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WHAT WOULD YOU DO

if your girl chum was in possession of
a stolen banknote and refused to explain
how she came by it? That's the extra-
ordinary problem confronting George

“THE
SHADOW

- OF
SHAME!”

this week's powerful and dramatic story
of Tom Merry & €o., and Cousin Ethel
at 5t. Jim's. This story alone makes

THE

14 GEM A

a value for money pmpnsjtinn. and in ad-
dition there are the following fine features :

“THE SCARLET STREAK!”

A vivid story of romance and adventure.

A SPECIAL CRICKET
SUPPLEMENT

BY TOM MERRY & CO.

AX£10 AWEEK PICTURE-

PUZZLE COMPETITION

based upon the story of " The Scarlet
Streak " and

TUCK HAMPERS AND
HALF-CROWNS
offered for good jokes.

Spend 2d. on the “ Gem ”’
to-day. 28 full pages.
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THE SUMMER SERIES.
AGNETITES are beginning to get anxzious sbout
the Indian summer cseries of yarns I promised

them a short time back, to judge by their letters
Well; ‘take comfort, my chums, in the knowledge

Wi ! - '_ =

- that these stories are in course of preparation. I have seen

the opening yarn, and, my word, it's a “good 'un!” But
you, doubtless, are on tenterhooks to know when this special
series iz due to start, Well, Magnetites can look'forward to
After
&ll, July is not so very far ahead now, and, personally, I
think it a far hetter plan for these stories to “kick off 7 in
the warm weather—I hope I'm not too aptimistic—for they
will deal, as you already know, with Indie. And in India
they do have a bit of warmth—lucky people! I'm not sax-
mg eny more about these stories at this junecture, but I
think the foregoing will satisfy my numerous correspondents
who have been good enough to write me on the sitbject.

PILLION RIDING.

A Magnetite from Wandsworth tells me that he is in the
habit of joy-riding with his boy chum who owns & motor-
cycle. My correspondent’s mother, it appears, is very
nervous when her hﬂf iz out on these joy-riding trips, as sho
is convinced {hat pillion-riding is extremely dengerous. I
think mother 15 right. But my chum, who 15, without douht,
very fond of his mother, ignores her repeated’ appeals to
give up this dangerous pastime, and now, feeling perhaps
a little remorseful, he writes and asks me wﬁat.her he
should give up pillion-riding. I have very little to say in
answer, My correspondent says that he would do azljtﬂ}ng
for his mother—and yet in the next breath he admits dis-
regarding her wishes in a matter which, were & census ta
be taken of public opinion, would show her to be right.
The dangers on the road.to-day are manifold, and it
behoves all le o realise that. But the point I want to
drive home iz that my chum should be the first to save his
mother any anxiety, and it is his duty a3 a son to stop this
pillion-riding. After &ll, for & son who claims to be fond
of his maother, it's a small sacrifice. Think it over, my
chum, and bush the whispering of that little voice
we call **self.”

“THE SHADOW OF SHAME!'

This q-tury,#hy Martin Chfford, which appears in the
current igsue of the " Gem,” is a story in a thousand, and
I strongly wrge my ET chums to read it. Cousin Ethel
and George Figgins figure largely in it, and, having said
that, the story—showing Martin Clifford at his best—needs
little further recommendation from me., Gemites, too, are
given the chance of bagging some useful money prizes in
the simple “Scarlet Btreak ” Picture-Puzzle Competition
which is based upon the thrilling serial story now appear-
ing in our grand companion paper. Ask-yvour newsagent
for this week's issue, ahimns !

For Next Monday.

“BUNTER'S TREASURE TROVE !*

By Frank Richards.
A raitling fine story of the Chums of Gresxfriara wit
Billy Bunter, the world’s best mirth-maker, gﬂ.ﬂg in :hl,;'
limelight. Don’t miss if, boys!

“THE PHANTOM OF THE DOGGER BANK!"

Another long instalment of thiz grand detective story,
featuring Ferrers Locke and his boy assistant, Jack Drake,

THE CRICKET SUPPLEMENT.

Alse a special four-page supplement devoted to King
Cricket, in which Cecil Parkin, of Lancs snd England, and
Maurice Tate; of Bussex and England. ctntribate signed
articles, . Mind you-order this bumper issue of the Macxer

in good time, Cheeria, chums,
YVOT'R EDITOR.



TCNXDPER BUNTER'S THUMRE! That's the unenrviable position of James Walker, a prefect al Greyfrinvs. twoho suffern
Tunter’s overtures of ** friendzhip ' weith o fortitude that amaszes the wehole school |

A Magnificent New Long Complete Story of the Chums of Greyfriars, with

James Walker of the Sixth in the leading role.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Mystery !

L HARTON ™
W James  Walker, Sixth-
Former and prefect of Grey-

friars, called out the name
sharply,

It was n bright, sunny morning, and
Harry Wharton & Co. were sauntering
in the quad in the interval bebween
morning lessons and dinner.

*As he heard his name called, Harry
VWharton stopped and glanced round,
His face set rather grimly as he recog-
nised Walker.

““Hallo, halle, hallo!” murmured Pob
Cligvey., “ Walker again! Detter stop,
Harry: only mind he doesi’t box your
giddy cars again, old chap!*

Harry Wharton flushed a little. 1t
was certainly not many hours since
Walker had xad his ears—hard. And
as he had done so in public, and =as
Harry considered the act more than un-
justified, it was not at all & pleasant
rememnbrance. Harry, in fact, felt his
ear tingling vet.

But he stopped and faced Walker as
the prefect came up to him. Walker
nodded curtly to Bob Cherry and the
others: it wasz hint enough, and they
#rolled on, leaving Harry with the
SENLOT.

“Well, Walker " asked Harry curtly,

Walker's face waz a trifle pale, but it
flushed as the junior spoke. He eyed
the junior almost feverishly.

“Look here, kid,” said Walker, his
tone almost nervous. “It's about whaot
vou said to me this morning. I'm—I"1n
ﬁu};lglfll}ﬂa# my temper, Wharton!™

3]

#1 know your motive in speaking as
vou did was a good one,’” went on
Valker. “You—you thought yon were
dong me a good turn by warning me.”

“1 did,” said Harry quietly,

“1 seo it now, Wharton. Dut—well, it
't usual for a senior fo take advice
from a junior. It made me wazy. and--
and I was furious with you for defying
'lr:'nEE- 3{E§terday and going (o Popper's
slapd.™

Harry was silent. He eyed the pre-
feet steadily. He had not yet admitted
having been on Popper’s Island, but he
knew the prefect was well aware he had
baan there. And as the island was
strictly out of bounds, he also knew that
it was Walker's duty to report them.

Yeb Walker had done nothing of the
kind, nor had he shown any alifn of
going to do so. nd though Harry,
naturally enough, had no desire to be
reported, lie could not help feeling a
certain amount .of contempt for the
fellow who put duty behind him.

At frst the Famous Five had been
amazed at his neglect to roport them,
but now they knew he had good reasons
of his own for not doing so.

As a matter of fact, the Famous Five
liad scen Walker himself on the island
late the previous evening, It was no
wonder Walker did not dare to report
them for an offence that e himself had
heen guilty of cnmmittin?. If it became
known, Walker was likely to get it far
“hotter * than rom the
authorities.

Walker's attitude now proved that he
knew that only too well,

“That's not all,” went on Walker, lus
eyes glinting. “I was mad because you
followed me last night—spied on me.
Can vou expect a Eelﬁ}w to be anything
else but mad?”

“"We did not apy on you, nor did we
follow you,” said Harry. “We wore on
the island yesterday afternoon, but
we didn't follow. you last night. In the
aftecrnoon we were chased by game-
keepers. I fell, and was knocked silly,
At the same time I dropped my wallet.
We went back late last night to get it,
and we found it. You can believe me
or not, just as you like, Walker!™

Walker nodded: he did beliove.
Harry's frank gaze and gniet maonner
convinced him,

“I—TI'l accopt {ihat, Wharton,” he
sail, " Dut—but there's something else
I want to speak to you about. This
mnrmn%‘_ vou—vou mentioned & mon
named Simmons—a man wanted by the
police, You asked me if I knew he was

the juniors

By FRANK RICHARDS.

the man you saw ma speaking to on
the island last night.”
x 4] YE-E- IR

“You told me what vou suspected for
my owh sake, I know,” said Walker
thickly. " But—"

“I warned you because I knew that
Bunter suspects,” said Hnrry. “He saw
the man on the island, and he saw you
pack foodstuffs and things in a bag and
start up river with them.”

“What [

“It's true.” said Harry, eveing the
senior's startled face curigusly. “He
suspects, and vou know what a tatiler
the fat worm is, That was one reason
I warned you. Another reason was that
I could not believe it possible that vou
were aiding and hiding Simmens know-
ingly. I could not believe it possible
that you, of all people, would mid that
scoundrel.”

“Simmons is not a scoundrel!” said
Walker savagely.

“MNot a scoundrel!” echood Harry
blankly. “Then—then it isn't troe,
after all? We heard that he'd bolted

with a big sum of money—money be-
longing to your aunt which she'd placed
with his firm—a firm of solicitors in
Melford.™

“"How do you kids know that?

“Bunktar told us first, and we heanl
Mr. Quelch talking about 1t afterwards
Lthis merning, The Head and Mr.
Quelch—and  everybody  else, for that
matier—are upset about it, becavse Sim-
mons is & Greyfriars old boy. But if 1%
ian't true—-"

"It—it 1=z true.” said Walker, after a
pause, “DBut why should you fellows
think it is that man on the island,
Wharton ¥

“Because wo found him hiding there;
he looked like a chap hiding from jus-
tice; ho was unshaven and bedraggled.”
said Harry. “We also found a knife
with his initials on it—'L, 8.'" said
Harry grimly,

“You did?" breathed Walker.

“Yez. He pinched our grub, and we
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+ LONG COMPLETE SCHOOL STORIES EVERY WEEK!

chased him, We found the knife near
the picnic-basket.”

“He—he paid. for it; left money for
it.” said Walker.

“T know. Bunter collared the money,”
said Harry, smiling grimly. *“The man
alzo saved me from being collared by the
keepers—hid me in the cave where ho
was hiding., But if he robbed your aunt
and left her penniless, then he’s a rotten
scoundrel, for all that, Walker!”

“And you think he's Simmons just
because of the knife, and because he
happened to be on that island?”
breathed Walker, ]

“Yec—at least, we suspect it. So does
Bunter.”

Walker's eyes glimmered.

“Then you'rd wrong, Wharton!” he
snapped, ﬁia faco flushing ' crimson as
he spoke. “You silly little fools! As
if that 1z any proof!l Rubbish! The
man you saw is not  Simmons—I can
gssura you of that, kid™

“Then who is he?” asked Harry,

"1 ean soon tell wou that,” =said
Walker calmly, thnugh s .face was
gtill red. “His name is—is Jackson,
and he's a bookmaker. I-—I met him
there because I daren't meet him any-
where else. So vou can put that idea
out of your silly little heads right away,
Wharton [

Wharton said nothing. ITe knew the
EENIOr WESs Iying.

“He's a bookmaker down on lus
luck,” went on Walker, eycing Harry's
face narrowly., " He—he's making me
help him by threatening to give me
away for betting with bim. Now yon
understand, and you can explain to
your pals and Bunter.™ .

Wharton was still silent.

“But T don't want it to get oul, of
course," said Walker, " You kids will
chlige me by keeping your mouths
shut, It will pay wvou to do z0, too!
I've just heard that old Popper is
coming over to complain about yester-

day. He's been on the phone to the
Head this morning, Now I don't in-
tend to report you., But if it comes

Got

out 1t will be your own [anlt,
that 1*

Harry nodded., His lip eurled, and
Walker fushed az he noted it. Ha
scemed about to asmy something, and
then he turned abrupily and walked
away, clenching his fists as he went.

“Hallohallo ! grinned Bob Cherry,
as Harry caught s chums wp a
moment later. “Well, he didn't kick
up rusty again, then? We wefe ready
to pile in 1f he did ™

“No,” said Harey,
" Tisten, von chaps!”

And he told his chums what Walker
had =aid, His chums whistled,

“Well, the rotten fibber!” breathed
Frank Nugent., *That chap was no
more 8 bookie than old Gosling .is!
It's all rot! That chap waz Simmons,
or I'm a Dutchman !

frowning.

“I think so, too,” said Ilarry
quietly. “It's amazing! But we'll do
#3 he wanis and say nothing. chaps.

Aftor all, we've no proof, really; il's
only suspicions.”

“And we don't want to azk for a
Bogging 1 grinmmed Bah, :

“No, wo don't,” said Harry, smiling
grimly, “But 1t's queer—thundering
queer! Tt heats me hollow '

And the chuma of the Remove
strolled on  with puzsled faces. Tt
certainly was quear to say the least of
it. If the strampo man on the island
was not Bimmonz, then who. twras he?
And what connection had ho ith
Walker, of the Sixth? And if he was
Bimmons ? )
‘Tae Magser Lipmanyv.—No. 954,

If he was, then it was all the more
bewildering. If he was the scoundrel
who had robbed an old l*a-:'li.' of her
money, rendering her penniless, then
why was Walker aiding and shielding
him? If-the old lady had been no
relation of Walker's, then it would
have been amazing enough, certainly.
But the victim was Walker's own aunt,

It certasinly was queer, to say the
least of it.

THE SECOND CHAFTER.
Alarming for Bunter !

AMESR WALKEE strode across the
J quad with a black and moody
brow after leavin Harry
Wharton. He felt bitterly
ashammed and humiliated. Walker was
a fellow who ranked high in the school
—who could both play well and work
well when he Iikag. Thet he was a
close chum of Loder’s—the black sheep
af the Sixth—was not to his credit, nor
the unpleasant fact that he sometimes

“kicked over the traces,” and joined
Loder in hia shady ways. Yet, though
somewhat wunreliable, and one whose

standard of honour was not as high as
it might be, he was not the fellow to
shirk duty without feeling ashamed,

And he knew he had 5§irk-0d it. He
knew he ought 'to. have reported tho
juniors who had transgressed, and Le

new they knew it. Moreover, he had
lied to Wharton, and he knew Wharton
knew that he had lied.

It was no wonder he had. felt ashamed
and humiliated.

The fact that he had good reasons for
shirking it—had the juniors only known
it !—did not comfort him much, either.
Ho knew that fellows of such stecling
worth as Wingate or Gwynne would
have either done their duty at all costs
or have resipned théir posta as prefects,

He hadn't the courage or wish to do
cither.

As he strode alomg lia eye canght
sight of a fat figure just emerging
from the tuckshop under the ancient
elms, It was BI;I];,' Bunter, and at
sight of him Walker’s face darkened
gtill more, and he gritted his toetl.

He felt certain that the Famous Fivoe
would keep silent re[j::‘larcli:ng the eventa
of the night befora; he did not feel the
same certainty in regerd to Billy
Bunter by any means.

With a sudden impulse, he crossed to
meet the fat youth,

* Bunter I

Billy Bunter looked up, and becamo
suddenly apprehensive at sight of the
prefect.

“ Yeoyes, Walker [”

“You broke bounds vesterdarwy,
Buntoer,” said Walker, in & rim:]il'u;
volce, * You went to Pﬂpper’sgfaian e

"Nunno! Not—not at all, Walker,”
satd Bunter, *“I never went near the
place, Walker. If Wharton and thoze
beasts said I did—"

“That's enough!” snapped the pre-
feet, I want no lies, Bunter! I know
you went there. You know what this
means, Bunter? Sir Hilten Popper ia
coming this morning to see the Head.
He knows some Greyfriars fellows were
on the island yesterday, but he doesn't
knaw who they are. If T report you, if
meand a fHogging. Yon understand ¥

“Ow! Oh dear! Pat—but I sarv,
Walker, it waszn't me. T never went
near the island at——"

“But T'm not going to report the
matter,” went on Walker grimly, ig-
noving Bunter's protests. “I'm Foing
o EP? you kids apother chance.

[T I r

“It depends on yourself, Bunter
whether 1t comes out or nat™ aai&
Walker, *“Unless you want to ba
flogged, you'll keep that fat tr
ours shut sbout going yesterday!
nderstand, Bunter? You didn't go to
the island yesterday, and you didn'c seq
a.nl;?th.ing or anyone therei™

Oh! Oh, no, of couree not,
Walker!" pasped Bunter, staring.

“That's not all, Bunter, I've heard
that you faney you saw me take a boat
out fl‘at night and gé u cam. It
was a mistake, Bunter. 1 never went
out last night. 1f I hear you've repeated
that lie to a soul, Bunter, I'll not only
chan my mind and ort vou, _'l:llul'-
T'll give you the licking of your life!
Got that{”

“0Oh, y-e-e-es, Walker!”

“Right! You can cut!®

And with that Walker strode away,
his eyes glinting. Bunter watched him
go h]a.n!ﬁy, and then. & croafty grin
spread over the fat junior's face.

He realised only too well what it
must have cost the lofty senior to speak
to him in such terms, and how it must
have made him inwardly fume with
humiliation. He also realised something
moré—that Walker was not thinking of
him, Bunter, but of himself. He was
in mortal dread of Bunter mentionin
what he had seen the afternoon a
night before.

“M-mum-my hat!” breathed Bunter,
“I thought as much! I knew he
daren’t report us bocdnse he broke
bounds himself, of course., Bub that
ain't all, He's in a funk in case we tell
about that chap S8immons—if it was that
villaimm I

And Bunter rolled on, his evan
glimmering behind his spectacles,
Bunter had been very much puzzled
about the whole affair as had the
Famous Five. DBut he was certain of
one thing now, and that was thet
Walker was in a “blue funk ¥ lest they
told of what they knew, )

The thought made Billy i})untnr grin.
Ha had already been wondering dimly
how he could make capital out of the
strange affair. Now the unscrupulous
voung rascal fancied he saw a strange
way—a clear way. .

To liave a fellow like Walker—d
prefect and a fellow with a fair supply
of cash=under his thumb was very
pleasing to Billy Bunter.

Bunter felt  thankful—oxceedingly
thankful—that he had not yet mentioned
tha matter to anyone save the Famous
¥ive—who already knew more thau hi
did.

He almost wished he had asked
Walker to change s mythical postal.
order on the spot, and he very nearly
ran after the senlor for that purpose.
T3ut on second thoughts he decided to
leave it over for a time—businesz matters
like that could wait. In the meantime
e could be thinking out his plan of
action. .

“Hallo, hallo!
chaps!™

Bob Cherry's cheery voleo inferrupted
the fat junior's musings at that paint.
DBunter blinked up to find the Famouns
Five before him.

“We're just looking for you, Bunter,”
said Harry Wharton., “You've been
speaking to Walker 1

Bunter grinned,

Y Just a little chat,” he said, " Walkor,
atnd I understand each other, von koot
We're going to be ‘great pals.” _

Havry . Wharton looked at him haed,

“You fat ass! What do’youn medn ¥
he snappad, o

“"MNothing. Nothing at all,” grinned
Banter, “1I say, you fellows, I hope you

of

Here's Bunter now,
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don't propose to go tittle-tattling to
every Dick, Tom, and Harry about yes-
terday 1"

“h, my hat!" . .

Such a remark, coming from Billy
Bunter, was the limit. . '

“You—you fat ass! Think we're
gossiping, prying busybodies like you,
Bunter |” snorted Johnny Bull.

“(3h, really, Bull—" .

- “That's just what we want to see you
about, DBunter,” said Harry Whnrm:!.
alim'pi:.u “Look here! Ii you don't
waub & flogging, and if you don't want
to canso serious trouble for Walker,
vou'll say nothing about yesterday—
whether you sus anything or not.”

“Really, Wharton,” said Bunter
loftily. " \When I want your advice I'll
ask for it, you know. I'm not likely to
give my pal Walker away.”

“Your whatter " )

“My pal Walker,” said. Bunter.
“Matter of fact, I was going to warn
vou chaps to keep.your moutha shut
about it myself.- ¥You're such thought-
less chaps, you kmow. ‘Walker knows he
can rely.on me. - I tﬂlfl him I'd speak to
vou foellows about it.’ - -

“ You—yow fat fibber——""

“The bLest thing you fellows can do,”
said Bunter, _ahaEing his head, "1a to
forget all aboutk it I've spoken Lo
Wealker, snd he's promised he won't re-
port us. Just keep mum and you'll be
all vight. Mind that!” -

And Bunter was rolling loftily away
when Harry Wharton grasped him by o
fat ear and yanked him back.

“You fat ass!” breathed the captain of
the Remove. “'Ihis 13 not a funny
marter if yon think it is. Have you told
anyone about it yot i

“Ow! No, von beast! T tell you—"

“That's a good thing for you, Bunter,”
said Harry, with relief. “Look r&mrc.
vou fat idiet; the matter is serious.
We've no real proof that Simmons is
the fellow we met on the island, and if
vou go gassing about it, it may lead to
endless trouble.”

“ Mot for nus,” said Bunter.

“For Walker!” . I

“I know that,” said Bunter, grinning
despite his burning ear. “ It may moan
the sack, and even prison for Walker.
I've thought of that. It's jolly serious
hiding a fugitive from justice, you know,
Com-compounding & felony, ain't it?
Walker knows it, too. He's in & blue
funk lest wo split.”

“Bhut up, you fat worm!" hissed
Harry, looking sharply aboubt him.
“Don’t I tell you that we're only guess-
ing that fellow was Simmons.”

“You are, but I'm . not,” grinned
Bunter. *“Ha, he, he! I zay, isn't it
queer that Walker's backing him up
when it's Walker’'s own aunt the rotior's
robhed 7"

“0Oh, dry up ™

“Ti's jolly gueer, though grinned
Bi'l't’jr Bunter—" queer to a fellow who
can't seo through it, T mean. A fellow
like me with brains can, though.”

“ You—you can " gasped Harry,

“Yeos,” said . Bunter, lowering hia
voice and wmlcmflr‘l knowingly. " What
about that one thousand  quids—that's
the amount the old girl's lost, ain't at?
Well, .f.up:msin% Walker's made it up to
go halves with Simmons? What?"

Billy Bunter looked triurzsllantl at
the juniors. They bhink at him.

pre

Evidently Bunter.was- quite serious in-.

making that extraordinary suggestion,
It was a suggestion that certainly would
cxplain Walker's amazing conduet—if ho
was hiding Simmons. But 1t was & sug-
pestion that did not appeal to the
Famous [Mive.

They blinked at him, and while they
blinked Bunter rattled on, lowering his

voice still more,
“That's the game, wyou bet!” he
grinned. “Well, that's where we coma

in, you fellows. You chaps have only
got to promise to keep mum and leave
the rest to me. We've got Walker, in a
cleft stick. He knows it. He's in a
Llue funk in case we gas about it. Well,
think what it means having a chap like
Walker under our giddy thumbs !—a pre-

fect, and all that. Besides, he'll be roll-

ing in cash soon if he is going halves
with that rotter. Now, my idea’s this.
You fellows just keep mum and back mo
up, and we'll go fifty-fitty with all I can
squeeza out ﬂfﬂ him. Bee? What o you
fellows think about 187"

And Bunter gave a fat chuckle and

The elderly gentleman sat down vio-
lently on tha gravel, and Bunter did
likewise, Both of them gasped—and
gasped !

“0Oh, my hat!" choked Harry Whar-
ton. “Now for cyclones! It's Bir
Hilton Popper ("

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Idea !

T was. With his eyeglass :glanglil:]g
forlornly at the end of its silk cord,
and with -a face red az a bectroot,
the old haronet aant and gasped and

glared at Billy Bunter. ] :

- Billy Bunter glared back at him—he
was far too terrified to think of doing
anything else at the moment.

But as Sir Hilton made a move lo
rise, Billy. Bunter realized his danger
and -tried to scramble up.

Sir Hilton was too quick for him. Hea
held him fast.

“You—you young villain!® he hbel-

X o r 5 lowed. “You—you careless, reckless
# g young rascal! 'Ha! You are the very
L+
: Mt 41
-
" JI]'-‘J"i"”I '
vl . 2T, | r ’
7,
-~
= e—
T i l e
. _—= . —T—'I;Eﬂ__‘_s'gi-
.Iﬁ -t -E
o E
= i
-
i ._'T-__.
d I — -
Y ’
1]

In the schocl gateway Billy Bunter |
collided violently with an elderly
gentleman who was just entering.
Crash! “*Poof! Good gad!”
“Yooooop !'" roared Buntar
“0Oh, my hat!’ choked Harry
Wharton. ** Now [Ior cyclones !
It's Sir Hilion Popper ! ** (See
Chapter 2.}

waited for the Famous Five to tell him
what thoy thought of his great wheeze,

They did not keep him waiting long—
nor did they tell him in words,

They just went for the egregious
RBilly Bunter, and Bunter howled fiend.
ishly as five boots clumped home on the
rear of his podgy anatomy,

“Yarooooooh !” roared Bunter.
ow! Oh crumbs!™

He leaped madly to esecape, and then
as Bob Cherry leaped after him, he
bolted for his life, rcaring. Bob: fol-
lowed for a dozen yvards and then halted,
But Billy Bunter did not halt. Still
under the impression that Bob was at
his- heels, ho fairly flew for majntu51
and in the old gateway he collided vio-
lently with an elderly gentleman who
was just entering.

Crash !

“Pool! Good gad ™

¥ Yoooop !” roared Bunter,

(1] D“r‘_

voung jackanapes I have come to Grey-
friars about 1" :

This was not very cheering news for
Billy Bunter.

He fairly trembled in the grasp of tho
irate Sir Hilton. .

“Gad |” panted Sir Hilton. “Adding
insult to injury! ‘The - very young
rascal! My man expressly stated that

one of the young—groooh l—villains was
abnarmally fat! It 1s—gerrgh l—un-
likely there can be two such—ow-yow I—
disgustingly fat persons at Greyfriars!

“Ow!" groaned Bunter, “Ow! Oh
doar "

Wingate, who had  witnessed the -
”midinh,” came hureying up, and with
hiz aid the angry baronet staggered fo
his feet—still retaining a fierce grip on
the unfortunate Billy Bunter.

He shook Bunter until the fat junior's
eyes almost started from his head. and
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his big =pectacles fairly rattled on his
rodgy nose. | )

“ Mmoot content with trespassing on my
property,” bellowed 8ir Hilton, his
breathing a little better now ; " but you

have added -insult to imjury by assauit-

ing me. Ha! Gad! This—this is be-
yond a&ll reason! - ¥ou shall suficr
severely for this, my fine fellow!™

“Oh dearl” groated” Bunter. * Ow-
cw! Leggo, sir! -Bto-op sh-shaking
m-mum-me!  You—you'll have my
glasses off in a—yow-wow !—minute! 1T
they fall and break——"

“8ir Hilton—" i

Mr. - Quelch came hurrying up. He
gtarad at the haughty, arrogant baronet
with the faf, squirming Billy Bunter m
his grasp.

wair Hilton,” he gasped,  * what—
what ever is the matter?’" - -

“Matter 7" bellowed Sir Hilton, 1
have been grossly assaulted by this dis-
gustingly fat young villain1?

“ A-assanlted!” ©  ejaculated Mr.
Quelch.. * Impessible, Sir Hilton!™

“ Monsense ! returned Sir Hilton, m
& voice that made the Remove master
jump.
the fact, let me tell you, Quelch. had
just left my ‘car and was ~n:ml'lr;nnu:;
through the gates, when thizs—this over-
fed young jackanapes charged into me
and sent me to the ground violently.
Ha "

“Bless my zoul! Bunter—"

“Owl! Oh dear! It was an accident,
sir!" groaned Bunter. ‘‘These fellows
will tell you it was an accident, sir.”

