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BUILDING CASTLES !

T first glance you might be under the impression that
I'm going to talk about the dreamer, tgja chap who
builds castles in the air, but sueh 12 not tho case,
_ interesting as that subjeet would undoubtedly be.
What I want to refer to is a leiter from a chum at North-
ampton, who, for a living, helps in the makiog of our
boots and shoes, and who,; in hiz leisure time, builda
glaaticiua madels of Englich castles. I should say, judging
the photographs of some of these models which my
MNorthampton chum has sent me, that he is very skilled
in his hobby. I understand he obtains his plans of the
castles from cigarette picture-cards, 1 pass on these details
for the benefit of other MaoxeEr chums who are on the look-
out for & “creative ™ hobby.

A. 5, WINDLER !

A loyal Magnetite writes me a very long letter, in which
he - deplores the nasty connection his initials and surname
havo with a certain type of fellow who * dishes apd diddles ™
hiz neighbour. Really, my chum is very sorry for himself
and writes to ask me if T think it advisable that he should
change his name, Well, personslly, I shouldn't dream of
doing s0. gindlﬁr is & good name, anyway, and the “front *
names of Albert and Bamuel are old and well-sounding.
My correspondent loses no time in telling me that he is not
“a swindler.” Well, I quite believe him; his manly,
straightforward letter tells me that, for one thing, aud,
besides, he's a Magnetite—and our reader chums aren's
swindlers. No, Windler, old chap,.. don’t you warry too
much about thet name-of TOurs, l?ﬂuhtlw the fellows will
chip vou about it, but, after all, we most of us go through
that stage of chipping in some form or ‘another. One of my
Christian names would be enough to bring a laugh fo your
chivvy if you heard it, I'll bet. Ii's certamly brought a
good many blushes to mine in the days that have gone by.
But I've outlived the chipping due to that particular name,
so much so that I laugh at it myself now. And that's what
you'll do, take it from me. Smile, Windler, and the world
will smile with you, even though you are froubled with
those initials of A. 8. But don’t change your name. If you
want to dispense with that chipping w you move to fresh
quarters just drop vour initidl “ 5.7 That'll do the trick.
Cheerio, and many thanks for your letter,

A BIG SURPRISE !

This week I want to arouse your curiosity on a trumnp
card I bave up my sleeve—a card which iz due to be played
very shortly. It's something good, exira good, and I can
say at this stage without spoiling your curicsity that it
comes under the heading of Free Gifts. Just you waich
this Chat colomn during the next few weeks for further
particulars, ‘Nuff said!

For Next Monday :

“ BUNTER'S BARRING-IN ! "
By Frank Richards.

That's the title of the next long complete story of the
chums of Greyfriars. As you can see in advance, Billy
Bunter, the -world's biggest laughter-maker, plays a
prominent role. The story, by the way, is a sequel {o the
yarn you have-in your hands now, so you can guess how
interesting it is. Mind you read it, boys,

THE CRICKET SUPPLEMENT!

There will, of course, he anoiher 4-page supplement deal-
ing with King Crickel;, and Maurice Tate contributes a
wonderful article to it. Mind you're there when the stumps
are pitched.

“THE PHANTOM OF THE DOGGER BANK!*"

And, to complete this bumper programme, there is ancther
tronchant instalment of our grand detective serial. Leok

out for it. Chin, chin, chums!
YOUR EDITOR.



THE MOST BACEWARD BOY IN THE FORM! That’s howe Mr. Quelch of the Remove | Greyfriars regards Rithy
Bunter, and feeling it fo be hia duty to improve Dunter's knowledge of Lalin and Greek, ete,, the Remove Form

master decides to give Bunter an extra hour's tuition per day,

oljects — strongly [
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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
A Shoriage of Dates !

L1 WANT some dates!™
lly Bunter made that state-
ment in Study No. 1 of the
Remove, rather to the surprise
of Wharton and Nugent, tho occupants
of that celebrated apartment.

There was: nothing surprising, of
course, in Bunter wanting dates, or any-
thing else in the eatable line. All was
grist that came to Bunter's mill; any-
thing of an cdible nature was welecome
to him.

Still, it was rather surprising that he
thould roll specially into Study No. 1
to make the staterment. Wharton and
Nugent could not be supposed to keep
a supply of the succulent fruit on the
premises.

“Dates®” repeated Wharton.

“Dates ! assented Bunter.,

“Well, fathead, this isn't & fruiterer’s
i,i}up!" sald Frank Nugent, staring at
Hm.

“Oh, really, Nugent—"

“Try Mrs. Mimble's shop," suggested
Wharton.

“And shut the door after vou!” added
Nugent.

Billy Bunter did not go. He stood
his grouwnd, and blinked at the chums
af the Remove through his big spec-
tacles.

I must have some dates,” he zaid.

“Trv Mrs. Mimble's shop,” suggested
‘-;-'h:trtnn. “1 believe she's got boxes of
thom.”

“Oh, really, Wharton-—"

“Anyhow, there's nothing doing in
this study. Run away and play ! said
the ecaptain of the Remove.

“I don't mean that I want dates fo
cat. vou ass!” roared Bunter.

