“Certainly, Coker,” said Dob meekly.
“ I hope vou don’t mind us rowing in the
samie river as you, old chap.”

*1 want no check " snorted Coker.

“I'm sure you don't, Coker; you've got
more than cnough of your own,” said
Hob, * DBy the way, what have you got
in your handa, Coker 7

“Eh? In my hands? Why the
dashed sculls, of course,” sad Coker,
staring.

“Oh!" =aid Tob 1n  astonishment.

“Are they seulls? I thought from the
wWay you were waving your arms up and
tlawn and in and out just now that it
was & muscle developer you were using.
Sorry 1™

“ You—you—=" Coker
“You cheeky young cad!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“"He must have been senlling all the
timme,” said Bob, looking at his chums in
sirprise. T I suppose it's a new style of
rowing—a windmill style! When the
blades are up in the air thoy sert of
cateh the wind and send the hoat along,
[ suppoze. And when they're in the
water they act as paddles; that accounts
for all that splashing, chaps.'

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker glared at the grinning Re-
movites, his rugged, hoated foatuves red
with wrath. Coker always prided him-
solf on his rowing and hiz finished style,
just as he always prided limself on lLis
ckill ax a fooiballer and ericketor. The
thing thai Coker could never understand
was why nobody else saw any reason for
his pride.

“You cackling dummnica! e splut-
tered. “Why, I'll jolly well come and
smash the lot of vou! Thit wasz chock,
Cherry !

o hon !

splutterad.

“Cheek!” roared Coker. “I'll teach
you Remove kids to cheek me. ¥You
Remove fags arve gelting out of hand.

*Lome on, Potter, and you, too, Greene.

We're going to duck the cheeky cads!™

“Oh, leave ‘em alone, you silly
chwmp!™ suorted Potter. “I'm not ask-
ng for trouble, if you are.”

‘Nor we,” said Greene promptly.
“They're six bo three, Coker; it isn't
good Ell{ayglt.”

“Well, you—you funky cads!” snorted
Coker, glaring at his henchmen wither-
ingly. " Faney funking o gang of fongs!
Bah! TYou fellows make me sick, Well,
I shall have to deal with the checky little
sweeps mysell, then”

Coker grabbed at the seulls again, his
rugged features grim with determina-
tion. As Coker was always declaring, he
had his dignity and prestige to think of.

The next moment, under the propulsion
of his brawny .arms the Fifth-Formers'
skif went forging towards the Re-
movites' crafe, Though Coker's style of
seulling lefe o great E&af te be desired,
he certainly managed to send the boat
along.

With grins of anticipation the Famous
I"ive waited for it. They were not afraid
of Horace Caker, mighty man as he un-
doubtedly was. Bob Cherry and Harry
Wharton stood up in the boat with
ch:a;&r:; grins on their sun-burned faces.

Here he comes!” chuckled Rob.
“Stand by to repel boarders, me
hearties.™

“Yes, rather!”

ud |

The Fifth-TFormers' craft crashed info
the Removites' skiff, and the two boats
rocked alarmingly.

“Coker, you 1diot " yelled Potter.

But Coker took no heed; he evidently
meant business. Fle dropped his seulls
and made a fAyving leap into the juniors’
craft. )

It was quite a good leap, but unfor-
tunately — for Coker — Bob Cherry's
seull was in the way., It jammed Coker
full in the chest, and aftor seeming to
stand on nothing for a brief instant
Coker, his wild leap stopped in mid air,
dropped.

Hplash !

There was a clear vard of water be-
tween the two hboats, and Coker fell
into Ehat space.

There sounded o terrific yell, which
ended in & choking gurgle as the shining
waters of the Sark closed over the
crimson featurez of Horace Coker.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The Removites yvelled with faughtor,
and even PPotier and Greene joined in.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
On the Island !

(1 A, ha, ha!™
UCoker's  head appearad
above the disturbed surface of
the river—a «ripping head
and sircaming, furious face. He gasped
and spluttered as he clutched madly at
the Removites' hoat,

] Cherry dug at him  cheerfully
with his. aeull, keeping him off with
e,

“8tay where you are, old chap, and
cool down a bit,” he advised., * There
are six of ws in this boat already, you
know--twelve, counting for DBunter’s
welght”

*You == vou — gurgle — yon  cheeky
eads " spluttered Cloker, trearﬂng water
and glaring at the laughing juniors.
*Oh, just you wait! T'll thumping well
make mincemeal of vou kids for this!
Ow, owawow ™

“"Come on, Coker!" grinned Potter,
“"lend me a hand to yank the awfal.
ass into the boat, Greene.”

“Right-ho !

I'otter and Greene moved to the siern
of the boat to give their leader & help-
ing hand—a hand he plainly needed,
for he was not a good swimmer. Dub
Coker would have none of it.

“Go for 'em, you grinning asses!”
he roared. © Never mind me. I'm going
to I::n-a.rd their boat and chuck "em ail
out!”

With that Coker made a savage on-
slanght on the Removites” craft. As Le
did so Harry Whartor pulled gently at
the sculls, and the beoat danced away
from Coker.

Coker glared after it speechlessly and
started to swim in pursuit.

“Come back, you silly ass!" snorted
Greene. "Can't you 2ee they're makine
a dashed fool of you, Coker?”

But Coker either wouldn't or couldn™
see that, He went on swimming, ane
Wharton waited until he was a wvard
away from the boat, and then went on
pulling, In this wise the boat neared
the island, and a last few pulls sent the
boat aground ou a sandy beach.

The grinning Removites
ashore and waited for Coker.

Coker came forging wearily up. plainly
at his last gasp. His weary feet tonched
firm sand, and he staggered on his
knees in the zhallows, exhausted and
panting. 4

“Rotters!™ he panted. “Oh, you
rotters! I'lI-I'll smash you to little
bli fl:i:!tr this, "r“.’ha'rh}ﬂ!”"h .

nd, staggering to his feet, Coker
made a bl?ff ruahgthmu h the shallows.

“ Line up!" sang out Bob Cherry.

“What-ho ™

Coker's furious rush was £-I’¢p||3ed in a
fAash, and five pairs of hands closed on
hiz dripping form. There wa: a brief

jumped
¥y

struggle, and then Potter and Greene,

from their boat, caught a swift vision
of Coker's waving arms and legs as he
sailed through the air and dropped into
the river again,

Splash !

““Ha, ha, ha "

“Good-bye, Coker!” called Bob
Cherry.,  “Man o be rescued there,

Potter "'

But Coker was not finished vet, by any
means. He didn’t wait for Pofter and
Greene to reseue him, bt he made
unother dash for the thore, Coker was
a sticker.

*He zerambled ashore, dripping and
panting and gasping. and he made
another mad rush at the laughing
Hemovites,  Again he went sailing into
the river, all arms and legs.

This time he made no further aitempt
to attack the island defenders. He was
“whacked,” ne Bob Cherry cheerfully
expressed it Ile could scarcely keep
iz head above water, much lezs swim
aszhore, and IPotter and (Greens yan
their boat close inshore and hauled Ihis
dripping, exhausted form into their hoat.

Coker collapsed into the hottemn of the
haat and Potter pulled away from the
island. He had evidently concluded
Caker had had enongh, whether Coker
thought he had or not.

Roaring with langhter, Harry Whar-
fon & Co. watched the hoat a= ir daneed
away and vanished round the bend in
the river, Coker bellowing at his hench-
men, ovildently telling them what he
thonght of them.

RBut the bellowing died awav at Jast,
and Harry Wharion was turning away
with a chuckle when lie paused. lns gazo
ixed an the opposiie bhank of the river.
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“Oh, my bhat!” he =aid. “Look
thera” )

The jurdors locked. Standing on the
bank, staring hard in the direction

whence Coker & Co. had vanished, was
& tall man in riding-breeches, and
carrying & hunting-crop. .

“0Oh, crumbs!™ gasped Bob Cherry in
dismay. “ It's old Papper !"

“It ia," breathed Harry Wharton.
“Quick ! Qut of sight, chaps! I don't
think the old buffer has spotted us. Get
down [

" Yes, rather "

The juniors crouched down, Bunter's
heart, at all events, thumping agamnst
his fat ribs. The foliage ran down to
the water's edge, hiding the boat and
hidi tne juniors, now they were
erouching low. But whether 8ir Hilton
Fopper had already seen them was a
question. L}

“ What rotten luck !" breathed Harry
Wharton. “He must have heard that
silly ass, Coker, making a row, I sup-

Blow Coker!™

“ Hallo ! murmured Bob. “The old
hunk's off 1"

“ Hasn't seen wuws, thank goodness!™
gaid Frank Nugent.

Apparently 8ir Hilton had not seen
them, though Herry Wharton had his
doubts about that. At all events, after
staring down-stream for some moments
he gave one suspicious glance at the
islind, and then he vanished into the
woods beyond the towing-path.

“Good riddance!” grinned Bob
Cherry. “A jolly lucky escape, chaps!
All serene now, Harry?"

“¥ hope so, though we'd better keep
our eyes and ears open aftor this. Blow
that ass, Coker! We should have been
safe enough, but f[or him. Let's get
the stuff ashore and then we'll have a
ramble round.” .

“What about Bunter?” said Johnny
Bull. *“We can't leave him with the
tuek.” ;

“0h, really, Bull! Of course you
can!” said Bunter indignantly. * Looks
to me &3 if you think a chap might touch
it.”

“You wouldn't, of course!”

“Of eourse not! But if you're so

jolly suspicious——"" .
“We are, old nut” Ermned Eob
Cherry. ' Very suspicious "

“In that case I shall refuse to join
vou in the ramble,” =aid Bunter, with
dignity. *“I refuse to accompany fellows
wlﬁc d)-:-uht my honour,”

“0Oh, my hat! Then you'll stay and
lock after the tuck, old fat man?” said
Bob. ‘' Good man, Bunter! That's no
end kind of you." .

“aat at alll" said Bunter, his eyes
gleaming. * You fellows trot away and
-:nju:.r yoursalves, "

‘While you scoff the grub,” snorted
Johnny Bull, staring at Bob, *Look
hare, Bob, are you potty? If we leave
Bunter with the tuck——"

“Why not?"” said Bob. * Bunter
won't toueh the grub—"

“Certainly not!™  =aid
eagerly. * Bob knows I won't!["

“1 do,” said Bob cheurul_i;. “T'm
soing to see you don't, Billy. I'm
going to tie you to o tree, you see.”

”Fﬁﬂ* Wharrer you mean?” hooted
FPunter in alarm.,

“What I say,” said Bob. “We'ra
goiug to tie you to that tree, Bunter.
'o make sure vou don't scoff the grnb,
vou know. Collar him, chaps!”

“Ha, ha, hal” .

The juniors roared at the expression
on Punter's fat face. It was only too
¢lear that Bunter’s idea in wanting to
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Bunter

stay behind was not to take care of the
tuck but to help himself to it

As the juniors made a move to obey
Bob, Bunter jumped to escape, but they
were too quick for him. Hob's hend
closed on him, and he was d"-EEEd
hack. Then Frank Nugent unhbitched
the painter from the boat, and, despite
Bunter's struggles and indignant protes-
tations, he was tied with his back to
the nearest tree. _

“There you are, Bunter,” said Harry
Wharton with a chuckle. “We'll leave
vou to take care of the tuck now, old
man. Mind you keep a close eye on it
Coma along, chaps! What's the matter,
Franky

Frank Nugent did not reply for the
nioment—he was staring hard at the
belt of woodland some yards ahead of
%hnm with rather a puzszled look on his
oo,

Then he gave o short laugh.

“Nothing,” he said, “I—well, I
funcied I spotted a face—a man’s chivvy
among the trees there. But-—"

“Youre seeing things, Franky”
grinned Bob Cherry. * Been sampling
t.l?: r;mpbarr:.r wine from the basket, or
what 1

“ Must have fancied it,” said Frank.

“You must,” grinned Harry Wharton.
“Come along and let's be moving.”

And he led the way into the wood,
his chums at hiz heels. But though
Frank had agreed that he must have
been mistaken, he glanced round him
very keenly as he dived after his chums
into the trees. He had seen something—
he was sure of that.

Billy Bunter watched the five vanish
amid the trees with feelings too deep
for words. He had been more eager
than the others to ramble round the
island—for certain reasons of hiz own—
but he had been much more eager to
be left with the basket. Bunter siill
had a suspicion that the juniors did not
intend to let him join them at teas,
though he had forced them to let him
join the party for the outing: and he
had been determined to have- his share
nevertheless—and more than his share,
if possibla,

But that intention had been nipped in
the bud by Cherry's idea of tying him
to the tree. And Bunter's feelings wora
really too much for him as he frmned
and flopped down en the ground at tho
foot of the tree, Only s wrists were
tied, but they had been tied securely,
and he knew it was no good trying to
free himself.

And scarcely a dozen yards away was
the picnic-basket, literally bursting with
tuck—-s0 near and yet so far.

Bunter blinked at it dismally, The
sight of it made him franticall}r hungry.

“Beasts 1" he mumbled. “Oh, the
awiul beasts! Fancy torturing a chap
Liﬁe this! 1 only—=— M-mum—my

t'!u

Bunter breathed that last in a whisper,
his heart almost in s mouth.

For just then a rather astoniching—
and startling—thing had happened,

There sounded a quick, stealthy rustle
amid the folinge a few yards on Bun-
ter's left, and then from the foliage
sttigped the figure of a man. ;

e Was quiie &4 Young man, ‘FEMIH
good clothes, but sadly muddied an
rumpled, and wearing no hat on his un-
tidy mop of towsled hair. His whole
appearance was dishevelled.

L

Bunter blinked at hun, sudden terror
gripping the fat junior,

There was something decidedly un-
nerving in the man's sudden and un-
expected appearance, and certainly in

his stealthy manner,

Scarcely daring to breathe, Billy
Bunter watched with goggling eyes.

The man had not zeen Bunter—that
waeg very evident,

In a few quick, stealthy steps he
reached the picnic-basket, and with =
few guick movements he had it open
before hun. His next movements stag-
gered the watehing fat youth.

From tha basket he snatched sand-
wiches, a bottle of raspberry wine, a tin
of lobster, and several other articles,
cramming them into his pocket with
feverish haste, Then, taking out the
cloan white cloth, he piled more things
into it, and twisted the cloth into a
bundle.

He laid that on the grass, and took
out o pocket-wallet next, From this he
swiftly withdrew a piece of stiffish paper
—Bunter caught the rustle of it—and
placed it on top of the basket, with a
stone on the top to keep it from blow-
ing away.

%‘1.{; done, he took & swift glance about
him riverwards, and then—fortunately,
without a glance in Bunter’s direction—
he steppetf beck into the foliage and
vanizhed, hiz stealthy foolsteps dving
nway almost at once.

hat!” mumbled

Y Mum-mum—my
Billy Bunter.

He was ullerly Aabbergasted.

What the strange scone he had just
witnessed meant he could not i
It was cortainly queer to say the least
of it. And them, quite abruptly,
Bunter's terror vanished and his eyes
gleamed.

Ho had remembared those queer words

‘in Walker's letter.

That there was some queer mystery on
Popper's Izsland those words had already
made him suspect. Now he knew there
was.

But what did it mean? And whal
had James Walker, a prefect at Groy-
friars, to do with it?

Bunter wondered as he sat there with
the nearby murmur of the river and the
distant shouts of the Famous Five in his
oars. He had wanted to ramble round
the island solely to investigate his sus-
piciens. And he had found out some-
thing without the trouble of investi-
gating.

Bunter’s eyes gleamed as ho stared
at tho slin of paper on the lid of the
basket. He could- not sea what it was,
lut e had heard the rustle, and he
guessed. And he waited almost breaih.
lossly for the return of the Famous
Five, whoen he would know if that guess
was a correet one.

Something else happened first, how-
avor.

Az he stared, a sudden breeze came
rippling over the surface of the shining
rivar, amnd tustled among the willows.
Then it caught the slip of paper and
whisked it away, leaving on the basket
the stone only, The unknown had not
made it sccura evidently.

“Oh, erumbs!” gasped Bunter,

He watched the paper as it blew across
the little clearing, and then he gave a
gasp ol relief as he saw it catch amid a
thicket and remain fluttering there.

“Oh, good!” murmured Billy Bunter.
“If only I could get free!™

Billy Bunter had already made several
ineffectual attempts to break free from
the rope, and he started again now with
foverish energy. Ha was quite certain
now that the slip of paper was a treasury
note—amazing as it seemed—and he was
anxious to get his fat fsts upon it

“If I get it first it belongs to me, of
course,” murmu the fat junior, argu-
ing with himself, “TFindings are keep-
ing! Besides, that chap meant it for

g,
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the grub, and as there wouldn’t have
been a picnic but for me, that belongs
to me by rights. If those beaszts got here
first they might collar it for themselves."

With this remarkable argucnt tc
support his claim, Billy Bunter went on
struggling, and suddenly he folt the
rope loosen. :

Oh, good!” he grinned., “Hera
gﬂ-ﬂﬁ!"

Ancther wrench and the rope fell
away from him, and Bunter was just
starting towards the paper fultering
among the bushes when the sound of
footsteps came to his ears.

He jumped back into hiding like a
fAash—fearful of the return of the un-
known stranger of the island. DBut the
next moment his fears fled as the sounds
hecame louder—the crashing of more

than one person approaching. Then
came & voice—a well-known, cheerv
bawl,

“Halla, halle, hallo! Here we are.
Bunter ™

£ Oh, blow the luck I groaned Bunler.

[T

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Scores Again!

NTO the clearing dashed the Famous
Five, ruddy and cheery, from their
ramble over the island,

“ Here we are again!” called Bob
Cherry. “Jove, I'm hungry enough to
eat Bunter! I—— Hallo, hallo, hallo!
Where i3 Buntor?

It was a queation that brought alarmed
locks quite suddenly to the faces of the
Famous Five, as they blinked round the
clearing in search of the fat junior.

They did not sce him—Bunter took
care of that. Even yet he felt there was
n good chance of getting hold of that
mysterious slip of paper if he could only
manage it without being seen.

S0 he lay low and said nothing,

“Well, my hatt"” 'lJn1'1::'Jatt.l'ua-.|:lE Harry
Wharton, sighting the locse piece of rope
below the tree. **The fat roscal’s broken
loose "

“Then it's a poor look-out for the
tuck I" gasped Frank Nugent, making a
sudden rush for the basket.

“(Oh crumbs 1"

The others followed Frank and stood

round him as he tore uwp the lid of the
basket.

There was a simultaneous howl.

“Gone !”

“The—the fat burglar [

“He's done us, after all "

The chums of the Hemove gazed into
the interior of the picnic-basket, with
deep, deep feelings. There was still &
fair amount of tuck in the basket, but
the greater amount by far had vanished
—with Bunter, or so they suspected,

“0Oh dear!” groaned Bunter below his
breath, os he blinked out and saw the
wrathy faces of the juniors.  “0Oh
crumbs! I never thought of that!
They'll blame me for it!"”

Thers was little doubt about that.

“Well. the little rotter!” breathed
Harry Wharton. *0Oh, great Scott!
Buppesing—"

Harry broke off, as a sudden new fear
took posspasion of him, and ran through
the fringe of bushes to the woter's edge.
Then he breathed deeply with relief.
The boat was still drawn up where thoy
had left it, itz nose aground on & sandy
ridge.

“Oh, good!" said Harry. I feared
the fat rascal had taken the boat, too;
he's rotier encugh!™

“Then he must be on the island yot,”
snapped Johnuy Bull, hiz eves gleaming,

PRICE 0
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stone.
disappeared into it with a wild yell.

As Coker leapt, Bob Cherry’s scull eaught the Fifth-Former full in the chest, and
alter seeming to stand on nothing for a briefl instant, Horace Coker dropped- like a
Splash ! There was a clear yard of water between the two boats and Coker
** Ha, ha, ha ! ™ roared the Removites.
{8ee Chapler 3.)

“Come on. we'll search the blessed
island for the fat worm ™

* Yes, rather " :

The juniors were a little tired, and
more than a little hungry ; but they were
more furioug now than either tired or
hungry. All they wanted at the moment
was to catch Bunter, The fact that the
buck—or maost of it—was gone was_bad
enough, but the thought that Billy
Bunter had “done them’ after all was
exceedingly exasperating to them.

with

They started off at onee. seethin
wrath. From his hiding-place Bunter
watched them go, with a fat grin. He
had been almost on the point of coming
out to explain matters, but the sight of
the juniors departing made him pause,
his eves gleaming,

Now was his chance to get the
Treasury note—Bunter did not doubt it
was that—and with luck he might %:uh
the chance to get outside some of the
tuck that was left. He could casily put
the blame on the unknown man of the
island. : ;

Musing thus, Bunter waited until the
juniors had vanished, and then he
dashed across the clearing towards the
thicket, where the paper still fluttered,
caught among the brambles.

Then his -heart leaped.

It was a Treasury note, right enough—
s note for ten shillings.

“ Oh, what Inck " babbled Bunter.
He pocketed the note gleefully, and

then he made a dive for the pienie-
basket—intending to make hay while the
sun shone, so0 to speak,

But he did not get the chance. Ewen
as his hand touched the lid, & hurried
footstep sounded among the trees, and
next instant Johnny Bull erashed into
the clearing.

Bunter was caught in the act, and
Johnny gave a howl.

“ Here he is, chaps [ he howled. " Oh,
vou fat rotter!”

“Oh crumbs " gasped Bunter

He made a sudden rush for the boat,
but Johnny Bull was too guick for hin.
He leaped on Bunter from behind and
brought him crashing down.

“Yarroooooop !" roared Bunter, as his
face was jammed into a bed of nettles.
“QOh dear! Lemme gerrup!”

“Not much!” grinned Johnny Bull,
seating himself on the fat junior's broad
back, * Here he is, chaps!”

 Halla, hallo, hallo! Great pip !

Amid a crashing of thickets Bob
Cherry appeared in sight, followed ir-
stantly by his chums, They stared and
gave yells as they sighted Bunfer.

“Caught him in the act, just lifting
the lid of the basket!" said Johnny
grimly, “Thundering good job I sug-
gested that once of us should go back to
guard the baskel, We might have known
the fat worm would be hanging round
waiting the chance to finish the job!"
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“Phew! Yes, rather!™

%1 zay, vou fellows pasped Bun-
ter, “It's all right! It wasn't me—-"

“0h, no—not at all 1” said Bolr Cherzy,
with heavy sarcasm. ' * You fat burglar,
we'll pat you through the mill for this!”

"{}511) dear ! I say, vou fellows, it wasn't
me, I tell you!” panted the fat junior,
squirming desperately. * Look here, I'll

10F

tell veu Just how it was!

r

“Yaou needn’t bothor ! zaid Harry
Wharten 1 deadly tones. **We want
no fearful whoppers, Buanier. Wo're
going to teach you a lasting lesson,
Bunter !

“Oh erumbs! I sav, you [ellows,

listen 177 .

“We're not listening! Yank him up,
shaps! We'll bump him soundly, and
then we'll duck—"

“Ow! T say, lepgo!” roared Bunter,
as they laid angry hands on him. **1 tell
vou it wasn't me! I swear it wasn’t me !
It was a man—a hulking great villain—
wheo came and pinched the grubl”

“*What "

“Ti's » fact!™ almost shricked Bunter.
“He came while I was tied up, and be
sneaked the grub. I tried to get free
to stop him, and I only managed to get
lzose after he'd gone™

“Well, what a fearful whopper ! zaid
Harry Wharton. “You fat ass, can't
vou tell a botter one than that?"

“But 1t's a fact!"”

“Hot! Where were vou when we
came back, then?” snorted Johnny Bull
“Wou must have been hiding, you fut
wormnt ! Why didn't mou show Fyour-
colf 1"

“Oh crumbs 17 :

Bunter realised, with deep dismay, that
"iat little fact wanted some explaining.