“That's quite true, sir,” said
Cherry, stepping forward ruefully.
“Jt—it was really more my [ault thanp
Bunter's. I=I was chasing DBunter,
and he crashed into Sir Hilton Popper.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch, in great
relief. “I am exceedingly glad it was
an accident! You——" i .

* Accident!” gasped Bir Hilton, his
face red with rage. “Is that all you
have to say in the matter, Quelch? 1t
was reckless and dangerous carelessness
on the part of these young rascals.
shall insist upon Dr. Locke punishing
them saverely!” ‘

“You may safely leave the matter in
my hands to deal with, Sir Hilton,” said
Mr. Quelch, rather tartly. “The boys
certainly should ndt have been rushing
gbout 1n suech @ dan 8 mManncr.
You have come to see Mr. Locke, Bir
Hilton—"

“VYes, T have, Quelch. Doubtlesz you
are aware that I telephormed this morn-
ing to say that I wounld come to lay a
complaint against certain of your
pupils?™ :

“Ves, s=ir,” said Mr. Quelch, com-

réssing lus lips slightly. He knew Sir
Eliltﬂn%md phoned, and he had guessed
it was to lay & complaint, because Sir

Hilton's wvisits always were for that.

8ir Hilton was not very welcome at
‘Greyfriars for that very reason. DBut
he wasz a governor of the school, and
he had to be treated with due care and
consideration.

“That complaint,” snorted Sir Hilton,
glowering at the terrified Billy Bunter,
“ooneerns  thiz  young rascal among
others as vet unknown.™ .

T regret to hear -that, Sir Hilton.
What has Bunter been doing?"

“He has been trespassiig on my
property—on my island, sic!" snorted
the fussy old baronet. "My kecpers
and I myself chased the young rascals,
but thev escaped me by a trick. Jack-
son, one of my keepers. howewver,
canght o glimpze of them, ard he
stated that one of the woung villaing
was exceedingly fat and that he wore
spectacles.”
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“ 1t is not only possible, but it's.

“3less iy soull” said Mr. Queléh,
staring at Lunter.

Bunter was about the last junior he
would have suspected of danng to
trespuss upon 2ir Hilton Fopper's
property. 1t was not & safe thing tb
do at any time. - :
o lt—it  awi't  troe, sir!™  gasped
Bunter feebly. “I1 haven't becw ncar
the island, sir—I wouldn't! I—1 respect
Sir Hulton too much to trespass on lus

property, siel” . .
"Huh!". grunted Sir Hilton. He
glowered at Bunter. “Buch talk will

uot go down with me, you young rascall
My man says the boy he saw was ab-
normally faf, and wore  spectacles.
There 18 no other boy at Greyiriars so
disgustingly fet—at least, 1 hope not,

by gad!™

"D  dear!  Oh, y-e-es, sir!” stam-
mered Bunter. “Therc's my brother
Sammy. And Johnny Bull is fat—per-

haps it was him your man saw, sic?”
added Bunter hopefully.

Johnny Bull soorted, and there Was
a chuckle. Mr. Quelch suppressed it
with a look.

“Nousense, DBunter!” he snapped.
“The description certainly does Lt this
boy, Sir Hilton,” he went on grimly.
“ However, if yon wish to see Dr. Locke
in regard to the matter, he will doubt-
less. call upon Bunter to explain his
moveéments yvesterday afternoon.
Bunter!" _

“Yessir ! groaned Bunter dismally.

“You will go indoors and remain
there in case Dr. Locke sends for you,"”
said the Remove master. * Perhaps you
will be good énough to accompany me,
Sir Hilton."

Grunt !

Mr. Quelch started for the School
House, and Sir Hilton strode after him,
glaring round at the crowd, many of
whom were grinning. There was little
respect for the crusty, irritable old
gentleman at Greyfriars, )

Bunter blinked after them dismally.

“0Oh criimbs!” he groaned. "I =ay,
you fellows, I'm done for unless you
chaps back me up!" '

“Eh? How the thump can we back
you up, Bunter?" ssid Harry Wharton
?rimlj. “We're in the soup ourselves,

can see that."

“It was all your faults!” groaned
Bunter, almost tearfully. *“If you chaps
hadn't insisted upon me accompanying
ou yesterday this wouldn't have
appenecd. ™

“{h. my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“ Bleszed if I knew we insisted upon you
coming, old fat man!”

“OF conrse you did. TLook here,
vou've got to do something. I shall

ave to prove a—an arabi.”

“ A—a whatter "

“An arabi!” groaned Bunter. “Prove
I was somewhere olse at the time, you
know. I tell you what—you tell ‘the
Head I was with you chaps at Court-
field all the afternoon, Wharton. That's
it,”" said- Bunter, brightening up. “I'll
tell the Head that, and you chaps back
ma up. "’

“¥au fat ass! Think weo're going to
tell fibs " enorted Johnny Bull, 1
supnpose you mean an alibi, you fat
ass !

“Well, if it all comes out it'll he your
awn fanlts,” eaid Bunter, glaring round
him. “I'm not going to be the only
one to saffer, I can tell von! You chaps
are in it ns well as me.” i

"Well, if we're in it we're in it,” said
Harry Wharton. **But we're not telling
any fiba, sither te save vou or ourselves,

Burter. Understand that!™
[E] nﬂ-ﬂ!tﬂ [ 5F
“You'd hetter get indoors!™ said

Harry grimly.,. “No good risking

dizmal face of the

making e Head or Quelchy waxy by
keepiug “‘em wWaiting, Bunter.”

“Un dear! 1 spy, you fellows, don's
be beasts, you know. 'ﬂﬁ'hnt’s‘ the good
of getung a Hogging when you'can get
out of 1t so edslyt You m{;ht- back a

feilow up.” . .
“Not by telling fibsl” said Harry
Natly.

“{h dear:  -Beasts!"
Bunter rolied dismally towards the

School Housé. He was undoubtedly
“for it,” wunless he could prove an
alibi. And he mentally vowed that the

Famous Five shquld also be “for it.”
He saw no reason:why they should get
off scott freo while he suffered.

And Harry  Wharton & Co. watched
him go Wiﬁl glum faces and dismal
thoughts. They were feeling just as
unhappy as Bunter. They knew only
too well that Billy Bunter would drag
them into ‘it either by accident or
design.

But Bunter wasn't “bowled out  yet.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Walier Agrees !
i -MUM-MY hat!” .

M Billy Bunter Il:;auaﬂd, his

eyes gleaming behind his
large, round spectacles,

It was just as Bunter was about to
enter his own study that the idea
occurred to him, It was not a praise-
worthy idea by any means—Bunter's
ravely weré,  Dut it was a brain-wave,
and it brought a gleam of hope to the

at junior.
Wharton & Co. had refused pqint-

- blank to save him. They had chosen the

risk of a flogging rvather than tell a
“fib * to save him and themselves. But
there was someone else who wouldn't,
and that someone was James Walker of
the Bixth. - ;

Walker would never dare to reluse,
and he was not likely to have any
scruples about telling the truth. Hadn't
he tokl both the Famous Five and am-
self- awful fibs only that morning ?

Bunter almost grinned at the thought.

Certainly it was a risky proceeding to
tackle a senior and a prefect for such'a
purpose. But Bunter had already made,
up his mind to tackle Walker in more
risky ways. :

Walker would never dare to refuse.
Walker was in a cleft stick. For his own
sake he would. willingly agree to back
him up. And Walker was a prefect; his
word would be arcepted without question
—by Mr. Quelch and the Head, at all
events. - And they were the only two
that mattered. | Blow Sir Hilten Popper !

That was how Bunter looked at it.

He rolled along to the S8ixth Form pas-
sage quite cheerfully, and knocked at
Walker's door. Walker was in, and he

ted Bunter with a black look as the
at youth relled in. Loder also was in
the study, and he promptly pointed to the
deor as he sighted Bunter.

* Qutside I he snapped. * Qutside, you
little sweop !

“0Oh, really, Loder!” said Bunter,
blinking at Walker. “I've come along
to see Walker. It—it's on private busi-
nmess, and Walker knows what it is.%

Having said that, Billy Bunter rather
held his breath, and prepared to leap for
the door. if . neceseary. It was the first
test for Walker,.and ho would soon know:
if Walker would * tooe the line ¥ or nok.

Walker did.

As or made an aengry stride to-
wards the fat junior, Walker stepped {or-
ward, his faco a trifla Aushed.
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“Hold on, Loder!” he stammered. “It
—it"s all right; I do want to see the kid,
Leave him with me for a bit, old chap.”

Loder stared at his chum.

“¥You've gob business with that little

sweep—a fag out of the Rempve!” he
gasped. ' Great pip! I was just goi
to boot him out for ‘his confound
cheek.”
- “Well, don't!” said Walker curtly.
< It's nothing roally, old - chap—nothing
that really matters, But—but I'd rather
see him alone, if you don't mind."

“Good gad!” _

Leader stared at Walker, and he stared
at Bunter. - Then he grinned. \

“Great Scott! Is Bunter making a
hook, or what?” he remarked, with
heavy sarcasm.

“Eike:* bit his lip havd.

“Don’t be a fool 1" he snapped angrily.
" Dash it all, what business :ispil.; of _:."Ea\:mris.
Loder? Cloar out, and let the kid say
what he's come to say.”

“Good gad! Certainly, old chap. If
you prefer his charming society to mine,
I'm sure I dou't mind,”

With that Loder strolled out, grinning.
The tEmng%aL that Walker of the Sixth
had “business ” with Billy Bunter

seemed to entertain him highly,
Walker closed the door after him, and
l‘vg‘lw:lw?ﬂlgly Bunter savapaly.
“well?™ he snapped, W is i
By ppe What is if,
Bunter's heart failed him a little, but
he stood his ground.
- “It—it's like this, Walker,” he said
dismally, “I'm for it over yesterday,”
" What—what do you mean, Bunter?”
‘I was seen on the istand vesterday,”
groaned Bunter, *0ld Popper's hers
now, and he says one of the keepers
;i:DE_EEd ma, IEE swears I was the chap.
—it means a flogging for me, Walker,”
Walker drew qu. hisgh:entlh . o

i Y ngi,” ho said, his lip curling,
‘what's that got to do with me? VWhat
have you come to me for, you checky
little sweop 7

“Well, I shall be flogged or licked, at
least,” said Bunter, his eyes glinting. “I
thought you might help & chap, Walker.
You could casily say f was fagging for
¥ou yestorday, or that vou sent me some-
where—prove an—an alibi, vou know.”

Walker blinked at him as if he could
scarcely bhelieve his ears,

“You—you impudent litlle rat?” he
gasped at last,

“0Oh, really, Walker!” said Bunter,
“You've no need to talk like that. I'm
really doing you a good turn by giving
vou the chance to save me from a lick-
img. If I'm taken before the Head, I
ntight easily leb something out that-
Here, leggo! Oh erumbs! Yarrooogh!”

Bunter's remarks ended in a yell as
Walker, his faco Aushed with suddon
fury, grasped him and shook him
savagely, To be talked to like that by
n Removite—and a fellow like Bunter—-
was too much for the prefect. .

“You—you checky, impudent little
worm ! ho hissed.  “I'll sce if rou'll
threaten me, by gad!” -

whake, shake, shake, shake!

“*Wow-vow! Oh crumbs!
tell— Yow! Htoppit!
me,  you  beast]  Yoooop!
roared Bunter.

In the prefect's powerful grasp Bunter
shook like a preat fat jelly.  But his
yells were far from being shaky.

“Yow! Stoppit, I tell you! Lemme
go, wWalker! Holp! All vight,” roarved
Dunter furiously, “I'll tell everybody!

I sav, T'N
HBtop slkaking
Helpt™

Yow! T'll tell everybody about Sim-
mons, and about you hiding  Lim!
Yoooop! Here's Loder agame. 'l tell

lim. Yow-wow!"
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MAGNET” PORTRAIT GALLERY.

INo. 34.—Richard Russell (of the Remove).

Regarded once upon a time as a coward by pracically all his form fellows,

but now able to hold his own against all comers.

A real good sort and a

consistent supporter of the Remove skipper, Wharton. Thanks to the
¢oaching of a professional hoxing trainer, Russell fairly ** found his feet,*
and on one occasion—in the enforced absence of Bob Cherry—he repre-
sented the junior section of Greyiriars in the Public Schools Competition
at Aldershet, where he won honour for his school. A very staunch friend,
as is shown by the fact that he once sent the whole school to Coventry
rather than desert Donald Ogilvy, when the Scof was In heavy disgrace.
A good sportsman, a good scholar, and a member of the Amateur Dramatic

Society.

Walker stopped shaking the fat jumior
abruptly. he door had opencd and
Loder's grinning face looked in. Bunter
sat down as he was released, with a
thump and another howl.

“Hallo! That how you freat your
business  acguaintances, Walker, old
ehap ¥ he inguired.

Walketr's face flushed red.  DBui he
looked far more alarmed than angry
now. Quite suddenly he had realised
what Bunter’s threats meant, and the
danger he was running.

“aet out!” he hissed, glaring at his
ehum, “Can’t you clear, and mind your
awn dasled business, Loder? Get out!™

e jumped forward and kicked the
deor shut almost in Loder's face. Then
he turned to Bunter, whe had not dared
te get up. .

“Liet up, Bunter ! he breathed, striv-
ing to control his rage. “Stop that row,
for goodness’ sake, you fat ass! look
here, Tell me again what you were say-
ing just—just now. You say that Bir
Elilton DPopper knows you were on the
island vesterday, and that he's with the
Head now ¥

Bunter groancd and got to his feet.
But as he noted Walker's face he forgot
his aches and ho chuckled inwardly, . Tf
::ll_u]' fellow's [nce showed fear Walker's
chid.

Y It—ics bene, Walker ! he gasped, his
eyes meaming, YOkl Popper's keeper

“‘ Digs ** in Study No, 3 in the Remove,

spotted 'me and described me. Unless I
can prove I was somewhore else, I'm in
the soup.” -

“And if you are in the soup,” said
Walker thickly, ¥ you mean to drag other
people into it, too. Is that what you
mean, Bunter 7"

" Not at all,” said Bunter. “DBut you
—you know what the Head 15, Walker.
He—he worms everything out of a chap.
I might casily let something out and get
—get Wharton and those chaps into
trouble. And—I mght mention you,
by accident. you know. That is, unlesa
I could prove I wasn't there.”

“T sec,” said Walker; and he did see.
The covert threat in Bunter's words was
only too ¢lear. “ Apd—and you want me
to swear you were with me?”

“Yes: that's it, Walker I” said Bunter
cagerlv. “You'd boe safe, and we'd all
be safe then. Beei?”

Walker nodded.

“But I was on the cricket field most
of the afternoon,” he said, trying to
speak corelessly. "1 expect we can
work it, Bunter, I wouldn't like to seo
vou licked just for that,”

“0Oh, no,” sald Bunter with a smirk.
“T'm sure you wouldno't, Walker, old
chap ™

Walker bit lus lip. but he decided to
ignore the “old chap.”
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“ YVou'd better say I sent you to Court-
field, Bunter,” he said. *1l sent you fo
fetch my new cricket blazer from Jones',
the outfitters, If the worst comes to the
worst and the Head makes inquiries
can easily square the chap there to pinjr
up. I happen to know him well. Under-
stand "

Bunter grinned. . ] ;

“Yes, old chap. Then it's all right if
I tell the Head that?”

"Yes, yez!”

; "Ynu'l{ reelly back me up,
fellow 1 ]

Walker almost lost contrel of himself
again at the familiar “uldlt'ellnw,“ but
—luckily for Bunter—he did not quite.

“Yes, I'll back you up, Bunter,” he
gaid. “ Now clear out! And—and mind
—no more of this sort of thing, Bunter!
I can stand o bit, but—don't go too far.”

Bumter nodded to show he did under-
stand. Unfortunately, the fat youth
never did know when he was going “too
far.” He was feeling more confident
now, and fairly sure of his ground.

“(ertainly, Walker, old [ellow,” be
gaid. “I guite understand. There—
there happens to be another little matter
1 came about, though, old chap.”

“Well ™

“] happen to be rather hard-up,”
said Bunter, eyeing his victim narrowly.
“Y was oxpecting a postal-order this
morning, but it hasn't turned up. It's
made it rather awkward for me finan-
cially. An awful nuisance, you know!
I was wondering if you could cash 1t
for me—in advance, you know."”

“Why, you—you o

“It's only for five bob,” cxplained
Bunter carelessly. “I'll hand it you the
moment it comes in the morning, old
fellow. Mind you, it's only a little loan,
and I shall insist upon repaying it—
when the postal-order arrives."

Walker's eves were glinting now.

“You—you little rotter!™ he hissed.
“You—you blackmailing little cad!”

“(Oh, really, Walker!” sard Bunter
indignantly. "That's a rotten thing to
call a chap. If you call me that again
I ehall go to Wingate and make a strong
protest.”

“(et out !’ breathed Walker, controll-
ing himself with a mighty effort. " Get
ouf, vou little sweep, before I hoof you
'l:.'ll.lt |..|Jl

“Oh, all right!™ grunted Bunter.
“MNow I come to think of 1t, I ought to
sea Wingate in any case. The fact is,
IFm worried about that chap on the
island, Walker. If he 15 that chap
Bimmons, then 1t's a chap's plain duty
to report that he's there. One owes it as
& good citlzen to awd justice, you know !

"You—you think so, Bunter

“Certainly! Some fellows,"” said
Bunter loftily, “don’t know what their
duty is. They don't even realise that
they're rsking imprisonment by aiding
and sbetting & fugitive from justico,
hope I know what my duty is, though.
I think I'll ask Wingate's advice sbout
it. He'll know what to do, won't he,
Walker? Well, T'll be off. I want to
catch him before dinner, old chap.”

And Bunter was rolling to the doot
when Walker spoke.

“Btop!” he said hoarsely. “Hold on,
Bunter !

“Certainly, old chap.”

Walker took a handiul of change from
his pocket. His lLand was shaking with
fury. But he picked out two hali-
crowns and handed them to Bunter.

“MNow get out ! he breathed,

“Thanks, Walker, old chap,” szaid
Bunter, placing the coins in his pocket
with & fat smirk. “Mind, this iz only
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I ment without question.

a loan., I shall insist upon repaying the
loan in the morning—it my postal-order
comes. Yow won't forget the other
matter, will yout"

“MNo. I won't forget, Bunter.”

“ Good man!” said Bunter cheerily.

And he rolled out, giving Walker a
cheery nod as he did so. In the passage
outside he met Wingate.

“Hallo! Here you are, Bunter,” he
grunted. “Come along—Head's study
at once!"

“ Certainly, Wingate!” .

Bunter rolled after Wingate quite
coolly. In the corridor outside the
Head’s door five juniors were hangmng
about. They were the Famous Five,
and they eyed Bunter glumly. Bunter
ave them a cheery nod, and passed
into the Head's study af'i.er_ Wingate,
He left the Famous Five staring. DBun-
ter didn't at all look like a fellow who
was “for it,” and they were amazed,

Inside the Head's study, however,
Billy Bunter, although outwardly calm,
did not feel at all calm. With the Head
was Mr. Quelch and 8ir Hilton Popper,
and all eyes turned wpon him as he
rolled in.

“Runter,” said Dr. Locke severely. "1
wish you to tell me where you were yes-
terday afternocon between the hours of
two and five?”

“Qh, yes, sir,” zaid Bunter.
in Courtfield, sir.”

“You—you were in Courtfield,
Bunteri”

“Yes, gir. Walker sent me to Jones'
for his new cricket blazer.”

“Bless my soul! Then you did not
go up the river, Bunteri”

“Oh, no, sirl” o

“Huh! Can you prove that, boy!
snorted Sir Hilton.

“The matter can very easily be
proved, Bir Hilton,” said the Head a
trifle stifily. “ Wingate, will you kindly
ask Walker to come here for & moment

“Yes, pir.”

Wingate quitted the room, and when
he returned a few moments later Walker
of the Sixth was with him. Walker's
face was a trifle pale, but he was quite
cool and collected.

“You sent for me, gir?”’

“Yes, Walker. I merely wizh you to
substantiate a statement made by Bun-
ter. He states that you sent him into
Courtfield .yesterday afterncon, Walker.”

“TThat’s s, sir. I sent him to Jones'
for my cricket blazer, as they had not
sent 1t as promised. The shop was
closed, though, and Bunter came back
without it,” said Walker calmly.

The Head smiled and turned to Sir
Hilton, who looked none too pleased.

“It is cbvious that your man was mis-
taken, Sir Hilton,” he said, his volco
showing hiz relief. “ Walker is a prefect,
and you can, of course, accept his state-
1 The boy was
undoubtedly not Bunter, I will make
inquiries, and should I discover the
guilty boys I can assure you that they
will receive severe punishment.” L

“Huh!” Sir Hilton grunted, but in
face of Walker's statement he could
scarcely do anything else,

“Thank you, Walker; that is all,”
went on the Head. “Bunter, you may
go,” he added quite kindly to that fat
junior.

And Bunter went, prum?ﬂy enough.
He was grinning when he met the
questioning faces of Harry Wharton &
Co. in the passage.

“Well 2 hreathed Harry VWharton.

Bunter chuckled.

“All gevene, you fellows™ Le eaid

Fi3

cheerily. “'I've saved you |

“1 was

“"Then — then you didn't give us
away 1" gas Bob Cherry.

“Eh? Why should I give you chaps
away 7' inguired Bunter. " Cerlain
net! I hoepe I'm not the fellow te do a
thing like that. I just explained that I
never went near tfm 1slend yesterday,
and the Head accepted my statement
without further question. 1t's rather
lucky for you chaps that the Head has a
high opinion of my truthfulness, isa't
it 1

And Bunter rolled away cheerfully.
The Fimous Five stared after him,
¢ M A——pg lligh opinion of his truthful-
1113?51,” mumbled Bob Cherry. *“0h, my
wat 1

That was all he could say at the
moment. And Harry Wharton & Co.
went in to dinner feeling quite over-
come. Certainly they were greatly re-
lieved that Bunter had “saved " them.
But they sumply couldn't understand it,-
for all that.

ey Tl

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Walker Hits Qui!

AMES WALKER sat in an arm-
J chair in his study, with a black
Walker's fag

had just gone, after laying the tes,
and Walker was expecting & visitor,

Gerald Loder was the visitor, and
Walker was wishing he wasn’t. Walker
was in no mood for visitors just then.
But he had asked Loder two days ago,
and he couldn't back out now.

It was of Loder Walker was thinking
now. He knew that Loder suspected
that Eﬂfllﬂthiﬂ$ was wrong, and he knew
his fellow-prefect would try to worm
something out of him during tea.
Walker had not been himself for two
days, and other fellows had noted that—
a fact Walker was well aware of.

~ Though Walker and ILoder were
chums, there was little real friendship
between them. Loder was much too apt
te go too far for Walker's hking, and
Lﬂf{:r wasn't the fellow to make real
friends. er's sneers and sarcastio
tongue were not likely to make ki
popular with anyone. WWalker would
certainly have boen a better fellow with-
out Loder’s * friendship.”

There was a tap at the door, and Loder
came in, He nodded smilingly to
Walker,

“Checrio ! he said. “In good time,
then! I'm not interfering with any
other business interviews, I hope, old
l.'.‘:]:l.ﬂp."

Walker gave him a savage look. Hae
knew Loder was referring to his inter-
view with Bunter at noon, and he knew
Loder was curious about i1t. i

“Ob, dry up, Loder!” he said, “I'm
fed-up with your rotten sneers and hints,
Give it o rest!” .

““All serene,” grinned Loder, dropping
into a chair and lighting a cigarette,
“Only it's rather funny, you know—
especially in view of that Popper affair.”

“What do you mean?” snapped
Walker, )

“0Oh, nothing, my dear man!"” =aid
Loder, sending a ring of smoke ceilling-
wards “Only 1 heard how gallantly
you stepped into the breach to save your
dear pal Bunter from o licking.”

Walker's face went red. '

“I wasn't going to—to see the kid

and moody brow.

licked for _11::|ti'|'ir.t[',‘,{,l Loder!”" he
muttered. * It—it was the only thing a
fellow could do, you silly fool! 'The

Head sent for me, and I just stated that
I had sent Bunter to Courtfield.
Nothing in that !
“MNothing at all,” yawned Loder
“Only I happened to be in a dashed punt
up-river myseld yesterday afternoon, and
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He was going up-stream

I saw Bunter,
with some more Remove fags.’

“Oh ! gasped Walker.

© And f saw them coming back,”
smiled Loder. “ Bunter was with them,
The Head would be rather interested if
he knew that—what 1"

Walker said nothing.

“My dear man, what i3 the game?"”
asked Loder, afeinf him very curiously.
“ Are you pobiy? thought at first you
were cut up about your giddy old aunt's
loss. But it's something else, I fanop.”

“Hang you! Shui up, Lm‘igri Mind
your own confounded affairs, can't
you!" scowled Walker,

“Your manners are deteriorating
old chap. Only my little fun, old
bean ! yvawned Loder, “Gad! You're

like & bear with & sore head, these
days "

“Let's have tea!” said Walker
abruptly.

The two drew up to the table, and at
that moment Billy Bunter relled in. He
smiled cheerily at Walker. That exas-
perated senior glowered at him, Bunter
still smoiled.

“Tea ready, Jimmy ¥ he asked, "1
say, I think I'll stay to tea, if you don't
mind. :

“Good gad!” ejaculated Loder.

Ha was transfixed with astomishment.
For a Lower School boy—and a little
“sweep ' like Bunter—to address a pre-
fect as “Jimmy,” and make such an
announcement was the limit.

Walker's eyes glittered with rage. He
plready had fully realised that Billy
Bunter intended to make the most of his
knowledge, but he had never dreamed

he would go so far as this.
“Get out!”™ he hissed. “You im-
pident little serubby beast! Get out,

before I kick youn out !

He pointed at the door. Bunter
closed it—staying inside himself. He
smtled genially at the two nstounded
seniors, He felt rlectly safe, and
gquite confidont. alker had already
toed the line,” and he had also placed
himself in a far worse position by back-
ing him up over the Popper affair. I it
camo out that he had been to the island,
after all, and not to Courtfield, then
Bunter knew he was for a protty stiff
licking. DBut ho also knew that Walker
would be booked for something worse to
him than a licking. Walker was & pre-
fect, and he had Hagrantly ignored his
duty, and he had also lied to the Head.

If all came out, it would be a very
sericus matter indeed for Walker in
more ways than one. Bunter knew that,
and he felt guite, quite safo in going to
any lengths. Bunter felt he was going
to enjoy  himself, It was always
Bunter's little failing that he never knew
when he was overdoing a thing.

It waz not only the fact that he had
a lordly 8ixth-I'ormer under his fat
thumb that plensed Bunter, nor the
gatisfactory reflection that in Walker he
had a horn of plenty—somoones to keep
him supplied with nnlimited tuck-money.
But Walker had kicked Bunter many
timos and oft, and he had also lined and
caned him many times and oft, And
Bunter had & certain amount of spite
and vengefulness in his complicated
make-up. He was resolved to make
James Walker pay for those kickings
and lickings and linings 1n more ways
than one.