*What the thump do vou want them
for, then "

" Quelchy 1

“*You wanr dates for Mr. Quelel

“That's it."

“Well, 1wy only bhat!" ejaculated
Havey Wharton blankly,- while Xugent
staved.  “You're thinking of giving
vour Form master dates, as if he was 2
proedy  fap  hike vourself, I kpnow
Quelchy bas been down on you for

slacking, but that isn't the way to bring
him round, yvou duffer.”

“Form masters don't take presents
from fellows,” satd Frank Nugent.
“And do you think an old scout like
Quelchy . would care for dates, anvhow ¥
Are you off your rocker?”

“I say, you fellows, I really must have
S0Mme d)ates, o know,” ucged DBunter,
blinking at them sericusly. “"Quelchy
has been frightfully down on me in
history class, and it's history again this
altornoon. He's told me that he's golng
to give me special attention.™

“You need it,” said Wharton, laugh-
ing. . “Didn't you tell him the other
day that William of Orange came over
with the Normans?"

“Well, didn't he**

“Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, hat”

“It's all very well to cackle,” said
Bunter warmly. “You're not expect-
ing to get Quelchy’s pointer on your
knuckles this afternoon, Wharton.”

“I should be if I slacked in class as
you do,” answered the captain of the
Remove., *Why not tey a little work 7

Bunter sniffed.

Obviously, the suggestion did not
appeal to lum. Work, from Bunter's
point of view, was a last and desperate
resomree, only to be tried in very
extrome cazos.

“Look here, Wharton, be a pal.,” he
said. I simply muzt have some dates.
I've got to have them all ready for this
afternoon. Now vou're a whale on
dates. old ﬂha.l:lt."

“Oh! ejaculeted Wharton.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Nugent.

There hod been a little misunder-
standing.

It was not the odible date that
Bunter was speaking of. The dates he
needed were not fonnd 1n boxes, but in
books. For once the fat junior was not
thinking about cating.

“You're really the cleverest chap in
the Remove at this sort of thing,
Wharton,” sard Bunter. "1 don’t mean
to Batter vou just becanse I want some-
thing out of you."

"Dou't your” grinned Wharlon, “Ii
sounds to me as if vou do.

“Not at all, old fellow! You know
all about dates and things. I dare say

But fo this charifable arrangespent Billy Bunter

An Amusing Long Com-

plete Story of Billy

Bunter and the Chums of
Grevfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

vou could tell me off-hand the date of
the Conguest.”

“Y1 should deserve to be licked if I
couldn’t.”

-Ffﬂﬂd
Armada "

“Of course, ass

“Well, I never can remember all that
rubbish,” said Bunter. “ Al very well
for chapa like you, of course. But.a
fellow with o real intellect can't bother
about silly trifles like that.™

L1 Gh [.u

“But what's a fellow to do™ asked
Bunter. “Quelchy thinks that I ought
to know these things, just like a com-
qanonphlace fellow of your sort.”

“ Thanks!™

“It's rot, of course, but there it is”
said Bunter. I don’t want to be licked
this afternoon. And I could see it In
Quelchy's eye that he's going to lick me
if I don't satisfy him. He's going to
spin me & lot of questions in English
histoty, and catch mo out if he can.
Mean, vou know! Well, T've got to
have some dates ready for him.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

He was occupied at the moment in
oiling a cricket bat, but ho was
naturedly prepared to qut that occupa-
tion aside and give William George
Bunter a little instruction in " dates.”

“I'm your man,” he said. “1 ean
give you a ton of dates, if yvou like, if
vou van vemember them.”

“1 can'’t,” said Bunter.

“What's the good, then?
take written notes into class,
would spot you ab once”

“I know. That's not the idea.™
. “Well, what the thump 15 the i1dea.
then*"  asked the captain of the
Remaove.

“T'wve thought it out,”™ said Bunler.
“My idea is for vou to arrange some.
how to it beside mip—szea? Then when
Quelehy asks me & question—""

“Whizper  the answer — what ¥
grinned Nugent. “Quelchy’s gimlet-exe
would be on it at once.”

“I know thai, Nugent: that's nol the
wheoze,  Dwve teied that game before,
amd it was a frost.™

“Ha, ha, hal”

Tue Macxer LiBniny,—XNo. 956,
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“It's better than that,” said Bunter.
“Wharton will have his book n
before him=—nothing suspicious, in that.
Quelchy’'s warned me that he's going to
ask mo a series of historical dates, and
I'm to have the answers ready. Wharton
could give the answers on his head, All
vou've got to do, Wharton, old chap, is
to pencil the date on your book as socon
as Ef.ie!chy asks, and I shall sce it—see?
—and answer,” :

Wharton stared et him. _

“ And suppose Quelchy spots me, as is
pretéy certain ! ho asked.

“0Oh, it will be all right!
spots é'ﬁll, it's only a licking, you know,”
said Bunter encouragingly.

“Only a licking ¥ repcated Ilarry:

“*That's all, ufd chap! Be o man,
vou know! What's a licking *"

“0Oh, a-licking isn't much, isn't i

Vi Dh, ﬂﬂ!”

Wharton chuckled.