“Tt—it was like this, yvou fellows!" he
cnaped desperately.  “I was Iying
Laerg——"

““ And now you're lving here !’ sniffed
iiob.

“0Oh, really, Cherry!” stammered
Bunter. “T'm spenking the truth! 1
wag lying there=—unconscions, you know
w=when you fellows eame back. I—=1 had
i fearful struggle with that great hulk-
‘ng brute, but 1t was no good.”

“Oh, my hat "

“Tt was no good!” repeated Bunter,
caining confidence. * He was too much
cven for me. He stubned mo with a
hlow—a fearful blow on the right
semple. T—I lay unconscions unti] just
before vou came up. That—that's just
how it was!"

“You fut ass!™ .

“T fought like a lion ! said Bunter,
blinking up hopefully at the juniors.
“1 did my utmost to save the giub, I
can tell you, But it was o gpood. I—I
hope you fellows don't denbt my word.’

If Bunter hoped that he wes an
optimist of the first water. The looks
on the faces of the Famous Five onght
to have told him that he need have no
hopes in that direcfion.

“Up with the fat razcal " roared Bob
Cherry. “A good sound bumping and
then a ducking in the viver! That's the
programme ' -

“Good !V

Anly Bunter thought it wasn't good.

He howled with feay as five pairs of
hands grasped him, but his howls were
iguumn?, and he was Lifted up.

Buamp !

“Yarvoooooh ¥ .

Bruter gave a feavful yell as his fat
person smote the grass. The grass was not
hard, but Bunter descended with great
foree, and he was hurt for all that,

Bui that was only the beginning.
Again and again he was lifted and
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dropped, and again and again Bunter's
vells of anguish awoke the echoes,
The juniors stopped, breathless, ab
last, to Bunter's heartfelt rolief.
It was a relief that did not last long.
"Now for the river!™ said Harry,
winking at the others. “We'll teach
Bunter not to be zo0 greedy, chaps !
“Yow-ow! Ow] say, you fellows,

I can't swim—you know I can’tl”
shrieked Bunter frantically. “I say—

leggo! ©Oh, ecrumbs! Lemme go! I
tell you—  Yoooop 1™

Bunter fairly shricked as the juniors
obeyed him and let himm go.  They
swung him through the sir and let go,
and Bunter sprawled in a fool of water

an tha margin of the river.

It was not as bad as Bunter had
feared, but the water was wel,
Jtﬂ.tura'llj', and Bunter roared with dis-
may. He scrambled up, gasping snd
Eroanig.

“Now again ! called Havry Wharton,
chuckling. “Come on, Bunier ™

But Bunter did not “come on.” He
did something elze quite unexpectedly.
Ho fully thought the juniors would
throw him next into deep water, and ha
was desperate,

Instead of splashing ouf, he turned
suddenly, and before the juniors grasped
his intention he gave a sudden desperate
heave at the boat which was but & yard
to his left.

It had only been rested with its nosa
on & little ridge of sand, and it slid off
at once, and ﬁu'uter fairly hurled him-
self into it

His weight sent it dancing out, and
the junior: yelled in sudden alarm.

“8top him! Oh, my hat!”

Harry Wharton made a grab at the
hows of the moving skilf, bot was just
a second too late. The next moment
the skiff, with Bunter sprawling in the
bows, was gliding out into the river.

"Oh, great BScott!” gasped Harey
Wharton 1 great alarm. "“The fat
cad’s done us !

“"Come back, you fat worm I roared

Bob Cherry angrily. “Cowme back, or
we'll sealp you for this, Bunter !”

“He, he, he !

A fat chuckle floated over the water.
Bunter scrambled up into the genily-
moving beat, and grinned back at the
alarmed juniors.

“ITe, he, he!” he cackled. “I say,
vou fellows are slow, you know! Who's
top dog now—what? This iz where I
smile, chaps! He, he, he!”

“ You—you fat rotier !”

Bunter grabbed a pair of sculls and
seated himself on the stroke- thwarts.
After a great struggle and a great deal
of splashing he managed. to turn the
boat round with its nose pointing down-
stream towards Greyiriars.

The operation filled the Famouns Five
with alarm., Was Bunter going to leave
them marconed on the island?

“Bunter, vou fat worm!" velled Bob
Cherry., “You dare—yvon dare to leave
us stranded” here and you'll regret ic [

“Yes rather! DBunter, you [at clam,”™
shouted Harry Wharton, “voun're nob
going to leave us stranded here "

Bunter rtested on  his seulls and
grinned at them cheerfully.
“It all depends,” he =aid. “I

chouldn’t like te leave you chaps all
alone on the island all night, of covrse.
I'Il tell you what, Wharton. Make it
pax, and let me have myv whack of the
tuek that's left and I'll come back,
How's that "

“You howling fat rotter——"

“That's enough, Bull I zaid Dunter,
with dignity. “I strongly object to
being called names h{ vou! Another
insult from you and I shall just pull

away and leave you! 8o mind your

eyes ™
" ¥ou—you—"
“Chuck it, Johnny!” said Harry

VWharton, almost grinning. “The fat
rotter's got us in a cleft-stick, and be
knows it. We'll have to give im”

“No doubt about that,” groaned Bob
Cherry, “Give way to the fat rotter—
I'm hungry. We can take it out of his
fat hide afterwards,”

Buit Bob was wrong there. Bunter
had already thought of that possibility.

“Well, iz it & go?” he asked swoetly.
“Buck up, you chaps! T shall only hold
the offer out for another minute. Make
it pax, and let me have my whack of
the tuck, and I'll bring the boat back.
Is it & go, Wharton ™"

Harry Wharton breathed hard.

“Wes; it's a go, Bunter. Bring that
boat back.”

“Good! I thought you chaps wounll
agree, somehow,” grinned Bunter.
“And you wort't touch me for this--
gither now or when we get back io
Greyfriars ™

“Bring that boat in and see !" hooted
Baob Cherry.

*“©h, all right I

Bunier bent to the seulls. Harry
Wharton velled. He knew that Billy
Bunter was quite capable of any idiotic
trick. So long as he got out of present
iroubles Bunter never Jooked ahead
before leaping for future ones,

“All right, Bunter ! he yelled.
ngm [“l

“You'll let bygones be hvgones, old
chap

“Yes, yes!"

“Yes;, blow you o

“Oh, good !

Bunter chuckled—a fat chuckle that
echoed aver the water, and & tremendous
splashing followed as he turned the boar
round. But it was round at last, and
then PBunter pulled for the shore.
Luckily he managed to reach it without
upsetting the boat, and as the boat
grounded on the sandy beach he stepped
cheerily out.

He could afford to feel cheery just
then. He had had the satisfaction of
“doing down ¥ the Famous Five, he had
a ten-shilling note in his pocket, andiha
had the prospect of a feed before him.
True, most of the grub had already
gone, but Bunter was quite satisfied
that most of what was lait would find 1is
way inlo his interior. He could afford
to fecl cheery, and he cackled as he
landed.

“Heo, he, hin ™

“Wa

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Very Queer !

HE Famous Five glared and
I glared at Bunter as he stepped
cheerily from the boat aml
blinked round through his hig
glasses at them,  They would bave
parted willingly with a term's pocket-
money alinost bo be in the pesition in
mop up the carth with the fat youth's
podgy form. Dut they had given their
word, and they meant to stick to it to
the letter, _
“Ile, ho. ho!™ grinned Bunter. *“1
say, .you fellows do look a set of moul-
ing owls! Brighten up! Be cheery—
like me, you know! No good scowline
at me just becanse I've made you look
a set of perfect idiots ™
“ You—you—->" :
“Rite the bullet I advized Bunter.
“Take it smiling—like me, you know |
1Te, he, he!”
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“You—you—— Bump the fat rotter [
gasped Bob Cherry. “I can’t stand
much more of his dashed eackling—"

“You can't do that,” grinned Bunter.

“You con't touch me without breaking
your word, old chap. You are rather a
silly ass, Bob, you know! I rather think
~—— Here, wharrer you at? Leggo!
You ;]m:}mi:ieﬂ- -
“Tll show you what I'm at!” snorted
Bob Cherry. **'We promised not to touch
vou over that other business, and we
wonr't; but we didn't promise to let you
give us your dashed cheek, and we're
not going to let you, my pippin., Bump
the g:; asy for chesking us, chaps!”

“Ha, ha! Yes, that's it.”

“I say, you fellows—— Leggo!”

Bunter roared with sudden alarm as
the juniors grasped him. He had not
expected them to be quite so particular
rﬂg’nrdins tho terms of tho truce. He
knew now that he had gone too far.

He was lifted and bumped with a re-
sounding bump on tho wet earth. Then
ho was lifted and bufiped again.

“Yarroooop!” roared Duntor.  “ Btop-
pit! I'm sorry. I won't—ow, yowl—
check vou again.”

“He says he's sorry,” grinned Harry
Wharton. “Let him go, then, chaps.
Mind you, that's just to go on with,
Bunter. Any more sills cackling or erow-
ing, and yvou're for it. See?™

Y Groocoogh! Beasts!”

Bunter did see, and he cackled no
move; he saw it didn't pay. He rolled
after the others as they made for the
basket. Like the Famous Five, Billy
Bunter was hungry—only much more so0.

The juniors =oon had what was left of
the tuck out of the basket, and Billy
Bunter was stretching out a fat hand fox
u jam-tart when Harry Wharton rapped
it sharply with the back of a table-knife.

“ No, vou don’t!” e snapped. “You've
alrcady had most of the grub, and you'll
have just vour share and not & scrap
mare, Vo agreed to give vou that andes
compulsion, and we'll keep our word.”

“(h, reallv. Wharton——"

“Bquat down there, and we'll hand you
vour whack,” said Harry. “HReach a
hand for any vyourself, and I'll rap it
again with the knife—like that!™

Rap!

" Yooooop ™

Bunter withdrew his hand—which had
reachod for a biscuit—with a  yell as
Harry rapped it smartly.

“Yow! Oh, wou awful beasts!”
bhowled Bunter. *“Haven't I told you
that I haven't touched & blessed serap of
the grub wet? Tt's & blessed fact—I
swodar I haven't i

"Gammon !

“I haven't ! howled Bunter frantically.
"You fellows are making & mistake, I tell
vou. It was that fellow I told you about
who teok the rotten grub.”

“My hat! The [at ass is keeping that
i,‘nrn up,” said Bob Cherry. *I should
wve thought—— Hallo, hallo! Where's
the =zilly tablecloth? There was cns in
the basket.”

"That's quoer,"” said Harcy Wharton
blankly. * Bunter, have you eaten the
cloth &s well as the grub, you fat billy-
goat "

“Don't I keep telling you I didn't
touch the grub?” said Bunter, furious at
the thought that he wasn't going to got
the lion's shave of what was loft, after
all. “I ecan tell you where the rotten
cloth is; il was taken by that rotten
tramp. He wrapped it round the tnck,
and— IL.ok! There you arel Isn't
that proof

Bunter’s voire ended in an excited yell
az he pointed to something lying in the
grass just by the basket. It was a

pocket-knife—a neat, pearl-handled Lnife,
obviously not belonging to Billy Bunter.

Nor did it belong to any of the juniors,
and they blinked at it in sudden wonder,

“Great Scott! Whero did this come
from ** cjaculated Harry, picking the
knife up and looking it over. “The
blade's open, and it's pretty clear that it
was used to cut tho cords on the basket.”

“Of course it was,' snorted Billy
Bunter. ‘I saw the man eut it myself.”

“You footling ass! For goodness'
sake drop that yarn, Bunter!”

“But it's true!” shricked Bunter. “I'm
telling the truth, 1 tell you. He sneaked
inh here while I was lying there, and he
took the tuck and cleared off. He didn’t
500 mo—-="

“I thought he knocked you senzeless?”

“[—I———- That was just a figure of
specch,” explained Bunter lamely. * But
it's true enough, you fellows, A chap
did come along and take the grub.”

The juniors looked at Bunter fixedly..
Bunter was obvieusly telling * whop-
pers " regarding. having been stunned,
and having fought “like a lion "—very
obviously, And yet his desperate ear-
nestness impressed them, nevertheless.

Bunter was safe enough from punish-
ment now, so why should be still stick to
the story, mn any case?

Harry Wharton eved him keenly, and
then something about Bunter caught his
eye—or, rather, something that wasn't
about Bunter, as it were.

Bunter was a verr careless eater, to say

tho least of 1t. He was constantly being
called to task by Mr. Quelek for his
¥

slovenly behaviour at table. After a feed
there wasz never any doubt that Bunter
had fed by the stewe of his face and
clothes,

But now Bunter showed no outward
and visiblo signs of having fed. His face
was not jammy, or ewstardy, or sticky, or
crumby, so to speak. There was no jam
on his waistcoat, nor were there any
signs of crumbs. Nor had Bunter a far,
satislied appearance. On the contrary,
he had a decidedly lean and hungry ap-
pearance,

It was decidedly queer.

*“Hold on ! said Harry, “I do believe
the fat ass is telling the truth for once.
He doesn't look as if he's been feeding,
doas he, chaps? You know what Bunter
looks like after a feed.” =

“Ha, ha! Yes. Like a well-fed pig.”

“And that's not all,” zaid Harry, his
eyes scanning the clearing. * Those sand-
wiches were wrapped in paper, and
several other things, too. There's no
mess of paper or crumbs, and there’s no
mess of jam and stuff on Bunter's chivvy.
There's not a sign that anyone's been
feeding here."

“Phew! You're right, Harry!"

“My hat!” said Nugent suddenly.
“What about what I saw just when wo
wera starting out—or what I thought I
saw, anyway? I'm certain I spotted a
man's form among the trees, sneaking
about., I had a feeling all the time that
I was right.”

Harry Wharton glanced rather un-
casily into the underwoods. Then he
looked at the knife in his hands, o

“Blessed if the fat ass wasn't telling
the truth, after all,” he said, * This
knife’s got some initials scratched on
the haft—* L. 8., they are. You said it
was a tramp, DBunter?” i

“Ahem! Well, not exacily a tramp,”
said Bunfer. “Buot he looked as if he'd

been jolly well sleeping out anyway. And

Le lookea as if he wanted a shave, too.”
Well, it's queer,” said Harry. “I'm
Dlessed i I can quite inake it out.”

Bunter made a sudden rush for the hoat, but Johnny Bull was too quick for him.
He leapt on Bunter from behind and brought him erashing down. ** Yaroooocop ! **

** Oh dear !
Bull grimly.

roared the Owl.

Lemme E;B"“I—' T* % Not much T* said Johnny
Live

e {“hapler 5.)
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“It is queer—too Ii-::rHy queer for me,”
grunied Johnny Bull, eyeing Bunter sus-
sciously. “’\;;h:.r didn't Buntér show
i‘ﬁmse]f when we came along—that's whut
I want to know " _

Bunter grunted. He wished he could
rxplain that—without explaining about
the Treasury note, which he did not
inteud to do. Bunter saw no reason why
e should’ give: that up. But a sudden
idea occurred to him.

“(Oh, really, Bull, you are a suspicious
*hap, you know,” he said indignantly. “I
thould think you fellows could guess why
[ didn't show myself. I didn't show
myself because ir knew jolly well you
Eae lows would blame it on me. And you

id.
your rotten suspicions.™

“{h, rats!”

All the juniors were fairly convineed
now that, for once, Bunter was speaking
the truth in saying that o man had taken
the tuck. Thoe strange knife, the missing
aloth, Frank Nugent's certainty of having
seen someone or something, and Bunter's
cleanliness, and the absence of litter, all
agreed with Bunter's story,

“Well, let’s got tea now—or what's left
of it,” growled Harry. “And after ten
we'll have another ramble round the
island, chaps, And this time we'll keep
our peepers open for the merchant, who-
ever he1s.”

“That's the wheeze,
the blighter what {or!
to pinch our g’_'ﬂlb ™

“Hear, hear!”

And the quinrs gettled down to tea
grimly having egreed upon that, I
was nob a very satisfying tea by any
means, and it did not take long. It was
éxceedingly  short commons for five
fellows with healthy appetites—not to
mention Bunter's unhealthy appetite.
Over the meal Bunter gave further
details—without mentioning the detail
of the Treasury noté—and the jumors
locked grim at his description of the
fellow. Had it been a hungry tramp,
the jumiors would not have minded so
very much. But for a [airly-well-dressed
chep to pinch their tuck was rather too
niach. e

After the meal the juniors left Bunter
to his own deviees and started off,
sagor cnough now to begin the search.
'They had scarcely gone a dozen yards
intoc the wood when Harry stopped
suddenly with a warning cry.

From ahead of them had sounded the
sharp snap of a twig.

“Bomeone in front!™ snapped Harry,
peering ahead. “Come! There he
goes ! After him ™

He jumped forward at once, having
glimpsed a fgure among the tree-
trunks ahead. The other jumiors saw
it also now.

“Bunter was right, then!” snapped
arry, leading the way with a rush.
"The beggar must have been watching
ug from tho trees just now., Go ik,
chapa 1”

The juniors "“went it," charging
throngh the trees headlong, amid a
vwrashing and smashing of the under-
growth. The man ahead had dropped
all caution now, and was running.
They could hear him smashing his way
on recklessly,

“Tally-ha!™ bawled Bob CTherry.
*“There he goos!”

A =zudden break in the {rees revealed
the fipure of the fugitive, and the
juniors yelled and redoubled their pace.
They velled again tho next moment as
the man ahead suddenly tripped over a
iratling creeper and went down head.

Iﬂ%
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And we'll
We'll teach

ive

You ought to apologise now for-

(Tiiy

“On him!” shouted Bob Cherry.
“Got you, my hearty!"” :

They were on the fellow with a rush,
just as he was scrambling to reach his
eot, He went over again, with the
juniors clinging to him like terriers,

H the man not dashed awa
sus.pi-:'.iuusi’y, tha junioras might not have
taken. such drastic measures as this;
but his very haste to escape showed his
guilt—in the eves of the juniors.

“Hold on!” he gosped. “Hold on,
youngsters! Easy does it 1"

“FEasy does it, eh?” enorted Bob
Charry. “What about our tuck, my
friend? Why, the merchant's jolly
well laughing !

Bob had eaught a brief glimpse of the
fellow's face, and if he was not laugh-
ing, he certainly was wearing rather s

80

grin on his bristly features.

"We'll make him laugh!” snorted
Harry Wharton, “Over with him, you
chaps [*

“Yeg, rather!"

The man was swung over, and  the
juniors sat on him, pinning him down.
He “was a rather ﬁeft};vlnui-:m main,
gnd Harry at least was surprised at the
iaxlum with which they had overpowered
1ime,

PBut the man's rather grim smile
irritated him intensely.

“ Now, my pippin,”’ he snapped, “wd¢
want to know why you pinched our
dashed grub just now! We know 1t
mnust have been you. You've mucked
ip .our picnie, blow you!™

The man spoke then—calmly, and—to
the juniors” surprise—in cultivated
tones,

“If you'll allow me to get up, my
friends,” he said sarcastically, * perhaps
I'll have the breath left to answer. I
don’'t want to have to use foree, you
know ™

“Oh, my hat!™

“Well, the cheek !

For the man—after being overpowered
—to threaten to use force was the himit,
“Use force, eh " snorted Bob Cherry.
“Why, you rotter, you've had plenty of
chance to do that, and you've failed.
We've bowled you over, my pippin!”

The man’s answer was to get to his
feet, He did it quite casily, sending the
clinging "juniors sprawling to right and
left of ?‘nim without hurting one of them
with his hands,

2 g]ll, rmu*:l:n-:a_‘.j'"1 .

“0Oh, great pip?’

*“Oh, E‘If hat I"

The juniors rolled among the brambles.
They were seething with wrath, and a
langh from the feillow did not make
them any happier.

“Rush him!” yelled Harry Wharton,
113 M.‘r____rl

“Hold on—pax, youngsiers!” laughed
ihe man.

The juniors stopped. Somchow, that
chiecry laugh and the schoolboyish ox-
pression caused Ltheir spger to subside.
They starcd at the mwan very curiously.
They saw now that he had a rather

ood-looking, cheery face, with steady,

een groy eyes, though at first glance
his unshaveu chin gave him a somewhat
ULPrepossessing ApPearance,

“Pax!” grunted Harry Wharton, 1
like that! What about our tuck?"

“¥ou think I pinched wour tuck,
kids?™

“0f conrse you did®
B L

mﬁgwﬂks
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“Not at all. Ak least, it could hardly
be called that!” said the stranger,
smiling rather grimly. " Bheer neces-
sity made me take it, but I lelt ten
shillings to pay for it.”

“What ret!’

“I placed a ten-shilling note on the
basket beneath a stone,” explained the
man calmly. “It was to pay for the
tuck I took, boys. Did younot find it?"

“Oh!” gasped Harry. He stared
keenly at the man. It was almost im-
possible to disbelieve him, His face
was frank and his voice calm and
steady., ™ We—we found a stone on the
basket, but there wasn't a note there."

“Then the wind must have blown it
away, boys,” said the stranger ruefully.
“Hard lines! 1 shall have to give you
another 1"

Harry Wharion gave a start, and
léokied at his chums, The same thought
struck them all.

“Runter,” breathed Bob Cherry.
“That fat burglar must have collared
it. That's why he hid, of course.”

“"Phew! But—but why did you run
away ! asked Harry, staring at the
young man, “If wyou did that——
What's that "

It was. a shrill whistle—repeated three
times—and it came from the direction
of their boat. It was followed almost
instantly by a crashing in the under-

rowth, and the next instant a fat form
Eurst through tha trees. "It was Billy
Bunter, and hs fat face was red and
oxcited.

He sighted the grbup, and he gave
a yell.

“Run for it!” he yelled. “0ld
Popper. and hiz keepers! They've

collared the boat!™

———

THE SEVENTH CHAFPTER.
A Narrow Escape !

1] H, my hat!"”
*“(zreat p:&]:-!'" ]
“That's done iL!" groaned

Harry Wharton, “I thought
I knew what that whistle meant!"

The juniors looked at each other in
great a{u.rm* But if Lh‘uj.r were alarmed,
the stranger showed still greater alarm.
He grabbed DBunter by the arm—that
fat junior having been too excited even
to notice him up to now.

“You say that they are keepers?”

he snepped. “ Quick!”
“Ow! Qh, yes! Three of them, and
old Popper!” panted Billy Dunter,

almost fainting with alarm as hae
recognised the man who had *“hifted ™
tha tuck. “Oh dear! I—I say, yon
fellows, if this chap tells you le Teft
ten bob, it ain’t true! I-dud-don’t you
believe lim !

“Never wind the ten bob ™ snapped
Harry Wharton, b, great Scoit!
We're fairly in the soup, ehaps! Were
they following you, Dunter?"

“Owl! Yes, ves, They spotted me
and shouted after me!’ roaned
Bunter. “Listen! Oh dear! They're
coming "

no doubt about that—
henvy crashing in the distemce told of
the keepers' ‘lf““ﬁi"g approach. It was
enough-for the juniors.

“Run for it!” spapped Harry. “We'll
give them a run for their dashed mﬂhey
anyway. Blow that ass Coker! old
Popper must have seen us, and—but
never mind, come on!"

They started off with a rush, and the
stran followed.  Harry Wharton had
noted that his face was pale now, and

(Continued on page 17.)

Thore was



F-m-_‘ln——l—
Mo. 3 (Mew Series). Yol. 2.

No irvouble or exrpense has been spared

supplement inferesting and informative.

foremost cricket authovities in the land.

Supplemen

May 16th, 1926.

fo malce this
In it all phases

of cricket will be discussed by writers chosen from the
Reoaders iy,

-
[

NS 3

-

--------

thevefors, vely upon the facts, figures, ete., mentioned from e

seeel: to reeel: in this supplement as being

HARRY WHARTON, Editor.