“Oh, really, Walker, old fcllow, that's
rather  thick " he snid indi%:nnptl:,'
“After mv backing vou up Tike I've
done, vou know. Many a fellow would
refuse to remain friends with a fellow
like yvou, under the circumstances.”

i YEIH_FI}U"-—”

“Of course,” went on Dunter, “if you

really wish me to go, I'll lgo Walker.
I've no doubt Wingate will be glad to
sea me, 1 think I'll trot along there
now, you know."

And Bunter started for the door, fully
expecting Walker to call him back. But
before Walker could open his mouth to
speak, Loder took a hand in the game.

Bunter certainly had Walker under
his thumb, but -he hadn't Loder—a little
fact Bunter had overlooked.

He discovered it now, -

As Bunter turned for-the door Loder
fumped up from the tsble, and with one
ong stride he reached Billy Bunter.
Then he took Bunter's fat ear between
a fingor and thumb and twisted it ha.yd.

“¥oooooop " squealed Bunter, in dire
anguish.

But Loder hadn't Hnished. Next he
lifted his boot and kicked Bunter, not
once, but many times.

Kick, kick, kick, kick!

They were hefty kicks, and Bunter's
vells rang out far and ‘wide.

“Take that, and that, and that!”
gasped Loder. “I'll teach you to talk
to prefects like that, you scrubby little
heast! If Walker won't deal with you,
I will!”

“Yarrooooop ! howled Buntor. "Ow!
Oh crikey! Yoop! Stop it! Walker,
stop lim ! Yarrocop! Yow! Oh, help!
Stop him, Walker! II you don't, T'li
tell—yoop—oeverything ! I'll fell him
about— Yoop!"

It waa fortunate Loder kicked Bunter
again just in that second, or Bunter
would doubtless have let something out
in his frantic rage and pain.

Walker realised it only too well, and
he leaped up and grasped Loder
savagely. 3

“Let him go, Loder!” he snapped
furiously, “Dash it all, leave the kid
alone I

“Wha-a-at!"

In sheer astonishment, Leder stopped
kicking Bunter, though he did not
rolease him. Heo blinked at Walker.

“Let him alone!” he ropeated. “You
mean to say you're going to stand talk
like that from this little sweep, Walker?
You must be mad—potty, you silly fool!
I'm going to teach—

“Let him go!™ snapped Walker, hiz
oyes glinting dangerously, “I'm about
fed-up with vour dashed interfercnce!™

"Good gad!™ said Loder.

“Yes: make him lemme go, Walker!”
wailled Bunter. “ Make the beast lemme

a! Go for him, and kick him out!

on't stand this rotier buttin® in——r
Yarrooooh !

Bunter's voice ended 1n a wild yelp as
Loder kicked him again, Such remarks
from DBunter were too much for Loder.
But as he raized his boot to kick again,
Walker grabbed his arm savagely.

" Loder,” ha hissed, “1 don’t want to

uarrel with von, but if yvou don't leave
this—tlus kid alone, I shall chip in and

stop you!™
“You—you'll what®"
In sheer surprise, Loder released

Bunter, and Walker grasped the fat
vouth and pointed to the door, his eyes
UCning.
“Cet out!” he snapped, “Get ont
while vou're safe, yvou little feol I™
Had Punter been wiser, he wounld
have got out guickly then. DBut Dunter
neser did the wize thing, Walker was

« ‘well known to be more than a match
- for Loder, and Bunter was banking on

this now. He had had a severe kicling
from Loder, and * he was determined
Lader should pay for it—at Walker's
hande.

“0h, really, Walker,” he gasped, hiz
eves gleaming vengefully, “I've come

-made a leap, and, graspin

g

to tea, you know! I'm not going.
Make that beast Loder go!™ '

" Get out!™

“Sha'n't!" said Bunter. “Loder, you
beast—— Here— Yarroop!”

It was really too much for Gerald
Laoder, prefect and SBixth-Former. Hae
Bunter by
the collar, fairly lifted him bodily acrosa
a chair. Then he snatched Walker's ash-
plant from the bookshelves.

Buntor yelled, knowing what was
coming next, but what really happened
next was never clear to Bunter. Ha
suddenly felt himself released and rolled
over with a bump on to the floor.
When he blinked up, he found Loder
and Walklker at grips, fighting furiously,

Bunter almost fainted at the sight.
Two prefects fighting was something
quite new—and rather terrifving., DBut
his eyes wero not deceiving him; it wos
only too true.

Apparently Loder's action had been
too much for Walker, just as Bunter's
remarks had proved too much for
Loder. As & matter of fact, Walker
himselfi scarcely knew how it had
started. Dut it had started, and now
Walker started to venmt hiz fury on
Loder.

Ho

Loder returned the compliment.
had -not struck the first blow, and he
was raging. In the ordinary way he
would have hesitated quite a long while
before tackling Walker—Loder was no
great fighling man—but he had no
choiee in the matter now. Walker's fist
had struck him somewhere—he scarcely
knew where—and he had struck back in
a fury.

There was no drawing back now,

Tramp, tramp, tramp!

Across the study and back again the
two seniors tramped, fighting furiously,
their temsaers entirely out of hand now.
But it did not last long. Loder wasz a
slacker and wastor, and he had neither
I;ha pluck nor the power to keep going
ong. ;

A sudden drive under the chin sent
him staggering back, and a second in
the same spot finished him. He went
crashing down on his back on the
carpet, and he lay there, gasping and
panting.

At that moment the door flew open,
and Wingate, with several other f&c'l.}:::nws
behind him, appeared. They stared at
the sight in utter amazement.

do astonished were they that neithor
of them, apparently, saw Billy Bunter
as that fat youth slipped past them and
departed.

For onece Billy Bunter was wise in
his generation,

He had® determined in his fat mind
to have fea with James Walker. Tt
had seemed a splendid idea to Buntee
in more ways than one. To have been
abla to bhoast to his fellow-Removites
that he had had tea with his pal,
Walker of the Sixth, was samething ho
had locked forward to with gleeful
anticipation.

But now he decided to drop tha ides.
Heo had a fairly clear idea that hoe wonld
be much =afer away from Walker'a
study just then. Wingate was such a
keen chap, and he might ask awkward
questions. Pesides, he had a rather
vague idea that James Walker might
not “stand ” tea with him after what
had happened.

S0, postponing the troat of tea with
Walker until a more favourable oppor-
tunity, Billy Bunter departed. He had
done quite enough mischiel for one day.

Walker saw him go, and ho drew a
deep, deep breath ::.F relief.

“What in thunder does thizs mean,

THE Macrer Laerirv.—INo. 954,
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Walker? demanded Wingate, aghast.
“Great Scotd! Loder—" :

Loder staggered to his fect, his face
fiendizh. l-ﬁ did_not look at Wingate
or the others. He fixed his glittering
eves on Walker, and the look on his
bruised face was not good to see.

. Al ri‘g:hl;. Walker!® he breathed
huskily.. *I—I sha'n’t forget this! I'll
pay you out, you hound!”

And with that threat Loder strode
out, mopping & cut lip, and with a
face full of bitter malice.

“What does this mean, Walker?" re-
peated Wingate sharply.
et out, the lot of youl"” was
Walker's “savage reply. “Mind  your
own" dashed affairs] Clear out of my
study 1" ;

“But, dash it all—" Wingate was
beginning,” when he closed his lips and
turned abruptly. =

Already “several juniors had arrived
in tha passage outside, and Wingate
realised it +would not do for: such &
matter to become publie. )

He nodded to the others and lelf the
study, shrugging his shoulders. Walker
kicked the door shut after them, and
flung himself into the armchair, his face
dark. His reflections were not pleasaut
ones, That he had quarrelled serigusly
with his “pal * Loder did not trouble
him & scrap—indeed, he felt relieved
rather than otherwise, Loder was, if
anything, more dangerous as & friend
than an enemy,

It was of Billy Bunter Walker was
thinking, and he gritted his teath at
thought of the fatuous Owl of the
Remove. Sconer or later he knew
Bunter would let the cat out of the
bag, either by accident or design.

He must prevent that at all costs— -

for a time, at all events.. Bunter
fancied hoe was going to keep Walker
under his thumb for quite a long time.
Walker knew that he wasn't.. For him-
self—had Bunter only known 1t—Walker
cared little. For bresking bounds he
wight lose his prefecture: he did not
think it would be worse than that, It
was not a pleasant possibility, but
Walker would have faced that rathor
than romain under Bunter's fat ithumb,
No: Walker was not thinking of him-
solf, but of the fugitive on Popper's
Island. At all costs it was vitally neces.
sary that his presence there should not
become known, and he was determined
to prevent that happening whatever
‘happened to himself. * It was only for
u time, after all, and when it was no
longer necessary, Walker promised him-
self the satisfaction of dealing with
- Billy ‘Bunter. This thought was some
comfort, at all events, to Walker.

[ —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Night Bird !

f'l A HAT night in the Remove dormi-
. tory, Harry Wharton woke up
suddenly, dimly aware that
someone  or something had
awakened him violently.

He blinked up sleepily, and was sur-
prised to find a fat face, with strangely

!immcring, round eyes staring down at
im.

For a' moment he felt that he was in
ile grip of a horrid mightmare, and
ihat the face above him was a gro-
tesque apparition. Then a voice smote
his ear; it was a fat voice with
& quavering note 1n 1t

“Wake up, Wharton—wake vp! Oh

It was

dear, it—it's burglars. I think!"”
- Wharton understood then.
Tae Magxer Lisnany.—No. 84,

not a nightmare at all, and the face
was the Fﬂt face and glimmering spec-
tacles of Billy Bunter,

Bunter was shaking him violently,
and Wharton grunted drowsily and zat

up . i
“Chuek it, Bunter!

What's the

matter, vou fat assi”
“*Burglaral® :
“Rubbish! TYou've beeon dreaming,

you fat idiot! Get off to sleep again.”

. And Harry was about to turn over to
g0 to slecp agdin when Bunter grasped
his arm and shook him. .

“It’'s a fact, Wharton,” he whispered
frantically. "I saw -him. ~He's just
gone pask the -door now.  Get up i

The urgent note brought Harry, Whar-
ton into wakefulness this time;, and he
sat up agdin and’ stared through the
gloom at Bunter. -

“¥ou fat nsa! I tell you you've been
dreaming.” -

“Y -haven’t!” breathed Bunter, "I
couldn't sleep, Wharton,” I woke up
fearfully hungry, and I remembered
T'd left some toffee in the study that
I meant to bring u{p to scoff in bed.
I—I couldn't sleep for thinking about
it. o I thought I'd go downstairs for
it, But—oh, dear!—I was just peeping
out to see if anyone was about and I
taw it pass the door—a man!"

And Bunter shivered, his teeth chat-
tering with fear.

. Harry Wharton slipped out of bed. Tt
was fairly plain that Bunter had in-
deed seen something.

“8tay here, Bunter,” ha said, clip-
ping his feet into slippers, “I'll have
a squint round anyway."

And Harry stepped to the door, and
after peering out into the dim passage,
he stepped outside. Then he stood and
listened, He had been lizteping
scarcely 8 minute when he heard rather
stealthy. footfalls slong the passage.

Harrv's heart leaped and, guick as
a flash, he slipped back into the Remove
dormitory again, closing the door
almost to. Then he peered out, wait-
ing for the unknown marauder to pass.

‘?:['lm next moment & vague form did
pass—swiftly, and with scarcely =a
sound. It was rather alarming, and
Harry's heart almost missed a beat,
but the next moment he recovered him-
salf,

Slipping out into the passage he trod
in purswit of the figure. It was most

likely only a senior—from his height

Harry knew he was mnot & junior—
moving about the house for some queer

reason : but, on the other hand, 1t might

not be, and Harry was determined to
make sure. : :

The next moment he was hard on the
heels of the mysterious individual, and
he followed quictly, keeping the figure
just in sight ahead. i

Harry did not think now that it wes
a burglar for one moment. Yet he was
puzzled,  The form ahead was most
likely a senior. There were Scniors In
the Sixth and Fiflth—fellows like Loder,
and Carne—who sometimes did break
bounds at night. Dut this fellow was
in pyjamas, and he was scarcely likely
to be going out of doors in pyjamas!

Harry was very curiouws to know what
he ecould be doing out of bed ai that
time of night.

His eyes gleamed as the form ahead
suddenly wanished inte the box-room
on the lower landing. The window of
that room was unbarred, and Harry
knew it was often used for the purpose
of breaking hbounds at night—Harry
had wsed it himself. It looked as if
the unknown was going out aiter all!

On tip-toe Harry moved to the door.
It was slightly open, and he pecred
inside the room. It was a very zmall

room and Harry very soon recognised
the fellow inside. Me was leaning ouk
of the open window, and Harry caught
a glimpse of his profile. - - =
o It was Loder, of the Sixth. Even in
the dim light Harry noted that hiz face
was full of triumphant gloating. At
ficst the junior thought it must be

Walker.

Harry set his lips, Whatever Loder
might up to it was _ﬁrﬂtty certam
is be something shady. He soon knew
what it was.

Even as Harry glimpsed hia face,
Toder withdrew his™ head. ' He was
breathing hard, and Harry clearly saw
the vicious glink in hiz eyes.

: was muttering to  himself,
Harry heard the words niuarir—hu
could not help hearing them.

“(igt you, .my pippin!” he mutlered
savagely, “'T'll teach you to knotk me
down, Walker, my lad! This puts'yon
fairly in the soup! 'Now for waking
dear’ old Wingate. Wingate's a whale
for duty, I shell insizt upon Wingate
doing his dashed duty.”

JAnd taking a last look out into the
dark quadrangle, Loder closed the
window softly.

In

Harry drew in a deep breath.
that moment his mind worked swiftly.
In a flash he realised what  Loder
intended to do—what it all meant! :

Loder had evidently seen Walker
leave his study and had followed him.
It was clearly :Walker whom Bunter
had seen, And now, smarting from the
thrashing he had received at the hends
of his old c¢hum, Loder was taking his
revenga this way. He was going to
wake Wingate, and to get Walker
caught out of bounds at night—a very
gerious offence indeed for a senior and
a Iprefmh :

t would mean the sack for \Valker

most probably. _

The spiteful, vengeful malice of
Laoder's proposed action made Harry
clench his fists. But it made him do
more than that.

Acting on sudden impulse he stooped
and felt for the key of the door. The
box-room was always kept locked, and
it was there.

Click !

The key turned and the door was
locked. )

Harry stood motionless, scarcely
aware that he had done it. He heard
a sudden, startled exclamation within
the roont. Then the knob of the door
rattled and shook gemtly. It was fol-
lowed hy a still more startled excla-
mation—an exclamation rarely heard

and

at Greyfriars,  Then camo Loder's
voice, hoarse with rage and sudden
fear.

“Qpen this door! Open this dashed
door, whoever you arc!™

Harry Wharton did not obey. He
trod softly away. Whether he had
veally done the right thing or not he
searcely knew, He knew Ehat Loder's
proposed revenge filled him with loath-
mg for the unpopular prefect. Walker
was doing wrong undoubtedly, He
was & prefect whosze duty it was fo
keep order and to seo that the rules
of the school were observed. Instead
of which he was ignoring his duty, and
breaking those rules himself. :

Harry did not wonder where the pre-
[ect was going—he guessed that James
Walker had gone up river to Fopper's
Island to viwt the man there. Where
Walker was bound for was beside the
point, however. It was Loder’s
treacherous action that Harry objected

t., Meoreover, Harry hadn't an atom
of respect for Loder—he was up
against the juniors always, and they

wero up ngainst him, Whereas Walker
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—well, after all Walker was not a bad
chap. Harry remembered dozens of
carcless  kindnesses the good-natured
Bixth-Former had done the Famoos
Five in the past. : ]

Before Harry had reached his dormi-
tory he was feeling deeply thankful he
had taken the step, and he made up his
mind what to do in the matter.

Bunter was sitting up in bed, with the
clothes tucked round his knees, when
‘Harry slipped in the dormitory, and
Haurry felt thankful he had uot wakened
anyons else,

‘Well ¥ breathed Bunter.  “ D-dud-
did you see him ¥"

“¥Yes,"” said Harry, with a low laugh.
“It was Loder I saw, Bunter. The silly
ass was out looking for trouble, as usual.
I've left him to find it!™

0L gasped Bunter. _

He was greatly relieved. He had not
thought it might be Loder, or somo
fellow like him, taking a night out. With
a grunt, Bunter lay down to compose
himself to sleep. Dunter might be will.
ing to loso his beauty-sleep for a
hm;gin.r, but not for a fellow like Loder,

“What about the tolfes, Bunteri”
nakfd Harry, smiling. “Going down for
it 2

“Grooh! No fear!”

Bunter had evidently had enough of
prowling, and scarcely a minute later his
snore was resounding thmuﬁh the
Remove dormitory. The fright had,
apparently, taken away his hunger.

Harry lay down, but he had no inten-
lion of going to sleep. He knew that if
Walker had only just gone he would be
at [east an hour away. He wae resolved
to wait.

For over half an hour Harry lay in bed,
defving sleep, and then he shpeed out of
Led and awakened his chums. Cherry,
Bull, Nugent, and Hurree Singh » histled
soflly a5 he told them what was “on.”

“Phew!  breathed Bob  Cherry.
*Well, the rotten cad!: You did jolly
will right, Havry. My hat! This is a

chance to scttle one or two scores with
that brute Loder."”

“I'm not thinking of that ecad,” =aid
Harry quictly, “I'm out to save
Walker. I'm not going to see that dirty,
treachorous Imum'nglm' score, if I can
hﬂ-lp it.”

“ Rathor not!"

. Harry's chums were with him to a
man, and very scon- Harry had ocuthined
his plan. The sheets were taken from
their respecitve beds, and twisted into a
rope, amd tiod securely to a bedpost.
Then, Harry softly raised one of the tall
,1‘.&;1{1!:&1.1.'5 and carcfully lowered the rope
-onk. '

It rustled down the ivy of the wall,
and the end reached the ground sofely.

Harvy had already flung a few clothes
on, and, with a whispered word to his
chums, he slid over the sill and started

o lower himself down the rope.

To an active, athletie follow like Harry
it was a simple matter. Moreover, the
ivy growing against tho old walls was
thick and strong, and rendered his task
doully easy. '

He soon reached the ground and with-
oubt hesitation he started out for the
sehool  wall,  keeping  well  into  the
thadows of the buildings. He had no
fear of Loder secing him, cven if that
trapped senior did happen to look out of
the box-room window. That window
was situaled on ihe wing round the
coviver of the building, and Harry gave
it a wide berih, '

e soon reached the old clm which
Greyiriavs fellows [or gencrations Liad
used for breaking bounds,  DBut he did

did so. ** Yaroooop ! ' roared Bunter.

released and, rolling over, saw Loder and Walker at grips, fighting [uriously.
(See Chapler 5.)

Loder fairly lifted Bunier across the chalr, snatching at Walker's ashplant as he

Next moment he found himsell suddenly

not seale the wall. He crouched down in
the bushes beneath it to wait. i
Harry expected to have a long wait;
but, to his surprise, he had scarcely taken
up his position when he heard a move-
ment on the wall above him. and then s
dark form slithered down.
“Walker!" he breathed. “Hold on!”
Thers sounded a startled exclamation
in the gloom, and Walker—it was that
senior right enough—stopped abruptly
in hiz stride.
"What—who—whe is  that?” he
gasped, his voice showing his sudden

fear. “Is that yon, Whar—"
“Yeos, it's Wharton,” said Harry
awiltly, moving towards the prefect.

“Hold on, Walker!”

Walker muttered something savagely,
and then his hand closed fiercely on the
junior's shoulder. Harry noted his glit-
tering oyes in the pleom. '

“You—you little sweep, Wharton!”
snapped Walker. “Bpying again!”

“INe, I'm not spying again, Walker,”
said Harry quietly. “I'm here to save
vou from the sack, Walker. Loder has
locked you out. He was going to wakon
Wingate and got you collared. It was
his revenge for the hiding you gave him
to-day.”

Walker canght his hreath.

“Is—is that true, Wharton " he said

thickly. “Itis. I know you're not a
line, Wharton. Teoll me about it—
sharp 17

Wharton told him, and Walker gritted
his teetle. -

“The lhound!” he breathed., “The
treacherous hound! I might have sus-
pected this. He knew I was going out
to-night. You say he is locked in the
box-room "

“Yes, We mean to leave him there,
Walker. He deserves that and more.”

“ But—but how—"

“I'l soon show wyou,” szaid Harry.
UMy chums are at the Remove dormi.
tory window with & rope of sheeta.
They'll haul us both up. You can then
51|P back to bed, Walker.” i

‘ And—and Loder " breathed Walker.

“He ecan stow in his own juice!™
snaﬁpﬂd Harry, his lips setting. “A
night in the box-room will de him good,
Walker. We owe him a good many
acoros, Walkor, and we aren't letting
him out. Besides, it would be too risky,
in any case,”

“But if he makes a fuss—"

“He won't. He won't want to be a
laughing-stock, Walker. Besides, ho can
E::n-e nothing against you. You'll be in

d asleep at rising-bell. Nobedy will
bolieve lus yarn, cspecially when every-
body knows he's got hiz knife into you.
They'll never dream we helped you, and
they know it's inpossible to goet into the
House any other way but the box-room
without belp from inside. You're safe
enough, Walker.,”

Walker drew a deep breath,

“It—it's jolly decont of you, kid,” he
muttered.  *I don't know why you
should do thiz. but T sha'n't forget.”
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“Come on,” said Harry briefly.

He led the way, and they hurried
round to the gravel below the Remove
‘dormitory window., Harry gave a low
whistle, and almeost at once the window
went up, and then the rope of twisted
sheets dropped down.

* You first, Walker,” zaid Harry.

“You first, Wharton ! snapped Walker

kil
mﬂ%ﬁgﬁt
Wharton swarmed u
vanished over the sill of the window.
minute [ater Walker had followed him
into the Remove dormitory. Harry drew
the rope in and pulled the sash down

the rope, and

again,

“Thanks, you kids!” breathed Walker
huskily. “I—I sha'n't forget this, I can
toll you.™

And with that Walker moved softly
across the dark dormitory end vamshed
through the doorway, clesing the door
gently after him.

" All zerene!” grinned Bob Cherry.
“What price dear old Loder !

"Wea daren’t let him out, of course,”
said Harry. " He must stay where he 1s.
If he kicks up a row, 20 much the worse
for him. His story won't be believed—
he hasn’t a reputation for the truth—and
it will only make the beaks suspicious of
him. He's safe there until morning. It
will give him plenty of tima to reflect on
his rotten conduct. He's bound to hear
the servants moving about early. in-the

mﬂrninﬁ, and he'll seon get one of them
to let him out and tip them to say

nothing.”
And Harry proved to be right there.
When the two sentors met eventually,
Walker could not help smiling grimly.
But Loder did not smile. The look he
gave his fellow-prefect was an evil one.
Walker had not yet fnished with
Loder’'s vengeful spite,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Walker's Request !

n O0C0OP ! Oh, crikey!”
i Cragh !
“"Yarrrooooooh !

“What the thump——2"
Harry Wharton & Co. stopped dead
in the passage and stared.

They were astonished and startled.
And no wonder! g . '
They wera sauntering along the

Bixth I'orm passage at the time when,
without warning, a door suddenly flew
open and & yelling bundle flaw out and
crashed on the passage floor.

The door was the door of Loder's
study, and the bundle was Billy Bunter.

“Wall, my hat!” stuttered Harry
Wharton. * Bunter——* ]

“Ow!"” groaned Bunter, staggering to
his feet, and blinking fu.ri-nusﬁ.r at the
doaor of Loder's study, which had just

crashed 4o again. “Ow-yow! Oh,
crumhbs ! Oh, the awful bheasta!™
' “What bave vou been up to now,

Bunter ' asked Bob Cherry, chuckling.
“Trving to make a pal of Loder, old
chapi™

“Ow-ow-ow-wow !”  gasped Bunter,
ruhb:nie himself dismally. " 0h, the
awliul beasts! Baid I was alter thewr
grub, you know! Kicked mea time alter
time, and then booted me out—that’s

what Loder did, the awful beast!
ﬂw-?)['\ﬂwl" '
“Tell your pal Walker about iti™

advisad Hob Cherry,

“T'm going to!” groaned Buoter. his
eyes gleaming vieiously, ““Walker's
already licked him once, and 1’1l make
hinmt lick him again !
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‘think we can't see

“Oh, my hat!”

“As if I was after his rotten grub!™
snorted Bunter.

“0Of course not,” agreed Bob Cherry
sympathetically, “You never do go
after grub, do you, Billy? It seems to
come after you, doesn't 1t77

“Groooh! Oh, erumbs! I believe
I've broken my spine in two places, and
dislocated all three of my collar-bones,”

“"SBerves you right, you fat frog!”
said Harry Wharton. “Yon shouldn’t

A go round grub-raiding, and vou ought

to have more dashed sense than raid a
Sixth-Former’s cupboard, anyway !

“1 tell you I wasn't after his grub!”
hooted Bunter. *It's all Coker's fault,
He was after me—said I'd taken a cake
of his yesterday when I didn’t! Besides,
it was a mﬁasfy thing, anyway—hardly
a blessed raisin in it "

“Ha, ha, hal”

“It's nothing to langh at!™ snorted
Bunter, * Anyway, that's how it aas.
Caker chased me, and I ran in Lalac’s
study while he went past. Then Le-dow
came in with that beast Carne!”

“And kicked you, ¢h? Well, it'll do
you good, old fat man!"” '

HBeast! Anyway, Pm jolly glad I
did go in now,” .said Bunter, his eyes
gleaming, *“I heard somethin at

my pal Walker will be jolly glad to
hear, I can tell vou !* %
" Listening again. rou fat worm !
“No, I wasn't. When Loder came in
I dived under the table—that's how I

‘heard it. Then that beast Carne kicked

me under the table by accident and I
yelled out, T couldn't help it. Then—

would voun believe it?—the beasts said

I'd gone there alter their grub.”
“Well, you can consider yourself
kicked for having taken Coker's cake,”
remarked Bob Cherry. “Poetic justice,
you know!™
“Blow poetic justice!” said Bunter
viciously, "“"I'm going to make Loder

sit up for this, you fellows! I'm going
to tell m% pal Jimmy Walker all ahout
it, and I'm going to insist that he

thrashes him again. You fellows wait,
and you'll see something.” -

And Bunter was making for Walker's
study when Harry Wharton grabbed
?imdbs' the arm. Harry's face was set
ward. c

“Hold on, Bunter ! he snapped, in a
sharp wvoice, “I've been wanting to
speak to you about Walker!"

“{(zo ahead !” grinned Bunter, “You've
only got to come to me, old chap, and
I'll see you get what vou want—if it
happens to be something Walker can
do, IHe'll do anything for me, you
know. We're great pals. What about
a pass for to-morrow night? It's too
late for to-night, of course.”

Harry YWharton eyed the fat junior

fixedly,

e k here, Bunter!” he said.
“¥ou'll end in quod before you've
finished !

“0h, really, Wharton—"

“J ean’t think yvou realise what you're
doing,” said Harry gl:iml:,-. “Do vou
that vou're black-
mailing Walker, you fat idiot? You've
got to stop it! You hear? It's got to
stop !

Bunter
dignant blink.