“Well, 1f a lcking isn't much, yon

needn’t mind getiing one for getting.

your dates wrong,” he said.

L) Eh ?.I'J

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Nugent, greatly
entertained by the expression on Billy
Bunter's fat countenance.

_Evidently, in Etmter’ﬁ estimation, a
licking received another fellow was
a trifle light as air, while o licking of
which he was himself the recipient was
quite another matter.

" B0 that's settled,” said Harry laugh-
ing. “Now roll along, Bunter, and the
hest thing yvou can do’is to mug up s0mo
dates before class.” _

"8 vou're going fn let. me down,
are you, just because yvou funk a- lick-

i ?’]‘_L- demended . Buanutcr scornfully.
+d i .I.“‘_
“Zood-bye, Hunter!”

“Funk!” &aid Bunter.

Harry Wharton still had the cricket
bat in his hands. The business end of
it suddenly dropped to the floor, just
where one of i‘l!y Bunter's extensive
feet was planted.

" Whoooop

Billﬂ Bunier gave a sudden jump,
and almeost leaped inte the atr.  Then
ha hopped on one leg, clasping a foot
with both hands.

Ow! Ouw! Woaw!"

“Have another? asked the capiain of
the Remove, lifting the ericket bat
again. “You've only got to say zome
more nice polite things.”

“Ow! Wow! east!™

Billy Bunter rolled out of the study
without waiting for ancther. One was
cnough. He rolled out, and pauded. s
moment in the doorway to shake a fat
list at the captain of the Remove,

Wharton made a motion with the
cricket bat, and William George Bunter
promptly vanished.

There was “nothing doing " in No. 1
Study, and the Owl of the Remove had
to.seek further for help in his remark-
able scheme for supplying Mr. Quelch
with dates.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Skinner is Too Funny !

“ O rotters can go and eat coke™
-‘ Thus W. (. Bunter.
Co.,

Harry Wharton &
coming along to the Remove
FFarm-room for class that .afternoon,
found. the doorway adorned by the
ample figure of William George: Bunter.
Bunter was talking with Bkinner of
the Hemave, and Skinner—not usually
f good-tempered or genial fellow—was
gnuling very kindly at Bunter. Harold
Tue. Macxer Lappany.—No, 950,

Even if he.

SBkinner's chums, Snoop and Btott, stood
by grimmng.

One plance at them was enough fo
show thai Skinner & Co. had some little
scheme on for pulling Bunter's fat leg.
Skinner was a %rea.l: humorist, and his
jests were not always good-natured—in
,J(n.ch they seldom were. But Bunter
avidently had no suspiecion. Ha had
found the help he needed ; and as Whar-

ton and his friends came Uﬁ,.ﬂuntqt
gave them a contemptudus blink, his
vory spectacles-gleaming with scorn.

“Halla, halle, ‘halla!- - What's the
row?" asked Bob Cherry. “What have
we done to displease your serene high-
ness, Bunty

“Skinner's geing to help me out”
said Bunter. " 8kinner's a pal!”

“Is he?’ said Wharton, with a very
doubtful glance at Skinner. He would
1:-‘.1% have trusted Skinner very far him-
Sell.

“Well, why shouldn't a fellow help
old Bunter?” said Bkinner blandly.
“He's for it if he doesn't get some
help. Quelchy has been frightfully down
on bim for slacking. Of course, Bunter
i3 & dunce—"

“{h, really, Skinner—"

“And a lazy slacker,” maid Skinner.
“Biggest fathead in the HRemove—if
you come to that—-"

“ Look here—"

“But Quelchy has got & down on
hitn, and it’s up to a fellow to lend a
hand,”  zaid Skinner virtugusly.
“Quelchy was telling- wa himself the
other day that it's.a fellow’s ~duty rco
help another felldw in adversity, Well,
I'm taking Quelchy's tip.”

Snoop and Stott chuckled.

“You let me down, Wharton ! said
Bunter. * After zll I've done for you,
vou let me down, because you funk &
Heking. Skinner's standing by me
like a pal. Tf I don't get through all
right this afternoon, 1 may -get extra
tfr::m—l-Quelchy's threatened it. Think of
that 1" -

“1t would do vou good,” said Harry.
" Bunter’ blinked at him -in almost
sprechless indignation, Extra toot—
that is, extra tuition—was never wel-
cotng to any fellow; to Bunter it was
more than unwelcome; he had had
some, &0 to epeak, and the meore he hed
had, the less he had liked it. Mr.
Quelch, a dutiful form-master, believed
it to ba hig duty to give special atten-
tion to a backward boy—and thera was
no doubt that Bunter was backward.
But the Owl of the Remove would
have heen -satisfied with 2 much less
dutiful form-master.

Mr. Quelch appeared at the other
end -of the:form-room passage, and the
juniors hurried- in to take their places.

Skinner dropped inte the place
boside Bunter, still with a genizl expres-
sion on his face, Snoop and Stott
looked ns if they were going to enjoy
their altarnoon—an unaceustomaed
experience in the Remove room. In-
decd, to anvone but the fat and fatuous
Nwl of the Remove, 1t would have been
clear that Skinner was plenning a jape,
and that the fat juniar had only Punic
faith to expect from the fellow who
had so suddenly become " pally.”