Bourg/ggﬁ,wts /

A HEN Ranjliteinhfl plaved for Sozsex and England he wae
never given the whole of hiz mame, “ Ranji " always
being good cnough. 1. suppose Dwleepsinhji will be
cafled * Duoleep,’ but it will sound rather like ™ Tulip,”

won't 7

Providing all ¢ur other bowlers fail to dismiss the Australians,
what about trying the Worcester bowler to “ Root ' them out?

Bell, & Yorkchireman, I3 now fnlly qualified to play for
{flamorgan. Perbaps the county will be able to make more nolse
than in the past.

W. H. Ponsford, the Aunstralian, is on the right side of thirty,
and vet in hiz own conntry he-has already beaten A, . Maclaren’s
repard of 424 in one Iomings, scoring 420. It Is to be hoped he
won't try to go one hetter at England’s expense.

Here is the explanation of the term ' Ashes ™' wsed in connection
with Test matehes between England and Australin, In 1882 the
English team, which included “ W. G.,"" Barlow, Ulyett, the Hon.

A. Lytteltom, .C. T. 8tudd, and A. P. Lucas, lost o remarkable

game &b Kennington Oval by seven runs.  Arising out of that
defeatl, the  Sporting Times * published an “In Memoriam ™ as
follows »

‘o In AfMectionate Remembrance

of
ENGLIGH CRICEKET,
Which Died at the g;gnl on August 20ih.
1 4

Deeply Lamentoed by a Large Cirele of
Sorrowing Friemds and Acquaintwnecs.

L.IE.

N.B.—The Body will be Cremateld, and
the Ashes Taken to Australla.

W, (3. Quaife, although In his Afty-Afth year, is again playing
for Warwickshire, and his 500 iz alzo in the same slde. Will W. (&
gtiek it until his grandson gets into the team?

The mminfmum prlce of admismsion to Test malches is three
shillings pev day at Lord’s and the Owval, and iwo.and-aix. at
Nottingham, Leeds, and Manchester. I supposc London people will
be able to nfford the extra sixpence all right.

Glamorgan are always looked upon as * easy meat ™ for the other
counties, which explains the remark of & well-known bowler who
had just had twentytwo runs zeored.off him In am over: “T'll
wake Glamorgan pay for thisi"

Frank Bugg, who msed to play for Derhyshire and Lancashire,
has. at the age of sixty-four, now gone on the list of Arst-class
umplres for the fArat time. One of his friends told him he i3 old
enough to know better.

In reply to an Ingulrer. It is not Lrue that the Derbyshire men
are Teferred to o3 belonging fo the Peak Couonty because they all
WCAr capd,

o ama

EBelore the start of the present county szeaszon the abttention |

of umpires way directed to the fack that in the past many games
hove not been resumed after rain as soon as they might hnve
Leen. Al spectalors agree on this point.

authcentic. i

Fa

GMONEY-TE/ 1/

Cricket's Not Such a Bad Game for the
Player After All

T doesn't need a large amount of really deep thinking to
arrive at the conclusion that it costs much money to bring
gixteen cricketers all the way from Auostralla to take part
jun a toor in England. What with the fares, the luggage,

and the hotel expenses when the fellows get here, it i3 ns obwious
as aovthing that the bill before Australia is reached on the return
journey will be & big one. .

However, so far a8 the present genzon i2 concerned, there Is no
necessity for anybody to worry ns to whether it will be a payiog
proposition. The Australfan touring team will certainly make
more money than is necessary fo pay their expenses. Indeed, such
is the intcrest now being worked up In the forthcoming Test
matches that, so far as it is safe to prophesy at all, it ia safe
to say that the attendances st all the grounds which the
Australians visit will be greater than ever in the past.

The tragedy of it i3 that mrost of our county grounds are Bso
gmall that the honse-full notices are sare.to be reqguired for the
Tesk matches. I believe it is a fact that every ticket for the
first Test match at Nottingham was sold last February, or five
months before the game was due to take place, and there i sore
to be some pushing and shoving in order et into the grounds
on which the Test matches will be played.

In view of all this Interest in the big cricket games, the guestion
naturally arises as to what becomes of all the money taken at the
turnstiles and for reserved tlckets.

The men who take part in these crleket tours get some ol It,
of course. The English professional players who went to Avetralia
for the last tour received in round Sgures, four bundred pounds
each, it amddition to their oxpenses, thess being allowed for at
the rate of thirty shillings per week while they were travelling
between England and Australia, and two pounds per week during
their stay in that country.

In addition to this, of course, there are certaln bonuses allowed
for pood work in the fleld or at the wicket, so it is not surprising
that English professional cricketers rather like being chosen for
thess trips to Australla, Dot the takings oub there were such
that this money could be paid to the players without any risk
of the sponsore of the trip landing themselves -in the Bankruptey
Court. Jo one day at a Test mateh at Sydney nearly five thonsand
pounds was taken at the turnstiles from an attendance which
numbered close on Afty thousand. There is no ¢ricket ground in
this country on which we can put snch a number of spectators
in anything like comfort, but we shall be able fo take enough
money to make & bit of profit hoth for ourzelves and for Australla.

It may surprise some peopld, but it Iz a fact, that, although

" the whole of the Australians who ars now in this country are

amateurs, they get well recomipensed in the monetary sense for
their visit to this couniry. Australia®s share of the profits of the
last tour of an Australian team In this country was elghteen
thousand poonds. The players also pafid a vielt to South Africa
in connection with the same trip, and when they got back they
received about eight hundred pounds each. This, of course, was
in addition to their expenses being pald during the four.

Even in Australia the Auztralian cricketers get a [fair recom-
pense for any businesz loss which may be snstained by them while
they are playing ericket, for thirty pounds was paid to each man
who playved for Austealia for each match during the winter when
our men went “down under,” They did not bave to pay their
travelling or hotel expenses: ont of that: this was pald separately.

When all the money which is paid to the players has been
handed over, there iz still a considerable sum left. From tha five
Test matches which were played in Australia during our Iast tri
the M.C.C. received, as half-share, after expenses had been ptldl:

. arver thirty thoizand pounds,

Tue Macwer Lisrany.—No. 853,
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FOR NEXT WEEK:

fﬂf
WHO AIRS

T always do we realize thie nocessity
for a ericket cleven to be a team
in the very real scuse of tha word.
Top often we are apt to think of

A ericket side as o thing of individoals; but

it g undoubtedly @ fact that the county—

or even the elub—side whichh hopes Lo be
ruceessfpl must he built on definfte lines
with particular gbjects in view in the build-
img. I would not go so far as to say that
ihe two games of foothall and cricket are
anactly olike In o far as the necessity for

building a real team I8 concerned, hut T

wish Lhe econstant cifforts which are made

i geb a real football teasn were more fre-

suently copied in regard to cricket. Perhaps

‘b is that weak spots fn a football teum are

rmore easily found or more clearly obvious

m the play, It 13 certalnly a fact that in

cricket too muany clob sides struggle wlong

witlhh too many batsmen of the same iype
nr toa little variety in their attack. They
liwve eleven players, bul pot o eomplete

LELTTT

HOBBS, SANDHAM,

SURREY.

AND LUCKY

Nuw, there can ba no Iuom o dhinking
crver somg of the requirements of & com-
plete side.  Mercly because we maost stard
sotnewhere, 1 will take the opening palr of
batsmen Brst. Tho complete eleven will have
a fairly relinble pair with which to stard
ot theic innings when (he oceasion is normal.
Lucky ihe side, whelber fn ecounty or club
crieket, which has & couple of men on whom
it can depend for a fair start nine times
ouk of tem, shall we say? T don't necessarlly
mean that this opening pair shall score &
fmimdred runs or &0, though clearly the many
hundreds: which Hobhs and ZEandham have
ipored [or Sorrey at Lhe start must hawve
hecu a distinet help Lo the side. Possibly
the value of & steady opening pair is even
greater thimn (hic man in the skrect gener-
ally appreciates.

STARTING THE ROT.

The opening Lalsmen have o be pood and
rhcady, becausc they face the men who, in
the opinion of Lhe opposieg captain, repre.
sewt the best bowlers at his command. Let
these bowlers gel an early wicket, and for
ab lenst o few overs theoreafter they will
buwl witlh more enthusiasmn. The reason why

vothing succeeds like success is  because
SUCCCEE irmh‘;r& the inspiration. The men
i the feld Lo, meeting with that carly

saecers, riso o little Lit higher ou their toes,
Hundreds of tines in the past must it bave
haen true that o side which waz turned ont
for a8 very small seore would have obtalned
fuite-a lot of runs if only the opening bats.
men had slayed loog enough (o take some
of the sting out of the abiack.

FIRBT WICKRET DOWN.

To [ollow these openlng batamen Lhere
viust wlsd be one or two men capable of
standing o the breach right nobly when
ihings arc. golog wrong. hese mre  the
fellows who are called upou io stop the rot
if by auy chance the opening pair have given
ilye team a bad send.off. The opening pair
of balsmen are very imporiapt, bubt 1 am
rother inclived (o thionk that Arstowicket-
duwn wan i3 cven more important  still.
Think what the Erpest Tyldeslevs amd the
dack Wearncs, by way of example, micen to
ihelr Lewms

253,
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%MATCII WINNING

Lancashive and England.)
HIS VIEWS ON THE IDEAL

CRICKET COMBINATION.

MAKING THE MOST OF IT.

Further down the line of batzmen there
ninst b, in the complete cleven, one or two
fellows who ecan readily make things hom
when the opportunity arises. Time after
time, In all c¢lasses of cricket, there come
occasions when the real guestion is not how
many rous can be obtaiped, but how gquickly
Lthey can be got. The umedll:.r Wit thivt
forty by somie¢ later batiman may 3]«““
a8 mecessary, just as uhrhle. for mak‘n.
winning purposes, as the®etylishly correct
cantury put togethér by one ol the earlier
batsmen. Yes, thero la very real virtoe in
what wight be called the hit-or-mies bats-
man, and be will certainly be in the com-
plete eleven, ready to punish bowling which
may be n trile tired around i feld which
has become au little slack. The quick-fire
batiman may even be of value durlng a
rot. for while his colleagnes are helng ¥ tied
up,” he may put the bowlers off by sheer
courage, not to say cheek.

WORTH OF THE WICKET-KEEPER.

I =upposc Lo ideel eleven would contain
batsmen right dowu the lipe Lo No. 11; but,
alas! thizs s owe of the things beyond
ordinary possibilities. Your fost bowler is
essential, and the probability ls that {f he
gets o nomher of runs ha will 8a tire him-
self that a little it of that pace will vanizh
from his bowling, and thus will be lost on
the swings what bnas been gained om the
roundabouts. Your wicket-keeper, too, is
usoally only a so-+0 batsman, but T will not
agree with those who say that there i3 no
rouvml in Lhe ideal side for the wickel-keeper
who cal't get runs. Your Strudwick is worth
hiz place if one ball sufMiced to send him
back to the pavilion eveéry time he wenb oot
o bat. A specially smart calch, o quick
bit. of stumping, oreepeed in getting the
hails off may dismlss & batsman for a mere
bagatelle who, let off just once, might make
a cenfury. I know this applies to all feld-
ing, but by the natwre of his job there
are more chances come the way of the
wicket-keeper.

A Bla YORKEBHIRE SECRET.

Ta turn €0 the bowlera for a briel space.
Yariety Is obviously the @Orst essential.
There is the cxpress man, on whose pace
your side must largely rely to gel the alher
fellowa out when the wickels are in first-
clase condition. Then, if you can find him,
the bowler of the Parkin t¥ype, who can be
put on po matter what tbhe piteh is like—
the bowler who &0 mixes them that the
bataman never knows quite what he Is going
to get. Then you must have one bowler at
least who can, in_ popular language, make
the ball talk when the wicket iz right.
Perlups in this country two bowlers of this
type are better than one. Always, so far
as my memory of Orst-class ericket goes,
have the Yorkshirc side possessed men who
could skittle out any and every opponent
when the piteh was dificult. A left-handed
break bowler ig specially valuoable in o side.
Thus i Lhe complete eleven there s need
for four—or three at the minimom—really
good bowlers, Hehind thess there must be
one or two useful change men.

there I8 no longer any
necessiby for batsnien
1o tremble when the
i " bowler comea on.,
oIl  Australin  evidently
still believes in this sort of
bowling, for they sent owver
two who deliver this typa
of ball—Arthar Malley and
Clarence Grimmeott, As it
fs #0 eamy to get on the
wirong side of & man wha

S{H!I'E poaple say that

%égégz

A lew words on Arty.
bowle the right ¥

SPECIAL SIGNED AISR

E,

M

sends dm‘al the * wi;?:dn BY “ PzlL
nm-," as £y ATE ©0 i :

I {hought It wauld be going (Qur Travellin Co
far enough If I fack
these googlie men of Australin one ab atime. S0 T startpgu
with Malley, Grimmett may come up for ]udmmm Inter T
i somebody doesn’t take my WMo before 1 get down topear
his name, &:h

Certainly Arthur Mailey is {-nuunh to be golng on with|n
as & bowler of the * wrong "uns.” I belleve there is only
ona thing he likes better than pntting other people lnml
ot water, and that Is to g:l. Into hot water him=eif. He
is never #o happy as when he has a nest of hormnels buszing
nhmtt- hin para,

Hias peo Ie meant him to work in a bank, [ belicve, andy
he starte

he was, But the calling didn’t appeal to him very mnel

there were, I take it, so few chances of getting into hur:‘.

Se he started sketching, and I quite o good

waler,
hias Hwi mostly by droaw

rarcaturist now, eaming

more or less faithivl plectures of crickot personalitics. 't,“

"sEAM RAISING."

Mind you, he is a very clever artlst, thiz fellow Mulley,
but some of the le he hns tackled with his peneil sy
he hasn't dome their features justice. To these Mailey

to follow out their wishes like the good he i

im'
b
e
ki

is apt to reply : * Well, take a look In the mirror, ot
then you may conclude I have Mtl.ﬂ‘l]lli yon,'

The idea of bowliug ** wrong "uns
—yon know those are the balls which
should break one way but break the
other—was just the sort of thing which
wuultl appeal to his nature, and he

practising, and kept on prag-

tiul.nn until wickeots began to fall to his
wilea. Ome thing [ will say for him,
though. He dossn't take the credib
for decovering googlies, and his sketehes
are signed  with  the  pen-name of
" Rosey.” Tnthiz nome there |s & oom-
pliment and an acknowledgment of
the fellow who diseoversd the secret
g{nrmglie bowling, B. J. T. Bosanguet.
ley hns been to England e,
and taken a 1ot of wickets here, too,
with those deesptive dellveriea n'f his.

He I8 now thirty-elght yenrs of age,
apd has spent most of thoss year
thinking out - revolutionary ideas re-
garding erlcket. You will remember
that some timae %Hﬂlﬂf‘!lﬂnﬂ WHS
said In Englond about bowlers who
ralsed the seam of the ball,  Well,
thia i what Mailey had to say on
the subfect :

“In justifying the practice of seam
ralsing, I do so mone bocaes of the
thcring it. of it being unsport=maniike,
in my opinion, shoulkd not enter the
heads of those who allow the wse of sawdusl, resin, or
towels, to allow the bowler to Improve his grip.

* It in admitted that rubbing n new ball ml le. ground
is guite permissible, as no official objection, to my_ knaow-
T, hins been taken to it Yeb if o new ball Is rEr'I:ll:lt:l:i
judiciously on the ground the effect would be more disas-
trous to the batsman than T the seam were ralseg by
some mechanical device. No matter what Is doope to'the
seam of an old ball it cennot affect the fight as much as
the seam of o new ball. If, therefore, o swerve bowler
requires his greatest m&et-—a new ball—it is possible
that the umpire will produce one, if the seam of Hhe old
one has been tompered with,. LI this s allowed it o
poesible that a new- ball will be réquisitioned after even
50 mung or so,

“In thoe face of this we must be eareful about doubtl
the sportamanlike attitude of & bowler who does his be
to prescrve the ball til the end of its officlal Jife—Z20d
runs,

DRAWING THE CROWD.

Then the guestion of slow ofelet—a popailar Lopic—
croppod up, Malley had something hot and strong to
say : " Considemtion for the publie seems to be the maln
excuse why cricket necds brightening, yet the attendances
during the Inst series of Tests were beyvond the dreams of
fhe most imiztic supporters of the game, Were the
18,000 people who s into the Adelaide Owval on the
ket morndng of tha mmmb]l: third Test bored to death ?
Why did they stand mlmd the Oval in n Tr'enai; of excite-
ment to see a paltry 27 rans seored ¥ Burely thoso peoplo
dld not come down to ree Stmudwlck or Freeman or Tag
slog six after slx inlo the river]  No o thoy came down
to sen the fnish of o keen eontest that at no e doring
th-u rogress  of 1Irr.~ mateh meedod the assistanes  of

slathieremwlhmck * batsmen to draw o orowd, i

" A keen, scientifie stommgke, to my mind, js far oo

A. A, LM

a
{4l
M
-

acerplalle fo the Australian pubMe than a competiting
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Here Comes
(LI
5 who continually
vard on the leg or on the
) A off : but a boatsnian who ean

A ridgg Mailey, the man who

rigat

P#lL PRY.”

of big hitters who  very
often miss, The batsman
whio deliberately stonewalls
wder all comditions Is as
unweleome aa Lhe bowler

bhowla o

win & match by sheer pinck
aud determination, by slop-
ping at the wickets a cortain
tinwe, deiving bowler after
bowler, deserves something
hetter than abuse,

It des not necegsarily

is wrnng !UM. LA ]

selling Correspondent.) follow that a batsman who
- geores o hundred runs in as
atartpgny minutes s quicker than g wman who scores the same

]ntﬂ"'!'rmhm' of muns in twa honrs.

Yery often one batsman

v topronopolises the strike, and receives three-fourths of the

Eliveries, Tf those peopls whose annual holiday s spent

with|moaning about slow balsmen were fo take this into con-
: golvi#derntion, they would find that the alow balsmen are oot

» intajs slow @3 in ' the grand old days.'

When one reads the

Hajrparts of meetings and the suggestions given ount to

LEEEng

., gl

llu'“i-

el

0 hul."

wood
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£

alley,
il =y
failey
, ofd

a

Inghten ericket. one wonders on which side of the fenee
o dullnczs really is.

EXPENSIVE BOWLING.

* neé poraon has saggested that the selectora shondd
Eut noboniy but quick scorers,  As ome who has had this
noueE {7 T on him withont seeking i, I would
gk why have selectors at all 7 Why not allow the batemen
whi aeore mng In the guickest fime to antomatically
J.mE into the team ¥ The post-office’ clock would then
k the =ole aelector, and evervbody would be happy again,
“When sensible  suggestions are made to brighten

aickel. or chess, or an undertakers’ picoie, no wise person
vould turn u denl ear,”s

O other ericket points, too, Malley has ideas of his
i,

He never sava what peopls cxpect him to aay,
and mever doea what they consider he
will do. Tn the first Test Match ot
sydney In the last serlen he Jel
J. M, Tavlor to add 127 for the jast
wicket., lg-a yon kmow why, in my
opinion, he did this ? It was becauso
he overheard somebody say that he was
the worst batsman on the side. That's
Mailey, the perverse, the bowlker of
WIOHE "IN

It has always seemed to me that
‘googlie bowling demands the Mailey
tvpe of tempermment, for the =imple
reason that at times 6 B2 apt 0 be
extremely expenslve, and the googlie
bowler who reall nhljec!s to being
hit oll over the place had bettef give
it up quickly, Bub being hit for sixes
now and then doesnt npast Arthur;
indecd, T got the Impression that he
likes it, at any rale in preference to the
batsman who justsits back and watches
the ball ke o cat watches & mouse,

But when Mailey 13 in form then It
s the batsmen who come to regard it
18 costly bowling, becauze It S0 often
voets them their wicket. America hasa
very high opinion of him, for when he
went there a vear or two before the

A. LAMLEY: WwWar he took 180 wickets, and they
only cost - him seven runs aplece, His
in, or wistanding performance In this country was to take the
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ivhole of the ten wickets of the Gloucester batsmen In one
ﬁmﬂ in 1621 for 66 runs,
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 AWord-# Umpire!

“ Crr1ors " (Munchester)—In Test matches and all
¢ mea In Australia they have eight halls to the
#w::hluﬂa tion that the mir?n idudl. uh%uld be

pted in England has often been orward, & Mmay

- _{ue.fnmtﬂunn of these days, huﬂh&m are Lhings to he
il both for and againet the ides,
L o

o
E

T, MacintosH ( London),—The captain of the Anstraliana
wHerbert Collins @ Bardsley ia the vice-captain ; and Eyder
| lds o position on the team-selection committes,

# L s

ft. Taws=ox (Boltdén)-— Lu does not fellow that the man
afo is chosen to captain England in the firet Teat nwteh
ghall e captain in all the five games.  In fact, if we want
waly £o we can change for every match,
- L] L]

L. &vitw (Glamorgan).—The average sge of tha sixteen
grtraliang now in this country Is 82, Ellis, who is only
b s the youngest, and Bapdsley, who ls 42, §8 the eldest

nibeE be 1B Ly, ,

L " .

e, Lockerr (Northamplon).- - To anawer your guestion
a5 to why there are really no f»:4 bowlers of Lip-top class
¥ - Poglond would teke n column mther thin &4 few lines,
Deo of these doys 1 hope to #od space In which o answer
it ot length.

YOUNEVER CAN;
CTELL]

%Gﬁar[e}%kﬂ* )

(Gloucester's Crack Bowler.)

o
i
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THRILLING MATCHES IN
GLORIOUS UNCERTAINTY
HAS

E often speak of the glorious umcer.
talnty of cricket, but we do not
always appreciate the truth behind
that backneved saving., So far as

my memory serves, there never wad o Season
in which so many matches have been pulled
out of the fAre in startling fashion as last
summer—s0 many games- which were won
against the odds, az It were, We had n
typical exarmple of the manner In which
one match can sway first this way and then
that in the game between the Gentlemen’
and Players at the Oval. The odds at the
gtart were on the Players, of course, for so
much had previously been sald aboul the
lack of frst-class amateurs that the unpaid
were scarcely considered to have & chance.

A BID FOR VICTORY.

Moreover, any forforn hope which the
amateurs may have possersed at the start
was penerally copsidered to have wanished
when the Players scored over four hundred
in their frst invings, and then declared.
Tale got to work for the pro's, too, and
the early amnateur wickets fell rapidly. But
then the zame swong back in favour of the
Gentlemen; there was fine batting by the
later butzmen, and the Players' total was
headed,  Again the men nnder Jack Hobhs
hatted, sud again the Players got to the
position when the captain thought I safe
to declare, leaving the amateurs the well
nigh impessible task of H:urillf 200 inm
1 minutes. Bubt they did it with a [ew
goconds to spare. It was the sort of sue-
cessfiul hid for victory which not only demon-
struted the wonderful possibilities of the
game, bub whio stirced the hearts of the
ent iuziasts.

THREE MEN THREE CENTURIES.

Poasibly there i3 no type of ericket result
which o0 appeals to the man in the street
ns @& guick-scoring feat which enables a
side to bept the elock and the team which
has dectared s innings closed. The game
between the Gents and the Players was not
the only one of its type last season. FPlay-
ing Warwickshire at Birmingham, Sussex
declared, in the bappy position of a lead
of nearly four hundred runs. Now, 400 is a
lot to get in o fourth Inmings, anyway. even
if there is plenty of time st the dizposal
of the hatsmnen who ure sel the task, But
g0 gplendidly did the Warwickashire hatsmen
“ weigh in " that they scored the rums with
a considerable amount of time to spare.
Three men only went to the wicket, and
cach of these three men—8mith, FParsons,
and F. % Calthorpe—passed the century
ima k.