“0Oh, reallv, Wharton,” he zaid. “von
mind your own rotten business, and
%:.Et-' mind what you're saying, too!

ind your eyel!l I've only to spesk
two words to Jimmy Walker, and you're
for it. I don't want to have to tell him
tn lay his ashplant about you, but if
you give me any more cheek that's what
I'll do. Bo mind your eye!"

“Why, you, you fat—"

ave the juniorz a lofty, in-

“That's enough, Wharton!” said
Bunter, raizing a fat hand, “I can
stand a bit, but when you start charg-
ing & chap like -me with - blackmail,
you're going too far. Chuck it!”

With that dignified piece of advice
Bunter rolled away., Bob Cherry staved
after him & moment, and then he leaped
after Bunter. But Bunter was too guick
for him. He jumped for Walker's
door, flung it open, and dived inside.

The door slammed, and Bob Cherry
gazed at it blankly.

“Well, my hat!” he said,
fat ass the giddy limiti*

“It's jolly seriouns, though,” said
Harry, frowning. “The fat idiot
doesn't realise tha sericusness of what
he's doing, of course! But that doesn't
alter the fact that he's blackmailing
Walker. We know he must have foreced
Walker to save him from old Popper.”

*“And we saw Walker hand him some
cash this morping,” said Johnny Bull,
with a grunt. “We can't let this go
on, Harry " :

“Y know that,” said Harry. “But

L

“(zoing to see Walker now—about the
knife, I mean?"” asked Frank Nugent.

Harry shook his head.

“No good going in now that fat as3
19 there!™ he said, shrugging his
shoulders. “Come on! 'll give
Walker a look in when we know
Bunter's gone.”

And with that Harry led his chums
away. The juniors had been about to

“Tsn't that

‘visit Walker's study when they met

Bunter 'so unexpectedly, but they de-
cided to postpone the mterview now.

And, meanwhile, Bunter had found
Walker at home, and Walker did not
look anything like "#o pleased to see
him as Bunter scemed fo be to see “his
pal Walker.” . :

He eyed the fat junior with glitter-
ing eyes as Bunter closed the door and
faced .him, panting and gasping.

“Here again!” he breathed, his hand
straying almoat unnunmmusl:.r te his
ashplant. * You—you little sweep!”

“0Oh, really, Walker, old fellow—"

“Don’t ‘old fellow® me!” hissed
Walker., “You—you'll be going too
far with me, Bunter. 1 gave you some
cash this morning. What are you after
now "

“Oh, really, Jimmy, old .
grumbled Bunter, changing the mode of
address a trifle, "“that's rather steep.
a.lgter all &iuﬁ done for you! Mm;:f a
chap wou ave given you away long
ago. - In fact, T fully realise that I'm
neglecting my duty ss a good—goos
citizen in not letting the police knﬂ-}g
Ellm that chap is hiding on Popper’s

an kL

“Qhut up, you fat fool!” breathed
Walker, h

“(Oh, all right, only I don't like the
idea of mm-_—mmpﬁundin,iﬁ felony, you
know,” said Bunter, shaking his head.
“It's only my friendship for you that
keeps me from deing my duty in the

T

- matter. Mind you don’t do anything to

break our friendship, old chap.,”

“How much do you want now?’
snapped Walker, gritting his teeth with
helpless rage.  You—you——" :

1 haven't said that I want anvthing,
Walker,” replied Bunter with dignity.
“That's rather a rotten thing to suggest,
Walker. I feel almost inclined to clear
out without telling you what I over-
heard Loder say. And I—"

“What's that, Bunter?” said Walker
gquickly, “You say——"

“Only two minutes ago,” inned
Bunter, -“I- happened to be in or'a
study hiding, and I heard that beast

{(Continued on page 17.)
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No trouble or expense Rhas been sparved 1o make this

! In it all phases

of evicket will be discussed by writers chosen from the

Readers mop,

therefore, rd).'y upeon the facts, figrures, ctc., mentioned from
e authentie.

) HARRY WHARTON, Editor.

supplement interesting ond informative.
fovemost cricket authopities in the land.

sreek fo weelk in this supplement as being

nothing to write home about, but it has always struck

me that there i3 & too ready acceptance in England of

the idea that runs should not be expected of & bowler.”
Thiz Tz evidently one of those eases to which we have applied the
proverhb—he that expecteth nothing is wob disappointed.

wm'rm{: of Macaulay, Jack Hobls says: * His batting is I

All Balls in frst-class cricket are now stamped and guaranteed

correct as to size and welght by the makers. The worst bowler in -

our club says that this sort of guarantes is no good ot all] he
wants ballzs which are guaranteed to take wickets.

There is a fine dallia of & creamy white colour which Is named
Fuck Hobbs, It ouglit to grow well i set in the turf at the Owval.

—

The Australians’ pet name for Collins, the captain of the side,
is thie " Littla Corporal.’® Macartney is known ‘as the * GQovernor-
General.” We can’t tell you what opr sergeant-majfor called
AGregory when one of his fastest balls hit him i the ribs.

For the interest of our budding umpires, here I3 the correct
and official method of signalling by umpires: ‘

Boundaries are signalled by waving the bhand from eide to side.
+ Byes by railsing the open hand above the head.

Leg-byes by ralsing the leg and fouching it with the hand.

Wides by extendiog both arms horizontally.

No balls by extending one arm horizontally.
- The dec¢lsion “ Out!® by raizing the index-nger above the head.
A hit for six by raising both bands above the head.

We shall award a prize to the first vopire we see do all the
dignals correctly.

. There §s a story that when Joe Darling once caplained an
Justralian team in this country he smoked a cigar given him by
our present King, then Prince of Wales. W. . Grace was also
tffered one at the same time, but did not accept. On fop of this
s the fact that England won the next Test mateh, but the sugges-
tion that it was the cause and offect can ba ruled out.

Hiteh Las now left the Burroy club fo phy as a professional in
the Loncashire Leéague, but we hear that the newspaper cartoonists
are getting up & petitlon for him to come back, as pletures of
the Surrey team without Bill Hitch's trousers acem all wrong.

F. B. Foster, who was in the Eneland team which last won o
geries of Test matches, says: " Fraise our men. Buck them up.
Glve them confidence. If a player makes a mlstake, help Lim and
forgive him, Don't run him down.” Wouldn't it be better to say;
“LDon’t ruog him oub?™ ’

AL iz generally agreed that googly Lowierz are frightfally expen-
fiive if they can't find & length. They con alse be very costly
to the Datting eide when they do find a lengih.

There iz nothing new under the sun. Peoplg are al €hiz momen?
enving we shall lose to the Australians [or lack of nerve. As long
&20 ng 1380 “ Punch ™ referred fo o lost Test mateh In theze terms :

“ Well done, Cornstalks! Whipt us
Fair and square.
Was it lnek that tript us?
Was It scare?
Kangaroo land's * demon,” or our own,
Want of "devil," coulness, gerve, backbous P

May 22nd, 1926

HOW A CRICKET BAT IS MADE.

Y way of a starl to this article on how ericket bats are
made, I am going to fell you zomething which I am pre-

pared to wager some of my readers didn't know. It Is
that all the wood for the good cricket bats uted in every
part of the world {3 grown in England. '

Home s0 ordered it that in England alone is to be found
the right sort of soil and.the right sort of atmosplere for growing
the willow-tree, which provides the *substance * from which
good ericket bats are made. That, at any rate, iz something for
which we can be thaokful, as we can say that, even if tha
Australians beat us In the Test matohes this summer, they will
have had to use English bats to do it with. S0 that's that!

Now a3 to the making of & crlcket bhat. The willow s, as I
have hinted, the trea which provides the wood from which good
bhats are made, The cultivation of these willows is o bigger
buosineas than some peopls would think, and in the countlies of
Essex and Norfolk especially it s possible to And men who make
a substantial lving out of the growing of willow-trees.

Though there are some sixty kinds of willow, there is only bne
which is of real use so far az the making of bats i3 concerned.
This is popularly konown as the white willow, though it has a
long botanical name which I can pronounce, but, as I can't spell
it, I nm compeltled to leave it oot of these notes.

This wllow grows from & mere sapling to a good-sized tree In

-ahout twelve wears, and the higher it shoots up before it begins

to fork the more valuable is it. Obviously, any old thing in the
shape of a willow-tree will not do for the business of making a
hat with which centurles can be scored with .ease, provided you
hit the ball in the right place. It takes an expert to pick out
fh:fﬂhﬁt' willows, for some which look good and healthy are rotten
naide.

Wae ean now Imagine, however, that wo have found the righs
gsort of trees—the ones which even after cutting continue to meek
with "the approval of the expert eye, We can now step inside a
bat-making [actory to take a glance at the various processes which
go to the making of the perfect bat.

The factory which I went into torns, ont scores of thousands
of bats & year, as they need to do, seelng that there are county
cricketers who use a dozen or omidre in a season, aod who think
:h:;l;hiﬂs '}riéiiacamlng a new bat because they don't like the
tfeel * of ik

First of all, the willow-trees are eut into blocks which are roughly
—but very roughly—the size of a bat blade. This cutting into
hlocks iz done by a giant axe. After being for zome time In
the open mir, these blocks are then conveyed to what are called
drying sheds, and it may surprife you to know that they remain
in those sheds for a year at least. This, of course, I8 the
Heepsoning M process. :

Muny of tho.cheapét bats nre, to 4 large extent, cuf to shape
by machinery, but the good bhats are hand-made. The blocks of
willow, therefore, pass into the hands of the expert craftsman,
who, with & suitable knife, gets to work ot the business of
shaving, paring, and generally cutting. I can't take you throwgh
the delicate process that produeces the curved back to the bat
while retalning the balance. Suffice it to say that it demands the
trained expert to turn out the fAnished blade.

When the man with the knife has finished, the blade goes under
a preas, which exerts a pressure of several tons on the face of
the bat, which iz thereby hardeped and compressed. Then the
cdges are hammered by machinery, and the bLlade is ready for
the handle. "

Although England produces the willoew for the blade of our
bats, we bave to go to Singapore for the cane for the handle.
Many strips of chne—you can tell how many if yvou look at the
top of your bat—and strips of indiarubber are plued and pressed
together. and thus you get the handle, all ready to be fitted into
the blade. This Is guickly done; the blade iz zandpaperea, and
ruhhed with a bone, which gives it the shine., Then it Iz ready
for the making of rums, but don’t forget when you get .yoar new

bat that it deeds oll : e
Tue Micrer Lisesst.—No. 954,
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NEXT WEEK: ''DEADLY SERIOUS—AND DEADLY D

THE VALUE OF THE
WORK OF THE FIRST
FAIR OF BATSMEN.

TR DL LR R AT

T times T get a feeling that we are
apt to take a lot for granted in
regard to certain phases of cricket.

- This is certainly 20 concerning the
frst-wicket partnerships. We read that
Hobbs apd Bandham have again given Burrey
& Ape start by topping the century before
belng separated, and we just make a little
note that it s fine of them to have done
the same thing on g0 many occasions. Then
we turn to another place, and find that Sat-
eliffe and Holmes bave establizhed Yorkshire
in o firm position for the rest of the match
by o splendid Aret-wicket stand. There are
other cases which conld be mentioned, too,
af opening pairs of batamen who make &
Babit of giving their side a good start. My
point, however, is this: We note that this
or that county has made a good start, but
wa seldom stop to think of the far-reaching
e¢ffecta of thoza first-wicket partnerships.

THE CHAMPIONS' FOUNDATION.

The all-round abilily of the Yorkshire
gide fa recogniged by every man who plays
cricket at all. And I suppose that right
down at bottom it is this all-round ability
vn all sorts of wickets which has hrought
such a fine harvest of championship swc-
resses to the county of many acres. DNut
the remarkable way in which Yorkshire
bave discovered Arat-wicket batsmen must
also have played quite an Important part
in the suecess of the side a3 a whole. In
doays of old we used to read how Brown
and Tunpiclife had given Yorkshire a good
gend-off, and to soeceed this pair the York-
ghire county has been fortunate in the pos-
gésalon of Holmes and Sutcliffe,

THE NEW BALL DEMONS.

¥ow let us examine for a moment or Lwo
the task which is set for the men who open
the Innings of a side, and the effect of the
game of & whole on the way they do their
job. In the firat place, it is obvious that,
generally speaking, fhe opeping batamen
have the greater number of obatacles with
which o contend. In the frst ploce, they
have the bowling when the bowlers are
fresh.  Every capiain, too, puls on what he
considera his best bowlers for a start, while
it should mot be overlooked that there ls
a new ball at the start of the match, and
things are possible with o new ball which,
to tha same extent, are not possible after
the newness has worn off. There are quite
a number of bowlers to-day who can make
excellent use of a new ball; but, of course,
the demon in this respect wus George Hirst,
that famows Yorkshireman who was always
called wp the minute & new hall appsared
oo the scene.

WHAT THE AVERAGES DON'T TELL.

‘It i3 clear then that, in the ordinary
coursa of events, tha apening pair of bats-
men face the best of the opposition atback.
In passiog, I may refer bere to thoe
abominations of cricket which are called the
mRverages, It sesme to e that If we have
averages which will really show the merits
of the players concerned—though individual
merit should not enter into this ericket ques-
tion—then those avernges should show the
position which a playver occupies in his side’s
battiong list. The man who goez In frst |5
the player on whom the responsibility weighs
most heavily. They know, thosze first-wicket
men, that possibly the cowrse of the whale
mateh may be aifected by tha stand they
make. I might put the matter in another
way, and say that it does pot by any means
follow that you can reckon the value af the
work of the opening pair by the number of
rups these fellows artuvally score.

W. W. WHYSALL

(the famous Nolis and
England Cricketer.)

TR TR LT

“"NOTHING SUCCEEDE—"

Suppose for one moment t(hat the Arst-
wicket partnership Is very «quickly broken
up—in the first over or two. The opponents
uro  delighted. npaterally, but they are
rather more than delighted; they are apt
to be inspired. The huwlﬂthgcr.ting wickets
usnally bowls better than the man who is
not meeting with soccess, It is paturaf Lo
be Insplred by early success. Time alter
time I bhave sten batting sides run through
fn the most unexpected way, and at the end
I have felt eonvipced that the secret of the
eollapee was to be found In the fact that
‘1 the opening batsmen were got rid of quickly.

HOBBS—CAUSE AND EFFECT.

The men in the feld are more completely
on their toes early in the innings than they
nre at the end of o lopg day of sconting,
and just as the bowlers are apt to send
them down better if they meet with early
success, 50 are the felders more completely
enthusiastic to help the bowiers supplement
that success., Not zo0 long agoe Burrey col-
lapsed fo rather a startling fashion against
Laocashire, apd some time later I was chat-
ting with one of the Lancashire men about
it. He declared that the moral effect of
gotting rid of Jack Hobbs quickly was
amazing. The whole Lancashire team played
as il ipspired. And ‘L should mot he sor-

rised to fAind that the moral efect on the

urrey team of the cheap dismiasal of Hobbe
wis equally amazing from the other point
of view. In cricket, as in many other things,
8 good start iz half the battle,

STOLID QGEORQGE QUNN.

The previous paragraph shows the effect
of a bad start by the batting =ide very
clearly. Conzequentiy, there s little neces-
sity to point fo the other side of the story—
tha effeet of a good send-off. The fine edge
goea off the bowling, the fielders become a
little less alert, and It is comparatively easy
for ithe later batsmen to make runs at a
fair pace, and thus cement the good =tari.
This brings me to another polnt—the tem-
perament of 1the opening bhatsmien. In
making mention of this word ifemperament,
there is a fAne opening batsman who springs
to my mind fu my fellow-countyman, George
Gunn. Many a time has the word stolid
been wused o illustrate the batting of
George Gupn, and sometimes, too, he has
been aceused of excessive caution. Conse-
quently, it may surprise my readers to know
that by instinct George Guun is what I
ghiould call a free-hitting batsman. Bot the
making of runs gquickly means the taking
of risks, and, placed in the position of
cpening the inpings for Notts, Guonn  has
alw rewlized e Important port he lud
to ;f:y.

|
TEMPERAMERNT.

In econclusion, it may be eaild that
cricketers generally should not be #o much
affected by good and bad starie sz they
obviously are. Perbaps we shouldn't, but
we are only human—or, at least, we English
players are only homan., Ooe reszon why
wi wore defeated in Anstralia was that owre
apponents seemed to bhe less affected by
'what I might call outilde considerations
than wa are.

WWW

HETHER Her-
bert Btrud-
witk will play
for Eng

again in Test Matches
is seasom, 1 don't
know, but in any caso

Good 01

A nutshell biog aph: of

there o two s_ﬂﬂtg romantic figures ' E
reasons for prying in %
his affaira, ﬂnnniga that BY PAUL

if he doesn't play again Our Truugﬂ;'Ja"',w
we shall be £:li:ng Jitms _':

to a wonder-man who 8 not forty.six yeorswas
of age, and the other reason ia that if events showim |
that he has finished his Test career, them this is thetoe
proper time to pay tribute. pul

You know, of course, that ** Good Old Struddy "
was “the England wicket-keeper in Australia in tha 00
winter before last, and there wore people out then 0
who zaid that he kept better in that series tham he
had ever dome beifore. In the term “ Good Old
Struddy " theéte is really nothing but affection 8d
Take some friend of yours down to the Oval one davla
—a friend who knows nothing sbout ericket. m
when, in the course of the match, your friend |
“ Btruddy ' deshing from the wicket towarda gthe T
boundary to chase a leg hit tell your friend that
chaser ia forty.six years of age. He won't believ

ou, and neither would anybody else who didn'ten
now. urt}

It is often said, and Strudwick himself repeated tha pie
phrase to me only a very short time ago, that. therssey
are two sorts of fools who play cricket—the first is any
the man who bowls fast and the other is the fellow i
who keepa wicket to fast bowling. Well, somabady sce:
must bowl [ast, and somebody must keep wicket to mn
fast bowling, but the tale of the
wicket-keeper is best told by his
hands. Btruddy's are just & mass of
knota and gnlhﬂﬂ, but there are com-

sations in the job, as the Burrey
E::par himsall said.

“We used to have two rather fast
bowlers in the Burrey team," he said.
“One of them seemed to take a
delight ‘in knocking & finger out of
joint, and the other tock an equal
delight in putting it back again!™

Bo many years have passed gince
Strudwick first kept wicket for Burrey
that not many people now know the
full story of how he got into big
ericket. Honce it may be of interest
if T recall the st as Birudwick
himself tella it, as " incidentally the
story shows how ritely anxious
he was to get on in the game which has clainged hi

“The first time I ever had the gloves: om for] 4
cricket was in & small match at Mitcham, where ]
was born, and when I was playing for ateam of choir
boys. I was about twelve years of ape’ then: It
was probably more by accident than design thaet 1
had to take the place of the wicket-keeper, bul ]
found the peosition quite interesting, and so I stuchk
}u it. You mhan }m“[“"ﬂ hﬂl{im:l the wicked you{ish
IAVE B VO view of the play; know exastl
what sort of bowling the fﬂllﬁaﬂ'nan seniding -l'if:r"n'gl g
and get to know all the little points of strength anf{Ht
woakness of the men who bat. Anyway, as 1 sap
wicket-keeping began to fascinate me.

" One of the supportera of cricket in the Mitcham
district took a t interest in the doings of we 1
and it was his kindly advies and help which assis
me personally to develop as o wicket-keeper. Whe
I got older 1 joined the Mitcham Wanderers cricke:
club, for whom Hale, who played for Worcester, thed 2ir
kept wicket. Bale was evidently wiser than 1 was, [t
for 1 had no sconer got into tho side than he gave up
the gloves and the pads to me, and went in for batting
and bowling instead of wicket-keeping.

" One morning at my home there was what migh
be ealled & red letter waiting for me. It was in the
shape of a postcard asking me to go to the Oval and|.
take “everything' with me. You will probabl
laugh at this, but in order to be on the.safe side, i
took balls, wickets, bails slong with we, as well as
mi( gloves and pads. 1 think I should have taken a
roller and a dressing-room with me as weil, 11 I coul
have carried them, so excitéd was I at the prospec
of having a trial on the Surrey ground.  When 1 got
ta the ground I was put through my paces, received
oné nasty blow with the ball, retired lurt, and =
told that 1 was too young. I was then only sixteen
years of age, but two years later my ambiion wos

HERBERT #TH1
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i % rvealised to a certain

extent, for I was taken

1 Stfudd , on the und etaff at

g the Owval.

Personally, I always

regard the wicket-

aph' of one of the most keeper as & sort of

es ' English Cricket. F::lf_fa}’ﬂw::i;f b tﬂ:
in

PAUL PRY.” Stradwick that he has

Effl:imﬂﬂﬂrﬂtfﬂ_} the-same idea. * Infact,"

Lie once said that there
rearswas only one real delight in cricket and that was
showin getting runa.  But if it is really true that he
3 thetlpean't enjoy wicket - keepin nd I faney he is
pulling » leg when he says he doesn’t—then all I
dy "can say is that old Struddy deserves o Victoria
Cross for ution. See him at the end of the
her, ogest and most elling day in the field, and
o I“E;I will still see the alert little figure, bending
Olg bow for every ball, ever ready to snap off the bails,
tion. #ad quick as lightning to take those snicks on the
davlie side which have caused the downfall of many &
an at the very moment when he haa been

3 ing himself that he had booked a boundary.

ths Thers is a certain obvious joy of life about Btruddy’s
. g which is absent from his wicket-keeping.
ra lar attenders rock with laughter when Dertie
't aw one to the boundary. Neo straight bat,
orthodox stuff about his batting ; he just swings that

| ik piece of wood round much a3 the reaper swings the
Werawythe. Often he missos altogether, and the people
=t is sugh' again. They all love Struddy. However,
1low # vs do him justice, and say that there have béen
rody seeasions when with the bat he has scored most useful
»b {2 rnd, and there have even been occasions when he has
kopt his emd up to enable other
people to get the runs, for he is
nearly always last man in. .
He tells of one * very fine innings '
which he played against the South
Africans at Johannesburg in 1910.
England were left with 244 runs to
t for vietory im the last innings,
ut 34 weére still required when th
littls man, all bat and pads, joined
Thompson, the Northamptonshire
layer, Struddy stuck there with
Eig bat in front, letting the ball play
it, and gradually the score mounted
nearer and mnearer to tha total
required for victory. Fourteem of
them were ticked off, bul then Thomp-
son got out. And Btrudwick carried

out his bat, after being at the wicket
for the

T ETADDWICHK,.
trand total of one, not out.

for nearly hali an hour,

_ e Australians’ Hefty Programme of
st lwork from May 19th and onwards!

MAY.
st ~Cambridge, v. Cambridge Univeraity,
~Oaford, v. Oxford University.
~Brigtal, v. South of England.
qob{Hth—Lord's, v. Middlesex.
JUNE.
tpll =Rirmingham, v. North of England.
1 ith.—Bradford, v. Yorkshire.
NAM] oph _ Sunderland, v. Durham.
!Hﬂ:ilrm.'-—ﬁnmn:ham. ENGLAKD v, AUSTRALIA (8rst
5l Test mateh).
V henlgth.—Sheflield, v. Yorkshive.
jokoe | 19th—Manchester, v. Lancashire,
srd—Chesterflield, v. Derbyshird,

i1he

was, h'_lmd'ﬁiﬂﬁﬁﬂl-ﬂﬁﬂ v. AUSTRALIA (zecond Test
ma .

ﬁiﬂi h—Xorthampton, v. Norlthsmptoushire,

JULY,
ird,—Noltingham, v. Notts.
th.—Woreester, v. Worcesterzliire.
pth.—Leeds, ENGLAND v. AUSTRALIA (third Test
t match).
ith:—Liverpnal, v. Lancashire,
h—dtasgow, v. Wesb of Seollamd,
i —Edinburgh, v. Scotiand.
jih—Manchester, ENGLAXT. v AUSTRALIA
} Test mateh).
=The fval, v. Sarrey.

(fourth

LI::M'. st~ Bwansen, v. Glamorgan.
iwed AUGLSRTY.
wagl ith—Birmingham{ v, Warwickshire.

Tth—Cheltenbam, v. Glowcestershirve.
iCgntinued at foot of jwexl colunin)

INTERESTING
STORIES CONCERN-
ING THE GAME IN

MANY CLIMES.

AT R R

N the course of my cricket career it

I shas been my good fortune to make four

trips to Australia, four to India, and

two to South Africs. Henee I suppose

may say [ have done a considerable

amount of globe-trotting.  Bo ‘the momment

may be considered opportune for some stray
thoughts on cricket in many climes.
IN BIQHT OF SMNOW.

My engagements in India have been with
hia Highnesa the Maharajah of Patisla, who
fz a great sportsman, with special HH“ for
gricket, of which, In fact, he is a highly
capable exponent. He has the record of
making the biggest bhit on his ground. 1t
f=- & hit the natives often talk about, and,
allowing for their passion for exaggeration,
it must still have been a drive of wvery
unusual height and length, for the Fatiala
enclosure Is as large as that of the Leeds
¢lub at Headingley, and the ball wae lifted
out of the ground. Patiala is in the Punjab,
about a thousand miles from Bombay; and
as the nearest cities where one can meet
many Europeans are Telhi and Lahore, both
about one hundred and ffty miles away, it
will be uoderstood that we are not over-
burdened with English company. The climate
fs delightfully cool—at lenst, at the tima of
cricket vizgits—ond It ia rather a strange
experience to play the game with the sight
of the Himalayas In the distance.

A DANGEROUS GAME.

The cricket engagement itselfl is not exact-
ing: im fact, there iz an abundance of
lefsure, and this is inclined to pall npon one,
eapecially when the novelty of the surround-
ings has worn off, When there is a rainfall
it Is said to be dangerons to walk over the
cricket fleld after dark, owing fto snakes;
but personally I never gave the reptiles a
chanee of an evening mesl. During one of
my visits to Patiala I went.on a plg-sticking
excuralon, but I stuck mo pig, and it took
me all my time to stick on the back of one
of the Maharajah’s meost noble-looking
elephants, [ decided alter this to keep to
cricket as a sport more in keeping with my
] 'r“me_ Ny

I bave found a considerable advance In
the cricket prowess of the Hindus during
my visite. There are a number of good
cricketers among them, but they nearly all
gpaffer from the Asiatic’s folling of im-
peluocaity. I have often been told how much
they would like to send a Hindo team to
England, but I do not think they are quite
strong enough to tockle our leading county
sides with real hope of succesz, The caste
prejudices have been redoced to some extent
by the influence of cricket in Lhe dependency,
but there remains much to be doue in this
direction,

A QOOD START IN AUSTRALIA.

The first of my four visits to Australia

ATGUAT (continuwed),
11th,—Lord's, v. XV. of Public Schonle,
1ith.—The Owval, ENGLAND v. AUSTRALIA

(Bfth Test match). :
185k, —Muaidenbend, v. H., I G. Leveson-
Gower's XI1.
#1st.—Taunton, v. Somerset.
25th.—Canterbury, v. Kent,
2hth.—Brighton, v, Suseex,

SEFTEMBETE.
1st.—Falkestone, v. An England XT.
4th.—Chiswick, v. Civil Service C.A.
gth.—Scarborough, v. C. I. Thornton's XL
11th.=Bluckpool, v. North of England,

WILFRED RHODES

(the well-known England
and Yorkshire Player.)
LR LR TR

was in season 190%4. I was told T should
have the cover knocked off the ball when
bowling out ‘there; but as I took thirty
wickets fn the Test matches, and seventy-
five in all games, with an average of
wicket for each 15 runs, the ball must have
bad a pretty thick cover. 1 started well,
too, for the very first ball 1 bowled In
Australia got a wicket. This was at
Adelaide against South Australia. Hirst,
Arpold, Braund, and B. J. Bosanqguet bowled
before I was called upom, and my first
delivery found the wicket of F. T. Hack.
In the second Test at Melbourne, when the
weather gave us a real gluepot to bowl on,
I bad the good luck to take seven wickets
in the first innings and eight in the second.
On this tour Len Hround proved how won-
derful a feldsman at slip he conld he. The
crowd christened him © Birdlime © Braund.