But Bunter was quite’ ot his eaze. He
knew that Skinner could give him the
gisistance he required, if Bkinner liked.
Bkinner waz a godd deal of a slacker.
but he' was very kden and had a good
memory; &and indeed, Bunter's prob-
lemns would not have been problema at

all- to any fellow less obtuse * thén
Bunter. Obtusceness combined with un-
limited lazinezs* had been Bunter's

undoing.  Skinner céuld do what was
needed, and he had generously offered

zo0 to do; and that was enough for
Bunter. He was looking forward to
the class with contented confidence
now,

Mr, Queleh came rustling into the
form-room, and his keen eye—often
likened by his pupils to a gimlet—
singled out Bunter. Bunter Wﬂ-ﬁlﬂ'ﬂ-{ﬂﬂ'
through it this time; he was going to
be made to wundersiand that fellows
came to Greviriars to learn things.
That was Mr. Quelch’s fixed opinion.
It was not Bunter's. But Mr., Quelch
being & form-master, bad to be given
his head.

Enghsh history was the subject, not
an unpopular subject in the ave.
It was easier—therefore better—than
Latin or maths, and no worse than
cography. Sometimes, too, Mr,
auelﬁh made the lesson quite interest-
ing, by a little ‘dissertation of his own,
which made some ancient peried live
again to the eves of his class, and
made them realise that William the
Cengueror, and Henry tha Eighth, and
the Four Georges, really were human
beings " in their time, and not mercly
names in school boolke.

When Mr. Quelch gut. away from the
dry bones of his subject in this way,
the Remove found him qurite enter-
taining, and even Lord auleverer
would sit up and take notice.

After such an entertainment, how-
ever, Mr. Quelech would come back to
hiz mutton, so to speak, and rap out a
series of gquestions on the lesson, an
then the slackers of the class would vie
with one another in attempts to avoid
catching his eye.

Billy Bunter would have been con-
tent to doze through every single class
at Greyfriars, and ultmately leave
school knowing eoxactly as much as
when he had entered it. Indeed, on
anch terms Bunter would have con-
siderad schosl life & really onjovable
institution. It seemed to him very hard
cheese, that an interfering old gentle-
man should inzist upen cramming into
Lis head things he did not want to
know, :

- But Mr. Queleh did 20 insist; and he
was now so thoroughly fed wup with
Bunter's idleness, that he was making
a special mark of him. All the Remove
follows knew it, dnd they were expect.
mg to see Bunter scarthed—not

‘knowing the precautions he had taken.

2o there was a general stir of interest
when Mr, Quelch said: “I shall now
ask you some questions? Everybody
knew that Bunter was “for it "

Banter gave Skinner & sidelong
Llink from behind his  spectaclés.
Skinner gave him & reassuring wink.

Skinner held his book closed, in such
4 way as to conceal a sheet of paper
against the ecover. On that paper ho
was to seribble the answers Bunter had
in pive, and he contrived to held the
ok so that Bunter should see the
paper, without Mr, Quelch seeing it.
ITe sat with his shoulder turned to
Bunter, looking away from him, appar-
ently thinking of anything but commu-
mication with the [zt junior,

Y Bunter !

“Mh! Yea, sic!

“1 trust you have been paying atten-
tion. DBunter "

“Oh, yes, sir,” said Bunter, I always
do, air! Tt—it's such a pleasure to
listen to you, sgir!”

A soft answer is =zaid to turn awey
wrath. But it did not produce that
effect upon Mr. Queleh. He frowned.

“Very well, Bunter,” he said grimly.
“1 shall now ask you to give a few
dates.™

“Certainly, sicl™
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“In what year did the Norman Con-
fquest take place?”

Any other fellow in the Remove, even
Lord Mauleverer, who was very hazy
in such matters, would have answered
at once “1066." IDut Bunter was more
than hazy in such matters—his fat mind
was & beautiful blank. i

But a2 szidelong glance at Skinner's
book helped him out.

1923, gir!" he answered.

“Wha-a-t!"” .

“ Nineteen-twenty-three I’ said Bun-
ter, surprised by the expression that
came over Mr. Quelch's face. x

Bkioner knew—he knew that Skinner
Enew. And Skinner had scribbled
“1923 " on his paper. So what could
Bunter do? Even Bunter would have
realised, gn. a little reflection, that
Norman William must have arrived
much earlier than 1923. But Bunter
was not given to reflection; neither had
he any time to reflect. _

Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh whispered
to Nugent that the wrathfulness of the
esteemed Quelchy was terrific.  The
Nabob of Bhanipur was right. Wrath
gathered like a thundercloud on the
Remove master's brow.

“Bunter!” he stuttered. :

“That's right, sir, isn't it?" gasped
Bunter, '

“Right!” exclaimed the Remove
master.  “ Bunter, is this. unexampled
.':tupidit_y. or is it impertinence ?"’

““Oh, sir! Yes, sir! No, sir!”

“Do you suppose, Bunter,. that the
Norman Conquest took place in our own
lifetimes ¥ exclapmed- Mr. Quelch.

“Oh! No; sir! Certainly not!”