A RECORD MATCH.

%0 frequent were the e wonderful recoveries
from losing positions during last season that
one could easily Al the space available with
little more than a mere mention of them.
There was the victory which Kent pgained
aver Warwickshire, for instance, by a fine
recovery after the Hop County men bad
been disposed of for 42, and left with a
deficit of over two hundved on the frst
inmings. Then there-was that history-making
effort by Middlesex at the cxpense of Noits,
the Londoners searing  beyoud the five-
bundred park in the fourth innings of the
mateh, to win after oll had seemed lost.

BEEN REVEALED.

WHICH THE
OF CRICKET

THE BIGGQEST SURPRISE OF ALL.

Looking a iittle forther back, however, I
recall what was perhaps the most sensational
resnlt in recent years. Again Warwickshire,
who seem to make a habit of being con-
cerned in this type of match, were active.
I refer to the match against Hampshire in
the summer of 1082, 2o far as I remember
the clreumstances, the Hampshire captain
won the fozs, and put his opposents in to
seore a comfortahle twa hondred odd. When,
in their turn, Hampshire were dizmissed for
# mera bagatelle of 15 all told, and had to
follow on, it did indeed seem as though
their skipper had made a mistake. Prae-
teally speaking, Hampshire were down and
out. But the match was= not over by any
neans. Following their frst fonings total
of 15, Hampshire passed the five-hundred
mark at  their sccond knock, the total
fecluding & last-wicket partnership of nearly
two hnndred made by fellows who weren't
considered a= hatsmen at all. In ithe end
Warwickshire were bheaten by no fewer than
165 runs, It may he that the history of
sricket can tell of other remarkable results
onl these lines, bhul I have zearched in vain
Eor & parallel story of a side dismizsed In
{4a first Innings for 15 runs which eventually
won the mateh with guch & big margin to
Rpare.

A RED ROBE REVIVAL.

Just as Gloucester v. Somerset are the
pames in which we revel in the West
Cpuntry, &0 area the mestings between
Lancashire and Yorkshire of primary mport.
ance up North. And the match  betwean
theze two which was played in Yorkshire a
couple of sessons ago was more  than
ordinarily memorable. On the lsst day of
the game the victory seemed to be assured
it Yorkshire, for they were lefi with only
57 to get and tem wickets to fall. I
remember the newspapers of that maorning
putting up headings on thesa lines: ™ York-
shire Winning Again.” Bat on that last
day the Lancashire howlers reaped a sar-
prising harvest. and demonsirated the
glorious uncertainty of cricket by dismissing
the last Yorkshire bataman when 24 runs
were still required for victoery.

THE MAINBPRING OF HOPE.

Amf so0 we could go on. But perhaps a
thought ought to be given to why these thinis
happen. How is it that seeming defeat is
ofi-times turned to victory? Occasignally,
of course, & change in the weather enables
a satisfactory explanation to be given. But
much more [requently the cause is just
human mature. One or two players strike
amazing form, or, alternatively, a whole side
has o bad day. ¥ut what iz the use of
inquiring too closely Into the why and the
wherefore? Let us be duly thankful that
erfeket is the most glorlouely uncertain of
Fames, long ms we remember that
uncertainty, the bottom dogs can teke
COUrage.

Tue MacxeT Lipmamy.—XNo. 955
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“The Fellows Whose Job it is to Pick
England’'s Eleven.

"ﬁ ?‘HETH ER wo heat Australia i the fortheoming Test

matches depends, of course, to a very largs extent

on the form of the raen who play. Dut there i

work of the utimost importance to be done in pro.

ring to beat Australia hefore a single ball is bowled in the

eat matehes, and that waork belongs to the fellows who have
been appointed to choose England's team.

Evervbody knows that the one thing these selectors will
not lack is advice. Already most of us have had a shot at
telling the world who should play for England in the coming
games, and betwesn now and tho timoe of the first Teat match
next month, the amateur team-builders will be very busy indoad,

I have no means of knowing to what extent the selectors
of England teams read the newspapers, but the men who have
been salected for the job are worthy fellows who have minds
of their own and much experience to back their judgment.
Here are tlie names of the * five good men and true,” whoso
job it i3 to find the teams good enough to beatb fﬂqmtrnha and
recover those Ashes—P, F. Warner, Arthur Gilligan, Percy
Perrin, Jack Hobhs, and Wilired Rhodes. Thess five will
ba joined, in due course, by
the England captain, but for
a minute or two I want to
talk about these original five
who have agreed to shoulder
what is at once a heavy re.
sponsibility and an unenviable
task.

First of all thore is the
man who no longer takes any
et in firat-clasa cricket—

elham Francia Warner, who
will, I take it, be chairman
of tho sgelection committes.
But though °"Plum,” as
overybody called him in hia
playing days, i3 no longer
actively engaged, thera are
few who will quarrel with
his right to be on the solection
committee, He has  had
ericket experience in all parts
of the world, snd has twice been captain of an England team in
Anstralin, on each oecasion bringing the * Ashes™ back with
him.

Warner was born in Trinidad, and ho is evoer ready to recall
even now that his first experience of ericket was having s nogro
to throw the ball at him while he tried what he could do with
the bat. One imagines that tho particular negro will be well
pleased with hiz pupil, for * Plum ** Warner came to ba rogarded
not only as a groat captain but one of the most brilliant batemeon
of his time, He scored over 29,000 runs in fivat-class ericket,
and made 61 centuries. Always s most popular figure on the
field, * Plum " Warner invariably wore a harlequin cap—that
affair of bright colours which ecould never be overlooked.
Indeed, to quote an American who saw Warner in thiz cap for
the firat time, “J& iz go Joad that if he played in New York
it would Lo heard above the noisa of the traflic.”

MR. A. E. R. GQILLIGAN.

—

g0 good ax it used to be,end as a matter of fact when a fast
bowler is put on nowadays I can't scethe hall.” ' How do you
manags to make runs theon 7" Porrin was asked. * Oh*
came the reply, ** I play at the noiso made by the ball,”

VWhile the other four mombera of tha Test Selsotion Coms
mittes have yeara of ripe experience behind them, Arthur
Gilligan may be said to represent the younger gereration.’, His
appomtment 15 a well-earned recognition of his caplainey of
the England team which went {0 Australia in the winter before
iast, With one voite Anstralia apreed that no more charming
i;t‘a-ranna.ﬁ.t-f had ever wisited fheir eountry in charge of an

angland team, end the players under his commend in that tour
are loud in their praises of the **° skipper.”

An allronnd sport—hoe i3 an athlete of parts, and plays
football, golf and hockey well.—(Giilligan only came into ericket
in 1820, and his first top.class captaincy was achieved in 1923
when he became * bosa" of the Sussex eleven. He has been
to Bouth Africa with on M.C.0, team, and playing against South
Africa in the first Test match in this country in 1924 he took
sx wickets for saven runs,

Home people assume that the placing of Gilligan on the
Seleation Committes inevitably means that he will not be
considerad as captain for the coming tests, But thers i3 ne
rerson why he should not be, and if he has completely recoversd
in health, and is able to bowl ag well as ever, there is no reason
why he should mot lead England again, and play his part in
dismissing the Australian batsmen. A man who knows him
woll, told mo that there is only one thing wrong with his bowling,
and that is that he has not vet learnt to conserve his energy :
that he tries to send down his first ball ab his fastest,

It 13 & compliment to professionsl cricketers as a whole that
two " pros " shoulld have been given places on the Solection
Computtes, with equal wvot. ;
ing powera with the other
members. And it is specially
a complimont to Jack Hobbs
and ilired Rhodes that
when the idea of having two
“proa" wos mooted, theso
meén were immediately sug.
gested and met with general
ppproval., Thera 18 little
necessiby to say s great deal
about erther of them, Their
deads are too woll known,

Jack Hobba and Wilfred
Ehodes are world famous:
the former as the record-
breaking bataman of Surrey,
and the latter as one of
the preatest—if not tLhe

atost—all - round  player
that amezing county of
Yorkshire has ever produced,

For mani';' years paost,
although Rhodes has not
been actual capiain  of

MR. “PLUM " WARNER,
Yorkshire, he has always been regarded as the man to whom

the slipper always wont for advice. In this connection
B atory iz told, which is good enough to be true even if it ian't.
Yorkshire wore batting, with the captain, Mr. Wilson, and a
professional at the wicket running up » big sacore. At a certain
point the professional went to the eaptain, snd said : * Come
olong Mr. Wilson, Wilfred has declared,”

About Jack Hobbs there is scarcely any- necessity to
Bay one word. It iz obvious to everybody that a bateman
with such wide Lknowledge of Dowlers of all sorts, who
hes scored more centuries than any ather cricketer the game

has ever known, should know a thing or two worth knowing,
Habbs, however, 15 not only a man who plays the game—he

Although Percy Terrin scored over mine hundred runs for 1 is a fellow who thinka about it daﬂﬂg' fromn every angle,
i

Fasox in county gamos last season, he is now
“ gotting on,” as thoy say, and perhaps the
placing of this Esséx man on t?m selection
commiites was something in the nature of a
gurprise. [ wondor if it had anything to do
with the fact that in his heyday he, like
YWarner, scored over sixty conturibs—he wos
& wonderman when fiacing fast bowling, Ii
e can help v to fnd men who can stand np
and defy the fast bowlers who have always been
& source of real strength in Australian teams
he will hove dome more than a little to
juatify himself, Perrin joined the Essox sido
1 1886, and is the only member of the seloction
committaa whoe has not had Test match ex.
perience ab one tino or angther, In connection
with hi3 advancing years, of which the plaver
himsell 172 conagcions, a good B.tﬂ-r%r may bo told,
Last soazon a friemd asked him how his
erickot was pgetting on, whether hoe was as
Eu-::'rl as over, To this Porrin made reply:
"Well, it'a like this, 3Iy evesight is not now

Tae Alacker LisRary.—No. 053,

and his advica should
selectors meet together,

There are people who think that Hobbs should
be given the captaincy of the England team,
but that would be & departure most unlikely to
hae made, though Hobbs has more thon once
captained the Ilayers oleven in yoatches against
the Gentlemen. Hobbs is certain to be in onr
toam to meet the Auystralians, and this means
that on the [ficld he will be able to give his
captain the value of his advice,

waking back on the five good men, it will
b seen that they make up a representative
* erew." They come from places 5o wide apart
that there is not the slightest chance of any one
part of the counlry supplying a majority of the
players, unless those players are truly worthy
of their places in the side.

I bave said that these seleetors, when choran,
met with general approval. There remaing only
one thing te be done--to back then with every
poaaible confidence. When they have done their
work, don’t let ue etart pulling it to piecea

avaluable when the

MR, PERCY PERRAIN,;
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anxious. He was at Harry's heels as
that junior followed Bob Cherry, .Bunter
and the rest. The juniors had little hope
of escape—if their boat was captured,
their retreat was cut off. Certainly
zome of them could escape by swimming,
but even that was a risky proceeding.
Moreover, there was Bunter; Bunter
could never swim the distancé dressed
or undressed, and they could scarcely
leave him in the lurch.

But they did not mean to be captured
without a struggle, nevertheless,

They went charging through the green
undergrowth, and almest with the ficst
strides Harry Wharton came to grief.

As in the stranger’s case a few mo-
ments before, he caught his foot in a
trailing creeper, and he went crashing
down headlong.

But he was not so lucky as the
strapnger.

In falling, hiz head struck the trunk
of & tree with torrific force, and he lay
there sickened and half-stunned. None
of hiz chums heard him fall, but the
stranger saw him go, and, after running
on & few yards, he turned and camse
rushing back, _

“Steady, youngster!” he mutterad.
“We'll do "em vet. Jove, this reminds
moe of old times!”

His grasp closed on the junior, and
Wharton felt himself lifted like a child
in the man's strang grasp.

By thiz time the crashing retreat of
hig chuma had become fainter,” but the
sounds of the keeper's plunging approach
was terribly near now.,

As mn a dream Wharton heard it,
but it did not prow nearer after that.
The strnnger crashed on, carrying the
jumior with amazing ease, though at the
moment Harry. was far too dazed and
sickenad to notice that,

The shaking and swinging of being
carried at such a pace made the junior’s
senses reel, and his head throbbed with
sickening pain. But it did not last long.

Quite suddenly, the man stopped run-
ning. and what happened next amazed
the junior.

He folt the man stoop low, and then,
amid a ecrashing of parting bushes he
felt himself dragged, rather than car-
ried, through prickly, scratching
brambles, and the next instant the sun-
light was blotted out with starthog
abruptness. -

The crashing sounds of , pursuit died
away ot the same moment.

Harry Wharton was staggered and
bewildered.

e blinked about him, but he could
scarcely see anything, a queer sort of
twilight filling the place, while an
earthy smell was in his nostrils.

A second dazed glance round him
showed that he was in a sort of small
cave, however. The queer twilight was
caused by the dim specks of light that
filtered through a mass of brambles at
ana end.

“'What—whal—" he gasped.

He felt himself laid gently on some-
Lhmq soft—a great-coat, 1t scemed to be,

" Mever mind where you are,” said tho
stranger’s veice grimly. ‘I think you're

safe enough for the present.
yvourself a tidy knock, didn't youl? Let's
have & peep at it, youngster!”

“It—it's all right,” panted Harry. "I
biffed my hesd, but it's feeling better
already. Thanks for helping me like
that. It was no end decent of you.
I'd been caught it would have been a
flogging at least.” :

“You're not out of the wood vyet,
kid 1" was the grim response, “If they've
got your boat—"

“We can swim it," mtttered Harry.
At least, one of us could -and run for
another boat. I hope none of the others
were collared. Anyway, I think Tl
clear now, I'd rather take my chance
with my pals,- you know.”

“Batter wait a few moments, anyhow,”
was the answer. “8tay hdre, and don't
move. I'll slip out and scout round,
youngster."'

The next moment Harry heard the
rustle of brambles, and saw the sereen
of grecnery shaking. Then he found
himself alone.

But it was not for long. Three min-
utes passed, and then again came tho
rustling, and a vague form loomed up
before the junicr’s blinking eyes,

“All serene,” came the stranger’s
voice in relief. “Yeour chums are hidin
in & couple of trees scarcely a hundm§
vards away. The keepers seem to be
searching the far end of the island. If
you mean to rigk it, now's your chance,
youngster.”

“0h, good!" breathed Harry. “ And
—and thanks wery much. It was jolly
decent of you to help me hike this.”

“Hold gn!” said the stranger grimly.
"Hand me your handkerchief.”

Harry took out his handkerchief won-
deringly, and after a moment’s fumbling
the man grasped it. 'The next instant
Harry felt it being tied round his face
and eyes.

“Leave that on,” ordered the man in
a sharp voice. *“You needn’t ba afraid,
kid—I have my reasons for thiz. You
say yvou're thankful for this®

*“Oh, ves, yes!”

“Then you ean show your thanks best
by not breathing a word to a soul about
me, and by asking your chums to keep
their tongues quict concerning me alzo,
was Lhe eurt answer. “Can I rely upon
your word not to menlion me to any-
one 1"

Harry was silent for a moment. He
could not understand the amazing mys-
tery at all, and he dido’t quite hke it,
either. Yet the fellow seemmed a very
decent sovk, and not many chaps wounld
have done what he lad done—have
risked caplure to save him.

“Yes," he said quietly at last. 1
think I can promise that. My chums
will keep silent if 1 ask them to do so.
El.ll'-—"

TMNever mind questions. I think 1
can trust you, kid. Now, come on!”

Harry felt the man grasp his arm and
lead him forward. 'lshe next moment
ho Felt himself being thrust through the
screcn of brambles with the man’s strong
gl:a.s? ol his arm. The brambles torc

ainfully at his flesh and clothes, but
o was out in the sunlight the next
moment—though he felt rather than saw
ik.

“Coma "

With the grasp on his arm, Harry was

led Tor fully & lundred yards through
tho wood, and then the handkerchict
was whipped abruptly [rom his face.
. Ha blinked dazedly in fhe strong sun-
light. T'here sounded o guick rustling,
and, as lhe blinked about him, Harey
found Dhimself alone.

You gave.

As he stood there he heard a sudden
delighted exclamation sbove him.

“My bat! It's Harry. [Here we are,
Wharton !"

It was Bob Cherry’s cautious voice,
and as he locked upwards, Harry saw
his chums' half-hidden forms amid the
greenery above his head.

The next moment Bob  Cherry,
Johnny Bull, Frank Nugent and Hurree
Smgh. came uhi:mfnlg ‘down from the
branches of a couple of trees, and a
moment later there sounded a grunting,
and the "fat form of Billy Bunter fe
rather than slid to the ground.

“Great pip! We feared you'd been
collared,” gasped Bob Cherry. “Good
!'ng.u! How the thump did you manage
it ¥

“Never mind about that now!”
au‘n{:llmd Harry, stroking his head, which-
still throbbed unpleasantly.  * Those
dashed keepers may be back any seo
now, Comie on—we'll make a dash for
the Bl}ua.t b} i

" But it's bound to be guarded—""

“We'll risk that” 'sﬁgn.pped Harry.
" Come on, Bunter! Sharp’s the word ™

Hea led the way without further ado,
end the rest followed, Bunter panting
and grumhllnﬁ: in the rear. They heard
no sound as they trod cautiously through
the woods towards the spot where they
had, left the boat and the basket.

Reaching the fringe of bushes at last,
Harry peered out, and then he drew
back quickly. As he had guessed, the
h-oﬁt- was guarded ‘by a brawny keeper.

low ! groaned Harry.” “We're
stumped, I'm afraid, chaps, unless we
can trick that chap into moving, He'a
much too hefty for us to t&ulrﬁe any-
way,"” :

“0b, erumbs!”

The sight of freedom so near and vet
s0 far was not very comforting. WBut
suddenly a fat chuckle sounded, and it
came from Billy Bunter.

“You fellows leave it to me,” he
chuckled. *“I've got an idea—a jolly
good ides, too! When that chap moves
away make a rush for the boat. Got
that "

:"ﬂ:-: fat ass!"™ :

‘Leave it to me,’ inned Dunter,
“"Ready? Here 3! v
_ He took a deep breath, and the noxt
instant a loud, rasping voice came from
a spot away to the Ie%t of the juniors—
or, at least, it seemed to come from
there.

“This way, my men—this way! Here
the young rascals are! Huh! Hall:l
there, evgry man Jack of you! Help!™

It was the sharp, angry voice of Bir
Hilton Popper—or a remarkably good
imitation—and the effect on the man in
charge of the boat was instantaneous,

He looked sharply round, and then he
sot off at & run for the spot.

‘: Now, chaps,' said Bunter.
on 1I'I

And the juniors came on, following
Bunter in a mad rush for ihe boat.
That well-known voice had almost
startled them out of their senscz for the
moment. But when DBunter spoke they
understood,

It was Bunter's ventriloguizsm, that fat
vouth being an expert at the ancient art
of imitating and ‘“‘throwing ™ voices,

They needed no further knowledgo
than that to make them follow him.

They arrived at the boat with a rush,
and they swarmed aboard g3 a quick
push from Harry sent it dancing out
intg the stream. Bob Cherry had
canght up the picnic basket as he ran,
and he ﬂula[iz it into the stern pell-mell
and thumped down on the bow thwart.

In & Aash the scewlls were in the

“ Como
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juniors’ hands, and as the boat rocked
away, Harry dug in his sculls, The
next indant Bob had his dipping also.

They had scarcely covered o dozen
yards from the bank when a wild Lellow
of rage came from the island, and tho
kaeper carie thudding down to the
water's edge, obviously having guessed
the trick that had been played upon
b,

“Clome back, you young rascals!" he
roared. * My heye! Dished and done "

“ Good-hye, lusbell 1" called Bob
Cherry.
“Don't let him spebt your [aces"

msped Wharton. “Held your head
own, BDob. You other chaps keep still

and don't look round. We've dono
them !
““Hip-pip!" gurgled Dob Cherry.

I take back my

“ Good man, Bunter!
share in the bumping we gave you.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

And the juniors roared—they could
afford to roar now-—as the boat danced
andl rocked over the shining river school-
waris, They felt they could forgive
Bunter now. - He had not shown up well,
bvsany means, for most of the after
noon, but he had amply made up for
it at the end. And Bunter sat in the
storni and grinned. After all, the afier-
noon had beén a great success, and in
his pocket still reposad the ten-shilling
note. His one hope was that the Famous
Five knew nothing of thal.

— E—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Walker is Angry !

ILLY BUNTER was very thought-
B ful as the boat glided home-
wards, The sfternoon's adven-

tures had certalnly been strange,
and Bunter was very pu and
curions. He had gone to Popper Island

hoping to find & mystery there, and ho
had foumd one, without & doubt.

What did it mean? Who was Lhe
mysterious stranger who was in hiding
on the island? Bunter had no doubt
whatever that the man was in hiding on
the island. He also had no doubt that
Janwes Walker, of the Sixth, was o some
way connected with the amazing busi-
ness. Those words he had glimpsed in
Walker's letter were certainly curious,
and in view of what had happened they
wera very significant,

And Walker had done his ubtmost to

reveut the juniors from visiting the
weland. Why?

Bunter tas exceedingly curious and
suspicious now. He was on the track of
a mystery, and Buntor loved mysteries.
He ulso loved poking his fat Jittle nosc
into other people’s business still more.
Bunter, at first, had been tempted more
than once to mention his suspicions to
Harry Wharton & Co. Dut he felt glad
he hadn't now. He wanted to ' keep
what he knew —or suspected—to himsolf
for & bil. Ie had a vague idea cnat
there was n pood possibility of making
something out of it—if he could find cut
anything more about it—and especially
James Walker’'s connection with the
ailair.

And Dunter meant to find out more
about it somehow.

At the boathouse he left the Famous
Five to house the boat without his help
and scuttled up to the school. That ten
shillings was burning a hole in Ins
pocket, and he wanted to exchange it
for tuck at the tuckshop as zoon as pos-
pildle, ‘Chero was just a chunge thal the
Famous Five knew he had got it, and
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it was quite posszible that they might
remember about it if that was the case.

The Famous Five scarcely noticed he
had gone; in any case, his help to carry
the boat in was not needed nor desired.
Beatdes, Harry Wharton wanted to dis-
cuss Lhe mstonishing eovents with his
chums—without Bunter on the spot. Hae
had neot yet tald them of the stranger’s
generous aid, or of his hiding-place—that
gueer cave in the woods, if cave it was,

As they wallied up to the school he
told them, and his chums stared.

“ Phew 1" gasped Dok Chorry. “Then
it's protty clear the fellow is hiding on
the island. It beata me altogether,
chaps ™

“It was jolly decent of him to risk
captute to help you, anyhow, Harry,”
said Frank Nugent., "I saw he was as
afraid of being collared by the keopors
As we were."”

“He was," sgreod Harry. But we're
not out of the wood yet, chapa! Oid
'opper knows Greviriars fellows have
been there, and he's bound to kick up &
fuss. We'll have to lia low, I can tell
vou, And if old Walker suspeets and
tinds out we've been up river we're for
it, my lads!"

“Yea, rather I"

“We'll keep the yarn to ourselves,
mind " said Harry. * But that fat ass,
Bunter, iz ﬂm.+ trouble. We must Warn
him to keep his mouth shut for his own
zake. If he thinks there’s a chance of
it gotting to Walker's ears he'll keep
aﬂﬂnt casily enough.” .

What about that ten bob?" grinned
Doly Cherry. “ That merchant said he'd
left ten bob for the grub.”