UNQOMFORTABLE " DIaGINGS."

. Cricket In Bouth Africa 1a not az pleasant
as in Auwstralia, There are long and dirty
railway journeys, and the hotel accommoda-
tion left. something to be desired, ezpeclially
during my first trip with Mr. Leveson-
Gower's team in 1900-10. The climax came
at one place, where, on opening my window
for a breath of fresh air, I had a full view
and whiff of a dead cow! On another oocoa-
siop Btrodwick found cockroaches in  his
coffee. T like Cape Town the best of South
African centres. The Newlands ground |s
one of the finest and most pleazantly
situated I have seen. It Is' the only one im
South Africa on which there is green turf,
but the gress is coarze, and when I was
there matting wickets had to be laid, as at
all other South African smaller enclosures,
These matting wickets, combined with the
extraordinary clearness of the light, puzsle
English batsmen at first, and have accounted
for many early failures.

BEYOND A JOKE.

A pgreat joke—though some may 3ay & cruel
one—was plaved on David Denton in one of
these Bonth African trips. A party of South
African and English cricketers arranged a
motor outing, and & dead snake was placed
on the top of the refreshment-hasket,. On
the way owe of the Scuth Africans asked
David to hand bim a bottle of beer. Denton
proceeded to do so, and, seelng the snake
corled up, he gave a yell, and jumped clean
out of the car. What he pald to the joker
afterwards may he left to the imagination.

NEARLY A VOLLEY.

We struck Johannesburg in 1913-14 at the
time the raflwaymen had struck work,
Martial law had to be proelaimed, and when
we were leaving for a match at Randfontein
we were held vp by the Boer military with
revolvers st the half-cock. The situation
was nobt pleasant at the moment, but a
permit apd an explanation got os through
without the fring of a shot. Probably my
touring days are now over, but it will often
be a pleasure (o look back uwpon them and
recall the many good [riends I base met in
both hemisphercs.

A P

Tre AMscxer Lipeart.—No. 8.




16 HARRY WHARTON'S CRICKET SUPPLEMENT!

LITTLE FADS,

THINGS TO LOOK FOR WHEN YOU
SEE YOUR COUNTY PLAY,

FEVHERE are fow things more inleresting than the study
of the little fads snd foibles of other people. When
I go to & cricket, match I am, of course, primarily
interested in the batting, the bowling, and the fielding ;
but T confess quite candidly that I find also a very great deal
to intorest me in watching the funny little ways of the players.

Thers are some fellows whom you would always recognise
when ot the wicket, even il you saw nothing but the funny
little things they do with the bat, and there are bowlers, too,
who have ways of their own: who have got into habits which
do not really help them to obtain wickets, bub which are never-
thelesa just cheracteristic. :

Thosands of people Liave been amused in the past by the
waya of Wil l‘red%lm&ﬂ when he is bowling. That very careful,
stendy tread of his to the wicket when about to deliver a ball
bacame & sourcd of constant coroment whon heo-was oub in
Aupstralis some %ears ago, osnd it wos indeed strange to hear
the Australion spectators counting the steps—one, two, three,
four—in B chorus which became a roar. But Rhodes has a
stop to the wicket which really fempts you to count. He has
another funny little trick of dropping the ball on the ground,
tucking up his trousers, and taking u good look round at the
gommencement of practicelly every owver.

Mention of the ways of thia famous Yorkshire bowler serves
to remind me of Ryan, of (lamorgan. I have socen him time
after time when, having picked up the ball, he will throw it
to Mercer, ficlding &t mid-on, and then receive it back from
this colleague while on his way to the spot from which Lo starts
to run for the next ball he will deliver. Why in tho world
Ryan does this I have never been able to make out. It is just
a habit.

Somo cricketers won't be seon in n eap even on the hottest

Arthur Carr is ono of them—whilo others seem to find
the cap almost indispensable even where thore is no glare from
the sun to be hidden from the oyes. Among the latter is Roy
Kilner, of Yorkshire, and the folk who have studied him most
toll you that they can tell what mood Kiluer is in, and whether
Yorkshire are fighting with their backs to the wall, by the
sngle st which this bowler wears his cap. How much of this
in truo I don't know, but I have certainly scen Kilner do some
-of his vory best bowling feata when his cap hes been so far
frord being straight on his head that it has almost been covering
his left &

Undoubtedly one of the most interesting personalities of
the cricket fleld to-day—and one of the most amazing char-
potors—is Cectl Parkin, the Lancastrian. ‘We shall nover say
that cripket has become too sérions & gamo so long as we have
men like Parkin, When ho is batting he keeps the spectatora
in & continual roar of lenghter, He will, for instance, sha
to run after he has given the ball such a alight tap that for him
to run would be suicidal. Then he will take a mighty swipe
at & fast ball when it is already in the honds
of the wicket-keeper. In bowling, too, Parkin
is full of mannerisms. Hia favourite trick is
that of putting his toe under the ball a3 it-
comes to him along the ground, and thus raising
it to his hands without the necessity of stopping
to pick it up. How mony thousands of 8
have triedl to copy this trick I dom’t know, Lut
I guarantee that my readers themselves, if they
play cricket, have tried it, and found that it is
not 50 simple as it looks when Paorkin is deing
it time after time with the tost case.

When bowling, Percy Fender, the captain of
Surrey, has o fonny little way of stooping in the
middle of his run.  He looks to all the world as
if Lie is getting down to spy the middle stump of
the fellow who is ‘batting at the other end. The
wide trousers of RBill Hitch, another Surrey
player, have become famous, and there certainly
always seeme to be emough room in them for
another person’s legs as well as those of Hiteh.

Patsy Hendren of Middlesex, whom every-
body Lnowa as’ about ‘the best ficlder in the
game to-day, certainly doesn't suggest it when
you look at lim. He nearly always stonds
with bis hands in his poclkets, not because they
are cold, but because ha haa got into the habit
of doing this.  Derhaps he hopes thus to luro
the bataman into a false sense of security : kid
them he isn't taking much interéat in his work in
the field. But, of course, Patsy is always tarribly
in earnest the minute the ball comes his way.
+Tue Maoxe? Lisesnv.~~No, 004,

 and it is now among his prized possessions. Dick

"FANNY ! WALDEN.

Just as they have their little habits, s0 have our cricketers
superstiti Fanny Walden, the Northamptonshire cricketor
and Tottenham Hotspur footballer, always. puts his left Tad
on first when playing cricket, just as he alwaya puts hiz leit
boot on first when playing football. If he put the right one
on first he would, in his own opinion, be sure he was asking
for bad luck, e

Most of ns would not think it was good luck to have o new
hat stolen and an old ono laft in its place, but Maurice Tate holds
such a view. In the summer before Iast, when he was staying
at an hotel in Nottingham, somobody took Tete's hat—in a
mistake, shall we say,

It was a new hat, and the one which was left was not new.
But being without alternative, Tate put the old hat on, went
to play in o mateh, and did very well indeed. He thought the
hat had brought him luck, so lie took it with him to Australia,
] Tyldesley, of
Lancashire has a luﬂkyﬂgai: of socks, and it is his re that
th¥ have now heen washed so often that they won't fit him.

‘here are players who will not run for o single if it brings
their scoro up to thirteen: they would rather dodge that
unlucky number, and I could tell vou of many famous players
who earry horseshoes about with them in their ericket bags.
All of which goez to show that ericketers are just ordinary
human beings after all,

SV TR ERRED LA AR AL A A S AL L LLL LY,

AWord-&: Umpire!

(feaders questions on mallers oppertatiing
to orickel will be answered under this heading
Jrom time to Hime. If you have a question
Jor the “Umpire,”" send @ in, chum.)

oBMAY  Bames (Holloway).—Yes, it is quite likely

that about the end of the War you saw Maurice Tate

often in the Holloway Road, London, for he lived

" in that distriet for some years—long @ h, in fact,

to quelifly for Middlesex; but he has never pla: for them,

snd if he wanted to do so now would have to go through another -
poriod of residential qualifidation.

* # #

L. W. {(Manchester)—In Australin it Iz the invariahle
custom to play all Test matches to a finish, even th they
may take a fortnight to get through, The only one of the Test

amed in this eountry which may be played to o finish ia the
aat ong at the Owval, and only theon if it is nece in order
to arrive ot A definite conelusion as to the destination of
tho * Ashes.”

i L] ¥

H. Carter (Preston). —Thers iz nothing to prevent
Maodonald, the Lancashire bowler, from playing for Australis
again this summer if it is considered advisable that he should
do so, but I don’t think there is much likelihood of his bevm%
asked, as such an action would come under the heading o
the things that are *' pnot done™ :

# * 2

F. Bsmitr (Birmingham).—Pace may be & very wvaluabls
as50b in & fast bowler, but don't get into the
habit of sacrificing everything for sheer s
Tho frst essentinl is accuracy of length, but
the minuwte you find that you are losing your
longth by #:yin_# to bowl too fast, pull down your
pAch  Again. ou may get bad batemon ouf
with short-pitched balla, or full-tosses, but you
won t get good ones out thus.
#* * .

F. Kamng {Portsmouth).-——All the Australian
cricketers are rogarded as amateurs, but it iz a
fact that thoy get paid for coming to England,
and even get paid when they play out there.
It is simply a metter of a differcnce of ou
on the amateur status as bettvoen England and
Australia.

» *

F. Poxsoxpy (Macelegfiold).—The highest in-
dividual score ever made in this country in first-
class cricket is A. C. Maclaren's 424 for Loancashire
against Somerset in 1885. W. H. Ponsford, who
is a member of the present Australian touri
team, got five more than this playing for
Vietoria against Tasmania in 1923,

e O " ¥

1*. Macpoxatp (Teunton). — Before the
arrived in this eountry the Australians had thbir
fixtures 8o arranged that they have a complota
day off from crickot immediately prior to the
start of every Test match—a vory wise pre-
caution, I may add.
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Loder teiling that beast Carne, you

know." : i .
“What was it?" snapped Walker, -his

eyes showing sudden interest. " You—

you overheard what, Bunter "

“It was nm;hingl much,” grinned Bun-

ter. ‘_‘{)ul?’ I thought you ought to
know it, old chap. I wasn't gong to
let Loder

bowl Tw out and get you
sacked, I can tell you.
ain’'t we¥"

“Go on!"” breathed Walker. :

“ Loder’s fairly got his knife in you,”
grinned Dunter. “He knows you g0
out &t night, snd he's going to caich
you if he can. I heard him telling
Clarne that he wasn't going to rest until
he'd found ocut what game you're up
m.IJ

T Gﬂ Dﬂ-” .

“He thinks vou're guing out to-might,
and he says he's going to watch you
and not let you out of his sight,” grinned
Bunter. . “What do you think about
that? You'd hetter look out, old chap.™

Walker nodded.. His face had gone
suddenly pale.

“Was that all you heard, Bunter?

*¥Yesz; but it's enough, ain't it¥' said

WE‘I‘E Fﬂlﬂ;

Bunter. “Supposing—"

“Never mind that, Bunter,” said
Walker. “Here's half a crown. Now
clear !

Bunter chuckled and pocketed the

balf-crown. He hadn’t intended to ask
for anything this time, so he was pleas-
antly surprised, Walker was “toeing
the line” with a vengeance!

- “Thanks, old fellow,” he remarked

cheerily,. “You can rely on me, old
lﬂhlp..”
“Gal out!™

Bunter grinved and got out. Walker
lay back in his chair, s face showing
the fear Bunter's news had brought
there. He did not doubt the truth of
it for one moment after the previous
night’s narrow escape. He knew the
extent of Loder’s bitter hatred and
vongefulnoss.

He was still sitting in deep thought
when a tap came to the door and Harry
Wharton came quietly in. Walker
looked up, and his face cleared a little,
Ho had not forgotten the previous night
and what the jumers had done for him.

48t down, Wharton,” he said, “ What
is it

Harry laid a pocket-Lnife on the table

quietly.
C "I'm sorry to worly you Tow,
Walker,” he said rather hesitatingly,
“but—but I thought 1'd better brin
that to you, It's the kmife we foun
on Popper's Island the other day. It
belongs to thai—that chap we saw
there.”

Walker nodded.

“And you brought it to me? Why?™
he asked grimly.

“We—we saw vou speaking to him,
as you know, Walker,” he stammered.
“Y didn't care to keep the knife any
longer. It's rather a good knife, and
it's not right to keep it when we know
whom it belongs to.”

“1 understand,” said Walker,- flush-
mng. “You—you can leave it to me,

Wharton. You—you haven't meqtin_;mﬂ_
that chap to #nyone, I suppose, kid?
& Nﬂ L]

Walker nodded, and Harry wnﬁ_mnk-
ing for the door again, when Walker
suddenly ealled to him. Walker's face
Imdhgightenad as if an idea had occurred
to him.

“Hold on, Wharton,” he said, "I
wanted to speak to you."”

“Yes, 'Wn}ker T .

“¥You did me a good turn last night,
kid,” said Walker slowly. ™ w{)uid you
be willing to. do me another like itT"

“It all depends what it is’ said
Harry, staring. “If we can aid you in
any way, Walker, we'll be glad to do 1t.”

“I don't like asking a favour after
what vou did for me last night,” went
on Walker with an effort. ' But—but
I badly need help just now. I know no
one I dare ask, and I know no one I
could trust better than you kids. The
fact iz, I'm in a pretty desperate posi-
tion, Wharton.”

Wharton said nothing. He knew that
without Walker telling him.

“Look here,”'said Walker, “1'm going
to confide in vou kids. The other day
you asked me if T knew that the man

~on Popper’s Island was Bimmons, the

solicitor who is supposed to have robbed
my aunt—or at least, you suggested
your 3us;:ir:iuna to me,”

“Yes'

“Well, he iz Simmons,” said Walker
quictly. "I fagged for him when he was
at school here. He was, and i3, one of
the hest fellows living.”

“ But—but—" Harry gasped and
stopped,

“T know it sounds queer for me to
say that about a man who is supposed
to have robbed my aunt of every penny
she possessed,” said Walker. * But you
don't understand, and I am not at
liberty to explain. I don’t expect you
to believe him on ny word—you don't
know him as I-do. But I'm goifig to
ask you fellows—you and your chums—
ta believe me when I say that I am not
ashamed of what I am doing 1n helping
Simmons.”

Wharton said

nothing.
“I'm riskin

a dot in helping him,”
went on Walker., “I'm bninq false to
my duty as a prefect, and I'm going
through the mill in other ways. But it
won't be for long. Any day now some.
thing maoy happen that will release me
from the task. But I've got to hold
the fort until that happens. The police
are after Simmons—you know -that.
They're not going to caitch him if I can
help it."”

“Jt—it's ricky for wou,
stammered Wharton. .

“I know that. I'm willing to face the
risk. But I'm not going to ask you to
face it, Wharton—not if 1 ecan help it
I'm going to ask you, though, to do
something to help me—ilo save me from
being collared. give you my word of
honour that I am not ashamed of what
I am doing in helping Simmons, though
I am ashamed of neglecting my duty
here, and for other things I've been
forced to do here™

“What do vou wish me to do? asked

Walker "

Harry. “I believe what you say,
Walker."” :
“Thanks!” zaid Walker. “You saw

what Loder was up to last might, Whar-
ton? He tried to get me caught break-
ing bounds. He's going to try if on
again to-night. He knows I'mm going
out.”

“Oh ! . .

‘“I've got to go,” said Walker grimly,
“Last might I went, but it was in vain.
I did not get the chance to see Simmons

i,

or hand him the food I'd taken. I
almost blundered into the keepers.
They were watching the island. Old
Popper must have seen Simmona His
men have been zearching tm island time
after time lately. They can't find where
he's hiding, though. It's a secret cave
Simmons discovered when a kid here at
Greyfriars. TI've got to go apgain
quickly, or Simmons will starve or have
to give himself up. I suppose that mean
old blighter, Sir Hilton, thinks it's a
poacher or a gipsy hiding there. He
means to eatch him.™ '

“And you—you're going to risk it and
go there to-night?"

“¥es. But Loder knows I mean to go
out. He's going o watch me go, and
follow. Bunter overheard him telling
Carne. I want to know if you and
vour pals can put a spoke in Loder's
wheel again??

“Oh!" gasped Harry., “I—1 see.”

“1 wouldn't ask you only—well, I'm
pretty desperate,” said Walker, eveing
Wharton almost feverishly. *There's
nobody I would dare ssk but you fel-
lows, You've been decent enough
already, goodness knows., But—but—
well, will you tackle Loder? If it ends
in trouble I promize you that I'll take
all the blame.”

Harry smiled.

“We're always willing to tackle
Loder without being asked, Walker,”
he said. “¥Yes, we'll deal with him if
only to bowl tha sneaky, spiteful rotter:
out,”

“You'll da it?"

“Like a shot!” said Harry.
but it means hreakin
course—unless we can deal with him
like we did last night.”

“Listen,” said Walker. “I'm not
going out late. I'm not risking that, I
shall start just before dark. All I want
you to da s to watch Loder, and if he
ollows to do what you can to stop lim,
He's keent to know what I am up to, and
he's R‘ﬂin%‘ to follow me.”

“ Not if we can help it ! gaid Harry.
"That's settled, then. Leave Loder to
us.”

“Thanks, kid! T'll not forget you fel-
lowe when this is over,” said Walker
gratefully. “¥You'd better go and get
your prep done now. Then you'll be on
the spot to keep an eye on that cad.” .

“Right "

Harry Wharton nodded and left the
room. He had given the promise, and
he meant to keep it—in fact, he was
keen to keep it. And Harry's chums
were keener still when they heard. They
were quite looking forward to the task
of dealing with Gerald Loder. But
whether they were fated to be as success-
ful as the night before remained to be
LELEH £ ;

“But—
bounds, of

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Trouble for Loder !

il ERE he comes !
H “*Quiet ! breathed Harry
Wharton. )
Five

The Famous wera
crouching n the shadow of the boat-
house on the banks of the Sark.

Dusk had faded into dackness, but s
dim moon was rising now and it
gleamed coldly on the rippling surface
of the river, All was gilent about them
but for the musical murmur of the river
past the raft. It wasz a mild night,
with a warm breeze that stirred thae
leaves in the trees and ruffled the sur-
face of the Sark,

The juniors were waiting for Gerald
Loder of the Bixth, though they wera
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expecting 1o sea Walker before they
saw Loder. The juniors had decided
not ta wait at the szchool for Loder.
They were. taking no risks of missing
him and letting Walker down. They
had slipped out- one by one and had
mado -tﬂeir- way to thae boathouse the
moment Harry deemed it safe to risk it.
And: they had managed it without any
trauble so far.
. INow . they were waiting, koowing that
Walker would come to ths boathouse,
and that if Loder followed him they
could not mias him.
en_a footstep had sounded on the
cindered towing-path, and Frank
Nugent had breathed the warning.
"g%uiet. ™ breathed Harry. “It's

" Walker.I expect, but that sneaking cad

is boubd to be close behind him,  Not
& sound 1"

“Hather not!” said Bob Cherrv. *1
suppose—>="

“Dry up!” hised Harry.

Bob Cherry subsided, The fc::nts-teg
came nearer, and a burly form loome
up &nd approached the boathouse doors.
Apparentli}y he possessed a ker, for ha
soon. had the big doors open. It was
Walker, and in no time he had his light
racing-skiff out, and had launched it.
Then he pulled out into the stream and
went speeding up-river at & good pace.

8till the juniors did not move, and
‘the next instant what they had oxpected
happened, . '

‘Along the towing-path came another
figure, He stepped out from the hedge,
stood for & moment watching the depart-
ing skiff, and then, as it vanished in the
gloom, he gave a grunt.

“All right, my beanty ! he muttered
alond. “ Up-stream, ch? T'm thump-
ing certain it"s the island! Gad!l I'il
soon dashed well firid out his game yet!"

And with that muttered remark
Gerald Loder vanished inside the boat-
bouse.  He wag out the next instant,
minus his coat and carryving his own
skiff. He launched it, and then he ran
inside again for his sculls.

“MNow,” breathed Harry., *Leave this

to me, chaps! Lodér seems jolly warm
on the scent, but I'll scon damp his
ardour a bit.”

I:I'But Lh

“Quiet !”

Loder came ouk amtd shipped his senlls
—or, at least, he started "to ship them.
But even as he bont down to do so,
Harry Wharton acted like lightning.

Harrv's chums did not know Harry's
idea, and they were in an agony-of fear
lest he should allow the last chance to

EO.

They need not have worried.

In four quick strides Harry Wharton
had reached Gersld Ldder, and Loder
ﬂav?lr cven got the chanéd to turn his

ead. -

Harry's head took him in the rear,
and, with a sudden, terrified yelp,
Loder took a header over his hoat.

He missed it by a hair’s-breadth, and
;:;'Eunge:i headfirst into the river heyond

it.

Splash ! -

It was & terrific splash—or, at least,
it sounded terrifie in the stillness, and
the water that swirled up almosé
nwa%ﬁmd the senior's araft.

“There I murmured Bob Cherry, 23
the river closed over the head of Loder,
“I fancy friend Loder_ won't do any
sculling after that. Hallo, there "he

blows 1"
Bob's chums nearly choked with sup-
pressed lmighte?. Then, as they

glimpsed Loder’s head appear above
the disturbed surfate, Harry gave tho
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word and they glided away, keeping
well in the shadows of the hadge.
But they did not go far. They

stopped twenty yards away and waited

to see Loder’s next move, They had not

to wait long. Amid a gasping and
ﬁurg]ing. Gerald Loder half-swam and
alf-waded round hiz boat, and then he
clambered out with difficulty. But he
managed it at lagh, and then he stood
on the staging streaming with water and
almost mad with astonished fury,

For some moments he stood there,
staring about him and breathing
heavily, and then he took the sculls
agein and carrred them inside the
building. . !

“DOh, good ! murmured Bob Cherry.
“He's had enough.”

“1 knew that would settle him!”
grinned Harry,

The junicrs did not move, however;
they . wanted to make sure. Th
walched Loder return to hiz boat. It
was not an easy task to got the feather-
wolght racer out, but Loder was
used lo handling hkis own craft, and be

t her out at last and earried the craft
inte the boathouse, Then he hurcied
out after shutting the boathouse doors,
putting his coat on as he did so.

He came squelching along the towing-
path, and the Famous Five did not wait
to sea more, They fled.

Loder heard them go—he could
gearcely have failed to hear their Ayving
feet on the cinders. DBut he sfill walked
on, and then quite suddenly he stopped
and listened.

The fiving footsteps of the juniors had
died away now, and silence reigned.

Loder turned abruptly and hurried
back to the boathouse.. He was in-
wardly raging with fury. But he was
not done yet by any means, had the
juniors only Lknown it. Who the
attacker—or attackers—had been the
prefect could only guess, and he guessed
they were the same fellows who had
tricked him the previous night.

It wag only too plain to Loder that
Walker was on his guoard, and had
fellows to aid him. Loder's eyes plit-
tered as the suspicion came to him as
fo who those fellows were. They were
not seniors, he was guite cerfain, and
his suspicions fell naturally upon the
Famous Five, who had good cauze to
hate him.

“T'Il find out, though, somchow,”
breathed Loder to himself. * And if
I do prove it was those little sweeps,
I'll thrash them to within an inch of
their rotten little lives. As for deing
moe—wall, we shall szee friend Walkor.
I'm not donoe yet by & long chalk. B
gad, no! I fancy I've got vou fixed,
you cad ™

Musing thus, Loder dragged open the
boathouse doora again. ﬁ-lia trousors
wera clinging uncomfortably toe him,
and he was shivering a little, DBut he
did not realise it. He took off his
coat again; and then, after ﬂéjuee:ing
some of the water from his drenched
clothes, he ecarried out his beoat again
and launched it. Then he got his
senlls, and & moment later ﬁ:m WaS
speading wupstream, steering ““by  his
EE-E:H-."

As he pulled he looked ahead eve
now and again—he did not want to ri

m—*—m—-‘-—-‘-—-‘--—l—ﬂ*ﬂl
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blundering inte Walker, In the dim
moonlight he could see for quite a dis-
tance along the gleaming river, snd he
was ready to turn and race back at the
first sight of a shadow on the water
ahead, or the first- sound of dipping
sculls other than his own. .

But he saw nothing and he heard
nnthmg‘: He had his own ideas as to
whera Walker had e—he had spied
on Walker before this. He ignored the
banks and only kept a look-out ahcad.

The island loomed up ahead at last,
without sight or sound of his enemy.

The most risky part of Loder's task
had come, and Loder knew it.” If
Walker was on the island, then he
would have fo move cautiously and be
ready to race back if necessary before
Walker could glimpse his 1dentity.
Loder had o very wholesome respect
for Walker's fists, and he knew what
to expect if Walker did catech him
spying.

He turned his light craft, and moved
gently towards the island, backin
slowly with his eyes scanning the dar
foliage. He did not hide the difficulty
of his task from himself, and he knew
that his chance of finding Walker in
the dark depended on luck more than
anything else.

There was onl

a short length of
sandy beach an

‘?mss:f bank where
& boat could land, and Loder was
moving towards this when his cyes
caught what they were searching for.

_Agaiost the bank, clear on the moon-
lit water was the dark shadow of =

‘boat, and an oar, out at right-angles

to it. There was no mistaking it.
“What luck!” breathed Loder,

He moved inwards tly, cars and
eves keenly alert. i3 stern ﬂgliﬂe&
g&nl‘-!iy _alongside the empty skiff, and
nosed into the sand.

It was then that the idea came to
er.

“zad!" he breathed.,  “The wver
thing! WNo need to risk frouble wit
the cad by spying round. 1 can fix
him without that. " He ecan swim, but
I know he’ll never risk a long swim
like that at night. Hoerp goes!

He reached over and thrust the skiff
off the little bank of sand it rested on,
and eent it afloat with a strong push.

It did not go far—the drag of tha
soulls as they swished through the
water, acting as a brake—but Loder
did not worry; he knew the current
would do the rest.

With the sculls dragging and swish-
ing, threatening every moment to
capsize it, the frail craft moved slowly
a.wa:il from the island, full in the grip
of the current now, And Loder was
just pulling away when a crashing
sounded, and a ﬁguru came dashing
headlong down to the water's edge.

“Stop!” came Walker's woice in an
alarmed shout. * Loder—if it ia you,
Loder— Stop, you howling cad 1™

Even as Walker shouted Loder saw
him stumble and go crashing down, ana
he heard & cry of pain follow. But the
next second lhe was up again, and he
came stumbling down to the water's
edge—limping badly now; Loder saw
that even from the distance.