“Then what do you mean, Bunter?”

“N-n-npthing, '

is bayond

air .
“Blass my soul, this ba

me!” exclaimed Mr. Queleh. **Never,

in all my experience a2 a schoolmaster,

have I encountered such stupidity! 1

will give you another chance, Bunter."
“T-t-thank you, sir!”
“Under which king

Charta signed?™

Johnny Bull, at a little distance from
Bunter, formed the words * King John "
with his lips, as a hint to the unfortu-
nate Owl of the Remove. But Bunter
did not heed his sign—he was blinking
at Skinner's paper, whenca he derived
information—really startling informa-
flom.

“Juling Ceesar, sir!"

Mr. Queleh jumped.

Such an answer might have made the
most sedate Form master jump,

There was & howl from the Remove,

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Silence ! hooted Mr, Quelch., * This
boy’'s obtuse importinence is not a sub-
ject for laughter.”

“Tan't it ?" murmured Vernon-8mith,
but he took care that the murmur did
not reach Mr. Quelch’s ears.

“Did you—did you say Julius Ceesar,
Bunter?”  exclaimed the Remove
master,

“"Yes, sir.”" gasped DBunter.

“Are you under the impression that
Juliva Cesar was & King of England,
Bunter ¥

“W.w.wasu't he, sir?"

“Bless my soul! Boy, do you not
know who Julius Cesar was?"

Bunter blinked at Skinper's paper
again, and derived more information
from it. Skinner, undoubtedly, had =
pretty wit.

“Yes, sir. Ho—he was—was the dis-
coverer ol America, =ir!"

“The discoverer of America!” said
Mr. Quelch dazedly. **Is it possible,
Bunter, that vou do not know that
Christoplhier Columbuns was the discoverer
of America?™

was  Magna

el e —
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Bunter started. Now that Mr. Quelch
reminded him, he fancied that he had
indeed heard something of the. sort,

“Yes, sir!” he gasped. “0Of—ol
course, sir!”

| b&g{n to think that wou are
scarcely 1n your right senses, Bunter.

ou will write out * King John signed
Magna Charta’ five hundred times!”

“I—1 don't mind, sir!" gasped
Dunter.

“YWhether you mind or net, Bunter,
is & matter of very little moment,” said
Mr. Quelch. "Brmﬁ your imposition to
me this evening. can give you no
further attention now, Bunter—it 1is

wasting the time of the class.™

Bunter's heavy impot did not worry
skinmer—hg was not given to worrying
about the troubles of others.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Punching Skinter !

Y SAY, you fellows——"
* Poor old Bunter!™
“Ha, ha, ha!"
"Oh, really, Wharton! It's all
vour fault, you know. If you'd helped
me instead of that other beast——"

“That what?" ejaculated Wharton.
“That other beast. Then it wounld

answered.

““ In what year did the Norman Conguest take ?Iaue? '* asked Mr. Quelch. Any
other fellow would have answered at once :
than hazy in such maiters. His fat mind was a beautiful blank, But a sidelong
glance at Skinner’s book helped him out.
(See Chapter 2.)

*10668."" But Bunter was more

*“ Nineteen twenty-three, sir ! ** he

Bunter gasped with relief. He was
only too g%a:.l to hear that Mr. Quelch
:}Du?d give him no further attention just
then. The look in Mr. Quelch's eye
hinted that he was to get further aiten-
tion later on. Put for the moment
there was deep relief.

Mr. Quelch turned his attention to
other fellows in the Remove, and
Bunter was left in peace. He had time
now to reflect, and to work out in his
fat brain why Mr. Quelch had been so
annaved, and he grasped at last the fact
that Bkinner had been pulling his leg.
Obviously, thoe answers so generously
supplied by 8kinner had been all wrong,
and Bunter, when he realised it, be-
stowed an infuriated blink upon Harold

Skinner. Bkinner gave him a genial
smile in return. He had quite enjoyed
the jest at Bunter's expense; and

have been all right. I say. it's rather
thick, isn't it, a fellow getting a fellow
into a row like that!” exclaimed
Billy Bunter indignantly. *I'd j}ﬂ":-’
wa!iypun::h Bkinner, only—only—"

“Only  there'd be a dead porpoise
lying about scon afterwards," chuckled
=kinner.

“ Beast "

The Remove had been dismissed, and
Billy Bunter, in the Form-room passage,
was airing his grievances. For once,
there was sympathy {or. William George
Bunter.

Pulling his fat log was all very-well,
but bringing down upon him the vials of

his Form master's wrath was guite
anotler, There was a limit, which
Harold Skinncer had forgotten,

“It's too rotten,” said Bob Cherry.
‘Tue Macner Lisuany,—No, 956,
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“PBunter's got a whacking impot, and
Quelehy’'s more down on him than ever.
(¥ courze, he's a dunce and a slacker,
but——""

“0Oh, really, Cherrs!” !

“But there was no need for Skinner
to make matters worse for him," said
Harry Wharton. .