“Phew!" growled HM?-. “T'd for-
golten all about that. beliove the
chap did, too, and Buuter's collared if.
That's the queer part about it all. The
follow scemed a decent encugh chap,
and I can't see that he's done anything

wrong, though he 15 hiding. It's
guenc "
“Jolly queer. Shall we tackle Bunter

nhout the ten bob?™

“No,” Harry grinned. *Lef the fat
rotter keep it. He deserves 1t for
saving us this afternoon. hope old
Walker doesn’t——  Hallo! Herc's
(igker. Seems to be waiting for some-
QT'II.'.",” .

““He's waiting for us,” grinned Dob
Cherry, “Note the giddy warlike gleam
in his optics. Eﬂ!::ter lock out!™

“Ha, ha! Yes.
The chums walked up to the gates
smilingly. Coker, with Potrer and

Greene, was standing in the gateway,
and he pave the juniors a dark look as
they walked cheerily up. \

“So you've got back, thenI" he said.

“Hers we are, Coker!” said DBob.
“Hopa you didn't catch cold. Perhaps
the watar wasn't damp, though! Was
the wator damp; Coker darling?™

“You—you cheeky little sweeps!”
snorted Coker, glaring. “I'm just wait-
ing for you chaps, I'm gomng to give

you all the hiding of your lives !
“One at a time, or all tegether,
Coker 1" asked Ilob Cherry anxiously.

“1 do hope it's one at & time. If it is,
take me last, old chap!”

“I want no nmore check!"” snorted
(Coker, as his chums chuckled. * Now,

look here, kids. DBefore I lick you I've
got something to say.  Walker knows
}-uuﬂkida have been up-river.”

i h !"r

“1 let it out by accident,” explained
Coker. I want vou fellows to under-
stand that. I don’t want you to think I
puenked. Seo?"

*Wa zeo, O king !

“*“Walker saw I was wet through, and
psked me how [ got wet,” explained

o

Coker, with a grunt. “I told him it
was you checky young scamps, not know-
mg he had forbidden you to up-river,
He was waxy—especially when I told
himi where it happened. Blessed if 1
know why! Anvway, I want you to
clearly understand that I didn't sneak.
I let it out by accident.”

"Weo understand, old chap. Your
mouth being so big, it zort of slipped
out—what

“ That's cnough cheek 1" roared Coker.
“Well, now I've explained that, I'm
going to lick vou. Now, Potter and
Greane pile in and back me up. I'll
teach the little sweeps to duck me in the
dashed river! Go for ‘em "

And Coker made g blind rush at the
Famous Five. As ho did so Potter and
Greene smiled and walked awsy., Not
having been ducked by the Famous Five,
a3 Coker had been, they did not see any
reason why they should risk getting a
ragging by o mob of Removites,

o Coker had what bappened next all
to himself.

As he rushed at the Famous Five they
¢losed round lim cheerfully, and Coker
found himself next instant flat on his
back, Fighting-man that he was, he
stood little chance alone against the
redoubtablo Removites.

As he sprawled on the gravel, Harry
Wharton whipped his jacket over his
head and mflad him over, Then he
rubbed a handful of gravel into his hair,
and jammed another handful down the
back of his neck. ‘Then, after wiping
their feet on Coker, the Famous Five
walked away, chuckling.

Coker gasped and gasped, and roared
afler themn, as he strove desperately to
shake tho girmrcl from down his collar.
He was shill 'E:rusillr engaged doing so
when the Famous Five disappeared into
the School House.

“Dear old Coker ! murmured Bob
Cherry. “ What would Greyfriars be
without him? But—— Oh, great
Scott.! What putrid luck that that idiot
Coker told Walker, We'ro for it now 1™

“Yes, rather ™

The juniors ceased laughing, and
looked suddenly dismayed at tho
thought. Walker, being a prefect,
would be obliged to report them for
having set foot on the island, in any
case. And thoey had deficd him—which
made matiers much worse.

Their fears were very soon realised.

They had scarcely been in their study
three minutes when VWalker opened the
door and looked in. His face was dark,
and his eyes glittered.

“8Bo you've come back!” he snapped.
“VYou little sweeps ! You went up-river,
after all ™

The juniors did not answer, They
stared curiously at the [urious scnior,
They couldn’t make Walker out at all.

“1 happen to know vou did!" went on
Walker savagely. ““And I happen to
know you set foot on Popper’s Island,
You know what that means?"

“If you can prove we went there——"
began llarry rather lamely. '

“Coker's word's good enough for me,
Wharton,” said Walker sharply. “ ¥on
can't deay it, vou reckless little sweeps !
Look here! 1 want to know—<" Ha
paused, Hushing, Then he nodded
uuugurly to Havry Wharton. " Come to
my study, Wharton ! he gritted,

Ho turned and walked out. Iarry
gave his chiums a grun look and followed
him. His eliuns went promptly after
him. They wers determined to sce what
happened to their leader,

Haorry was looking puzzled as he
walked after Walker. It was Walker's
duty to report them, and leave it ab that,
a5 far as he himsolf was concer
Why he did not do so at once, instead of
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making all this fuss was beyond the
junior.

He followed the senior into his study,
and he began to feel uneasy as he
noticed that Walker reached for his ash-
plant, after kicking the door closed.

“ Now,” gritted the prefect, “I want
to know just why vou visited that island,
and—and all that happened, Wharton,
Tell me ™

Wharton was silent. -He did not in-
tend to admit anything, if be could help
it

“You went on the island-—Coker had
to admit that he lelt you there,” smid
Walker. “ Did—did you see anyone on
the island, Wharton ¥ el

“I'm saying nothing, and admitting
nothing,"” said Harry coolly.

His cooloess increased the prefect’s
fury,

"FY{}II.’”. tell me ! hiseed Walker, “If
you don't I'll lay this ashplant about
you until you do!"

“Na, vou won't!” said Harry calmly,
“I'm not standing that, even from you,
Walker! If you think we've been
breaking bounds, it’s up to you to report
ug, right enough. But you've no right
to take it on yourself to lick me on
suspicion, or because I choose to tell you
nothing I

“You—you—" Walker spluttered
furiously, and then he made o rush and
grasped Harry. Another moment aond
the ashplant was lashing the jumior
across  the shoulders. Walker had
plainly lost his temper now.

The first eut made Harry velp, and
the next instant the door was f.till:ﬂ_-'cd
open and Bob Cherry looked in. Behind
him showed Frank Nugent, Johnoy
Bull, and Hurree Singh. They took in
the scene in the instant, and acted
swiftly.

Walker was a prefect, but he was ex-
ceeding his duties as a prefect, and the

Hemovites never stood that sort of thing-

—even from Walker.

“Reseue, chaps ! called Bob grimly.
117 Huk up !'J

* Yes, rathor ™

There was a rush into the study, and
Walker staggered back as several hands
gripped him and dragged him off Harry,
Bob Cherry grasped the ashplant and
tore it from his hands,

“You little sweepz!” howled Walker.
“HBy Jove! TI'll make you sorry for
this! Attack a prefect, would you?®"

Ile grabbed at the ashplant and tore
it from Bob's hand. The next moment
he was laying it aboui the juniors with
a will. Tﬁem was o chorus of yells, but
hefore Walker could strike many blows
he was collared, and rolled on the
Fparthrug with the five of them grasping
tim.

It was mutiny, with a vengeance, and
Walker could scarcely believe the
evidence of his own senses, He lay on
his back, with the juniors swarnnng cver
him,

“You little fiends !” he gasped. *Let
me get up—d'you hear! By gad! T
make vou squirm for thiz!  Get up,
hang you!"

“Let him get up, chaps,” called
Hairy. “If he starts again we'll cown

LT

him again

“ Yo, rather ™

The juniors got up, Harry tossed the
achplant on top of Lthe bookshelves. All
the juniors wera looking grim now,
They had attacked a prefect—though
with justification, in their view—and
they knew they were “for it.”

Walker staggered to hizs feet, breath-

little rotters

hard.
he breathed.
i I—I—‘"

in

EYU-U.

He was interrupted. The door opened
just then again, and this time Wingate

(L
1

looked in. The captain of Greyfriars
stared at the sight of Walker's red,
furious face, and the heated faces of the

juniors.

“Hallo! What's going on  hers,
Walker i he asked. “What the
thump—->

Walker bit his lip had,

“It—it’s nothing, Wingate,” he said
a trifle thickly. *I was just dealing
with these cheeky kids. Itz nothing—
nothing that I can't manage myself,
anyway.”

It was a pointed hint to Wingate to
clear out, and Wingate took it. Ha

lanced 3]"131‘1:-]5' at the juniorz, and then

¢ went out again, shrugging his
shoulders.

-The juniors were staggered, They had
exipected Walker to storm and accuse
them to Wingate, Walker turned to
them, )

“Get out!” he hissed,
little sweeps !

“If—if wyou mean to report us
Walker——"' began Harry.

“1 don't mean to report you ! gritted
Walker. “Get out! Apd mind you,
the less you say about going to Popper's
Tsland the better for you! You under-
stand?"

The juniors. did not quite understand
by any means; but they nodded, and ggt
out quickly enough. Harry closed the
door as they swarmed inte the passage,
and then the chums looked at each
other,

“Well, thiz beats the band!" pasped
Harry Wharton, “He—he's not going
to report us—after what's happened!
Walker must be potty [V ;

“(oing off his nut, that's clear 1" said
Bob Cherry, grinning. “But it's jolly
lucky for us!”

“It's queer, though !™

“ He, he, ha!” :

It was a fat cackle, and it came from
Billy Bunter, who was standing in the
passage. [His fat features were smeared
with jam and erumbs, and he looked
very full and very satisfied.

He grinned at the juniors,

“Get out, you

L

“I say, you fellows, I can tell you

what's up with Walker,” he grinned.
“ At least, T could if I wanted to.”

“¥You fat assl”

“Fact!"” grinned Bunter. T could
tell you fellows something if I liked.
He, he, he! I fancy I know whf Walker
didn't want you to go to the island, and
why he's waxy becanse you did.”

And Bunter rolled away, wearing a fat
grin and a knowing look.

“What does the fat
grunted  Harry  Wharton.
shouldn't— Oh, I rememkber!”

Quite suddenly Harry had remembered
the little Buntcr had let out that alier-
noon about what he had glimpsed in
Walker's letter.

At the time Harry had taken it for
Bunter’s usual idiotic chatter, and he
had dismissed it from his mind—as had
the others. But he wondered now,

“That's queer, you fellows!” breaihed
Harry, as the juniors walked back io
their study. “*You remember this after.
noon in the study here?  Bunter was
gassing something about having spotted
something in a_letter for Walker—some-
thing about the police and Popper's
Island.”

“Great Scott! So he was!”

“I thought it was just his rot then,”
snid Harry., * But I wonder——"

And Harry's chums wondered, too,
now. Why had Walker been so desper-
ately anxious to gtop them ﬁmngﬂm tha
island? And why had he n &0
furious—so utterly unlike bimself—he-
cause they had gene there? i

It certainly wanted some explaining.

idiot mean®™
“Why

Ty

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Island Again!

i O fellows mmil_}ﬁ‘ down to the
Common-room ¢

 Johnny Bull asked the ques-
tion as he looked into Study

No. 1 on the Remove passage. Behind
Johnny was Hurree Singh and Bob
Cherry. Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugent wers seated at the table, juse
finishing their prep. .

“Bha’'n't be a sec!™ said Frank cheer-
fully. *“Just about finished, thank
goodness ! Buck up, Harry 1"

“T've finished ! grunted Harry Whar-
ton, " But I've got to write a letter yet
to post first thing in the morning, chaps.
You shove off down, and I'll follow
later,”

“Must be a jolly important leiter,"
remarked Bob Cherry. *“Come along,
and postpone the giddy letter. I always
postpone letters unless I'm writing home
for' & remittance. I never postpona
writing those letters,”

. “This is not quite so urgent as that,”
grinned Harry. “But it's got to be
done, for all that. It's to acknowledgo
that twe quid from Nunky; you know
what he 1z for wanting an acknowledg-
ment by return. It won't take me a
seo, though, You fellows wait,™

Bob Cherry and the others groaned,
but they entored the study to wait, for
all that. Harry removed his prep books
and cleared the table to write his letter.
When Harry wrote asking for a remit-
tance ho usually wrote guite long ones.
There was a difference.

Having got pen and ink and paper,
Harry put his hand in his pocket, fumbh-
ling for his pocket-wallet, He withdrew
his hand, with a sudden gasp of alarm.

““(Freat pip! It's gone!” he gasped.

“What's gone?™

"My wallet!” exclaimed Harry,
fumabling hastily in his other pockets.
“Oh, Great Beott! It must have fallen
out of my pocket when I fell this after-
noon—on the island, you know."

“Well, wa can run up and get it lo-
morrow, old chap., Nothing te worry
about,” zaid Bob Cherry casly. “ Yon
know where you dropped it, I suppose?"

“"But that's not it,” said Harry, his
face showing great concern. “The letter
was i it, with my unecle's address on—
he's staying at a silly old hotel in
London. Oh crumbs !

“¥Yes, but—"

“It's jolly serious!” =nid Harrr,
groaning. “'It's bad encugh about the
address—T can’t remember 1t. But there
wags that other quid in the wallet.
Besides, there were other things in it,
too—things I wouldn't like to lose. And
as for the wallet, 1t—it l:-elnnfed to my
father, and T wouldn't lose it for worlds.
Oh, great Scott ! What rotten luck 1™

“We can get it to-morrow, old chap.”

“PBut supposing it rains—the thing.
will be ruined !” hooted Harry, in great
exasperation. “Look here, you chaps,
I'm not going to leave it to lie there
=11 the dashed night and most of to-
movrow, Besides, that's not the only
thing, either. My name's in it, and
if it’s found there—if those keeper chaps
tind it, or old Popper, I'm in the soup.”

“Phew! That's scrions!” iy

“Tt i serions, ¥ou gErinning asses!
norted Harry. “Look here, what the
thnmp can we dot”

“Sure yon did drep it there, old
chap?” asked Bob Cherry.

“T must have done. In fact, T seem
ta remember hearing something drop
when ¥ went down.. Oh, what rotten
Fock! Jf it's lost—"

Tie Macxer Lisrary.—No. 953
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“No reason to allow it to be lost”
said Bob Cherry calmly. “Why not
have a pull up there to-night?”

(18 w&at?”

“1 mean it,” grinned Bob. "IFs a
nice night, and it would be a jolly old
lark to sneak out and have a moonlight
pull up to the island, By Jove! It'll be
1o end of a game! Let’s do it?"

Harry Wharton drew a deep hm;l;lil.

1t was a daring suggestion—Bob's sug-
pestions usually were daring. To break
bounds to visit an island that was ont
of hounds, and to do it after dusk, was
taking a very big risk. But—Dbut—

Harry Wharton's eyes glimmered.

Heoe was genuinely wupset about the
wallet. He did not want it to be dam-
aged by possible rain, and he mrtqmly
did not want it lost, or stolen, DBesides,
his neme was in it, and that meant
serious risk for his chwms as well as

himself. And the wallet was one of
his most prized possessions for family
reasons, The thought of losing 1l

brought a lump to Harry's throat.

And then, as Bob had said, it would
be a ripping adventure, A pull upstream
after dusk was something new and
would undoubtedly be enjoyable,

“Tet's do 1t,” said Frank Nugent.
“Why noti”

“Tha why notfulness is terrific,”
smiled Hurree Singh. "My csteemed
Flarry, it would be the larkful rup-er."l’

“Hear, hear! Let's do it," saul
Johnny Bull eagerly.

“I'H do it said Harry after a paunse.
“But I don't see why yvou chaps should
visk so0 much. Better let mec go alope.”

“Rubbish !

“Bunkum !

“We're all coming, old top,” grinned
Bab Gharrﬁ. b" Come on—the sooner the

better, IE'll be a great lark. Come on!™

SEEN THIS WEEK'S BUMPER NUMBER OF THE “GEM"?
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“Heold on, you ass!” said Harry
hastily. “ We'll all go if you chaps in-
sisk,  Dut we musin’t slip out together,

or we'd be spotted. B8lip out one at a
time, and meet at the end of the school
wall. How's that?”

" Good ™

It was agreed to do that without
further diseussion, and the cLumﬂrﬂ
separated to get their caps, which they
stuffed into their pockets, Then, by
devious routes, and with great caution,
they made their way out uto the dusky
gquad. They were runming a great risk,
but, after all, it was worth 1. And
there was & very pood chance that they
would never be missed. IF they weren't
in the Rag they would be expected to be
in their studies, and they had until bed-
time-—or near ¢nough to bedlime, Long
before that time they hoped to be back,
min%]liug with the crowd of fellows in
the Bag.

The dusk was ihick in Friardale Lane,
hut there was more than enough light
lo sce their way by, and when the hve
wore together at last at the end of the
achool wall thev lost no time in moving,

It was a very short distance to the
hoathouse, and as the long, low building
loomed up ot last, with the murmuring
river gleaming bevond it, they halted,
and Harry Wharton slipped round to
the rear of the building. '

Thera were alwavs several windows
open. and he knew he would have no
difficully in getting in.

Wor did he, 1le had scarcely left his
chums three minutes when the great
flouble doors were cautiously pushed
openn from inside by Harry Wharton.

The rest was easy. With the aid of
n poiket-torch a boat was launched, and
senlls taken from the rack. Then the
door was pulled to, and the boat, with

the Famous Five aboard, glided itly
out on the rippling surface of the
dusky river,

It was quite an exciting adventure,
and the juniors were already enjoyin
il:—thcrugfl mora than one of them ha
inward qualms as they thought of the
risk. Really, the risk was very small.
It was scarcely likely either semior or
master would be in the vicinity of the
stlent river so late.

Harry and Frank Nugent took the
sculls, and the boat ghded upstream
under their wvigorous strokes between
wooded, shadowy banks. It was a still
night, and scarcely a sound broke the
silence, save for the rippling murmur of
the river and the splash of the sculls,

“This is great!” murmured Bob
Cherry. “Go b, chaps! We'd better
not take it easy.”

“Rather not!”

But the juniors were already pulling
hard, thie keen night air making them
glad of the exercise. Bob Cherry was al
the rudder-lines, and he found no diffi-
eulty in =eeing his way, for the river
ran between the black, shadowy banks
like a strecam of silver before the boat.

They reached the island at last, and
the boat was edged in ceutiously, and
run aground on the sandy ridge they
had wuszed ﬂnlg that afternoon. ‘The
juniors jumped out and were about to
start off inland when Harry Wharlon
gave & warning hiss.

“zet down,” he breathed. ™Listen!

The juniers listened, crouching down
in the undergrowth. In the distance of
the black woods sounded the eerie hoot
of an owl., And then, above the murmur
and rustle of the water in the willows,
came another sound from downstream—
the soft splash of oara.

(Continwed on next page.)
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It was approaching the island from
downstream, and, as the juniors looked
back, they saw the dim shape of a boat
gliding over the water towards the
island, the wet blades glistening as they
rose and fell, ,

“A racing ekiff,” breathed Harry
Wherton, “ That means it's a Greyfriars
chap "

“ After us,' gas Frank Nugent.

“1 shouldn't think so—I hope nof,
anyway,” muttered Harry. ]

It was obviously a racing skiff from
its speed—it was like a dark bird skim-
ming the glimmering water. It slowed
down with a soft swishing of feathered
QAT

Skilfully the sculler ran it gently
alongside the bank a few yards away
from where the juniors. had left their
boat. Here the bank was higher, and,
by raising one scull, the fellow in the
skiff allowed it to skim over the grassy
bank as the skiff slid to a stop with &
soft, grating sound.

The unknown sculler stepped ashore.
Then he stooped, and from the floor-
boards in front of his slide he lifted out
a rather bulky bag. From its shape it
was obviously a cricket-bag.

The juniors stared. What & f[ellow
was doing bringing a crickot-bag to
Popper's Island at such an hour was
he;'n-nd them.

‘It's Walker,” breathed Harry Whar-
ton. ““This looks a bit interesting,
chaps.”

era was no doubt about that.
Walker—they could see his profile now
—Jleft the boat and stood waiting a
moment. Then he whistled softly.
Nothing happened, and he whistled
again.

Then, quite suddenly, Harry cluiched
Bob Cherry's arm as a light flickered
among the trees, and cautious foolstops
were heard from the dark trees.

The dancing light came nearer, and
then it vanished. The next instant a
dark form emerged fromi the trees and
joined the waiting Walker. The juniors
had no need to see his face to discover
who he was. They had already recog-
niged the tall, broad-shouldered stranger
of the afterncon’s adventure,

“Jove!” breathed Harry Wharton.
“Bunter was right, then.”

“"You've come, then, Walker?’ said
the stranger in a low, grateful tone.
“Gipod man! I was beginning to give
sou up.”

| leuﬁht. it wasn't safe to come this
afternoon,” said Walker, a trifla breath-
fessly. “And I was playing for the
first eleven, too.”

He shook hands warmly with the
stranger, who took the bag from him,

“Come along and I'll show you my
dug-out,” remarked the stranger, with a
grim laugh. “I've already had one
visitor there to-day. Biut we can talk
there, and Ill soon tell you how matters
really stand.” o

They heard Walker ask something in
2 low, earnest tone, and then both of
them vanished among the trees. Again
the light flickered on, and danced among
the trees for a time, and then, after
growing smaller and smialler, it vanished,

“Phew 1" gusped Bob Cherry., " Well,
that fairly takes the deg-biscuit, chape.
‘I'nat fab ass Bunter wasn't romancing
at all, then. But—but what does it
mean?”

* Blessed if I know,” said Harry un-
easily. “In any case, it isn't our busi-
ness. Come on. We'd better make the
most of our time and look for that
wallet, I'm not going back withont it,
Walkor or no Walker!”
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joined the waiting Sixth-Former.
breathed Wharton.

(See Chapter 9.)

The daneing light came nearer, then it vanished,
and a dark form emerged from the trees and
i Jﬂ\'ﬁ 1 1 3]
‘“ Bunter was right, then ! ®
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“Ho can't
grinned Hob.

tonch us if he caiches us,”

“ft's & jolly sight nore
gerious for a senior to be caught break-
ing bounds than for a junior.”

"Wa don't want him to see us, for all

that," grunted Harry., “He'll only
think wea're spying on him. Buck np!
I think I know just where I fell. Tt
was by that hollow oak.”

“ﬂh, Eﬂ‘ﬂd!”

All tho juniors knew the spot, and
thoy started intoe the wood, Ilarcy
making cautious use of his electric torch.
He led thg way without hesitation.
Though strietly out of bounds every inch
almost of the island was fam#iar to tho
juniors.

He stopped at last before o great,
gnarled old oak, with a gaping hole in
the trunk.

“Here we are! Now for it!"

Harry shone the light round about
the grass at the foot of the cak, and
almost at once Frank Nugent gave an
exclamation of triumph.

Stooping swiltly, he picked up some-
thing from the grass. and Harry gave
a gasp of delight as he saw it. It was
the wallet, wet with dew, bub olherwisn
unharmed. A jglance nside showed
Harry that it had not been touched,
though it was scarcely likely ihat it
could have been,

“Good! Jolly good!" he remarked
with satisfaction. “ Now we'll hoof it
back, chaps. We don't want any farther
trouble with Walker,"”

Noue of the juniorz did, and they fol-
lewed Harry as he trod hastily back,
They soon reached the water, and
boarded the boat without delay.

Harry pushed off, and ha had just done
g0 when from the dark woods beliind
them eame a sudden, startled shout, and
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a figure emor into the dusky light
ﬂndsdmzhe:l duﬁﬁf to the water’s Eﬂg@g:
“0Oh, crumhbs! Walker!" %aspﬂd
Harry Wharton, “Pull for it!
“Come back!"” called Walker, in a
desperate hiss. "I know whom vou are,
yvou litkle spying ecads. Come back !™
“(Great expectationa!” murmured
Bob Cherry, “ Bend to it, my hearties !"”
And he bent to it, and Harry Wharton
joined him. The blades di and the
at shot away speedily. But both the
juniora at the oars soon had good reason
to feel less cheery.