“Btop, you hound!” he shouted, his
voico hoarse,

Loder did not stop. He gave a
lance at the other craft, drifti
slowly downstream, and then he starte
to pull in earnest, an evil grin on -his
sallow features. The next moment he
was round the bend and Walker's voice

died away in the distance.
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Loder’s Revenge !

i ALKER'S for it ™
W -Peter  Todd made that
announcement the following
morning - a8  he met the
Famous Five sauntering in the quad

after breakfast, It was a sunny morn-

ing, and ' the chums were feclin
pleased with themselves. -They ha
“put 1t across ' Loder, their - “ pet

abomination * as Bob Cherry teormed
bhim, and they had also done Walker
e good turn., They - were “leeling
-pleased with themselves in consequence.

Certain- they ‘had- not had the

leasure of seeing -Loder since,. nor
had they had the pleasure of seecin
Walker and telling him what they ha
done and recéiving his thanks,

This last-fact was worrying Harry a
little. Ha had visited Walker’s 5t|.i:}iy
‘twice the previous evening before bed-
time, but each time he had found the
study empty. Moreover, Walker had
not .visited them, and Herry had
ex d ‘him to, in order-to ask how

things had gone.. . Ha felt convinced
that Wealker would be anxicus ‘to
know that.

It was rather disturbing. Yet for all
thet, Harry did not dream that any-
thing was wrong, and when Peter Todd
strolled up with the announcement,
Harry was ::Murall;r alarmed at once.

“"Walhker's for it," he echoed, looking
suddenly at his chums. *“What do you
mean, Toddy?”

“"What I say,” grunted Peter Todd. '

“Walker—the silly ass!—was out of
bounds all last night. He hadn’t
raturned at rizsing-bell, and I bchieve
he hasn't turned up yet. It's the hil;h
jump for Jimmy Walker this time.’
And Peter Todd strolled on, shaking
hig head gravely, The Famous Five
ayed each other, struck dumb with
sudden, utter dismay.
What had hap-

What did it mean?
pened to Walker?

They simply could not understand it.
¥et it was true enough. They hurried
indoors to make inquiries, and they
very soon learned that the news was
true.

The whole House was buzzing with it.

Walker was missing—he had not been
seen since before prep, nor had his bed
becn slept in.

Jt was alarming news for evervbody,
but still more alarming for r%hrry
Wharton & Co. There was still some
time to go before morning lessons, and
they drifted dismally out of doors

Bgain,
, E:I‘hn:g' had just reached the quad when
Rilly Bunter came rushing up to them,
his fat face ablaze with excitement.
“Hea's come—just coming in the gates
now ! he velled, pointing back at the

gates. “0Old Popper's got him, Ok,
my hat! I say, you fellows, what d'you
make of it?"

Harry Wharton did not know what
to meke of it at all. They stared
towards the gates, and ]iust then a
little party of three came through them
slowly.

Ong was the tall, angular figure of Sir
Hilton Popper, the second was a burly
gamekeeper, and leaning on his arm
was & senior with white haggard face
—a scnior who limped badly as he
walked,

It waa James Walker, and at sight
of him the juniors gave gasps of dis-
MAay.

A 0h, 1 only hat!"
"'|."-“1|elri'.mmn:II1 2

Just then Mr. Quelch, the Remove
maater, camo out into the guad, and he
almost fell down at sight of the three.

said Harry
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box-room door. Click !
rattled and shook gently.

sudden fear. ** Open thils door !

Acling on a sudden impulse, Harry Wharton stooped and felt for the key of the
The key turned and the door was locked. He heard
a sudden, siartled exclamation from within the room. Then the knob of the door
It was followed by Loder's voice, hoarse with rage and
Open this dashed door, whoever you are ! **|
(See Chapler 6.)

“Bless my soul!” he exclaimed, in

alarm. * Walker—8ir Hilton— What
has hnplrem:d? Walker, have you had
an accident? . Does this, then, explain

vour abserice from the school P

Sir Hilton rother stared at
Romove master.

the

“Huh|"” he grunted, “Am I to under'-_

stand that thizs—this boy's whereabouts
were not known to you st Greyiriars,

" Mr. Quelch?”

“Most certainly not, sir! His abzence
has caused great anxiety and alarm.
Dr. Holmes has been contemplating

uainting the police with the matter
and asking their aid in finding. him.
But—but where have you becn all
night, Walker 1"

Walker did not reply.

“Huh!" snorted Sir Hilton. “The
fellow has lost his tongue, Mr. Quelch!
I can vory soon tell you that, howeover.
He was discovered at a late hour last
night lying in the undergrowth on my
island up the river, sir! Yes, sir—on
my island "'

And Bir Hilton snorted again. .

Mr. Quelch was staggered.

“ Ffuf-found on that island | he stuk-
tered. “Is it possible™

“Haven't I already told you that it
15 %0 1" snapped the crusty old baronet
testily. “1 recoived a tolephone mes-
sage about nine-thirty last night, and I
underatand it came from this school. It
was to the effect that a senior boy from
this school would bo found on the
island, I immediately got into touch
with my men, and thoy searched the
isiand and found this young scoundrel
I m% injured among the undergrowth.

a has npﬁarently sprained his ankle.”

" Impoasible 1

“Rubbish " hooted Sir Hilton. 1
have already told 1}*I:I1.I. Mr. Quelch, that
it is the fact, My men brought him
befora me, and, it boing too late then,
I had his injury attended to and placed
him safely under lock and key  until
mornming. [ ean E&t nothing out of the
young rascal, and I have brought him

hera to answer for his eonduct. 'F'res-
passing on my land, begad} Huh!”

- If tﬁa hapless Walker had burgled
his house and burned it to the ground
the baronet could not heve put more
wrath into his snort.

Mr. Quelch looked at Walker, and
Walker eyed him steadily im return,

“If you will be good enough to fallow

me, Hir Hilton—" said the Remova
master,
" Begad, I will! Loacke will not be
able to find ewcuses lor this young
vi]i?.in] He has been caught in the
act [

And Sir Hilton atomped np the School
Housge steps after Mr. Quelch. After
him came the gamekeeper and Walker,
the latter giving Harry Wharton a glum
shake of the head as he went inside,

Harry Wharton & Co, stared at each

other.

“Well. thal's dona it!"” breathed
Harry. “Oh, what awful luck! That
cad Loder did us, after all! He must

have guessed whera Walker was going,
and hoe must have telophoned straizhe
awey on getting back to school to that
mean wold hunks. ©Oh, tho freacherous
sweep |

“But what about Walker's hoat!™

asped Frank Nugent. “Why couldn’s
e get back on that, chaps?”

“Goodness knows! 1 suppese his fodk
was too bad then to hobble even to the
hoat. It boats me altogether! Where
was that chap Simmons when it hap-
pened, anyway "

That was another of the questions the
juniors could find ne answer to, and
they went indoors puzzled and dismal.
They went along to their class-room,
and on the way they met Loder. He
gave them a _malevolent grin, but he
said nothing. The grin was enough Ffor
Harry Wharton & Co.

They went into their Form-room full
nf dismay, and full of rage against
Loder, They had let Walker down
badly, ofter all, though they econld
scarcely be hlamed: as they realised.
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And, mennwhilu; Mr. Quelch had
reached the Head's study and led his
followers inside, Dr. Locke was not in
the room, but an urgent message 3000
brought him.

He did not look at all pleased .on
sighting Sir Hilton. The fussy, trouble-
some old baremet was one of his chief
worries in life—a minor one, perhaps,
but nono the less irritating for all that.

“Sir Hilton—"" began the Head.

Then he sighted Walker, and he
atarted.
“Walker!] Bless my soul! 3o you

hava roturned, Walker! What ever has
happenad, boy 1" .

Walker remained silent, and 1t was

Mr. Queleh who explained, helped by
Sir Hilton Popper. The Head's kind
old face sct grimly as he listened, and
he fixed a very curious look on Walker's
oom face.
“Walker,” he pgasped at length,
“what does this mean? What were vou
doing on that—that island at all, and
eapecially at such & late hour? Answer
me, sl

Walker =zid nothing for = moment.
Then he looked up. ]

“I'm sorry, sir!™” he said quietly.
“But I cannot explain why I went
there. I could nobt return, beoaunsa my
skiff had—had drifted away, and 1 could
not awim the distance to the mainland
because I had sprained my ankle badly.
I fainted once, and then the keepers
came and found me lying there.”

*“You are a prefect, Walker I snapped
tha Head, in ominous tones. * Yon
wore aware that the island 13 strictly
out of bounds to all Greyviriara boys.
I hava on more than one occasion made
it known that the punishment for visil-
ing it would be very severe. Yet you,
& senior boy and a prefeet, have disve-
garded rules and also my often stated
views on the trouble ecaused by tres-
passers on that island.”

Walker said nothing.

“That is not all, however,” said the
Head. “You have also broken the
school bounds in leaving the school
after lock-up without permission from a
master! That alone is serious in the
case of & senior and a prefect! Have
vou any reasonable excuse to offer for
your conduct, Waler "

“No, sir.”

It waa frank and ealm if it was
nothing else. The Head set his mouth
firmly. To the Head, Walker's cool
roply hinted of unconcern, almost in-
Bolenga,

"Yery well, Walker!” ho snapped.
“T will give you onoe more chance, how-
ever. Will you explain to me here and
now why you went to the island ar all
at such an hour?” '

Walker remaived silent. Buf, though
ontwardly calm and ecollegted, his heare
was boating rapidly, and he felt almost
sick with dI’FEI.IE. Ho knew that hi=
punishment would be wary severe; it
could be nothing less than severs. A
junior might have escaped with a Aog-
ging; but & senior, high up in the school
and a prefect-——

Walker knew that expulsion waz net

only possible, but probable. Yet he
remained silent.

The Head waited a_full minute, and

then he pursed his lips.
“Very well! It i3 enough!™ he
snapped icillv. “I do not desire to be

unduly harsh, however, Walker. Yon
occupy a4 high position in the school,
and you have, on the whole, a2 good
record. I will pive you until six o'clock
this evening to decide. If yon have not
been to me before then to give your
explanation, I fear that iy enly course
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will be to expel you! You will go to
the sanatorium to have your foot
attended to, and you will not leave the
schobl precincts under any consideration
You may gol”

“Yes sir!” muttered Walker.

He hobbled from the room, Mz,
Quelch giving him a .commiserating
glance as he passed him. Morning
lessons had already started, and Walker
went straight to his own study. On the
table there he iound a newspaper. It
was that morning's paper, ond if had
Emn left there by ‘Lrotter, the page-

o,

Walker snatched it wup, and locked
through it almost feverishly. He gave
a sudden bitter laugh us his oye caught

something,. It was the headline:
“American Swindler xposed,” and

underneath was a long article, which
Walker scanned with gicaming cyes and
a hitter twist round lus lips.

Ho flung tho paper down at last.

“Bo it's come at last!” ho breathed.
“But 1t's come too late, as far as I'm
concerned ! . Gad! The sack! What
will the pater say if it is that?"

And guite suddenly Walker's cooclness
left him, and he sat down at the table
hnd rested his hiead on his hands., Loder
had had his rovenge, and it wa3g a
deadly revenge. But it was not of
Gersld Loder, Walker was thinking of
now. His thoughts were of home, and
what hiz home-coming would mean to
his people. They were bitter, hopelees
thoughts.

i = =

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Confession !

£ OTTHNIY
Lhat was the view of the
Famous Five—and 8 great

number of others at Greylriars
in addition to the Famous Five. What-
ever Walker's faults were—and he had
a good number--he was popular, both
in the Lower and Upper Schools. Loder
little dreamed what & storm he would
bring about his head when he did the
thing that had brought Walker to thia
EB.H. For the suspicion that Loder had
een the means of Walker's downfall
had leaked out, and was zoon common
property.
Loder had been unpopular enough
hefore, but hiz last treacherouz action
filiad cvervone with scorn and con-
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- It's different now,

teinpt. He had had his revenge, bub
he was likely to pay dearly for at.

In their own study the Famous Five
werg discussing the matter with gloomy
faces when & tap eame to tho door, and
someone hobbled in,

It was James Walker, and the juniors
stared at him uncomfortably. Walker
smiled—it was a forced smile.

“Hallo, kids!” he said. “You've
heard the great news, of course. There's
8 chance you won't get any more linos
or lickings from me—a dashed good

chanee i’
“I'm sorry, Walker," said Harry
q:‘tlel’-lj'. “We're all thundering sorryl

We hope to goodness it doesn't come to

the worst, though! We—we feel we
let you down ba:ﬁy last night.”

“What exactly happened?” asked
Walker. “VYes, I'm afraid my dear old
pal Loder has shot my holt, s0 to
speak M

“We did our best,” =aid Harry
slowly. = “We saw Loder come to the

boathouse afiter you'd gone, and we
watched him get a boat out. Then,
just as he was about to get in I rushed
up and butted him into the river head-
over-heels !

Walker grinnod faintly.

“Go on,” he said.

“Weo waited until he elimbed ount, to
make sure he wouldn't do anything
more in the way of following vou. Ha
took hiz hoat in again, and started back
for Greyfriars. We bolted then. Wo
supnosed he had had enough and had
given the idea up.” ’

“Ha hadn't,” said Walker.

“Weo know that, of course, now!™
groaned Harry. “Ho must have guessed
where vou were going, and telephoned
to old Popper the moment he got back
to Greyfriars ™

Wilker shook his head.

“"He did that later.” he said grimls.
“He must have got his boat ont again,
for he followed me up the river. He
camp to the island and sent my hoat
adrvift. T saw lim just clearing out—
thoungh I only guessed it waz ho—and I
rushed to try and ston him. Tt was then
I staombled and ecrocked mv ankle !™

“Oh!" ejacnlated Harry Wharton.

It was news to the juniors, and they
gasped.

“Well, the howling ead!™ hreathed
Harry., *“That makezs his rotten con-
duct worse, Walker !

“It does, I 3upi:cru-.” suid Walker.
“ Anyway, he must have gone back then,
and phoned to Popper. It's done now;
though, and ecan’t be undone. I want
vou fellows to understand that I don't
think you let me down at all. Far from
it. You've beon bricks over it all!”

“We weren't poing to lat that swe
help it." said arry.
“1 only wish we'd taken more drastic
measires now. "

“They were drastic enough, kid.”
gaid Walker kindly. “Tt's ﬁnne with
now. But—hut I'm going to ask you
chaps to do something more for me now
—ane last request.” -

He drew from his pocket a folded
newspaper and laid it on the table.

“I1 daren't leave the school—or, at
last, I can't owing to my game foot,"”
he said, “or I'd do it my=elf. But I'm
not going to ask you to izke mny more
risks for me. I eught not to have done
so before, but I was pretty desperate.
I want this paper
to reach Bimmons, on Popper's Island:”

"He—hea's there still, then?" gasped
Harry. “I—I thonght that as tha
keepers found you alone—-"

“7T left him in the eave last night,”
saicdd Walker grimly. “When I crocked
and saw Loder clear, I tried to crawl
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back to the cave: but it was no good. 1
fainted once with che rotten pain. 1t
was jolly hard getting through the
undergrowth, and my foot was badly
swollen, I zhouted, too, but 1t was no
good, Then, after I had lain there for
gome tiuna [ 11::«&1‘1:1 someone coming, and
I shouted again. It was the dashed
keepers, and they yanked me to Popper
Court—took me across in their punt.
They were decent enough, and if that
old i';l.ml-:g Sir Hilton were half as decent
he'd do!” .

“You've gone through it, Walker:"

“I've got to go through it still
worze,” said Walker, his voice sound-
ing suddenly thick and low. "It won't
be pleasant to leave Greyfriars, kids, 1
can tell you! DBut I'm straying from
the point,"” he went on, f:lEnrih% his
throat. “You see this paper. It 1s
vitally necessary for 1t to reach
Simmons as soon as possible. T'm net
asking you fellows to take it, and I
don't intend to, either. I just want
vou to get hold of someone—a fellow
from outside—a villager will de—and
ask him to take it to the island ana
hand it over to Simmons.”

“But—but that will give Simmons
away!” gasped Bob Cherry. “A
villager is bound to talk—"

“It docsn’t matter now if he does,”
said Walker bitterly. * Not so much,
at all events! I'll give you a few bob
to pay the chap for his errand., Tell
himm to stand by the old hollow oak—
any villager ought to know where it
stands—and whistle three times, That
will bring Simmons out, and the paper
can be handed to him. 1 hope he gets
it before to-night, anyway--for my own
sake as well as Simmons',” he added
thickly. “1 don’t suppose anyone can
help e now, but there's a chance
Simmons can. Well, will you do this for
mo, kids ¥’

“Like a shot!" said Harry,

“Hear, hear!”

“The shotfulness is terrifie, my
gsteemed and ludicrous Walker,” said
Hurree Singh soltly.

“Here it 1s, then, and here's five
bob, YWharton.”

Wharton took the ﬁ)&}?ﬂr and placed it
in his pocket. He hesitated, and then

he also pocketed the £Gve shillings
Walker handed aver.
“Thanks!” said Walker, in a low

tone. “I'd like you to let me know
when vow've managed to get hold of
someone, Wharton. Well, T'll be got-

King on now. I shall see you kids again
betore—belore night.”

He nodded and hobbled out.
“Come on!" snapped Harry the
moment the door elozed. * Get someono
else on the job—ech? Not likely! We're
going oursslves, chaps—at least, I am.™

“And we're jolly well coming with
you!" said Bob Cherry.

“Hear, hearl”

Y Zome on, then; we'll cut dinner for
onca and risk trouble. I don't think
we're risking much by g‘uin% to the
island now. After what's happened
there aren't likely to be any keepers
about, and we know old Popper won't
ke there, blow him! We'll do it! And,
what's more we'll tell that chap
HSimmons what a hole he's got poor old
Walker mto. It may do some good.”

“Wonder what's in the paper,” said
Johnny Bull

“Never mind the paper, let's get off I
gnapped Harry.

The junivrs got their caps and hurried
out. They knew they were running a
big risk, despite Hearry’s words to the
contrary, Bul that fact did not trouble
thﬁ'l:" much, They were used to running
risks.
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WINNERS!

RESULT OF “PARS" COMPETITION No. 8.

A Table Footer Game has been awarded to each ol
the following competitors:

& BONFIELD, 15, Mimram Road, Welwyn, Herts.

ALAN SEATON, Verwood, Wimborne, Dorset.

W. F. J. COATES, 3. Hillier Road, Battersea, 5.W. 11.-

A. BASH, %4, Calabria Road, Highbury, N. 5.

F. K. ALLBROOK, Rosthwaite, Caterham ¥Yalley, Surrey. )
ERIC H. THOMPSON, 27, Clyde Street, Lower Broughton Road, Salford.
JACK CROWTHER, 23, Westhill Avenue, Torguay.

R. BISHOP, 5, Btour Street, Canterbury.

Q. C. MANNING, 236, Coronation Road, Bristol.

LESLIE LONGSTAFF, 51, Clive Road, Enfleld, Middlezex.

EDWARD JACORS, 121, Glenarm Road, Clapton, E. &

ALASTAIR McPHERSON, 47, Charlton Road, Bhirley, Bouthampton.
MASTER FRED MACRO, 42, Melford Terrace, Thetlord, Norfolk.
ATANLEY ALLEN, 20, Mona Road, Smaall Heath, Birmingham.

E. WALKER, 16, Crescent Hoad, Brentwood, Essex,

JOHN DOWNES, 2, Qillingbam Road, Qillingham, Kent.

HOWAHRD SUTTON, 10, Regent Htreet, Birchills, Walsall.

WILLIAM LYNN, 130, Robertson Street, South Shields.

K. IRELAND, 812, Saven Sisters Road, South Tottenham, N. 15,
ARTIIUR WARD, B0, Western Street, Swansea.

WJW\MNUWWWWW

And Harry had a very good reason
for hurrying. He. had unot failed to
note the trace of hope in Walker's words
when speaking of Simmons. Was it
possible that Simmons could do some-
thing to help Walker in his extremity !
Vet Simmous was in o desperate ox-
tmcmit{ himeelf. It scemed absurd to
hope that he could. -

The whole extraordinary affair, was
puzzling from beginning to end, but the
juniora did not worry their heads about
it at the moment. Their one idea was
to hand that paper in safety to Sim-
mons. It seemed just an ordinary daily
nowspaper—indeed, the juniors had
already noted that it was a popular
daily, of that day’s date.

At a trot, Harry led the way to the
boathiouse, and very soon the juniors
had a bout afloat, and were pulling hard
up-streamn. The skiff fairly flew over
the sun-it water. The junmors ap-
proached the island with little regard
of caution; indeed, they scarcely iyn'u
keepers o thought just then. ‘They
dragged the boat under the shelter of
an overhanging bush, and they
serambled ashore and dashed off inlo
the wood, They reached the old cak—
the jumiors knew it well, and Harry
had very good reazon {0 mnow it. 1nere
was a luinp on his forehead still where
he had crashed against its roots days
ago.

Harry Wharton whistled thrice, and
after a pause Bob Cherry did likewise.

Almost instantly there was an answer-
ing whistle, and the man whom they
had suspected from the first to be Sim-
mons camo  cautiously  through the
grecnery.

He stared at sight of the juniors,
then ho smiled at them,

“You fellows come to sce me?” he
inquired.

“Yes,”

Harry Wharton stared at the man
curiously—rudely almost. His clothes
were still stained and soiled, but he
had shaved now. Harry guessed that
Welker had provided-him with a razor.

aee At

Certainly it had made a remarkable
difference in his appearance. He looked
handsome now, and hLis expression was
vertainly pleasing.

Harry Wharton handed over the
paper, and Simmons took it, almost
snatching it from the junior’s hand.
He opened it, scanning the pages fever-
ishly, and at last he found what he
sought. I was the letterpress headed
* American Swindler Exposed!”

He scanned it swiltly, and then le
laughed. It was & cheery laugh, and
vertainly not & laugh one would expect
to hear from a scoundrel—a fugitive
from justice. Yet he was a fugitive
frenn justice, and the juniors eyed him
very hxedly and without returning his
smile. Harry Wharton & Co. could
not forget that it was entirely owin
1o this man that Walkeér was in suc
déep trouble.

“Walker sent us with that,” said
Harry quictly. *I'm glad if it's
brought news that i1s good. But—"

“It iz good news,” smiled the man.
“TIl et Walker was: glad cnough to
Waell, it's let me out, and I
sha'n’t be sorry to leave this Robinson
Crusoe dug-out of mine, youngsters.
You were the fellows who came liere
the other dayi™

“Yes, M

“I ecan sce you look upon me as a
double-dyed villain  yet,” smiled the
man. *“You suspected [rom the first
that T was S8immons, a man hiding from
justice, & villain who had robbed a
widow of her last penny ¥"

“¥es.”" Harry Wharion was not
afraid of being frank.

“Yot you did not give me away,™
said Bimmons. “Why "

“I—I hardly know," said Harry
curtly.. “Unloss it was for Walker's
sake, and—well, I simply couldn’t be-
liove it possible, You—you were jolly
decent to save me from the keepers that
afterncon at risk of being caught your-
sclf. T could not [orget that.” -

Tae Macrer Lisnany.—No, 854,
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“ And because of Lhal vou felt T must
bhe innocent "

“ All slong I've felt that must be the
case,” said Harry, “and so have my
chums here. It seemed impossible that
Walker could back up & rascal who had
robbed his aunt. We felt you must be
innocant, and that von were only wait-
ing for zomething to happen that would
prove your innocence, The verv fact that
Walker was backing you up—was risk-
i?gtau much for you—seemed to proy

at. i

Simmons nodded. Ha was smiling

cpriously, -

“Walker has told me about yon
fellows,” he said, I feol grateful to
you for what yvou've done for him. 1
feel I owe you an explanation here and
now. You shall have it. There's’ no
reason [or secrcey now., Well, I admit
that 1 am Longford Simmens, a fugi-
tive from jJustice.” _

The admission did not surprise the
juniors now. Bub Bimmons® hext words
did, however,

S also admit,” went on the man
calmly, “that I bolted with a thousand
pounds belonging to Walker's aunt,”

—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Mystery No Longer !

6 HA-A-AT "
W The juniors staved trans-
fixed at the amiling face of

. the man before them. Had
he admitted thaf & few days ago they
wolld not have boon surprised at all
But they were surprised now. After
what had "happened, and afier what the
man himself had alrcady said, ther
were prepared for a stout denial-—a
clain, possibly, that he was Gearing the
burden for another's sin, They had
not expected a frank admission of guilt.

Yet he had admittod it now, and was
smiling as he made that remarkable
conflession. He showed no sign of
shame—far from it.

The juniors’ eyes gleamed. A sudden

ust of indignation took possessi
E!arr:r Wharton. i Mt

“You geoundrel!” he said thickly,
careless of hizs words. “Ave you mot
ashamed to confess such a thing—to roh
an innocont old lady and ronder Ler
pennilass? Oh, you rotter "

SEEN THIS WEEK'S “GEM,” YOU CHAPS?

“I- do not feel the slighteat shame
for what I have done,” said Bimmons.
“Bhame!"” exclaimed Hurry fiercely.
“Then perhaps.you’ll ‘feel shame when
zou hear what your rotten, sneaking

sponging has brought Walker to? L

suppose vou've played on his good-

nature—persuaded him you were inno-

cent with some lying story? You've

ruined him, If he isn't sacked to-day,

he will lose hiz prefecture, and be dis-

graced and heavily punished.”
“What®" '

It was Simmons' turn to stare, as if
transfixed, at them. His face went sud-
denly drawn and white.

“ You—you mean that?"” he breathed.

“Yes. Walker was caught last night
on this island. He was found with a
sprained ankle in the woods here. He
had been trying to reach you. A rascal
—n fellow who hated -him—gave him
away to old Popper. His keepers cap-
tured Walker, and took him to Popper
Court a prisoner. . He has been there
all night, and was brought before the
Head this morning. He will be sacked
for a certainty. That is why we are
here now instead of him. Walker sent
us. He still believes in you, you rotter I

Simmons seemed to be utterly at a
losz what to say. Presently he recov-

cred his composure, however, and he -

looked at Harry grimly.

“Tell me all about it, youngster”
he said quietly, "I faney I mn‘helg
Walker. I did not dream of this.
never even knew this island was out of
bounds. Walker did not tell me; he
knew, I suppose, that I should forbid
him eoming hers if he did. When you
wera chased by those keepers, the other
day, I belioved you had been up to
mischief in other ways. But, tell me
all1®

Something in the man’s quiet manner
impressed the juniors, and he told all,
though his manner was far from being
anvthing but curt.

had

Simmons nodded when he
finished.

“It looks bad,” he said. “But I think
my story will have a great deal of
influence with Dr. Locke. I will come
back with you to the school at once.™

“You—you'll what?" gasped Harry.

“1I'I! eome with you now, and I'll do
mv best to clear matters up,” was the
calm reply. “But first of all, I feel I
must make things clear to you fellows.
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"in robbing old ladies and the

—

If I don’t I chall fear assault and battery
on the way.” -

He smiled grimly, and then he went
I:H'L- H

“I've already told you that I bolted
with a thousand pounds belonging to
Walker's aunt—a . Hubéert Walker.
Well, it is true enough.” But I did not
steal it—I merely borrowed it.
money now lies safely 'in Dr. Locke's

study ot Greyfriars.”