“Dear man, it was no end of & jest,”
said Skinner with a chuckle. )

“I say, you fellows, it's not playing
ihe game to get & fellow into'a row with
& Form-master,” said Bunter. “ Skinner
offered to help me out, jou- know, and
I trusted him,”

,“And he let you down,” said Harry
Wharton. *“Quite so. - I think you
ought to punch Skinner's head, Bunter.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Skinner. “Gao
it, Bunter ! ‘Better make your will firat,
or sign the °‘Daily Mail' insurance
coupon, ;

Billy Bunter gave him a ferocious
blink. He would have given a great
deal to punch Bkinner’s head, as Skinner
undoubtedly deserved. But the Owl of
the Remove was not a great fghting-
an.

“In the circumstances,” continued
Harry Wharton, “ 1 think you're entitled
to ask somebody to punch Bkinner's

head for you, Bunter.”
“Good v wheeze,” concurred Bob
Cherry.

Bunter brightened up.

Skinner, on the other hand, suddenly
ceasod to chuckle. He was quite pre-
pared to deal with the fat junior, with
or without gloves. But if Bunter
pimched his head by proxy, so to speak,
it was quite a different matter.

Skinner made & hurried movement
aslong the pasmge. Immediately five or
six juniors ¢lesged round him. )

“Tlon't cut off, old seout,” grinned
Vernon-Smith. ** We haven't got to the
ond of the joke yet.”

“Ha, ha, ha " .

“Lot me pass!” growled Skinner,
scowling round at the grinning juniors.

“Stay where you are!” chuckled
Johnny Bull. *“Now, then, Bunter, pick
vour man " - : 2

“We're all at vour serviee, Dunter,
said Fronk Nugent, laughing, ;

“T'm your man, if you like,” said
Peter Todd.

It was Bunter's turn to chuckle now.
Zkinner, edging away uncasily, was
eurroundod by the grinning Removites,
and quite unable to escape. He began
to wish that he had not been quite so
funny at Bunter's expense, _'l‘ha groat
jest was taking on a more serioug aspect
Now.

“Look here, chuck this vot ! growled
Skinner, “I'm getting fed-up with this
It was anly & joke!"™

" Bunter's impot izn't a joke,” said
Peter Tadd. “He will be bothering
every fellow in the Remove 1o help him
with hiz lines.”

“ Name yvonur man, Bunfer,” said Bob
Cherry,

“I'd jolly well thrash him myself,”
said Bunter, “onlv—only the faet is, I—
——  ¥ou punch hiz head for me,
Bob.*

“Done !

Bob Cherry pushed back his cuffs, put
up  his  hands, aud advanced upon
Skinner.

Skinner promplly backed away, but
he backed against a wall of Removites,
ahd they stood tirm. He had to slop.

“TPut up vour paws, ald man, ™ ‘said
Bob cheerfully. *You've asked for it,
you know, and it's coming along.”

“You silly ass ! howled Skinner,

£

“look out for your nose!
THe Magrer Lisnary.—No, 956

Beb Cherry made a pass at Skinner's
nose, and Skinner put up his hands in a
great hurry.

“'I'hat’s better,” said Dob.
come on,” ; _

“Give him a jolly good hiding!”

¥ Now

chortled Bunter.: “Give him a black
efe, old chai! Squash his nose, old
fellow! He, he, he”

Cherey came at Skinner with left
and right. ‘As a matter of fact, he was
not attacking very ~seriously, and he
only intended to give Skinner a tap or
two. Still, Bob Cherry's “taps ™' were
fairly hefty, and Bkioner did not want
any of them, .
kinner defended himself f{rantically,
amid shouts of laughter from the RHe-
move fellows. In thé midst “of the
sootie Mr, Quelch came out of the
Remove Form room. ‘He started.

“What—what s this? Have I, or
have I not, forbidden horseplay in the
corridors ¥ he boomed,

The Removites did not stop to answer
Mr. Quelch's question. They scudded
away, end vanished, :

Mr, Quelch, with a frowning brow pur-
suad his way to his study. The Remove
fellows 'scattered in the {g}ﬂdmngle——
mich to Skinner's reliefl. He had had
quite enough of the outcome of his little
joke on Bunter. -

Skinner was not seen. again till tea-
time. Harry Wharton & Co. were ot
tea in Study Ne. 1, with the door wide
open, and when Skinner came up to the
Hemove passage he was spotted passing
the open door of MNo. 1. Bob Cherry’s
voice shouted cut to him:

“ Hallo, hallo, haile! .Etg-g
El-r.tinncr! I haven't punch

et.”

d Bkinner dashed along to his study,
Mo, 11, without replying. A shout of

& tpinmute,
your head

laughter followed him {from - Study
No. 1.

“I'll drop in on Bkinner after tca,”
chuckled Bob. “He's such a giddy
humorist, you know, he's bound to enjoy
the joke.” .

“T don't think,” said WWharton,
laughing.

After tea, Bob Cherry strolled along
to Study MNo. 11, which belonged to
Skinner, Snoop, and Btott. Several
fellows followed him there, and looked
in when Bob hurled the door apen,

The three black sheep of the Hemove
had finished tea, and were smoking
cigarettes—a little custom in  Study

—— e
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No. 11. Skinner stared in angry alarm
at Bob. Snoop and Stott grinned.