After staring after them for a brief
instant, James Walker sprang to his own
craft, and before the juniors had covered
a hundred varde he was racing in pur-
suit, his light craft skimming the water
like a sca-bird.

“0b, crumbs!"™ groaned Bob Cherry.
“We'ra done, chaps! He'll zoon cateh
us up in that dashed raéer.”

“"eg away, anyhow!" snapped
Harry. “If we can only get round tho
hend first we'll give him the slip among
the rushes”

“Uh, Eﬂﬂd !1!

The juniors grasped Harry's idea at
anee. b and Harry boent to the sculls
with o will. The click of the buttons
sgainst the rowlocks sounded like clock-
work as the juniors swung backwards
andd forwards with measured rhythm.

They were round the bend in river
soonor than they had expected almost,
amul Johnny Bull steered the eraf:
round, hugging the bank as olosely as
he dared. Thev swithed among the dark
rushes, and Harry and Bob deftly
shipped their seulls as the boat slowed
Jdown, its speed checked instantly by
the eracking, swishing rushes.
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The water was none too deop, of
course, but it was deep enough for the
skiff. With the rushes rising above their
heads, the juniors did not fear bemng
seen in the deep dusk.

They heard. the measured splash of
seulls, and then they glimpsed the light
racing skiff as it came past them.
Almost at once the blades ceased to dip
and the boat slowed down.

“He's spotted the game!”
Bob.

“* It doesn’i matter,” chuckled Harry.
“He won't dare to follow uws in the
racer, and in any case it would take him
ng end of time to search those rushes.”

“VYes, rather!"

EE Q:”.'at !!."

Walker's craft came backing sluwli.'
alongside the belt of rushes, but though
he seanned them searchingly, he did not
male any attempt to come closer in.
And after & few moments he gave o

grunt and started away again, pulling
leisurely now., The swish of his blades
died away, and he and his craft were
soon swallowed up in the decp gloom.

“We'll give him a few minutes and
then we'll follow,” chuckled Harry.

“ Supposing he waits for us at the
boathouse, though?”

“0Oh, erumbs! I never thought of
that,”" groancd Harry.

Only Frank Nugent had thought of
that obvious possibality,

“iWe'll have to chavce it, anyway,”
runted Harrv. “We'll give him
onger, though.” o
For fully five minates the juniors
waited among the rushes, and then they
atarted out again and continwed their
pull down-stream.

Thev reached the boathouse at last.
The place was dark and silent, and the
dnuh{e doors wore closed.  Whether
Walker was there or not he had taken
lis boat in. :

The juniors jumped ashore, expecting
every second to see the prefect appear
from the shadows But ther had to
risk it, and Harry opened the doors—
they had not been fastened—and the
jurdors carried theie boat in. Then they
came out, and Harry fastencd the doors
from the inside. and a few moments
later he joined his chums on the staging
again.

As he did so a step sounded, and a3
dark form rushed from the shadows of

the building.

murmured
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‘island this afternoon,

“ Look out!” gasped Johnny Dull

It was Walker, as they hlad expected,
and his grasp closed on Wharton.

“Got you!"” he snapped. “You were
pretty smart to hide in those rushes, but
it's done vou no good. You other kids
needn’c try to bolt, 1 know you all.”

“ My dear man, we're not thinking of
bolting,” =aid Bob coolly.

“It won't help you if you do. I
spotted you when you left the island.
You—ryou spying little sweeps "

“We haven't en  spying,”  said
Harry quietly. “That's rot, Walker.”

“Then what were you doing on the
island? And what were you up to there
this afternoon? I know for a fact now
that yvou were there, with Bunter, I
suppose that little cad told you sone-
thing—something he'd seen in a letter
of mine?" snapped Walker.

“We went for a picnic there, and for
that reason only,” said Harry steadily.
“¥on can beliove us or not, just as you
like, Walker. We went again to-night
because 1 dropped my wallet on the
and was afraid
of losing 1f,"

Walker was silent a moment.
he went on sharply :

“You know it means a flogging for
breaking bounds to wvisit Popper's
Island, F{'fjmrtnn i

“For us, ves" said Harvy calmly.
“But for a senior and a prefect I should
think it would mean something worse
than a fogging.”

The shaft went home, for Walker
ground his teeth. He was silent a
moment, und the juniors could see he
was seething with helpless rage.

He spoke at last.

“et off 1" he snapped. “Get back
to school! And remember that if yon
gas about this it will be the worse for
vou. You understand? It will pay
vour to keep your mouths shut. Now
clear !™

“Yery well, Walker !”

Harry Wharton turned away, and the
others followed. Walker watched them
trot away, then he followed slowly,

“Well, my hat!” murmured Bob
Cherry as they trotted hard schoolwards.
“Moce middy mystery, chaps. But
1 fancy dear old Walker won't report
us.

“He daren't, of course ! said Harry.
“ fint—hbut he's not really a bad sort,
and I don't like the business at all. I
wish 1 could think it was all straight
and nbove board, DBut let’s hope we
manage to sneak in safely. We're not
ont of the wood yet.”

But Harry need not have feared that.
They scparated and slipped into the
School House one by one, and ten
minutes later all five met again in the
Rag. They had all managed it without
a hitch, and nobody seemed to have
missed them at all. It was very com-
forting knowledge, but all the jumors
were very thuugﬁthd indeed for the rest
of that evening. They were wondering
what was the mystery on FPopper's
Tsland, and what connection James
Walker had with the unknown man in
hiding there.

Then

s S p—

THE TENTH CHAFPTER.
Strange News !

13 UELUHY looks pipped this
morning, chaps.”
Johnuy Bull passed that

remark as he met the rest of
ghe celect cirele known as the Famous
Five in the ¢lose the following mormng,
just after breakfast,
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He made it carelessly, as if the matlter
did not interest him overmuch. But
Harry Wharton frowned.

“It's rather funny,” he said thought-
Fully. “I noticed that myself; and he's
not the only one, either. 1 noticed that
the Head was looking jolly Fipped and
grave this morning in chapel. Wonder
Af anyvthing's up?”’

“Here's our pet Paul Pry,"” grinned
Bob Cherry, as Bunter's fat form rolled
into view. *“Let's ask him. If there
15 anything wrong, ig.uuts;r’s. bound to
know about it—unless he's pot an ear-
ache, and 13 giving kevholes a miss {or
a bit.”

The juniors chuckled, and locked at
Bunter as he rolled up to them. Bunter
was logking rather excited, and his eyes
were glimmering behind his big glasses.

“1 say,.you fellows,” he wlispered
before Bob could speak. *“Have you
chaps heard the news*™

“MNo. What news, Bunter?"”

* About that chap Simmons” said
Bunter mysteriously, looking caubiously
ahout him. *I knew there was some-
thing jolly fishy abonut the business.’

"Who the thump is Simmons " asked
Hauarry.

“He's.a solieitor chap—a fellow who

was here ages ago,” said Bunter, with a

serious grin. “ You fellows have met
him.”

“I don't remember meeting an old
boy of that name,” said Harry, wrink-
ling his browsz. *“But I scem to know
the name.”

“¥ou've met him, anyway, I faney,™
grinned Bunter, winking. “I knew
there was something wrong—jolly
wrong, you know. Trust me to smell a
rat.*

“ ¥es, you ought to have been born a
ferret, or a rat-trap,” agreed Bob, “ But
what the thump are you gassing about,
Bunter? Whoe and what and when i1s
this chap Simmons? What's the -giddy
point, any old hawi?"

“The Head’s awlully pipped, and so's
Quelchy,” grinned Bially Bunter. *I
haopened to overhear them talking
about 1t a few moments ago, 1 heard
Quelchy say he folt the disgrace keanly,
as he thought a lot of the chap when he
was in his Form here. The Head
seemed upset too. He said it was o
blow to him. He had expected great
things of Simmons. Blessed if 1 can
see why the old chumps should bother
about a chap that's left Greyiriars ages
ago. Rot I call it."

“There's a lot of things you can’t,
and never will, understand, Bunty.,”
said Bob Cherry. "One iz that you're
o fab, mean-minded little worm "

“{Oh, really, Cherry!”

“ But what's this chap Simmons done,
anyway?"

“"He, he, he! That's the point”™
said DBunter. “He's o solicitor, you
know—junior partner or something in
a blessed firm at Melford. He's swindled
some old girl, or something.”

&l ﬂh !ll!

“It's a fact,” said Bunter. * This old
girl handed some money over for the
firm to invest for her, and Simmonz
has done a bunk with 1t."

“My hat "

“How rotten!™
Wharton.

He could understand now why boik
the kindly old Dr. Locke and Mr.
Oueleh were looking “ pipped.” To
hear of an ol Greyfriars fellow going
wrong would hurt them bitterly.,

Harry felt like kicking the grinning
Billy Bunter.

“You fat rotter!” he breathed., “Iz
hat o fact®™-

: “#Yas  [Io's bolted with asbout twe

breathed Harry
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thousand quids—all the old lady had in
the world. Left her absolutely penni-
less, I believe. Nice thing, ain't it?
He must be a giddy worm!"”

“If he did that he must be,” agreed
Harry, eveing Bunter very curiously

now, “But you said’ I'd met him,
Bunter? I don’t remember meeting
the chap.”

“You wouldn't,” jeered Dunter.

“My hat! You fellows are dense. He
paused and glanced about him cau-
ticusly again, Then he lowered his
voice to a whisper. ““What about
voesterday alternoon?” he said signifi-
cantly. “What about that gueer me:-
chant on that island, oht”
“Wha-g-at " .
“What about that knife you picked
up?” grinned DBunter triumphantly.
“ It had the initials ® L.3." on it, didn't
it?7 My hat! It takes a clever chap
like me to put two and two together.
His name is Longiord Simmons.’
“Phew " 4
“dimmons has bolted, and it's sus-
pected he's still in the district some-
where,” went on Buntor in o low tone.

2 Well', what about that merchant
hiding an Popper's Island "
“My hat!"

“Great Scott !

The juniors stared at each other. It
was possible—indeed it was very pro-
bable that Buwnter was right in his
sugpicion; The fellow spoke well, and
was dressed well, despite his unshaven
and dishevelled appearance. ,

Moreover, there was the pocket-knife,
The initials on the haft were “L.58."
Harry had the knife in his pocket now,
having forgotten all about 1t since the
day before.

"f"'lr'n.s the follow the missing robber—
a rascally thief, & villain who had
robbed an old lady of her all?

It scemed im ible. Harry couald
not forget the fellow's frank smile and
engaging manner, nor could he forget
his generons act in saving him and risk-

ing hiz own safety.

Yet—

Bunter's fat voice interrupted his
thoughts.

“Well, what do you fellows think
about i7" he asked, * And that's not

all. The old girl's name is Walker,
and she’s an zunt of Walker's of the
Sixth,”

“What 7"

“Faet,"” grinned Bunter, gleeful at
the sensation he was causing. “It's in
all the papers about it, I Ee!im-e. 1
heard Quelchy say she was Walker's
maiden aunt, though. 1 say, Fou
fellows, isn't that queer? Fancy
Walker backing that awful villain up
when ho's robbed hiz aunt!™

“Great Beott!™

“It beats me hollow.” went on Bunter
cheerfully.  “I should have thought
Whalker would have been fuirly itching
to get hold of the brute.  Instead of
that he's helping him! It's a fact.™

“How do you know he is, Bunter?"
said Harry, eveing the fat junior curi-
ously.

“He, he. he! I fnd things out, you
know,  What about that letter, and
what about his trring to stop us goiong
“i to the island, and heing so waxy
when he koew we'd been?” grinned
Bunter. “ But that ain't all, eithec."

Bunter paused and blinked about him
earefully,

“J1 was watching Walker last night,”
he whispered. *I spotted him packing
& c*ric:l:et--hﬂi with grub and stuff, and
I followed him out. Where do you
think he wenti”

The juniors knew the answer to that
better than Bunter did. They did not
answer, and Bunter rettled on,

“He went down to the boathouse, and
he took the beg in a skiff up-river,”
said Bunter impressively. “He was
going to Popper’s Island, of course.
I'd have followed him, only—only——""

“You daren't, "snifted Bob Cherry.

“Well, it was rather dark,” said
Bunter. “But it was enough for me,
anyway. He was taking the grub to
Simmons, What do you fellows think
about that?”

“You prying little worm!"”

“Qh, really, Wharton, u::uu're only
jealous because I could see through it.all
and you couldn’t!” grinned Bunter. "I
can tell you fellows—  Yooop!

harrer you kicking me for, Cherry?
ﬂ-“"-—:’,’ﬂ-“’ 1' W * ¥

“ For being such a spying little rotter,”
saidﬂEnh. “Here's a few more kicks

But Bunter didn't wait for any more;

ed, roaring.

The juniors walked towards the School
House. They wera fabbergasted at the
strange, puzzling affair,  On the School
House steps two seniors were standing.
They were Wingate and Walker. Win-
gate was talking, but Walker, his face
white, seemed to be only listening.

At that moment Mr., Quelch came

- round’ from the cloisters, and Wingate

spoke to him.,

“You've heard about Simmons, T sup-
pose, sir I he asked, his face grace.

Mr, Quelch nodded grimly.

i P W W W W Y Ve Vo
EXTRA SPECIAL.

“FIGGINS’
SACRIFICE !”

Dramatic Lﬂng St{:r}r of
Tom Merry & Co.

. at St. Jim's .
Introducing Cousin Ethel

IN
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* Yes, "L‘r'ingu.ta',” he answered, glanc-
ing at Walker. *The news distressed mo
very much indeed, apart. from the dis-
grace to an old boy of Greyfriars. Hoe
was a boy in whom I had every confi-
dence, and I have followed his carcer
with great pride and interest, And

“It's rotten, sir,” agreed Wingate, *J
alwaye thought he was one of the best,
though I was only a fag, of course, when
he was here. Walker here knew him
Ir:'ﬂttﬂ than I did, He was Bimmons'
ag.” .

Walker nodded, but said nothing. His
face was white,

“I am very sorry indeed for you,
Walker,” said Mr. Queleh. *“It is your
aunt, I understand, who has been robbed
by the heartless villain " i

“Io has taken her money, sir,” seid
Walker,

“You will feel it worse than any of us,
then,” said Mr. Quelch gently. " How-
ever, the rascal will be apprehended,
never fear. [ sincerely trust that the
money will be recovered, at all evenis.”

“Yes, sir.”

Mr. Quelch nodded, and eailed into
the Bchool House. The next moment—
avidently fnding Walker not m a

T —

very  talkative mood—Wingate fol-
lowad him. Walker came down the
steps and walked slowly into the Close,
hia head :unk, kicking idly at -the
ground as he walked.

“It—it's true, then ' breathed Harry
Wharton.

The juniors had been obliged to listen
to the conversution, not being abls to
s}ciwmm past the group. For a moment

arry Wharton stared after Walker, and
then, his mind made up,
him.

“Jusgt & minute, Walker,” he =said
quretly.

Walker stopped. He started = little as
he saw the junior.

“Well, Wharton #” he snapped.

“It's Jike this, Walker,” said Harry
awkwardly, “ We—we've heard about
thiz 'chap Simmonsg”

ll'll"“'rhatl IIM

“We heard about it thiz morning,
Walker, and we've !umse-d who that
-l::hli] on the island is,” said Harry dog-
gedly.

he ran after

Walker went white again.

“You—you've guessed?” he breathed.

“Yes It's Bimmons—it must be Sim-
mons. _It's the rascal who's robbed your
aunt, Walker?

“ You—you interfering little cad!”

“What " gasped Harry, utterly taken
aback, “I—I falt that you couldn't
know who he was—eouldn't possibly help
Itjha ﬂlll.p who I-};:rd| Eﬂhbﬂdﬂ your aunt of

or last penny, Walker. But—but if you

% poenny F

d

“You little sweep! hissed Walker,
“Why cen't you mind your own con-
founded business #*

“But—but I thought I'd better warn
you,” stammered Harry., “Bunter has
guessed it also; he’ll spread it all over
the school, perhaps. You—you ought
t&‘_._..??

Slap!

Walker seemed suddenly to lose con-
trol of his temper, and Harry Wharton
staggered back with a gasp as the pre-
fect’s flat hand boxed hia ear. Tt was a
terrific  smack, and it made the
astonished junior’s head reel.

Walker marched away, leaving him
standing_there in dumbfounded amaze-
ment. arry had acted from the very
best of motives, but he felt sorry he had
acted thus now.

He staggered back to his chums, and
Bob Cherry conld not help grinning.
oy Well, you awful ass, Harry,” he said.
“You feirly asked for it, tackling him

just now. Let the zilly fool stew In his
own juice.™

“Ow! Great Scott! After this I jolly
well will!™  groaned Harrv., “I—I

thought I'd better warn hin  about
Bunter_knowing, though, But—but—
Great pip! This is & thystery, and nha
mistake

And as tho juniors went indoors they
were all agreed upon that. It certainly
was & mystery. If Longford Simmons
had robber Walker’'s aunt—and thatl
much seemed certain now—then why
was Walker helping the heartless villian
to clude capture ?

It was a mystery too deep for the
Famous’ Five. Thay simply could nol
understand it.

They were to understand ull before
very long, however. Harry YWharton &
Co. had not yet seen the lust of the
mysterious fugitive on Popper’s Island!

THE END.

(¥ow look out for the sequel to this
:I"t'?}ifﬂ#' story, entitlied ™ For Another's
Sake!” and be preparcd for something
extra good, chumsl)
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CHECEMATE! The amiable infention of the oroner of the Phanfom ship 1z fo ruin John Carr by sinking hid fleel of

trarwlers and fouling his nels.

ecith Carr, than he bargoined for !
b

o

: .
iy . =eemt

adiE ..!
b F.

RBut he finds a much stronger adversary in Fervers Locke, who throws in his weight

Phanlom ./ #
Dogger Bank!

An Amazing New Detective Serial, featuring Ferrers Locke and his boy assistant, Jack Drake.

At Ingholdt Farm !

Y evening Locke and Dirake had
the s.ull-_ﬁmr spring on their left,
and they halted at a small farm
which, they knew, must be near

Ingholdt. The farmer, without any
attempt to conceal his surprise at seeing
two travellers ocut in that wild spot,
answered Locke's guestions which the
detective put in Danish.

With great difficulty, for the man
spoke the old Icelundic, Locke found out
that Ingheoldt was a big farm. A
steward ran the place for Stromsund.
There were, perhaps, ten servants, all
Icolanders. But lately Stromsund had
had manv vigitors from Revkjavik.
They had all left for the south-east only
& short while ago.

“Well. my boy, we can go straight
up to Stromsund’'s farm without danger.
These Icelonders are really splendid
iJEl:II}!:}, THE}' don't know what 1t iz Lo
w, it seems. They are honest ns the
Ieelandie sommer day iz long.”

Locke talked in high good humour as
they trotted on towards Ingholdt,

Thev saw the farm at last—a big
dwelling-house, built of stone, with
numerous ontbnildings. Ferrers Locke
and Drake rode straight up, and men
:'ll:l;.ll;l ~hildren came running out to meet
t ham.

One man seemed fo be in authority.
He was a handsome, flaxen-haired Dane
and when Ferrerz Locke inguired for
Htromsuned the man was sincere iIn Lis
sorraw that his master had left for four
days—perhaps more.

It was evident that this man was a
farmer, and nothing more. Stromeund
had apparently not confided in him,
otherwize Lie would have been suspicious
of this visit of the two Englishmen,

“You come from the trawlers?™ asked

“Yos," replied Locke.

“Ab, Herr Stromsund has  many
tra wlp ra—big  trawler interest in
Revkjavik.” said the steward, “Bo

THE Maoxer Liprary.—No. 983

( Introdiction on page 25.)

many - trawlermen have come here
latelve He has much business in Revk-
javik, and often he goes there. Also,
he has business in  the north., He
travelz alwayvs—sometimes Evatiordur,
on the northern coast, That is a vil-
lage—the only one on the north.  IHe
has business there with land=—Brek

Katel. He goes here, there—we have
wiraless, SBeal” _

The man pointed to the aerial above
the house.

“But you come in. I forget. Yon
have to wait a long time for Herr

Stromsund to return—--"

“Wo cannot wait bevond to-morrow,”
spid Locke., “So I should like to write
him a letter. I am part owner of the
land at Brek Katel, and it was on that
business I came here. Herr Stromsund
wishes to buy that land?”

““Ah, T do not know! He haz big
business there—that is all T know about
it. But it 13 unfortunate—* N

“T'd like to wrife a long letter,” sawu
Locke, “Perhaps I may, in Herr
Stromsund’s office 7"

“In the study—ves. But his oflice he
keeps locked—I den’t know why. His
office &nd the wirelezs room. He takes
all wircless messages himself when he is
here. When he 15 not, 1f messages come,
they are not taken.™

The big Dane showed Locke and
Droke into a small room of polished
pine  walls, produced ink, pen, and

paper, and left them with a smile,

“Yon want to write long letter 7 he
aaid. “Well, I zee vou arc not dis.
turbed.™ .

The steward left the oflice, and when
he had gone Locke spoke to Dirake in

a low voice.

“1f only we could get into that locked
office!” he said. “However, we can't.
Ho get busy, my boy, and use yvour eves
whila I write something. I'll have to
leave a letter of sorts—a blank sheet
in an envelope will do. Look alive, my
lad 1™

drake stood in the centre of tlie room
first, and looked round cavefully. Appar-

ently there was nothing mueh to search,
There was a bookease, but it contained
nothing but books. The table at which
Locke zat was bare save for the writing
matarials.

In a corner of the room, however,
were zome crumpled pleces of paper.
such #s an untilﬁ' man might throw
down. Jack pounced on these. Two
were hastily written notes about the
nantity of mntten drying in the sheds
this yeav, and the head of live sheep
on the farm. But the third was an
envelope eruszhed up.

Jack straightened 1t ouf, and a guick
exclamation escaped his lips. ..

“What is 1t?" ashed Locke, swinging
roun:l.

“Envelope—unstamped and torn open,
Addressed to F I, E, Dunn, Fsg., Ness
View, Lowestoft.' Irobably a letter
Strotnsund had addrezsed to him, then
had torn open to pub something else
in as a postseript or something i3

“Then we are already repaid for our
journes. That is the man who las been
offering Carr twenty thousand for Brek
Icatel. We have forged another link
our chain of evidence., Drake, so we
will not arouse suspicion by prolonging
our search—"

“Wouldn't be much good, sic,” re-
plied Drake. glancing cound. “ There's
nothing else to scarch. Your blotter 1s
new, too™

Terrers Locke had wnfolded the hlot-
ting sheet only to find that it had not
been used for blotting anything before.
Heo folded fthe blotter u Again,
pocketed the cnvelope addressed 1o
I1. E. Dunn, then rapidly addressed nn
envelope to Stromsund, blotted the fow
wordz he had written, and placed the
folded sheet of plain paper 1n the enve-
tope and put the scaled letter before
him on the blotter, ;

He rose, glancing out of the window
to zee that no one was looking 1, then
advanced to the bookease and rapidlv
ran hiz hands hehind the books,

“MNothing ! he said. “Wo might as
well get out, Drake. I am well
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gontent, We have enough proof in this
envelope addressed to the man who s
trying to buy Brek Katel from Carr to

ive us our pointer for future action,
gtmmaund-ia interested in that land.
Whyt It 18 a great interest, 1f my
theory that his Dogger Bank outrages
are s0 to impoverish Carr that he will
be forced to break his resclution not io
sell Brek Katel on any ascount. But
why? We are linking up our chain
pretty well, Drake, but there ia a lot
before us yet, before we can denounce
Stromszund, and get the law working to
zsee justice done. You see, to charge
Stromsund with the Dogger oulta
without having a knowled of m
motize for them, would probably avail
us and Carr nothing, save to get Btrom-
sund punished. Carr iz & ruined man
at the moment. I belleve there iz an
uplift in Carr’s fortunes; but the sepret
of 1t 13 locked 1n the barren wastes of
Brek Katel and the ¢riminal brain of
Stromsund,”

“Hers comon the steward, sir.”