““Great pip
“Yes, I 'supp-usu Dr. Locke would say

mmc:t.liin% like that—though mnot so
slangy—if he knew. But he doesn't
know. I handed the money .to Walker

on my first night here,” It was in notes,
and Walker took the package, heavily
sealed, and asked D, ko to keep it
safely for him,  Walker did not tell the
Head what it was, and the Head did not
ask, fortunately, But I'll begin at the
beginning.”
He emiled again,

. **As you know, I suppose, I am junior
partner in a firm of sclicitors at Merford.
Mrs. Walker was & client of ours. She
is .rather a stubborn old lady and very
self-opiniated.” Very welll = One day
she came to me stating that she wished
to invest all her savings in a certain oil
company, an  American affair. She
seemed frightfully’ keen about it, too.
Well, the moment I heard the name of
the company I knew that she had got her-
gelf in the hands of American share
swindlers, and I knew that the man
behind it was a rascal who specialises
ike with
his swindling companies. I warned her,
of course, and strongly advised her to
keep her money, and have nothing what-
over to do with Jelke—that was the name
he was dunning under over here. In fact,
I begged and pleaded with her to drop
the idea.”

Simmons paused and grimaced.

“It was useless,” he said grimly, “This
chap Jelks had fairly cast his magic spell
over her, 8he refused to listen, %t&llmd
and argued in vain. sanior also
argued, and, finding it useless, he gave
itup. I happenad to know pl'l‘l'ﬂtﬁ!}’
that a certain daily paper was investi-
gating the business sectivities of our
friend Jelks, and that it was on the point
of exposing the scoundrel. That gave
me an idea.”

Agein Simmons paused and grimaced.

*It was a mad idea—hopelessly mad—
yvet I felt it might come off. I realised
that if only I could keep the old lady
from handing over the cash until Jelks
was exposed, sll would be serenc. 30—
well, when she handed me the cash to
sand over to friend Jelks, I just stuck to
it, and stayed away from the office.”

“Phew "

The juniors gasped. [
ginning to understand _a bit now.
locks u?muged wonderfully.

“Mind you,” went on Simmons, “I
only intended just to lie low for a daxy
or so, until the newspaper showed up
fricnd Jelks. I'd been led to believe that
its exposure was coming off almost at
once.  Well, it didn't come off al once—
there was a hitch somewhere. Instead
of that, something else came off. My
senior partner, whom I'd fondly believed
would never make & move in the matter
until he was quite, quite certain that
both the money and I had really gone,

ot the bohbies on my track. Well, I

ad to scoot in real earnest then.”

“Phew! I should think so0," said
Harry blankly.

“It was jolly awkward,” said Bimmons.
“ Anyway, to cut a long story short, I

They were be-
Their
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remembered this little dug-out here, and
I wrote & frantic letter to Walker, asking
him to meect me here and to help me.
He came, as you know, and he has
helped me. I little dreamed what I was
letting him in for, though. I think you
know the rest. Anyway, the money s
safe in Dr. Looke's study sale—or should
be—and that is just why I'm not
ashamed of what I have done.”

“By Jove! I should jolly well think
not!” said Harry Wharton, drawing a
deep, deep breath. “ No-—no wonder
Walker was willing even to- let Bupter
blackmail him rather than let the whole
affair leak out. He knew what it would
mean.”

“Yez. He knew his aunt well, and he
knew she would lose every penny of her
money unless it could be kept from her
until the exposure came. Well, it's como
this morning, Here it ia.” '

And S8immonz pointed triumphantly to
the mnewspaper heading: “ American
S8windle Exposed.”

“T fancy that will send down friend
Jelk's atm{: even with Mrs. Walker,” he
said. “Not only that, Jelks is to be

kicked out of the country as an undesir-
able. Bo that's that.”

“And poor old Walker,” said Bob
Cherry miserably. " He was thinking of
you, too"”

“Yes; he knew I was in a jolly
awkward position, boys. Ie has been a
real brick all through. He haz showed
pluck and the atest unselfishness, And
I'll see to it that Dr. Locke knows the
full circumstances.. You have no need
to worry about Walker, boys. I am cer-
tain that Dv. Locke will be far more
inclined to praise Walker than to blamo
him. You ecan take my word for that.”

- L] L] ] W L]

And Mr. Simmons, junior partner in
the firm of Merrill & S8immons, proved to
be guite right there,

On arriving at Greyfriars the juniors
mede thewr way indoors, cheerful in the
knowledge that Walker's good name
would bé restored to him. ,

Mr. S8immons made his way to the
Head's study, and Dr. Locke almost fell
out of his chair as he recognised his
visitor.

He jumped to his feet and fairly
glowered at the man whom he believed

had disgraced his old school.
“Bimmons ! he gasped. “You have
dared—you have had o hrazen

effrontery to come here—to wvisit me!
How dare you "

That was how Dr. Locke greeted his
visitor; but after Mr. Simmons had been
epeaking for some moments the Head's

im face slowly relaxed, and his mouth

gan to open in sheer astonishment.
And when his visitor had finished  at
length, Dr. Locke shook the hand of the
Greyfriars Old Boy with great warmth.

“ Bless my soull” he murmured, almost
smiling in his deep relief. * It—it is the
most. extraordinary story I have ever
hoard, Simmons. I—I really do net
know what to say to you. But—but one
thing is very evident, Walker shall cer-
teinly not leave Greyfriars, He has

beon gravely at fault, but I can under-

stand the terrible position you had placed
hinj in, and I agrea with you that he has
shown great pluck and praiseworthy self-
sacrifice.”

“I insist upon accepting all responsi-
bilitv for what he did, sir,” said Mr.
Bimmons engerly. “I wrote that letter
in great haste, and I did not pause to
reflect I fear, I left Walker no choice

In the rear.

Loder came out of the boathouse and started to ship his sculls.

beu. down to do so, Harry Wharton had reached him and his head took Loder

With a sudden, terrified yelp, Loder took a header over his boat.

Missing it by a hair’s-breadth, he plunged head first into the water beyond. Splash !
{See Chapter 8.)

Butl even as he

but to do my bidding, and I fear he has
suffered bitterly for it.”

“He has certainly suffered quite
enough,” agreed Dr. Locke.
send for him at once, and tell him that
no punishment will be meted out to him,
and that he may take his usual place in
the school.”

The Head did. It was & joyiul sur-
prise to James Walker, and when leav-
g Dr. Locke's stu he felt too full of
gratitude to kick Billy Bunter, whom he
met in the passage, much as he had
locked forward to the time when he
could kick him in safety. And then
Walker sought out the Famous Five and
asked them to join him at tea with Mr.
Simmons. It was a high honour for
Harry Wharton & Co., and they accepted
readily enough.

It was a merry meal, and, later on, Mr.
Simmoensz dined with the Head and Mr.
Quelch. And after that Mr. S8immons
disappeared from the eyes of Greyfriars.

That evening another event took place
within the walls of Greyfriars. It tock
place in the gymnasium. Only Sixth
Formers were present, and, at the rin
of a bell by Wingate, James Walker an
Gerald Loder faced each other in the
ring with the gloves on, Loder had not
wanted the gloves on—or off-—but he had
to have them on—the rest of the angry,
disgusted seniors saw to that, What fol-
lowed was not very pleasant for Loder.

“I will

Walker had a score to settle, and he
settled it in thé British way, giving
Loder the biggest hiding that shady
hlackguard had ever had in his life.

But, though only scniors were present
i’“ the mﬂtj‘gai.iuhm, ﬁ;"ﬂ juniors “?ﬁfiﬁkﬂ"
rom the 1ght of thoe gym— ar
had given the “wink™ lgm'mrﬂl:l1!.:1::1-—--
and they enjoyed every moment of the
fight. When Loder went crashing down
for the last time, and Wingate counted
him out, these privileged sightseers
above raised a yell that almost made the
seniors Jf,l.l;.ﬂ out of their skins. down
below, er had escaped trouble with
the Head—luck:ly, Dr. Locke never did
get to know who had phaned that
treachorons message.!to Sir Hiltan—but
he had not escaped trouble with Walker
nor the rest of his fellow-seniors. It was
less than he deserved, but as he tottered
from the gymnasium, aching in every
limb, and sore all over, Loder felt that
his punichment was guite enough.

THE END.

(There will be another topping yarn
of Harry Wharton &'Co., of Greyfriars,
next week, ehums, cntitled » “ Bunier's
Treqsure Trovel” by Frank Richarde.
This 1z the kind of sfory ofhieh goes
down well with all Magnetitgs, so make
no mistake about ordering next week's
isue well in advapcss), :
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NO EID-GLOVED PASSENGERS are wanted ahoard Stromsund’s trawler and, prisoners though they be, Fervers
Locke and Jack Drale are told that they have to work for their heep!

The Phantom of the Dogger Bank!

/""‘"\

Caught !
ERRERS LOCKE, Drake, and
F Langsom spent the rest of the
day in bed. MNothing happened
to occasion & change of orders,
sa a3 it fell dark the trio left the hotel,
and, led by Jack, made for the quay.

“It iz fortunate that the sky has
become cloudy,” said Locke. "It will b
a5 dark as a c¢loudy night in England in
a few minutes,” No one will see the
trawler's boat mal-:in% out into the bay,
and that may possibly be fortunate. I
shouldn't be surprised if Stromsund has
soma intelligent department of sortz in
Revkjavik., Ah, Em‘u‘a the boat, all
ready, Hi, you men, wake up, and sit
up at your oara!”

Locke was aboub bo step into the boak
when he drew back suspiciously. The
men did not seem anxious to wake up at
all. Indeed, one or two were obviously
bending over, feigming drowsinoas.

“Back!” whispered ILocke. * Back,
Dirake! This is & plant!”

But Locke's warmng was interrupted
by the men in the boat springing up and
lashing out with their oars. Men from
the quay behind caine crashing down the
»teps, and Langsom was pushed forward
viglently, to cannon into the small of
Ferrers Locke's back.

Juck Drake had stepped aside just in
tine, and he kept hiz feet, though
Locke and Langsom had pitched for-
ward, face downwards, into the boat,
where half & dozen. ruffianly fishermen
piled an top of them.

Drake's brain worked swiftly, He
loapt for the top of the quay where =
chain hung over. He caught the chain,
and swung his legs up as a burly fellow
made a grab at his fashing [eot. The
man got a8 kick on the jaw for hia
trouble, and Jack, turning heels over
head on the top, sprang upright, and
dashed across the guay.

Tue Magser Lispary.—No. 854,

{Introduction on page 25.)

His escape from the causcway was no
mean acrobatic feat! PBut men were
hard on his heels. No one, beyond
those chasing him, seemed to be about
at that part. And two of the men
sgemed very speedy on their feet.

The young assistant ran as he had
never run before. If hoe eould ooly win
clear he could raise the alarm and save
Locke and Langsom. He could shout
now, if he wanted to. But his broath
was coming in gasps already; and he
sensed &  big, bony-fingered hand
already stretched to his’ left  shoulder.
It was touch and go at best.

Suddenly, Jack's foot tripped on a
steel hawser, and down he fell on his
face with stunning force, not even
having time to fling his arms out to
break hia fall.

The wharf buildings seemed to swim
around him. Hea felt ‘that they were
receding from him, getting more blurry
and faint and smaller avery second,

Then he knew no meore, for his head
had thumped down on the hard stone of
the wharf, and his pursuers laughed
harshly as they picked him wp like =
sack of coals and carried him between
them to the waiting boat, where Locke
and Langsom lay on the bottom-boards,
bound and gagged.

Skl treating him as they would a
sack of coals;, they deposited him in the
sternsheets with  just that amount of
gentlenesa requi in deference to the
bottom of the boat.

Hiz captors, pguffawing hoarsely,
scated themselves,” and a hang-dog-
faced man in the stern said:

“Git 'long, quick! No knowin’ when
that there Blazes Proctor might happen
aleng, thinkin' p'r'aps 'e oughter be at
the quay arter all. 3Bhip themn ocars,
mates, an' row like blazes.”

And the might being cloudy, no one
saw that trawler boat rowing out to a
steam trawler riding to anchor s little

A ROUSING STORY
OF DETECTIVE
ADVENTURE AT
SEA, FEATURING
FERRERS LOCKE
AND JACK DRAKE.

distance out in Faze Bay, steam up and
ready for sea.

. When Jack Drike camie round he tvas
first conscious of the fishy smell of u
trawler. He was in some sort of dark
holo down near the keelson of the ship.
It was not pitchy datk, for light filtered
in through a grimy port-hele in the steel
side of the vessel,

Jack struggled to a sitting posture.
He was pleased to find that his limbs
were free. They had not bound him,

at sll events, so he could exercise his
limbs & bit. .

_ From the shape of the apartment, he
judged he was up cloze to the bows.
Also, water constantly slargmed against
the steel sides of the wvessel, and occa-
sionally the grimy porthole would be
darkened by a dash of yellow water.

“Hallo, you've come round then, my

boy "

Jack started with surprise. Then his
heart beat rapidly with relief, They
had left him with Locke, anyway, and
that was a great comfort.

“Gosh, sir, I nearly got away!” said
Jack, “but I tripped over a hawser or
something, and went down on my head.
I'd have had assistance out to you in
a jiffy if I'd won ¢lear to & part of the
town where I could raise the alarm.
What's thas hole we're in, sir?”

“The forepeak, BSame sweet apart-
ment I was imprisoned in once before—
in the Phantom. Langzom fought when
they - bundled us down, so they gave
him a tap on the head with a hand-
spike. I'm afrpid he has been rather
badly hurt. I've managed to bring
you round, my lad, but Langsom seems
to have suffered severe concussion,™

“He—he's breathing all right, sir,”
gaid Jack softlv.” He could hear tho
steady respirations of the man as he lay
on the old rope beside him.

“1 think he will come round in time,”™
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replied Locke. “But he ought to have
special attention,”

“We're well out to sea, I
pir, aren't we?” said Jack. _

“Yes. Of course, I don't know wheré
we're heading. But I l:itudge. we have
been steaming for two hours.”™
- “Crumbz! 1 wonder what théy mean
to do with us® ;

“Not a pleasant thing to wonder
about, my boy.”

“N-no, I suppose not, siv. Bub still,
we've been in fricky situations before
in this ecase. Hallo! Bomeone’s coming
down."

SU ISR,

New Hands for the Trawl!

HREE big fishermen, cach carry-
ing a ndspike, came WL
into the forepeak. They peered
about.

“Pon’t try any Gghting, wy boy.”
T&Ed Locke calmly. ™ 'That will be use-
m-._._ll

“'Tis well ye've come to that much
Bense, a.ni,:'.wn;.-s,” said one of the men.
“What about that big bloke®”

“8till sleeping ‘the sleep you've mur-
derously put him to,” said Loocke.
“You'd better get liim to more comfort-
able quarters, men, and have him at-
tended to, or you'll be called to answer
& charge of murder over this business.

“Mebbe three murders, so don’t open
ver mouth so wide,” growled one of the
other men. * You're fer the deck, an’
we be going to shoot the trawl. Up
ve come, quick an’ guiet——"

“Best tell the skip about this hbig
Dane,” said the fArst man whe spoke.
;Mﬂ!ﬁ:ﬂ hah wouldn't want lnim’ to die

ere like a hog in a pig-pen—°

Ay, av, best tell ‘Em But
other two up on deck, sharpV

Locke and Drake dragped themselves
up the ladder, and clawed out on to the
sunlit decks. They first looked round
atr the horizon. The Westaman Islands
wiere in view to port, distant, but clear
it the bright, northern atmosphere.

Other trawlers were out om the
grounds, but distant, Their trawls were
down and they were steaming steadily.
The great otter boards of their own
trawl were ready at the gallows for the
shoot, and men were busy with spans
apd shackles.

Evidently they had just cleared the
Toeland limit for foreign trawlers. For
farmﬁu boats are not allowed to shackle
up their gear till outside that limit.

Men grinmed at each other as they
saw Locke and Drake. And the hang-
dog-faced man who had ‘been in- the
stern of the boat when they were cap-
tured at the quay at Reykjavik, camo
rolling towards them,

" Mornin®," he said.

Terrers Locke stared at him coldly.

“I'm wour skip,” said the man, leer-
g, “Been shanghaied, you have.
Thought the days o shanghaing was
over, didn’t you? Well, they ain't. This
is one o' Stromsund’s irawlers, though
we be a foreign boat, in the view o
them Teelanders. Stromsund has gob
trawlers éverywhere. He keeps two for
the Dogger. I recken ye know summat
about them. But this ‘ere partienlar
ctaft is & honest fieherman.
doti™ carry no kid-gloved passerpgers.
Evévyvone works for his keep on my
bodt. Bo ye'll get below fo the crew's
quetters, have a nice hreakius’, then
tumble up instanter for jobis on the
deck. You be deck hands, yvou twa.”

#Till veu  gek  instructions  from
Stromsund 7 inguired Locke coldly.

“ Av, av, till then. But don't you be

Fet these |

And we

in too ‘big a 'urry for them instructions
to come through, matey. I reckon
haulin® traw] is ga.d enough, but I don't
reckon it be so bad as Stromsund’s * in-
structions.” Haw, haw !

The man guffawed unpleasantly, and
gra,sped his dirty, bristly cheek with a

sh-zealy hand.

“Git. below for breakfus' now,” he
said, jerking his head towards the hands®
guarters. nd Locke and Drake were
pushed through the doorway.

Three men were in the apariment.
Two were in bunks, asleep. 'f!m other
grinned in the gloomy light as Locke
and Drake blinked round.

“Make the best o' it, mates,” he said.
“There's some grub-oh, anyway.”

“Well, I'm ready, even for that,” said
Drake, eying the lump of boiled bacon
on the table, a fork jammed through
1 and into the wood to keep the ﬁ}t—
fromi sliding off on to the floor.

“I suppose we had better break our
fast and be thankful for it,” said Locke.

With that, Drake and Locke sat down
and began hacking at the bread and
slicing the bacon. They were hungry,
and did not zee the force of going on
hunger strike, whatever their misfor-
tunes, '

They were left alone below there for a
matter of four honrs. Locke went up
on deck once, and inguired about
Langsom. :

“We ,q,'ﬂi him fixed u
fortable,” said the alliippar. “He's
come roynd. Den't worry.
arter him till them instructions come
through.”

Locke and Drake. chatted- with the
man seated at the table with them. He
had hurt his hand, and was unfit for
work, much to his delight.

“Best if you had a maimed paw, tos,”
1 zald cheerfully. “Lumme, it's no
babby's job traw{in‘ in a Stromsund
boat, strike me if jt is! Ah, there yo
are, mates. You're for it! Best skip up

SO0 ORSO PRGNSR OORORORRRES

NEW READERS BEGIN HERE.

FPERRERS LOCKE, the private detective of
Halber Street, and

JACK DRAKE, hiz boy asafstant, have becn
engaged by

JOHN CARR, owner of the Carr fiehing
fleet, to track down a steam trawler of
Ieelandic design, which, with nome and
number covered, has been crutsing the
Dogger in misty weather for the purpose
of wrecking the gear of Carr's boats.

nice and com-

This wmysterious vegsel, dubbed the
Phantom by the fisherfoll, it carrying
oul its foul purpose under the leader-
#leip of

SCAR HOSKING af the bidding of

STANILATU STROMEBUND, whose sole object,
it appears, fa to impoverish Care, in he
hope of making him dispose of Brek
Katel, a big strefeh of land in Iveland.

BLAIZE PROCTOR, adutral of Carrs flect
and skipper of the Stormeock, another
trawler of the same type as the Phantom,
n;;, which Locke and Drake sel off in
Citdsg,

- " W i i - Ll

Aftor a  aseviea of thrilling enconnters
betireen the fwo tratclers, the Plantoum Jalls
inte the hands: of Ferrers Loeke and Nis men,
Leaving kis caplyre in the charge of Oarr,
the investigator and hiz crew sétom  for
Ingholdt Farm, [Teeland, the haunt of
Htremsund, Here,in Lhe abaence of Strogsiud,
Locke gaing the confidence of FREDERIG
LANGEOM, steward of the jfarm. MNosking
appears unexpectediy upon the seewe, but
he is sceured and fmprizoned, After making
fnvestigations at the farw, Locke and
Drake, with some valuable papers in fheir
possesaton, and aceompanied by Langsou:,
leqave  Jor the XNorthern Hofel o make
arrengements jor boarding the Storncock.
Their conversation is acerheard, however,
by a epy, whoe rushes off Lo warn Stronietnd,

(Now read on.)

I'll look

frqt.t:,r slick, or the skipper’'ll be down
or ye.”
 Jack looked at Locke, as the deteo-
tive sat before him.
“A-2-all hands! Tumble up, there,
t'haul trawl! Up on deck there, you
below. No kid-gloved passengers on
this ahxp, by thunder! Tumble up, an’
smart |

The Menace of the Warp !

i -A-ALL hands t' haul . trawl]

A Fumble up, sharp, there ™

Jack Drake tieit. that thin
wore going to happen. If he
and Locke did not get nbE!:'rEu and put
their hands to the net with the rest,
then doubtless the rascally skipper
-would have alternatives in the way of
andignities for the captives,

Ferrcrs Locke was sitting at the
table, his mouth a straighy line and his
eyes glinting dangerously. Jack had
seen that oxpression before, and he
knew well what it portended,

It was. inconeesivable that Ferrers
Locke would suffer the great indignity
of putting his tail between his legs and
obeying every wish of that villainous,
hang-dog-faced skipper above. And
yet that: would be the wmwost zeniibla

‘thing to dﬁ under the circumstances,
@

Jack looked at his chief, and Ferrers

Locke nodded, interpreting the boy's
glance as one of inquiry,
. “Please yourself, my boy. I should
say that, as regards you alone, it would
be best and most dignified to obey.
With me, however, it 13 impossible. I
am ready to put my hand to a rope or
net with, labourers under ecircumstances
of my own choosing.,  But not in this
way.’

“Well, do you advise me (o get up
and join in, sir?"” asked Drake.

“1 do,” replied Locke. *“And for
this reason. If you put your hand to
the werk I may ‘be sble to handle the
skippéy more casily. You have grumbled
to mo before that you have had no
rhance to have. the experience of real
fishing—doing the hands work under
such conditions as the hands have to
put up with, Now's your chance. And
vou cin rely on it being a trifle rougher
thau in the ordinary courze of a fisher-
man's toil.”

Locke smiled grimly. Then he con-
tinved @

“We'll both get obove, It really
sounds as if our vascally skipper is
getting angry. Comwo along, my boy.”

Together, Locke and Drake mounted
to the deck,. The winch was hissing
and proaning as the big drom wound in
the “warp, and the trawler was rolling
uneasily as the great trawl was lifted.
The hands were all standing by ready
for their libours, and they grinned
nnpleasantly as they saw Locke and
Drake appear.

The skipper stormed over.

“Yeo'vo 1 o blamed, long 1ime
makin® up ver minds!™ he snarled,
“Btand to it!”

Ferrers Locke strotehed his arms,

“¥es, we've made up our minds.” he
said. " My assistant i3 anxiouns to have
the exporience of hauling trawl. Dut in
wy own case, of course, though I can
put my hand to a job of work with
anyoue, I absclutely refuse to look a
fuger in the meshes of that net.”

“ You—you—yon—-""

The evil little skipper splutlered with
rage.

“Four remarks are hardly intelli-
ihle,” broke in Locke., ' Bul iy train-
ing enables me to deduce things from
gutward -signs. I take it you are
angry.”

Tae Magser Laprary.—Noa. 854,
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“ Angry ! The skipper snapped out
the word. By thunder, sir, if you
flout my authority on this here ship, I'll
tauke the extreme measures allowed by
the law " .

“ Don't talk of law, please ! broke in
the dotective. “Law iz the one word
vou should not wse to back up your
arguments. I em a shanghaied person.
Therefore, I have not signed on.
Legally, you have not a leg to stand
on !.-: I

Hore came a diversion. The winch-
man jammed over his levers with a
vell, and the skipper leapt over beside
i, .

“Snagged!” rasped the winchman,
“Jt's one o these blinkin' rocks ™

“3lack away warp, then, ye blither
in' idiot! Slack it right out, an‘” then
Laul again, It should come then.

Terrers Locke and Jack Drake
watehed as the great steel trawl warp
weithed and twisted in its coils on the
deck as the winchman gave slack.
The trawl had evidently fouled a rock
an the boitom. The idea of slacking
away was to get the steamer back a
Lit, 8o that the haul could be made akb
a different angle.

“Now, then, haul againl” nrdereﬂ
ihe ekipper. * She should come now !

The winchman jammed over his
lovers once more, and the at‘e‘.-n.u'.‘mtmh
vattled away rapidly, drawing in- the
slack of the warp. The evil little
skipper .watched anxiously for “the
strein as the warp tautened, for then he
would see if they were going to get the
irawl clear of the rock or wreckage or
not. If not, it would mean the loss of
guite two hundred pounds -worth of
gear,

Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake
watched with great interest, IHere
thev were about to witness one of the
struggles in which decp-sea fishermen
often have to engage. A snagged
irawl! TIi means terrible labour, great
hardship, danger, and discomfort, rid-
g to the fouled gear, and frying o
haul at different angles and at different
states of the tide.

. The decks becomie a shambles of grar
and writhing coils of the warp. One
lias to have the alerkness of a cat to
escape the deadly menace of the warp,
as it comes twisting and kinking across
the deck, being wound in abt highest
spead. Many a fisherman has been
wineh-trapped on acconunt of a kink in
the warp getting a grip of hiz [foot,
with the_result that, velling in terror,
he is drawn towards the great drum of
the wineh, and there stretched on the
mosk diabolical torture-rack it 15 pos-
sible to contemplate. _

Jack Drake koew all about this as he
watched the progress of things on that
trawler’s deck, Skipper Proctor, in his
bridge varns with the boy, had related
bis own experiences in this connection.
g Jack was on the alert for those
curling, writhing coils of the warp as
the steamy wineh rattled it in.

“Bteady when ye feel the strain!
snarled the skipper to the winchman.
“TH go an' keek over ab the gallus, an’
~eer if she comes when the warp
tantens.™

The willainous little skipper came
storming past Locke and Drake. Jack
watched him eclosely as he appmﬂchnd,
cigzagging along  the rolling deck.
Hiz face was diffused with fury; but as
Jack watched he saw his expression
vhange, A look eof most diabolical
cunming came into his eyes, Buot it was

only & flash—gone as quickly as it had
COnme,

Then the skipper drew near.

“Git out o the way, you!” he
snarled, hurling his weight at Ferrers
Locke, with such suddenness that the
detective staggored sideways.

Jack Drake sprang forward with a
ery of horror. Wild shouts sounded;
startled gasps were heard here and
there; and above it all the remorseless
hissing and rattling of the winch. )

Ferrers Locke's foot had caught in
the warp. The grip had tautened, and
the detective being Aung flak on the
deck, was being dragged towards that

winch with horrifying rapidity. Iiven
that villainous erew stood as if turned
1o sEone,

“Stop haull Brake, then reverse,

quick!” snapped -out Jack Drake, his
voice cutting across the ears of the
winchman like a whiplash, The man'a
trembling hand shot oub to a lever, but
miissed it. The next moment he was
hurled vards aside as Jack Drake
sprang to the winch.

There was & clatter and clang, o
grinding of brakes, then a frantic hiss
of steam, And the warp from the drum
sprang oub in twisting coils, while the

crew velled and leapt clear.
J and watched his chief being drawn
to such a horrible death.

The winch did not on the instant chey
the clashing over of the levers. A steam-
engine never does. in such a mis-
hap as & man being winch-trapped, the
whole thing iz over in a few seconds, the
victim secure in the terrible grip of the
drum.