“Ready " asked Bob cheerily

“Ready for what, you silly ass?”
snapped Skiviner,

“1 haven't punzhed your head yet, you
know." . G 3 -

“ Look here, yon si chump—-

“ Coming | agid th}.'

Skinner jumped as Bob came into the
study, and dodged round the table.

“Keep off, you silly owl!" he yelled.

“Collar him !

Skinoer made a desperate rush for the
doorway. Half & dozen Removites
blocked his way there, and Skinner was
stopped, He dodged round the study
again, with Bob Cherry on }i:z track. A
chair went spinning, and then another
chair, and the table rocked gs Skinner
callided with it.

“Hera, don't wreck blessed
study ! exclaimed Snoop.

Skinner made another dash for the
doot, and again was headed off by the
grinuing juniors. Again he fled round
the study, amid yells of laughter. 'L'his
time he was cornered, and in & corner
Et’ the room le turned desperately at

ay,

“"Ow! You—you roiter! Keep off IV
he gasped, sinking against the wall, and
panting for breath,

“Put up your paws, old scout|”

“1—I won't 1™

“Then here goes [

Bob Cherry drew back hiz right arm,
and aimed a terrific drive at Skinner's
Tl seh,

Skinner, in sheer terror, closed his
evos. |

But that terrific drive slowed down as
it approached Bkinner's sharp nose, and
Bob Cherry’s knuckles landed only with
a gentle tnf:. Skinner opened his eyes
again and blinked.

“That's done!" said Bob.

Skinner blinked at Bob Cherry, under-
standing at last that Bob had only been
pulling his leg.. As an invetcrate leg-
gultur himself, Bkinner ought really to

ave been entertained by the little joke.

But ho did not seem to be. Like many
other humorists, Skinner found it diff-
cult to tnke & joke against himself,

Bob Cherry tru.mged out of the study,
and Bkinner savagely slammed the door
after him. Billy Bunter came rolling u
the Remove passage, and he caught Bo
Cherry by the sleeve as he was leaving
Study No. 11.

“Iave you punched him?” he asked
eagorly,

“Certainly 1™

"Hard?" asked Bunter.

“The hardliulness was not terrifie,"
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“ Look here, Cherry—"

“T'll show you just how hard it was,
Bunter,” said Bob, swinging back his
powerful right arm. “You stand there,
and—— WIE:.', he's gone !™

Bunter departed without
fnrther inguiries,

the

making

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Just & Line from Bunter !
your lines,

ok HAT about
V Bunter #*'
Peter Todd acsked the

question in Study No. T after
tea was finished.

Billy Bunter was rapnsain;ig in the study
armchair, with his fat little legs
stretched out, when Poter Todd and
Tom Dutton came in for prep. Bunter
did not look like a fellow who had been
given ap impot of five hundred lines to
tuke in before bed-time. Fiva hundred
lines was an exceoadingly henvy imposi-
tion, and it meant hard work to get ib
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done in time. And it was gquite obvious
that the Remove mastet was not to be
trifled  with. But William George
Bunter was taking hiz ease in the arm-
chair, as if he had no troubles at all on
his fat mind. .

Peter was & little concerned .about his
fat study-mate. - Mr. Quelch had only
too much cause to be down on the
slacker, and at the present time he was
vary much down on him indeed, It
Lehoved Bunter to be wary, until some-
thing clse came along to take up i.t'&i
Form master's attentien. Certainly it
was no timo for slacking in the study
armchair i

“You'd better hustle a bit, fatiy”
said Peter kindly. “ Quelchy will make
vou sit up, vou know, if the lines arven't
done. ™

*The lines ¥ repeated Bunfor,

“Y¥es ass! Look here! I'll help yon
ot  with about fifty,"” saed eter
gancrously, "It was that cad Skinner’s
faulk you got them really. I can work
in fifty without Quelchy spotting them,
But get going, vou duffer! You've left
it jolly late !”

“1 den't eateh on”
“T've done my line.”

“Your line?"”

“Yey,” anid Dunter,
“Quelchy gave me only one line to
write, vou know."

Peter atared.

“Wandering in your mind 1" he asked.

“0Oh, really. Peter—"

“Quelchy  gave you
lines, ™

Bunter shook his head.

“Nothing of the sort. He pgave me
one line,” he answered. “I've got ears,
I suppose. I heard what Quelchy said.”

“You thumping ass!" exclaimed
Peter. “We all heard him tell rou
to write * King John signed Magna
Charta ' five hundred times."

“Well, I've done it," said Bunter.

M You've done itF"

M Yes; there if 15, on the table. That
didn't take me long," said the Owl of
the Remove.

Peter, in utter amazement, blinked at
a sheet of impot paper on the stade
table. On that sheet was written, in
Bunter's  sprawling hand, and in
Bunter's special variety of spelling:

“"King John sined Magner Carter five
hundred times.™

Peler Todd gazed ot it, then gazn.:[
again, and then gazed at Bunter. He
seomed unable to believe his eves.

“You—you—you frabjous euckoo I he
gasped at last. “ Are vou really going
to work that off on Quelehy 77

“Cortainly !" said Bunter, “That's
what he tald me to write, isp't 32"

e told yon te write * King Joln
signed Magna Charta’ five hundred
times ! roared Peter.