A tap sounded at the door.

“Come in!"” said Locke,

The big Dane entered the room.
smiling. His eves fell on the letter on
the table.

“Ah, maybe it won't be necessary to
leave that now,” he szaid. “You are
fortunate, for a num'ba‘tr of Herr Btrom-
sund’'s men are returning up the hill to
the farm now. DPerhaps some of them
will be able to seitle your business.”

“I oquite agree,” answered Locke
dryly.

He walked to the window, and Jack
felt hia heart thump heavily against his
riba. But osutwardly he was calm.

Locke suddenly swung round.

“We will go and meat them,” he said
swiftly, “It iz mest fortunate, seelng
these men so soon. That man at the
head has probably been  already
settling our business with Herr Strom.-
sund. He is Herr Sear Hosking., Coma
along, my boy, we 1wusin't waste
time!™

A Prisoner at Ingholdt !

F ERRERE LOCKE and Jack Drake
hurried out of. the dwelling-
house at Ingholdt Farm, leaving

the steward with a very puzsled
expression on his face.

ha hif Dane, though he spoke Eng-

lish well, did net grasp the Baker

Street defeetive’s real meaning when he

sgreed that Hosking might be able to

“gsottle hiz business for him.” And he

wondered why Locke and lnz assistant

hurried to get outside,

“Why can they not meet him here, in
ihe house?" said the steward to himself,
a5 he followed Locke and Drake to the
hack door, out of which they had passed.
“It 13 curious, I hope there ta nothing
wrong—no wrong-doing, Yet they do
not  look hike wrong-deers.  Rather
would 1 trust that tall, lean Englishman
than Herr Stromeund, Dut ik is
puzzling,™

The big Dane leaned on Lhe door-post
and watched Ferrers Locke and Jack
Drake with amazement. They were not
*even trying to take Lhe shortest possible
route to mect Hosking, In fact, they
svemed to be keeping out of sight behind
the walls of the mutton-drying shed.

Ferrers Locke was  leading, Jack
Dirake keeping close on his chief's heels.

“This is a3 prelty pickle, sir,” said
Jack, as Locke strode on ahead.

B LTS ruﬁlied Locke primly., “Ilalk
hore for a while, my boy., We ¢an seo
[rom this point n-iti::uua being seen, I
hope that big Dane doesn't take any
actron. He's leaning against that door-

post with a mighty puzzled oxpression
on hia faco.™

“What aro we to do, sir?" asked
Drake.

“That I do not know at the moment,”
replied Locke, smiling grimly. “We
secm to be in g most awkward situation,
Ah, Hosking has halted, and one of the
men is pointing something out to him on
the lapdscape. In the direction of the
gooret fiord, too, Probably pointing out
the direction of the Westaman Isles on
an inquiry from Hosking."

“I°I1 perhapa pgive us breathing
space,” put in Jack, “Thode chaps may
be Stromsund's men, sir; but they are

Icelanders, ™

“Y have noted that. And Hoasking
does not seem to be in a particularly
reat hurry, I expect he is straight
rom Reykjavik. FHis being here so sgon
looks very much as if he was picked np
in the boat when he ceeaped from his
vessel, which had béen playing phantom
on the Dogger, by some stegm craft
bound for Heykjavik. That m%r 50,
he would be quite waware of the later
developments in_our own activities. It
ia obvious that he is quite ng’lﬂfﬂtlt of
our presence here, or he would harry up
to the house. Let me think for a bit.
Hard and quick thinking wis never
more Necessary in this case than now.”

Drake peered at Hosking ahd his
gtoup, as they sat their ponies, Hosking
scanning the country, and tha Icelander
beside him talking and pointing out
various hills,

Hosking must be aware that .Strom-
sund was away, mused Jack as he stood
by Locke. Probably one of the people
in the huts farther down the road had
told him so, as they had told Locke when
they themselves approached the farm.
And perhaps Hosking was quite as un-
known at Ingholdt Farm as they
themselves. ]

“I think I have a plan, Drake,"” said

RSO ORDESPRRECIVNROTIRREROOY

NEW READERE BEGIN HERE.

FERRERS LOCKE, the wizard detective of
HBaker Street, and

JACK DRAKE, Rhis lice-wire assietant, Rape
been engaged by

JONN CARR, owner of the Carr Fishing
Fleet, to put a itop to the destruclive
raid:z made upon hir feet of vesrels by
an armoured Ieclandman twhich, by
reason of ifs myrterious comings ond
goings, ia dubbed the Fhanton.

BLAIZE PROCTOR, admiral of the fleet and
skipper of the North Star, known to his
aasociales as " Blazes M

- L] * L} L

Aboard the North Star, Locke and Drake,
accompanied by an able-bodied cretr, sef gaft
fto frack down the mysleriouz Fhkanton.

At an early dale Locke discovers that
ECAR HOSKING is a {raitor fo the fleet,
and decides that the besl way {6 round up
the Phanlom ta {0 aét another Phantom on
tts frack. Acecordingly, Carr buys an lce-
fnndimran—the Stormcock—for the purpose.
The nisler ship to the Etormenck, which i2
wodned  the Trumpeler. iz purchared by a
man nanmed STROMSUND, and it i proved
that Moiking €& in his eniploy.

After a series of thrilling encounters
between the two trawlers the Trumpeler
falls into Lhe hands of Ferrerz Locke and
hiz men. Scar Hosking, howerer, escaprs,
Leaving the caplured Trumpeter and ils
crew in charge of Carr, the detective,
togelher itk Drake and a rery willing crew,
board the Stormeock and steamn for Ingholdt
Farm, Iceland, the haunt of Stronprund, En
route a Jaked message f5 sent out Lo Strom-
suind, with the result that he is lured from
his quarters, Thiz leares the way open for
Loacke and Drake te land unzeen, with a
tiewy 1o making investigations at the jarm
preparatory fo rounding up Serovisund and
the remainder of his rascally satellites.

(New read ond

Farrers Locke at last, “It will be risky,
and we leave a lot to chance. But I see
no other way. I am going to trust that
Danae az an honest man. What do you
do if you want to handle a nettle so that
it won't sting youl"

“Grasp it suddenly and firmly in the
hand,” replied Jack promptly.

“'E’x&.ﬂt_y. Well, wu‘ﬁ grasp our
nettle now, and we hope’ it won't sting
us. Qrbuick, my boy, and “take in the
scheme.  Hosking is now ' moving up
towards the farmi. It iz obviciis hé does
not kflow of our presence. He ' is pro-
bably unknown here. Icelanders ave
very honest, simple folk, and I believe
that big Dane is as honest as the day.
We'll meet Hosking in the yard. He'll
be taken aback. He may draw and fire,
but you must be ready to leap and
hiz right arma. Understand? I'm going
to dengunce him—"

“ Better be quick, then,” broke in Jack
ﬂwtfl‘-lg. * They're turning into the yard
now |

“Copme along, my boy. Walk aleng
by this shed; then we will suddenly step
out right in his path."

It was indeed a desperate measure to
take, There was great danger—not so
much from Hosking, Bbut fromn the Ice-
lamders, should they stand by Hosking,
But kocke and Droke judged the men
with Hosking to be merely guides, The
surprice would keep themh mactive for
some minutes, no doubk And by that
time, poerhaps, the stewgrd could be
made to understand the rights of the
matter.

It aIlI rested on whether the big Dane—
the only man with authority about the

lace, it seemed—was honest, or a crook,
ike his employer.

Hosking was now riding into the yard,
the hoofs of hiz pony clatfering on the
stony ground,

“Mow | whispered Ferrers Locke.

_ Together, he and Drake stepped out
info.vigw, Jack sidling swiftly close up
to Hosking’s right arm.

At first the man wag nonplussed. But
ht reined in hia pony, and the great
weal down his crime-1iged face blanchad,
then reddencd suddenly.

A hoarse cry escaped the man's lips at
seeing the Eriuﬂ{.-ﬁmilin face of Ferrers
Locke appear before him with such
startling suddenness, His hand flow to
his side-pocket; but Jack Ihrake was
ready.

Like a mnmiountain-cat guarding her
young, Jack leapt and caught Hosking’s
Brm. ut the weapon was out, and as
Drake wrenched at the arm that was
raising it to position, the report crashed
out, and the bullct splintered the wood
of the mutton-drying shed.

Drake’s wrench dislodged Heosking
{romy the pony, and the man crashed to
the ground. As he came down, how-
aver, hie swung a cruel left at the side of
Drake’s head, and the youngster dropped
to carth like & sack of flour.

A pasping, long-drawn-out * A-g-gh 1"
came from the siartled Icelanders round
about. And the big Dane ran forward
with a frightencd face.

“What 1z the matter?” he cried.
“What is the matier?”

But Hosking was by now on his feet,
and, with a curze, Le turncd to fBre
again,

Ferrers Locke had swiftly clozed in
however, and he gripped the wrist af
Hosking's right arnmn, forcing it back,
back, till Bear Hosking squealed with
pain.

The revolver dropped, elattering, to
the ground. 'Then Hosking threw his
arms round Locke, and tagether the men
came erashing to the ground, struggling
desperately.

Tre Maoxer Lisrawny.—No. 983,
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READ "'THE SCARLET STREAK!”—IN THIS

Drake was rising unsteadily to his feet.
He saw Locke groping for hold round
Hosking's waist as the men rolled over
snd over. At last the detective got one
of Hosking's arms round the small of his
back, and, with thiz scientific hold—the
“half-nelson,” as it iz called—he was
able to turn Hosking to a doubled-up
position, and keep him so.

“Help me secure thizs man!" ecried
Locke to the steward. “He iz &
dangerous criminal wanted by the

English polics !”

ho Dané promptly laid hands on
Hosking, shouting orders to his people
in rapid Danish the while.

A man came running across with a coil
of rops, and Drake now joined in in
securirg Hosking, who had broken away
from Locke's grip, and was heaving and
kicking and struggling once more.

The steward, however, préved an
exceedingly powerful man, Big as
Hosking was, he' could have overcome
him single-handed. 3till, they had a lot
of trouble getti Hosking helpless.
Dut at last 1t was done, his svrists being
tightly bound behind him.

Hosking was beside himself with rage
as he tugged and heaved at the hands
that held his shoulders.

“Where iz Mr. Stromsundi™ he bel-
lowed. *Mr. Stromsund is my friend !
You shall pay for this, yvou senseless
lackeys, you!"

““Is that so? inquired the steward of
Locke, *Is it true that he 13 friend to
Herr Stromsund?"

Ferrers Locke smiled.

“He looks a niee sort of friend for a
gentleman to have, doesn’t he™ he said.
“I have a lot to explain: so, with your
permission, we will secure this man ina
place where he cannot escape, and you
can Judge between him and me.”

“There is a lot to explain. And that
i3 Tight. Yes, there is. 1 like not re-
volvers flashed about in my yard when
Ty employer is away. Either you ex-
plain to my satisfaction or I send for
the nearest sysselman—>"

“Let us go in and secure this danger-

ous man first, then I will tell you the
wholo story. And I don’t think you will
want the sysselman,” said Locke.
_The big Dane frowned, but ha nodded.
“And Bear Hosking, still fuming and
shouting, but now mixing curses with his
repeated azsertions that he was Strom-
sund's friend, was dragged into the
house, his ankles were tied, and the door
of the inner room—into which he had
been placed—was locked upon him,

“Come this way,” s=aid the Dane
curtly, leading Locke and Drake into the
study where they had been shown before
when Locke sald he wanted to write a
lettar to Stromsund. )
i name is Langsom—Frederick
Langsom,” said the Dane, “and I am
steward on this farm and in complete
authority when my employer is away.
1 want explanation that will satisfy.”

“And you shall have it, Mr.
Langsom,"” said Locke.

The three seated themselves, and
Yangsom looked sternly at the famous
detective. But Jack read his thoughts,
and they were, "'This man has the face
of truth. I wonder what he has to say?
And if my loog-nursed suspicions in re-
gard to Stromsund are correct?”

Ferrers Locke leansd forward, his
forearms on his knees.

“I am an Englich detective,” he said.
And Langsom started. “I am engaged
on & very serious case, and my investiga-
tions have brought me kere, You have
told me that Stromsund has gréat

trawler interests. He has, but interests
that would surprise and disgust you if
you knew of their nfture. You have
heard of the Dogger Bank?"

Langsom nodded, and the colour left
e English fish

“1t 18 & great BEnglish fishing-ground,
T ihink F o right B,

“Well, the British fishermen fish it &
lot,” explained Locke; “but it is not
in territorial waters. Any nation can
fish there, you understand. Your Feeland
craft mq,éy shoot their trawls on the
Dogger if they wish to do so.

“There is o fleet of English trawlers
always at work on. the Dogger. And a
man called Carr has big interosts there—
running a number of steam trawlers,
During the past twelve months, at first
only slightly, but lately having assumed
B grave seriousness, & steam trawler of
Iceland design, with name and number
covered, has been cruising the Dogger

in thick weather—that is, fogp or mist or
on very dark nights. This Phantom, as
the fishermien call her, has been wreck-

ing the gear of Mr. Carr’s boats.. You
know what a huge otter-trawl of & steam
trawler might cost? Two hundred
pounds would not buy one of the largest

by pes.
“By  explosives, ecutting sapparatus,
and so on, the FPhantom has been

steadily ruining John Carr. I was called
in on the case, I traced the Phantom
to Iceland. In Teeland I traced the
brains of that infamour trawl-wrecking
business to Stanislaw Stromsund, your
employer!”

[ —

In Siromsund’s Office !

ANGEOM started wviolently, his
I fingers clutching nervously.
“Proceed ! he said thickly.

M1t is worse than 1 l:hmi]ght. 1
believe vou, Herr Detective, and I tell
you why soon. But proceed.” .

“There 13 little more to tell,” saud
Locke, leaning back in his chair and
putting one arm behind the back of it.
“The man who was so vielent when he
saw us is one of Stromsund's rascally
skippora—the skipper of one of the
Pil{?ntmﬂm Langley is another skipper
A 3
“I know Langley. He is of Icelandic
extraction. ‘Lang ' in a name, as mine,
15 common in Iceland, I know Langley
and I dislike him greatly. You would
541% ‘ hate,” you English—"

errars Locke smiled.

“Well, you see, Mr. Langsom,” he
gaid, " your _em§1uyar is a criminal.
Now, I admit that at the moment we
are In YOUr POWEr. Stromsund will
come to justice in a very short while,
whatever happens to my assistant and
me, for there are others engaged on this
caseé who are not at' the moment in
Ingholdt. Now, what are yvou going to
do? Proof of what I say, I have none
on my person, It is all with the others
ongaged on this case, Bear Hosking—
that man bound in the other room—is
a friend of Stromsund’s, or a tool of his,
which you will. I leave it to you now.”

Jack,Drake and Lecke watched Lang-
som anxiously. His face was a study.
Perplexity, indignation, disgust, and
anger were denoted in the different ex-
pressions that flitted across his strong
features, He got up and walked up
and down the room. ‘

“ And now I tell you something, Herr
Datoctive,” he said, with agitation, “I
have long thought there was wrong-
doing in Herr Stromsund. The locked

office ; his rage when once a servant en-
tered ; the wireless which none but him
must handle; this last lot of stramge
visitors, and the consternation they
caused. Then the visits to the wireless-
room, and my employer's unpleasant
laughter with Langley; as they discussed
something. Then their leaving in a

ody=—Captain Langley and all- his men
and Stromsund. I zaw that ther were
armed, and I wondered. Then, when
vou came, 1 wondered more; for von
seemed different than the rest—"

“They left to trap me and my assist-
ant, .Mr. Langsom,” explained Locke.
“The excitement over the wireless mes-
sages was in communication with me, at
sea in & trawler. I playved a trick upon
them, leading them to think they could
trap me in a certnin place. But, instead
of going to that place, my assistant and
T came here. You know the rest. We
did not expect to see thizs man Scar
Hosking turn up. But he did, and ouwr
little chat here is the result——""

Langzom crashed his fist into his hand
three or four times in an agitated way.

“To think that you miﬁht have gone
again, and I would not have known!["
he said, "It is terrible—terrible! I am
a farmer, and 1 love my work, here in
barren Iceland. But——"

“If vou take the course of a true
man, Mr. Langsom, and fall in with my
plans, I know you will lose your position
here. It is & fine farm, as Icelandic
farms go.  But there are other people
besides Stromsund. And. as T have said
before, Stromsund won't keep out of the
clutches of the law much longer.”

“Jt-is not that. It is not that I lose
my position I worry. That was lost to
me nlready, The man Langley and
Stromsund discussed me fully together.

heard Langley say, ‘ He is too scrupul-
ous. He land uvs-n the soup.' 1 look
up °‘scrupulous’ in the dictionary. I
do not speak English like Langley does,
who has been so long captain of a trawlor
with English-speaking men. I sece that
‘ serupulous ¥ means honest, conscienti-
ous, exact. I understand that. And that
izg what I like to be. But I cannot seo
how to land in the soup, or what the
soup has to do with it—" ]

Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake smiled.

“It is English slang, Mr, Langsom,’
said Locke. It means that you might.
by yvour honesty, get them into trouble.”

“Ah, it means that? Then may it be
s0. For Herr Stromsund he tells me he
looks for another steward, and he gives
111:1.': reason why I do not please him. But

now now, ™

“Then vou will join with us " asked
Locke., “If so, it will be unsafe for
vou to remain at Ingholdt. You are
married :

“Oh, no, no! No one here is of
mine, They are all good people—yes,
And they must know nothing, or Strom-
sund will visit his wrath on them. I
un:i ready to help you, Herr Detective
an e g B

“My name is Locke—Ferrers Locke,™
said the Baker Street detective, holdin
out his hand, which Langzom sh
fervently., “ This is my assistant, Jack
Drake.” _

Langsom shook hands with Drake,
too, and he looked a far happier man.
Hiz doubts of late weeks had been ex-
plained, He knew the worst, and he
was contented, .

“Tall mo what to do, and I will do
it,” he said eagerly.

“Then wvou give orders that the
servants must attend to Hosking—feed
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him, and g0 on, and keep him a
prisoner till Stromsund’s return. Leave
a letter telling Stromsund that the ser-
vants were acting under your orders
and are completely ignorant as to wh
Hosking was imprisoned. That will
safeguard them. After that, Mr.
Langszom, it would be best for youn to
accompany us to Heykjavik, to rejoin
our trawler, perhaps to put to sea. In
the meantime, my assistant and I intend
to see what is in the little office and
wireless-room, that have been kept so
mysteriously locked by Stromsund.”
“That shall all ba done,” said Lang-
som, immediately going out to deliver
the requested orders. j

“Well, we took a chance, and it
worked, sir,” grinned Jack Drake, as
he and Locke went off to the locked
office to see how they could hest get in.
“I like that chap Langsom, too.

“8o do I,” replied Ferrers Locke;
“and he should prove exiremely useful
to ms on account of his knowledge of
Iceland. TI'm sorry Hosking must go
free again. But it can't be helped.
Wa can do no other than leave him—
Ah, thiz door is a simple problem, I
should say. I believe my skeleton key
would open it without trouble. 8o it
will. Come along, my boy, and see if
we can geb further clues to help . us to
find the motive for Stromsund’s trawl-

wrecking schemes. Look particularly
for enything in the way of papers n
connection with Brek Katel. For there

liez the solution to all the mystery, I
feel sure.”

Stromsund's office was in a fearful
state of disorder.

“Whew !" gasped Jock Drake, as both
he and Locke stood on the thresheld
and looked in. "Gosh, sir, there’s
plenty for us to search here!™

Ferrers Locke stepped into the room.
It was literally covered with papers of
all sorts—on evary rt of tha foor,
an the tahle, the desk, &nd on the
chairs. It was hardly possible to walk
without stepping on papers. :

And it was not a scene that had been
thrown into wviclent disorder suddenly.
The untidiness was due to maonths and
months of use, the steady accumulation
of papers, tobacco-ash, and dead
matches.

S Would never allow anyone to clean
or tidy the place, and never did so him-
self,” muttered Locke. “ Well, Drake,
nothing of great importance wounld have
been dumped on the floor or left with
a mass of other things on the table «r
chairs. It is absolutely hopeless for us
to examine evervthing. you take
that filing cabinet in the corner, and
1’1l take the desk and the drawers each
side of the knee-hele. I want you to
look at every paper you find in the
cabinet.”

“ Some job, I expect,” grinned Drake.

“What have I to look for particularly, .

gir 7

“T think vou need hother abount
nothing but documents marked Brek
Katel, or them having any reference to
land to the north of Iceland. We may
not have to search as long as we think.
Well, get to it, my boy.”

Locke and Drake were very busy for
the next fifteen mpnutes, and the reom
was thick with dust before long. The
papers, even in the drawers, were dust
and dirty. And the speed with whie
Locke and Drake flicked through the
sheaves they got hold of made the dust
rize,

Drake seemed to be geiting through a
mass of papers in the cabinet. There
was & hig field for search there. -Agree-
ments and  letters, pages torn  fram
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journals, plans of trawlers, copies of
wireless messages, blue prints of bhuild-
ing plans, and traces of Icelandic sur-
veys were there jumbled together, as
if each had been slammed in as it was
finished with.

Ferrers Locke found a rather better
state of affairs in the desk. There were
bundles of documents tied with green
tape, and n one drawer some attempt
had been made to keep order.

“I've turned out ]i»lenty of copies of
agreements and legal letters, sir,” said
Jack, hot and dusty, and worried by
the mosquitoes that had found their
way into the room, “but nothing has
referem:.’e to land to the nhorth. era
are——

i A‘Il [!1 .

Jack Drake locked round swiltly.
Locke's exclamation was one of satis-
faction, and as Jack turned he saw his
chief unfeolding & big tracing from an
Icelandie survey, -

“Brek Katel!" read out Locke
trinmphantly. “H'm! Doesn't seem
very interesting. Nothing but contour
lines, parallels of latitude and the lines
of longitude—— Hallo! What's this?
Here's my map, Drake! Open it ouk
and get busy with a pencil. See theso
erosses marked on this plan, and the
bearings of hills marked alongside
them?  Transfer them to my map,
while I go through the rest of the
things in the desk.”

Drake was busy for a few minutes,
When he had finished he handed the
plan back to Locke.

The deteciive [olded it and replaced
it exactly az he had found it.

“We have all the information it con-
veys,” he said, with satisfaction; “and
though it doesn't seem mivch on the
face of it, it may prove invaluable to
1E.
for Btromaund to be quite unaware we
have this information, Now, my boy,
leave everything as near as you ecan as
vou found it. I'll leck the door again
with my skeleton key. No one Dbut
Langsom knows weo entered here, So
when Stromsund returns he'll think we
have gleaned no information. Other-
wize, he will argue, we would have taken
the plan with us. Are you all ready

Tap, tap, tap !

* Ah, you, Langsom ?”

“%Yes, Herr Locke. I have dome all
vou said in regard to the prisoner with
the scar on his face. And I think it
would be wise for us to go now.
Stromsund, az soon as he knows he has
been deceived, will return, If he press
the ponies, as he will, he should arrive
early to-morrow morning. And we
have to pass alu:-ngi some part of the
route on which he will return to
Ingholdt.™

“Well, we don't particularly want to
pass the time of day with him just yetf,
do wa?” replied Locke dryly. “Iz all
prepared for our return journey?”