But Jack had the brakes on hard. He
folt the grinding grip of them as he
slammed down the lever. He fell the
jerk as the slide valve went into adjust-
ment for the reverse. The hissing steam
wreathed and twirled round him and
blotted out his view. The last thing he
had seen was the foot of Ferrers Locke
being actually lifted by the warp and
comitg close up to the drom.

Jack pgroaned as the steam clouded
round him-—groaned aloud. It needed a
sharp winchman to save Ferrers Locke's
lifa, sn what hope had Drake of accom-
plishing it, when the accident was half-
over before he had got hand and foot on
the levers?

In the Skipper's State-room !

ACK DRAKE'S eyes were wide with
horror as he stood to that winch
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He heard the loosening coils of the
warp tap-tapping on the steel deck as
the winch rattled on thée reverze. But
the steam still blinded his vision, so he
did not know how Ferrcrs Locke was.
faring as those loosening coils threw him
free of the drum.

Sick at heart, Jack at last shut off
power, then sprang round the winch, The
first ti‘:ing he saw when clear of the
steamn was Ferrers Locke being helped to
his feet by two men. And the detective,
though hig face was white, was conscious
and actually smiling weakly.

Locke held out his hand to Jack.
“Thank you, my bov!” he szaid.
near thing that! Look at my foot.”

Locke held his right foot out towards
Jack, and the boy felt giddy as he stared
at it. The heel and the sele had been
torn off the upper part of the boot! Hut
the detective’s foot, though numbed, was
quite unhurt.

“ How many of vou men saw how that
happened * asked Locke. flashing round
on the group of rough fishermen stand-
ing by, “How it was I got caught in
the WATrp, I mean.”

“None o' us,” growled a man close by.
“Nene o us, Mr. Bloamin' Detective, 50
don't you go for to think ye can trump
up any case agen our skip. 'Sides, I
veckon vou won't have no use for cases
Defore long. Btill, I won't go for to 2ay
85 that'll be worser'n being winch-
trapped, by thunder!”

“That's the opinion of all of you?"”
asked Locke coldlv, looking round at the
sullen faces about him.

“ Ay, ay, all of us,” said arother man.
“None of us saw nothing, so there ve
are.”

“I see,” replied Locke, lmping off
towards the skipper's state-room, into
which the rascally little skipper had dis-
appeared, doubtless afraid to witness the
effect of his own handiwork. “ Comae
slong, my boy; we'll see if we can get
an explanation from aft.”

Locke and Drake passed along the
decks, the scowling men not interfering
in the least.

“Stand by the winch—you!” snarled
the mate. ““See il she’'ll come now. 1f
that there trawl be properly snagged, by
thunder, ye can take it, mates, as there's
three blamed jonahs aboard I

Locke and Drake heard no more. They
oponed the state-room door, and there
they saw the villainous skipper sitting at
the table with a revolver in his hand.

“I'm keepin' this Ii'l toy like this
‘ore,” snarled the skipper viciously.
“Well, what ve got t' say *"

Locke entered the state-room, Jack fol-
lowing. and sat down on & locker.

“I just want to bring somelhing to
your notice,” said Locke calmly. "%’ﬂu
relieved me, my assistant, and M,
Langsom of all we had in our kots. ™

“Well, what of it? And I'll keep it
all, too.”

*Certainly,” rvepled Locke coolly.
“Most certainly, it vou want to. But
have you looked at all the papers? I'd
like you to read, mark. and inwardiy
digest one of them, at all events.”

The skipper, without shifting his
weapon, ficked open a drawer and
grabbed the handful of papers. He
plumped them down on the table, and
Locke and Drake saw that they were the
papers that they had been carrying in
their pockets when they were captured
at the quay at Revkjavik.

“That long paper, there, with the seal
on it,” zaid Locke. *Just read that, will
vou, and then judge whether yon want
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.Eﬁmn]y from the quay'hahinﬂ men came crashing down the steps, and Langsom was pushed forward violently. He ¢an-
noned info the small of Ferrers Loeke's back, and both pitched forward into the waiting boat.

(See Page 24.)

to have the fate of my assistant and me
on your head, or whether you will leave
Stromsund to bear his own responsibili-
ies.™

The evil little skipper apened the paper
and read. It was the Home Secretary’s
authority to Locke to carry out his
investigations anywhere, and in what-
ever manner he considered necessary, in
Pritish possessions. :

It was an important-locking document,
and it impressed the ignorant skipper
yery greatly. Great beads of perspira-
-gion started out on his forehead.

“That,” zaid Locke, pointing at the
paper, “1s quite apart from the fact that
I am one of his Majesty's liege sub-

* Jack Drake grinned inwardly, for the
gkipper could be as much one of his
Majesty's liege subjects as Locke him-
’mle : but the important-sounding expres-
sion impressed the evil, ignorant little
man greatly, and the sweat on his brow
broke out afrosh.

“I reckon Stromsumd'll send word
goon,” he said thwckly. “ Anyhow——"

“Bear in mind, also,” broke in Locke,
eniphasising his words with his fore-
finger, “that I am not alone in this case.
Who captured me on the quay at Reyk-
javik 15, you may be sure, well known to
B mlraagues. 3o, my friend, greatly
‘ag I dislike you, I am sorry for vou if
Qftomsund does not turn up sgon  and

take this terrible responsibility off your

s}::?uldsem." "
T T J—I——" began the skipper.
_‘Fut an interruption came.
‘Spanz-o!” sounded from the deck.
“"Atand by to secure‘the bag, mates.™ .
* T30t necessary for ns to go on deck

gnd haul the net " asked Ferrers Locke,
his tones like 1ce.

“ [—I—" stuttered the skipper. “ Oh,
hang you, do what ye like, -Eut don’t
give me no trouble.  Stromsund'll be
lettin® me know soon, anyways. “Bo
what ve blamed well like, but stand well
clear o' everything, that's all,”

“That wasn’t vour wish a little.while
ago,” =aid Locke; but the skipper had
shipped out on dec&;, putting his revolver
in his side-pocket as he passed through
the doorway. .

Ferrors Locke and Jack Drake re-
mained in the state-room. Through the
portholes they saw the great bag of the
net slung up over the pound, and the
cod-end emptied of its cateh. It was a
splendid haul, big codfish predominating,
as they could see.

Drake wont out on deck to see if he
could get to where Langsom was im-
prisoned. He walked towards the
pound, or placs into which the con-
tents of the cod-end are emptied on a
trawler. The men were busy with the
cateh, sorting, and clearing the rubbish.
There were, beside the cod, numerous
“soldiers,” with their bristly scarlet
coats, the ugly monkfish, with gaping
jaws, the “lumpfizh,” the “catfizh,” with
a bite worse than its bark, great ling,
and numerous other fish Jack had never

But, greatly interested as he was in a
haul in Icelandic waters, Drake's desire
was to get down to Langsom. Ewveryone
sepmed busy, however, and took httle
notice of him. The men were gutting
vapidiy, the mate was packing away the
fish in the ico, and the <kipper was hoss-.
ing arnuned here and there,

At last Jack got beside the skipper.
&;:jw'a’d like to see Mr. Langsom,” he
satd.

“"Ya can blamed well go down to ‘in
an' stop there,” said the man, “you an’
your chief. Wonder I didn't think o' it
before. Hi, you, take our blinkin' pas-
sengers down to where ye've fixed up
that there big Dane. They can lock
arter him. An’ he needs a bit ¢ lookin’'
arter, from what I've seen.”

The man, wiping hiz fishy hands on
a prece of f.:'lntg, led Jack aft. Drake
called to Ferrers Locke as they passed
the state-room, and the two followed the
hand to the lamp-reom, where a rough
bed had been rigged up.

On the dirty couch lay Langsom,
conscious, his face drawn and white,
" Ah, here you are, Herr Locke !™ he
said. "I am pleased. I did not know
what had become of you, and they
would tell me nothing—nothing! What
is the happenings?”

“A lot has happened,” smiled Locke,

as the trawler-hand closed the door on
them, ““But first, Langsom, how axre
you I

“J have had a bad knock, but I am
all right,"” repliod the Dane, * Now,
Herr ioc'[-m, what haz happened

“Firzst of all,” said Locke, holding
out his sole-less boot, “they tried to
winch-trap me, and very nearly sue-
ceeded—wounld have done but for the
prompiness and presence of mind of my
assistant. But that is all over. I have
greatly frightened the villainous skipper
of this trawler, so I think he wil{’ let
ns all alone until Btromsund sends waord
anc takes the responsibility of helding
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THE VALUE OF THE
WORK OF THE FIRST
PAIR OF BATSMEN.

LT T

T times I get a feeling that we are

apt to take a lot for granted im

regard to certain phases of cricket.

- This is certainly so concerning the
first-wicket partnerships. We read that
Hobba and Sandham have again given Surrey
& fime start by topping the century before
being separated, and we just make a little
note that it is fine of them to bhave done
the same thing on g0 many occasions. Then
we turn to another place, and find that Sut-
eliffe and Holmes have established Yorkshire
in & firm position for the rest of the match
by o splendid Aret-wicket stand. There are

other cases which conld he mentioned, oo, .

of opening pairs of batamen who make =&
habit of giving their side a good start. M
point, however, iz this: We note that [
or that county has made a good start, but
we seldom stop to think of the far-reaching
effects of those first-wicket partnerships.

THE CHAMPIONS' FOUNDATION.

The all-round ability of the Yorkshire
side I3 recogniged by every man who plays
cricket at all. Apnd I suppose that right
down at bottom it is this all-round ability
vn all sorts of wickets which has brought
such a fine harvest of championship sue-
cesses to the county of many acres. Dut
the remarkable way In which TYorkshire
bave discoverad Arst-wicket batsmen must
ulso have played quite an important part
in the suecess of the side a3z a whole. In
days of old we uged to read how Brown
and Tunnicliffe had given Yorkshire a good
send-off, and to swpeceed this palr the York-
ghireé county has been fortumate in the pos-
gesalon of Holmes and Subcliffe.

THE NEW BALL DEMONS.

¥ow let ua examine for a moment or Lwo
the task which is set for the men who open
the inmnings of a side, and the effect of the
game o8 a whole on the way they do their
job. In the frst place, it is obvious that,
panerally speaking, fhe opening balamen
have the greater number of cbatacles with
which to contend. In the frst place, they
have the bowling when the bowlers are
fresh. Every captain, too, puts on what he
considera his best bowlers for a start, while
it should not be overlooked that there Is
a new ball at the start of the match, and
things are possible with o new ball which,
to the same extent, aré not possible after
the newness has worn off, There are quite
a number of bowlers to-day who can make
excellent use of a new ball; but, of course,
the demon in this respect wus George Hirat,
that famous Yorkshireman who was always
called wp the minute a pew hall appeared
on the scene.

“Hl‘l" THE AVERAGES DON'T TELL.

‘It i3 elear them that, in the ordinary
coorse of events, tha apening pair of bats-
men face the best of the opposition atback.
In possing, I may refer here o thosze
ahominations of cricket which are called the
Averages. It seems to me that If we have
averages which will really show the merits
of the playvers concerned=though individual
mwerit should not enter into this ericket ques-
tion—then those averages should show the
position which a plaver occupies in his side’s
batting list. The man who goes in first Is
the player on whom the responsibility weighs
most heavily. They know, thoza firet-wicket
men, that possilbly the coorse of the whole
match may be aifected by the stand they
make. I might put the matter in another
way, and say that it does not by any means
fellow that you can reckon the value of the
work of the opening pair by the number of
rups these fellows artvally score.

¥

By
W. W. WHYSALL

(the famous Notis and
England Cricketer.)

R T

HNOTHING SUCCEEDE—'T

Buppose for one moment (hat the Arst-
wicket ﬂnrtncﬁhlp s wery quickly broken
up—in the first over or two. The opponents
are delighted, natorally, but they are
rather more than delighted; they are apt
to be inspired. The bowler getting wickets
usually bowls belter than the man who is
not meésting with saccess. It is natural Lo
be imspired by early soecess. Time alter
time I have seen batting sides run through
in the most unexpected way, and at the end
I have felt eonvineed that the secret of the
collapse was to be found in the fact that
the openiong butsmen were gob rid of quickly.

HOBES—CAUSE AND EFFECT.

The men in the feld nre more completely
on their toes early in the ionings than they
are at the end of o long day of scouting,
and just as the bowlers are apt to send
them down better if they meet with early
success, 50 are the Belders more comppletely
enthusiastic to help the bowiers supplement
that success, Not =0 long age Buarrey col-
lapsed fo rather o startling fazshion against
Laocashire, apd some time later I was chat-
ting with one of the Lancashire men about
it. He declared that the moral effect of
getting rid of Jack Hobbs quickly was
amazing. The whole Lancashire team played
as Il ipspired. And ‘L should mot he sopr-

rised to fAnd that the moral efect on the

urrey team of the cheap dismissal of Hobba
wis equally amazing from the other point
of view. In cricket, as in many other things,
a good start is half the battle.

STOLID QGEORQGE QUNN.

The previous paragraph shows the effect
of a bad start hy the batiing =ide very
clearly. Conzequentiy, there iz little neces-
sity to point to the other side of the story—
the effect of a good send-off. The fine edge
goea off the bowling, the fielders become a
little less alert, and It is comparatively easy
far the later batsmen to make runs aft a
fair pace, and thus cement the good stari.
This brings me to anotheér polnt—the tem-
perament of {he opening batsmen, In
mnl:lnf mention of thiz word {emperament,
there is o fne opening bateman who springs
to my mind fu my fellow-countyman, George
Gunn.,. Many a time bas the word stolid
been wsed to illustrate the batting of
George Gupy, apd sometimes, too, he has
been accused of excessive caulion. Conse-
quently, it may surprise my readers to know
that by instinet George Guon i what I
should call a free-hitting batsman. Bob the
making of runs gquickly meana the taking
of risks, and, placed in the position of
cpening Lhe inpings for Notts, Gunn  has
always rewlized the important poart he lad
to play.

I
TEMPERAMENT.

In conclusien, it may he gaid that
cricketers generally should not be 2o much
affected by good and bad staris as they
obviously are., Perbaps we zhouldn't, but
we are only human—or, at least, we English
players are only homamn. One reason why
we wire deleated in Australia was that owr
apponents =eemed to he less affected by
what I might call outshle considerations
than we are.

HETHER Her- o 4% realised to a certain
bert Strad- extent, for I was taken
witk will play t m on the und staff at
for Eng s the Ova

again in Test Matches ' Personally, I always

is seasom, I don’t . regard the wicket-
know, but in any caso A nutshell biogiraph of one of the most keeper as a sort of
there are two good romantic figures ' English Cricket. martyr, and I got the

reasons for prying into 2
his affairs. ﬂt{:ﬁi that gu'f ‘ F;A'JL PRY.”
if he doesn't play in r Trave fr"""mr 3
we shall be fﬁ"iﬂ.ﬂ ?E*l::ﬂ' 2 : spondent) he once said that there
‘F’ to a wender-man who is not forty-six yeariwas only ome real delight jn cricket and that was
of age, and the other reason ia that if events showm getting runs. But if it is really true that he
that he has finished his Test career, then this is thetsesn't enjoy wicket - keeping—eand I fancy he is
proper time to pay tribute. pulling o leg when he says he doesn’t—then all I
You know, of course, that ** Good Old Struddy " n 8ay is that goo old Struddy deserves o Victoria
was “the England wicket-keeper in Australia in tha(ress for resolution. See him at the end of the
winter before last, and there were people out then longest and most elling day in the field, and
who said that he kept better in that series tham I"E:I will still see the alert little figure, bending
had ever done bofore. In the term “ Good UldbW for every ball, ever ready to map off the bails,
Btruddy " thete is really nothing but affection and quick as lightning to o those snicks on the
Take some friend of yours down to the Oval one day/® side which have caused the downfall of many a
—a friend who knows nothing about cricket. sman ot the very moment when he has been
when, in the course of the mateh, yonr friend & ing himsel{ that he had booked a boundary.
“* Btruddy " deshing from the wicket towards the Thers is a certain obvious joy of life about Struddy’s
boundary to chase a leg hit tell your friend that g which is absent his wicket. ecping.
chaser is forty-six years of age. He won't believ lar attenders rock with laughter when ie
{ou. and neither would anybody else who r.li&n’t-t-:;fm one to the boundary. No straight bat,
now. ) srthodox stuff about his batting ; he just swings that
It is often said, and SBtrudwick himself repeated thi pece of wood round much gs the reaper swings the
phrase to me only a very short time ago, that. therasytho. Often he misses altogether, and the people
are two sorts of fools who play cricket—the first is augh' sagain. They all love Struddy. However,
the man who bowls fast an e other ia the fellow # va do him justice, and say thet there have béen
who keeps wicket to fast bowling. Well, somobody sceasions when with the bat he has scored most useéful
must bowl fast, and somebody must keep wicket o mng, and there have even been cccasions when he has
fast bowling, but the tale of the kept his end 1 ta enable other
wicket-keeper is best told by his people to get the runs, for he is
hands. Btruddy’s are just a mass of nearly always last man in.
knots and gashes, but there are com- He tells of one ** very fine innings "'
sations in the job, as the Burrey which he pla against the South
E;Pa[ himsolf said. Africanas at Johannesburg in 1910,
We used to have two rather fast, England were left with 244 runs te
Eﬂwlam in the Burrey team,” ho said. t for victory in the last innings,
One of them seemed to take ut 34 wére still requijred when th
delight in knocking & finger out of little man, all bat and pads, joined

feeling when 1
Btrudwick that

ho ha

joint, and the other tock an equal Thompson, the Northamptonshire
delight in putting it back again ! layer, Struddy stuck there with
80 many years have passad since Eig bat in front, letting the ball play

Strudwick first kept wicket for Burrey
that not many peepla now know the
full = of how he got into big
ericket. Honce it may be of interest
if T recall the st ag Btrudwick

it, and gradually the score mounted
nearer and nearer to the total
required for victory. Fourteen of
them were ticked off, but then Thomp-
son got out. And Strudwick carried
himself tella it, as " incidentally the out his bat, after being at the wicket
story shows how ﬂ?ﬂh\lﬂ]f anxions for nearly halli an for the
he was to get on in the game which has clainged ki total of one, not out.
“The first time I ever had the gloves' on for| A ¥ery fine innings, don't you think ?
cricket was in a small match at Miteham, where ] .

was born, and when I was playing for ateam of choir & Aﬂlh‘llilnl‘ Hﬂft}" Pfﬁﬂﬂﬂlﬂﬁ ﬂf

bays. I was about twelve years of ape then. It
was probably more by accident than design that lhserk from May 19th and onwards!
MAY.

had to take the place of the wicket-keeper, but 1

found the position quite interesting, and so I stuch

to it. You see, when you are behind the wicket you{#ékr—Cambridge, v. Cambridge Univeralty.
have a very good view of the F"'F ; know exastly d ~-Oaford, v. Oxford University.

what sort of hnwling the follows are mﬁding'dm mmﬂﬁst:ﬂl. v. Sonth of England.

and get to know all the little points of strength qoé{Fth—Lord’s, v. Middlesex.

weoakness of the men who bat. Anyway, as 1 sapl JUXE.
wicket-keeping began to fascinate me, il —Rirmingham, v. North of Epgland.

“ One of the supporters of cricket in the Mitcham| S~ bradford, v. Vorkebre.

L, . : . . #th.—Sunderiand, v. Durham.
district took a t interest in the doings of we ladsdjsy . Nottingh ENGLAKD v. ACSTRALIA (f8rst
and it was his kindly adviee and help which assis St it ?

Test mateh).
me personally to develop as & wicket-keeper. Whenlsth.—Shefeld, v. Yorkshire.
I got older 1 joined the Mitcham Wanderers ericke {1$th—Manchester, v. Lancaslire,

glub, for whom Bale, who played for Worcester, thesf &rd—Chesterfield, v. Derbyshire,

HERBERT fTRUDWICK.

1our,

kﬂPtl '“'iﬂkﬂtu Bﬂlﬂ VRS ﬂk‘idﬁntly wiwl_- th“u 1 "'\'M| h.—IﬂTd15£ hE}E GLAHD L' I‘EHTH*L‘I-‘ tﬁl!l.'ﬂl’ld Tt;l-tp
for 1 & : . match). )
or 1 Liad no sconee gos into the side than he gave up h—~Xorthampton, v. Norlhamptoushire.

the gloves and the pads to me, and went in for batting
and bowling instead of wicket-keeping.

* One morning at my home there was what migh
be ealled a red letter waiting for me. It was in the
shape of a postcard asking me to go to the Oval and|,
take “everything” with me. You will probablyj
laugh at this, but in order to be on the.safe side,
took balls, wickets, bails along with me, as well as
E{ gloves and pads. I think I should have taken a

ler and a dressing-room with me as weil, if I coul
have carried them, so excitéd was I st the prospec
of having a trial on the Surrey ground.  When 1 gotl
ta the ground I was put through my paces, received
one nasty blow with the ball, retired hurt, and =
told that I was too young. I was then only sixteen
years of age, but two years later my ambivion wos

JULY.
Ird.—Moitingham, v. Notts,
ith—Woreester, v. Waorcestershire.
pih—Lowds, ENGLAND v. AUSTRALIA (third Test
f ratech).
thi~Liverpnol, v. Lancashire,
h—tasgow, v. Weat of Sootland,
—Edinburgh, v. Scotiand.
jith—Mancheaster, ENGLAXNT, v AUSTRALIA (fourth
: Test mateh).
=The (hval, v. Sarrey.
if--Hwansen, v, (lamorgsan.

AUGTET.
ith—Birmingham® v. Warwickshize,
Tthe—Cheltenlam, v. Flovcestershira,

fContinued at foot of aexl colariin)

the-same idea. * In fact,”

INTERESTING

STORIES CONCERN-

ING THE GAME IN
MANY CLIMES.

ATERR I I R

N the course of my cricket career it
I shag been my good fortone to make four
trips to Auvstralia, four to India, and
two to South Afries. Henee I suppose
I may say I have done a considerable
amount of globe-trotting.  Bo ‘the moment
may be considered opportune for some stray
thoughta on cricket in many climes,
IN BIQHT OF SNOW.
engagements in India have been with
his Highness the Maharajah of Patinla, who
iz a great sportaman, with special HH“ tar
gricket, of which, in fact, he is a highly
gapable exponent. Hae has the record of
making the biggest hit on his ground. 1%
i=- o hit the natives often talk about, and,
allawing for their passion for exaggeration,
it must still have been a drive of very
unusual height and length, for the Patiala
enclosure i s large as that of the Leeds
club at Hepdingley, and ihe ball was lifted
out of the ground. Patiala is in the Punjab,
about a thousand miles from Bombay; and
us the nearest citiés where one can meet
many Buropeans are Delbi and Lahore;, both
about one hundred and #Afty miles away, it
will be understood that we are not over-
burdened with English company. The cimate
is delightfully cool—at lenst, at the time of
ericket vigits—and it s rather a strangs
cxperience to play the game with the sight
of the Himalayas 1o the distance.
A DANGEROUS QAME.,

The cricket engagement itselfl is not exact-
ing:; in fact, thers iz an abundance of
lelsure, and this is inclined to pall upon one,
eapecially when the novelty of the surround-
ings has worn off. When there is a rainfall
it s said to be dangerofs to walk over the
cricket fAeld after dark, owing to snakes;
but personally I never gave the reptiles a
chance of an evening mesl. During omeé of
my visits to Patiala I went.on a pig-aticking
excuralon, but I stuck no pig, and it took
me all my time to stick on the back of one
of the Maharajah’s most noble-looking
elephants. [ decided alter this to keep to
cricket as a sport more in keeping with my
“ frame."

1 have found a considerable advance in
the ericket prowess of the Hindus during
my visite. There are a number of good
cricketers among them, but they nearly all
guffer from +the Asiatic’s falling of im.
petuosity. I have often been told how much
they would like to send a Hindo team to
England, but I do not think they are quite
strong enough to tockle our leading county
sides with real hope of success, The caste
prejudices have been redoced to some extent
by the influence of cricket in the dependency;
hut there temaing much to be doue o this
direction,

A QOOD START IN AUSTRALIA.

The first of my four visits to Australia

AUGUAET (continued).
11th,—Lord's, v. XV. of Pablic Schonle,
1ith.—The Owval, ENGLAND v. AUSTRALIA

(Bfth Test match). '
18ch, —Maidenbead, v. H, D. . Leveson-
Gower's XI.
#pt.—Taunton, v. Somerset,
#5th.—Canterbuary, v. Kent,
Z8th.—Brighton, v. Sussex,

SEPTEMBER.
1st.—Faolkestone, v. An England XT.
4th.—Chiswick, v. Civil Service C.A.
gth.—Searborough, v. C. I. Thornton's X1,
11th.=Blavkpool, v. North of Englaud,

By

WILFRED RHODES

(the well-known England
and Yorkshire Player.)
TEERUEERRRER R R i imm

wis in season 19034. I was told T should
have the cover koocked off the ball when
bowling out ‘there; but as I took thirty
wickets fn the Test matches, and seventy-
five in all games, with an average of a
wicket for each 15 runs, the ball must have
bad & pretty thick cover. 1 started well,
too, for the wvery first bell I bowled in
Australia got a wicket. Thia was at
Adelaide against South Australia. Hirst,
Arnold, Braund, and B. J. Bosanquet bowled
belore 1 was called upon, and my first
delivery found the wicket of F. T. Hack.
In the second Test at Melbourne, when the
weather gave us a real gloepot to bowl on,
I bad the good luck to take seven wickets
in the first innings and eight in the second.
On this tour Len Bround proved how won-
derful a feldsman at slip he could he. The
ergwd christened him  Birdlime * Braund.

UNQOMFORTAEBLE " DlIaQINGS."

. Cricket In Bouth Africa s not as pleasant
ag in Australia. There are long and dirty
railway journeys, and the hotel aceommaoda-
tion left. something to be desired, ezpecially
during my first trip with Mr. Leveson-
Gower's team in 1009-10. The climax came
at one place, where, on opening my window
for a breath of fresh air, I had a foll view
and whilf of a dead cow! On another ocoa-
siop Strodwick found cockroaches in  his
coffee. T like Cape Town the best of Bouth
African centres. The Newlands ground |s
one of the finest and most pleazantly
pitoated I have seen. It Is the only one in
Bouth Africa on which there is green turf,
but the grass s coarse, and when I was
there matting wickets had to be laid, as ak
all other South African smaller enclosures,
These matiing wickets,' combined with the
gxtraordinary clearness of the light, puzzle
English batsmen at first, and have accounted
for many early failures.

BEEYOND A JOKE.

A great joke—though some may zay & cruel
one—was played on David Denton in one of
these South African trips. A party of South
African and English cricketers arranged a
mnotor outing, and & dead snake was placad
on the top of the refreshment-basket. On
the way one of the Bowth Africans asked
David to hand im a bottle of beer. Denton
proceeded to do so, and, seeing the snake
corled up, he gave a yell, and jumped clean
out of the car. What he sald to the joker
afterwards may be left to the imagination.

NEARLY A VOLLEY.

We struck Johannesburg in 1913-14 at the
time the rallwaymen had struck work.
Martial law had to be proclaimed, and when'
we were leaving for a match at Randfoptein
we werg held wp by the Boer military with
revolvers st the hall-cock. The situation
was not pleasant at the moment, but
permit apnd an explanation got uws through
without the firing of a shot. Probably my
touring days are now over, but it will often
be a pleasure to look back upon them and
recall the many good [riends I bave met in
both hemispheres.

7 Sk
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