“Yes, yves, I take the liberty of ex-
changing your own tired ponies for the
best in Stromsund’s stable. It is not
well to press vour own tired animale
too much.” :

“A good thought,” said Lecke. “We,
too, are tired. So could vou guide ua
te & safe camping-place not far frem
here, ro that my assistant and I may
have four hours’ sleep before entering
on the fatignes of a two-days’ pony
journey to Reykjavik *"

“T know of tho exact
the steward. “ It would
to go as early as possible,’

“Weo  have no  desire
delav,”  replied Lacke.

lace,” replied
e best for ns

for further
“Teard on,

Alzo, it may prove useful to uvs-

please, and make as plausible excuse
tc the servants as g‘ﬂ'l.l can for your
leaving Ingholdt with ua* ;

It was not long before the buildings
of Ingholdt Farm were lost to the trio's
view behind in the north-east,

The Spy !

LL three itravellers were hot,

A fatigued, mosquito-bitten, and

thoroughly annoyed with Iceland

by the time Reykjavik was in

sight. But a sight of the zea as Faxe

Bay came to their view did a lot towards

driving away the state of {fed-upness

Jack Drake had got into during that

tiresome trek across the barren, treeless
wastes,

Tha hot sun, which made the mos-
quitoes z0 thoroughly active, was shining
on the shimmering water, and throwing
the town into a blaze of contrasting
colour ; the white-walled houses, with their
red-tiled roofs; the extensive fields, where
the split cod were spread out to dry and
blanch, the innumerable carcases shining
a pure white agaipst the grass.

The pretty churches lent an air of
placidness to the scene, and the bigger
buildings—the Senate House, museum,
observatory, etc.—seemed to give the 1m-
prossion that here was no “ mean place,
the dwellings of fishers,” but a fine,
thriving town.

The air was redolent of fish, however,
and at that scason was not very pleasant.

ke, Langsom, and Drake went to a
hotel and engaged rooms.

“Go out and scout about for one of the
men of the Stormeock, Drake,”  said
Ferrers Locke. “ You're bound to sea
ons or other of them. You miﬁht. ba
able to pick out the Stormeock in the
anchorage. But, for many reasons, I'd
rather get aboard at night. For many
reasons, also, I want you to keep as low
a3 possible. As soon a3 you can aceost

one of our men, tell him to get aboard

and tall Proctor to come and see mo at
onee at this hotel. Then I'll arranpga
with him for us to be picked up after
dark and taken aboard,”

Jack slipped off and made for the
water-front,  Here, unnoticed himself,
h2 soon saw ene of the Stormeock’s men.

“Jingo, it's Tom Harpor!” said Jack
to himself, with satisfaction. *“ What
luck! Hi, Harper!™™

The man started, then grinned in wel-
rome as he saw Jack.

“The chief s in town,” swiftly ex-
plained Jack. “He told me to get a
message aboard for Skipper Proctor to
coma and see him at the Northern Hotel.
At ence, pleasc.”

“Ay, ay, zir!” said Harper. “¥Ye've
been right up te that wolf Stromsund's
den, haven't ye? What happened to ye,
then #* '

“Got wall bitten by mosquitees,” said

Jack eurtly. “ Detter get off with our
message, Harper.  And you might re-
member yourself, and tell Skipper

Practor, that Mr. Locke doesn’t want the
fact of his presence in Revkjavik to be
broadeast to all whom it may or may not
concern, See?”

“Ay, ay, sir!” grinned Harper good-
naturedly. “ You're close blokes, you
and the detective ] :

- Jack watched him jungj into the boat
and row out into Faxe Bay, Then he
returned to the hotel

Proctor was not long in coming, and

De arrived just as Locke, Drake, and
-Langrzom were finishing their argnment

Tar Manxer Linprany,.—XNo. 953,
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(Of
WHO AIRS

T always do we realize (he nocessity
for a ericket cleven to be a team
in the very real scnze of the word.
Top often we are apt to think of

A vricket side as o thing of individoals; but

it id vndoubtedly @ fact that the county—

or even the elub—side whichh hopes Lo be
sucetssful must he buill on defimfte lines
with particular gbjects in view in the build-
img. [ would not go so far ns to say that
ihe two games of foothall and cricket are
snaclly olike In so far as the necessity for

building a real team I8 concerned, hut T

wish ihe eonstant efforts which are made

i geb a real football teamn were more fre-

quently copied in regard to cricket. Perhaps

‘b is that weak spots fn a football teum are

mors easily found or more clearly obvious

i the play, It 13 certainly a fact that io

cricket too muany club sides struggle wclong

withh too many batsmen of the same iype
ar too little variety in their attack. They
ligve eleven players, Gul not o eomplete

Ldmin.

HOBBS, SANDHAM,

SURREY.

AND LUCKY

Nuw, there can ba no Iurm in thinking
over somg of the requirements of & com-
plete side.  Merely because we maost stard
sommewhere, 1 will take the opening palr of
batsmen Brst. The complete eleven will have
a fairly relinble pair with which to start
off their innings when (he oceasion is normal.
Lucky ihe alde, whelber in ecounty or club
cricket, which has a couple of men on whom
it can depend for a fair start nine times
ouk of tém, shall we say? T don't neccssarlly
mean that this opening pair shall score &
fmimdred runs or &0, though clearly the many
Bundreds which Hobhs and Z2andham have
ivonrgd [or Sorrcy at Lhe sfart must have
hecu a distinct help Lo the side. Possibly
the value of & stcady opening pair Is even
greater thimn thc man in the skrect gener-
elly appreciates.

STARTING THE ROT.

The opening Lalsmen ave o be good and
ricady, becausc they face the men who, in
the opinien of Lhe opposing captain, repre-
seut the best bowlers at his command. Let
ithese bowlers gel an early wicket, and for
ab least a few overs thoreafter they will
bowl with more enthusiasm. The reason why

vothing succeeds like success is  becamse
SUCCE Erm-h‘;r& the inspiration. The men
in the feld Lo, meetiog with that carly

saccers, rise a little Lit higher ou their toes,
Huwmdreds of tines in the past must it bave
haen true that o side which was turned ont
for a8 yery small seore would bave obtalmed
fquite-a lot of runs if only the opening bats.
men had slayed loog enough Lo take zome
of the sting out of the abiack.

FIRET WICKRET DOWN.

To follow these openlng batsmen  Lhere
must wlsd be one or two men capable of
standing o the breach right nobly when
things arc. golog wrong. These are the
fellows who are called upoun io stop the rot
if by any chance the opening pair have given
ilpe teamr & bad send.off. The opening pair
of balsmen are very imporiapt, but 1 am
rather inclived (o think that Arstowicket:
duwn mdn i3 cven mere important  still.
Think what the Erpest Tyldeslevs amd the
dack Wearncs, by way of example, mcan to
Lhelr Lemms:

LTre Macxer Laisnary,—MNo0. 253,

P*MATCH WINNING
& Za il

Lancashire and England.)
HIS YVIEWS ON THE IDEAL

CRICKET COMBINATION.

MAKING THE MOST OF IT.

Further down the line of batzmen there
ninst be, in the complete cleven, one or two
fellows who ecan readily make things hom
when the opportunity arises. Time after
time, In all classes of cricket, there coma
occasions when the real guestion is not how
many rops can be obtaiped, but how gquickly
they can be got. The speedily hit thivty or
forty by some later batsman may be iun
as mecessary, just as uhPhle. for match-
winning purposes, as the®etylishly correct
cantury put togelthér by one ol the earlier
batemen. Yes, there s very real virtne in
what wight be called the hit-or-miss bats-
man, and be will certainly be in the com-
plete eleven, ready o punish bowling which
may be n trile tired around & feld which
has become a little slack. The quick-fire
bat:man may even be of value during a
rot, for while his collengnes are helng ¥ tied
up,” he may put the bowlers off by sheer
courage, not to say check.

WORTH OF THE WICKET-KEEPER.

I =2upposc Lhe idesl eleven would contain
batsmen right dowu the lipe Lo No. 11; but,
wlas! thiz s ome of the thing: beyond
ordinary possibilities. Your fost bowler is
essential, and the probability ls that {f he
gets a nomher of runs he will 84 tire him-
self that a little bt of that pace will vanish
from his bowling, and thus will be lost on
the swipgs what Dbas been gained om the
roundabouts. Your wicket-keeper, too, is
usoally only a so0-+0 batsman, but T will not
agree with those who say that there i3 no
rovol in the ideal side for the wicket-keeper
who can't get runs. Your Strudwick is worth
hiz place if one ball sufMiced to send him
back to the pavilion every time he wenb oot
to bat. A specially smart calch, a quick
bit of stumping, orespeed in getting the
hafls off may dismiss & batsman for a mere
bagatelle who, let off just once, might make
a cenfury. I know this applies to all feld-
ing, but by the natwre of hiz job there
are more chances come the way of the
wicket-keeper,

A Bla YORKEHIRE SECRET.

Ta turn o the bowlera for a brief space.
Yaricty Is obviously the @Orst eczsential.
There is the cxpress man, on whose pace
your side must largely rely to gel the ather
fellowa out when the wickels are in first-
clase econdition. Then, if You can find him,
the bowler of the Parkin t¥ype, who can be
put on po matter what {be piteh is like—
the bowler who eo mixes them that the
bataman never knows quite what he iz going
to get. Then you must have one bowler at
least who can, in_ popular language, make
the ball talk when the wicket iz right.
Perbaps in this country two bowlers of this
type &re better than one. Always, so far
as my memory of fOrst-clazs ericket goes,
have the Yorkshire side possessed men who
could skittle owt any and every apponent
when the pitch was difficult. A left-handed
break bowler iz specially valuoable in o side.
Thus in the compiete eleven there is need
for four—or three at the minimom—really
good bowlers, Hehind theze there must he
one or two useful change men.

there Iz no longer any
necessity for batsmen
to tremble when the
i " bowler comes on,
cll,  Australin  evidently
still believes In this sort of
bowling, for they sent ower
two who deliver this type
of ball—Arthar Maolley and
Clarence Grimmoett, As it
is #0 eamsy to get on the
wrong side of & man whao
senda down the * wrong
'une,” as they are called,
I thought It would be Fﬂ{:;ﬂ
far enough I I fack
these aglie men of Australin one at a time. I
with Malley, Grimmett may come up for judgment Inter
%_'Iljmmemlr doesn’'t take my lfe before I get down to

2 Tame,

Certainly Arthur Mailey ia enough to be going on with
as & bowler of the * wrong ‘uns.” I believe there is only
ona thing he likes better than patting other people inta
hot water, and that Is to get Into hot water himself.
is never =0 happy as when he has a nest of hormels buszing
abont his ears,

His le mennt him to work in a bank, I believe, and)
he starte
he was, But the ealling didn’t appeal to him very mnel
there were, I take it, g0 fow chancea of getting into hor
water. So he started skeiching, and I8 quite o good
caricaturist now, earning his Hvi /
more or lesa faithiul pletures of cricket personalitics,

S'BHE poaple say that

A lew words on Artig
bowls the right

{Our Travellin

“"SEAM RAISING."

Mind vou, he is a very clever artist, thiz fellow Malley,
but some of the I he hins tackled with his peneil sy
he hasn't dome thoir festures justice. To these Mailey
is apt to reply : ~ Well, take a look In the mirror, ot
then you may conclude [ have fatiepred ¥ou.

The idea of bowliug ** wrong "uns "
—yon know those are the balls which
should break one way but break the
other—was just the sort of thing which
wounld appeal to his nature, and he
& practising, and kept on prag-
tizing until wickets began to fall to his
wilea. Ome thing I will say for him,
though. He docsn't take the eredit
for decovering googlies, and his sketehes
are signed  with  the  pen-name of
" Bosey." Inthiz name there |s a con-
pliment and an acknowledgment of
the fellow who dizcovered the secret
of lie bowling, B. J. T. Eﬂﬂﬂgtt.
Malley has been to England i3 L
and taken a lot of wickets hare, {00,
with those deceptive deliveries of his.

He ks now thirty-elght yvenrs of age,
apnd has spent most of thoes yeam
thinking out - revolutionary ideas re-
garding cricket. Yoo will remember
that some time aLE]mnmnctlllng WIS
said in England about bowlers who
radsed the seam of the ball.  Well,
this iz what Maijley had to say on
the subject :

“In justifying the practice of seam
ralsing, I do so more beckuse of the
thought of it being unsportsmanlike,
in my opinion, shoukd not enter the
wads of thome who allow the wse of sawdusi, resing or
towels, to allow the bowler to improve his grip.

* It is admitted that rubbing n new ball on Line ground
is guite permissible, aa no official objection, to my_know-
Jedge, has been taken to it. Yet if o new ball is nibbed
judicionsly on the gronnd the effect would be mong diaas-
trous to the batsman than i the seam were raleeg by
some mechanical device. No matter what is done to'the
geam of an old ball it csnoot affect the fiight as much az
the seam of o new ball. If, therefore, o swerve bowler
requires his greatest asset—a new ball—it 13 possible
that the umpire will produce one, if the seam of the old
ong has been tompercd with, i this is allowed it
poesibla that a new- ball will ba requisitioned after eves,
50 rung or so.

“In the face of this we must be careful about denbti
the sportamanlike attitude of & bowler who does his be
to presorve the ball till the end of its officlal Jife—2(0
runs.

DRAWING THE CROWD.

Then the guestion of slow odelket—a popiilar Lopic—
cropped up, Malley had something hot and strong to
say ; " Consideration for the publie seems to be the maln
excuse why cricket necds brightening, yvet the attendapces
during the Inst series of Tests were beyvond the dreams of
the most imiztic sup ra of the game. Were the
18,000 people who s into the Adelaide Owval on the
ket morndng of tha memorable third Test bored tn degih ¥
Why did they stand ronnd the Owval in & frenzy of excite-
ment to see a paltry 27 mns seored 7 Surely thoso peo
dld not come down to ree Strudwleck or Freeman or Tag
slog six after slx inlo the river]  No o thoy came down
to sea the fnish of a4 Keen eontest that at no tiae doring
the progress of the mateh needed the assistance  of
* slatheremwhack * batsmen to draw & crowd, i

" A keen, scientific strmughe, to my mind, js far o
aceepialle fo the Australian pubHe than s competiting

sti-Here Comes
%@oogﬁta}(aq/

BY * PZIL PRY.”

to follow out their wishes like the good be 2

mostly by o r:twl‘rﬁ

of big hitters who very
aftem misa, The batsman
wie deliberately stonmevwalls
mweder all comditions Is as
unweleonie as Lhe bowler
who continually bowls o
vard on the leg or on the
off ; but & bataman who can
win a match by sheer plack
aud determination, by stop-
ning at the wickets a cortain
fimae, de:l}-l:ug bowler after
bowler, deserves something
better than abuse,

It dees not necessarily
fullosw that & bataman who
goores o hundred rans [noas

Mailey, the man who
h“&ﬂﬁg qJﬂm"

Correspondent.)

8o T startegny minutes Is quicker than g yman who scores the same

ber of runs in two hours.  Very often one batsman
wonopolises the strike, and Teceives three-fourths of the
fhiveries, If those people whose annual holiday fs spent
maning about slow balamen were to take this into con-
gderntion, they would find that the slow batsmen are not
# slow a3 in * fhe grand old days.' When one reads the

Ha|rparis of mectings and the suggestions given out to

Inghten cricket. one womders on which side of the fence
o dullness really is.

EXPENSIVE BOWLING.

*{n¢ porson has suggested that the selectora shomld
]Luk noboiy but quick seorers.  As one who has had this
nour () 1mw3. on him without seeking 1%, I would
gk why have selectors at all 7 Why not allow the batemen
vh mcore mng In the gquickest time fo automatically
grop into the team ¥ The post-office’ clock would then
b E! ol aslector, and everybody would be happy agaln,
“When o scnsible suggestions are made to brighten
micket or chess, or an undertakers” picale, no wise person
vould turn a deal ear.”

On other ericket points, too, Malley hasg ideas of his
ern, e prver sava what people expect him to =ay,
and mever doea what they consider he
will do, JTn the first Test Match at
Sydney In the last serles he hel

L Tavlor to add 127 for the jast
wicket, Ec you know why, in my
opinfon, he did this? It was becauso
he overheard somebody say that he was
the worst batsinan on the side, That's
Mailey, the perverse, the bowler of
WIONE "uns.

It has always =seemed to me that
"googlie bowling demands the Mailey
tvpe of tempermment, for the =imple
reason that at times It I3 apt to be
extremely expensive, and the googlie
bowler who really objecls fo being
hit all over the place had hettef give
it up quickly, But being hit for sixea
now and then doesn't npset Arthur;
indesd, I got the impression that he
likes it, at any male in preference to the
hatzmnn who just aits back and watehes
the ball ke & cat watches & monse,

But when Mailey i3 In formi then It
Ts the batsmen who come to regard it
a8 costly bowling, because it so often
enata them their wicket. America hasa
very high opinion of him, for when he
went there a vear or two before the
War he took 180 wicketa, and they
only cost - him seven rons aplece, His
atstapding performance In this country was to take the
ifhole of the ten wickets of the Gloucester batsmen In one

[inhn i 1421 for 66 runa,

A. A, NELEY,
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 AWord-4: Umpire!
I p '
“ CreIors ®  (Manchester).—TIn Test matches and all
wher big gamea In Australia they have eight balls to the
of, amd the Eug{feﬂliﬂn that the same idea should be
ﬁupuﬂ in England haa often been put forward, We may
Nﬁ" Anstralla one of these daya, but there are Lhings to be
i both for and againet the ides,
L] -] i

T, MacistosH ( London).—The captain of the Anstraliana
wHerbert Collins | Bardsley ia the vice-captain ; and Eyder
| ks o position on the team-selection committes,

L u L1

i, Liwsox (Bolton).— It does not follow that the man
wio is chosen to rn'itrta!n England jn the firet Test moteh
shall e captain in all the five games,  In fact, i we want
wely £o we can change for every match,

L] L] L]

L. Beifw (G lamongan).—The averape age of tha sixteen
Ertralldns now in T‘ﬁ:llﬁ country fs 32, Ellis, who {5 only
th b the youngest, and Bapdsley, who ls 42, §8 the eldest

plo kmqbai bt 1 e perty.
" " * L

wir. Lockerr (Northamplon).- - To answer your guestion
a5 to wh;rklr.iu:r:: are really no f=:4 bowlers of tip-top class
¥ - Pogland would teke a column mther thin & few lines,
Oma of these doys 1 hope to #nd space In which o answer
it at length.

(Gloucester's Crack Bowler.)

BT A e WA WAV,

THRILLING MATCHES IN WHICH THE
GLORIOUS UNCERTAINTY OF
BEEN REVEALED.

HAS

¥ often apeak of the glorious oneer.

talnty of cricket, buot we do not

always appreciate the truth behind

that backneved suying. 3o far as

my memory serves, there never wal o SEason
in which so many matches hinve been pulled
out of the fire in startling fashion as last
suimmer—s0 many games- which were won
against ihe odds, az It were., Wea had a
typical exarmple of the manner In which
one match can sway firet this way and then

that In the game between the Gentlemen

and Players at the Oval. The odds at the
gtart were on the Players, of course, for so
much had previously been sald abouf the
lack of Arst-class amateurs that the unpaid
were scarcely considered to have & chance.

A BID FOR VICTORY.

Moreover, any forlorm hepe which the
amateurs oy have possessed at the start
was penerally copsidered to bave wanizhed
when the Plavers scored over four hundred
in their frst innings, and then declared.
Tale got to work for the pra's, too, and
the early amuteur wickets fell rapidly. But
then the same swong back In favour of the
Gentlemen; there was fine batting by the
later batzmen, and the Players® total was
headed,  Again the men under Jack Hobhs
bhatted, sud again the Players got to the
position when the captain thought It safe
to declare, leaving the amateurs the well
nigh  fmpossible task of ucnr]nf M0 in
14 minuted. But they did it with a few
goconds ta spare. It was the sort of sue-
cessful hid for victory which not only demon-
atruted tbe wonderful possibilities of the
game, bub npl:o stirred the hearts of the
enthusiasts.

THREE MEN THREE CENTURIES.

Poasibly there i3 uo type of oricket result
which 0 appeals to the man in the street
ng @ guick-scoring feat which enables a
side to beat the clock and the team which
has dectared Its inning: closed. The game
between the Gents and the Players was not
the only one of its type last season. FPlay-
ing Warwickshire at Birmingham, 3Sussex
declared, in the bappy position of a lead
of nearly four hundred runs. Now, 400 is a
lot to get in a fourth innings, anywayY. even
if there is plenty of time at the disposal
of the hatsinen who nre sel the task., But
s gplendidly did the Warwickshire hatsmen
“ weigh in ' that they scored the rums with
a considerable amount of time to spare.
Three men only went to the wicket, and
cach of these three men—S8mith, Parsons,
and F. %, Caltherpe—passed the century
i k.

A RECORD MATOCH.

%0 frequent were the e wonderful recoveries
from losing positions during last seasan that
one could easily fil the space available with
little more than a mere menation of them.
There was the victory which Kent gained
over Warwicksbire, for imstance, by a fine
recovery after the Hop County men had
been disposed of for 42, and lefi with a
deficit of over two hundred on the first
inniogs. Then there-was that history-making
effort by Middlesex at the cxpense of Notts,
the Londoners seoring beyoud the five-
bundred mark in the fourth innings of the
mateh, 1o win after all had scemed lost.

|

CRICKET

THE BIGGEST SURPRISE OF ALL.

Looking a little forther back, however, I
recall what was perhaps the most sensational
result in recent years. Again Warwickshire,
who seem to make a babit of being ¢on-
carned in this type of match, were active.
I refer to the match against Hampshire in
the summer of 1022, 2o far as I remember
the clircumstances; the Hampshire captain
won the toss, and put his opponents in to
score & comfortahle two hondred odd. When,
io their turn, Hampshire wera dizmissed for
a mere bagatelle of 15 all told, and had to
follow om, it did indeed seem as though
their skipper had made a mistake. Prac-
Heally speaking, Hampshire were down and
out. But the match wasz not over by any
neans. Following their frst joniogs total
ol 16, Hampshire passed the Ave-hundred
mark at their sceond knock, the total
Including & last-wicket partnership of nearly
two hnndred miade by fellows who weren't
considered as batsmen at all. In ihe end
Warwickshire wers heaten by no fewer than
165 runs, It may be that the history of
sricket can tell of other remarkable results
o these Jines, hut I have searched in vain
for a parallel story of a side dismizszed in
its first Inninga for 15 runs which eventually
won the mateh with zuch & big margin to
Epare,

A RED ROBE REVIVAL.

Just as Glouwcester v. Somerset are the
pames in which we revel in the Wesg
Country, &0 are the mesting:  between
Lancashire and Yorkshire of primary import-
ance up North., And the match between
theze two which was played in Yorkshire a
cunfule of sessons ago was more  than
ordinarily memorable. On the lest day of
the game the victory seemed to be assored
{o Yorkshire, for they were lef{ with onl¥y
57 to get and tem wicketa to fall. I
remember the newspapers of that morning
putting up headings on thess lines: " York-
shire Winning Again.” Buot on that last
duy¥ the Lancashire bowlers reaped & sur-
prising harvest. and demonetrated the
glorious wncertainly of cricket by dismissing
the last Yorkshire bataman when 24 runs
were still required for victory.

THE MAINSPRING OF HOPE.

Amf 50 we could go on. But perhaps a
thought ought to be given to why these things
happen. How is it that seeming defeat is
ofi-times turned to wvictory? Occasionally,
of course, & change in the weather enables
a satisfactory explanation to be given. But
much more [requently the cause s just
human nature. One or two players strike
amazing form, or, alternatively, a whole zide
has o bad day. But what is the use of
inquiring too closely Into the why and the
wherefore? Let ws be duly thankful that
erleket is the most glorlouely uncertain of
games, So long as we remember Lhat
uncertainty, the bottom dogs can take
CONTAge.
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