“That's what I've written—King
John signed Magna Charta five hundred
times,” said Bunter, 1 don't believe
he did, really. Why should King John
or anybody clse sign anything five hun-
dred times? DBut Mr, Quelch savs he
did, and I suppose he knows." :

Peter atared at him. Certainly, the
Owl of the Remove was obtuse; the
things that Bunter could not or wounld
not understand would have filled whols
libraries to overflowing. But it was a
little difficult to believe that Bunter was
quite s obtuse as this.

“You [rabjous, burbling ass!" said
Peter Todd at last,

“0Oh, really, Petor——?"

“Quelchy meant, as you jolly well
know, that vou were to write the sen-
lenee five hundred times—* King John
signed Magna Charka,” ™

“"Rot!" said Dunter,

sald Dunter.

linking at Lim,

five hundred

with another
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No. 35.—Claude Hoskins (of the Shell).

R
e
SRR

e

Hoskins of the Shell is the musical genius of Greyiriars—at least, his Form
fallows dan’t mind admitting that so long as Hoskins and his endless enthu-
siasm for chords in ** C major and F minor,”” etc., remain locked up with
Hoskins. But seriously, Hoskins is certainly a clever [ellow in the musical
line, aad composes marches, songs, sonatas, etc., with wonderful ease. It
is true that when Hobson, his study mate, listens to these musieal outbursts
he shaves some cotton wool in bis ears beforehand, and that other Iellows
—not quite so polite—walk away at the mere mention of the word musie.
Hoskins lives in hopes of being acelaimed the world's greatest musician.
Already Bach, Beethoven, Wagner, ¢tc,, are small Iry as against the youthful
genius of Hoskins—Iin Hoskins' opinion, of course ! Only the future can
prove how much of a genius Hoskins really is—and Grey(riars isn*t concerned
with the future.

shake of the head.. *If he'd meant that
he would have said it. I'm doing what
he said I was to do. It's not for me to
disobey my Form master, Peter Todd.
I'm bound to do exactly as he tells me.
Besides, it saves time.”

“Jt won't save your hide when you
take that little joke to Quelchy,” said
Peter. = =

“It isn't a joke, you asz! No joke
in doing exactly what a Form master
tells vou, 15 there ?"

“ You—yvou—yvou babbling bander-
snatch ! ejaculated Peter. ‘Do wyou
really think that King Jehn put his
signature five hundred times at the tail
of Magna Charta?"

“Well, 1t seems Ijui!_r,' unlikely,” ad-
mitted Bunter. “I don't see why he
flljgur!d. vou know, but Quelchy says he

id.

“He dida't ! yelled Peter. " He said
that——""

“*T know what he said. Toddy, and you
needn't yvell at me. I've done exactly
what Quelchy told me.” said Dunter.
“A féllow can’t do more. I ean’t go
behind what he said, when his meaning
was quite plain. suppose Quelehy
knows English, doesn't he "

“0Oh., myv hat!” said Peter Todd.
fi.nd he shrugged his shoulders and gave
t up.

Brep was going on in Study No. T
when Harry Wharton looked in. The

. e

caplain of the Remove, too, was taking
a kindly interest in Bunter's impot.

“Done your lines, Bunter I he asked.
“T've Gmished prep. and I don't mind
lending yvou & hand if you're pressed."”

“Thanks, old chap, but it's all right,"
ttzlud ;l;hlrl.ter. “T've done the line. There
it is,

“Look at ik !" grinned Peter Todd.

Harry Wharton looked—and jumped.
IEE gave William George Bunter a hlirnk
ELare,

“Bunter!"™ he exclaimed. "“You—
vou're not really thinking of taking that
in to Mre. Quelch®”

“Why not?"

“Why not?" exclaimed Wharlon.
“You awful ass! You can pull Monsicur
Charpentier's leg in that styvle, but not
Quelehy's. He will be wild,”

“YWhat rot!" said Bunter. *That's
what Queolchy teld me to write, and I've
written it. I suppose he's just a man,
isn't he®’

“0Oh, my hat !™

Wharton retired from the study, a
littla perplexed, like Toddy, to guess
how much of Bunter's obtusoness was
genuine, and how much was spoof. After
that there were several moro visitors to
Study. No. 7. DBunter's remarkable
impot was talked of up and down the
Remove passage, and fellows came in to
look at it. They chortled as they looked,

Tre Magxer Lismaey.—No. %56,
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“It's a topping joke,” said Vernon-
S8mith. “But you'll never have the
mnerve to land it on Quﬂlﬂhg, Bunter.”

Billy Bunter blinked at him.

“No joke that I know of"” he
answered.

“¥You really think that that's whab
guﬂlchy told you to write ?”’ roared the

ounder.

“Certainly ! You all heard him."

“Ha, ha, ha "™

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at,"” said Bunter.

“Doesn’t he take the jolly old bunt”
asked Peter Todd. * Why did his people
send him to Greyfriars instead of to
Colney Hatch? It beats me "

“0Oh, really, Toddy—"

“¥You'll get a licking if you take that
stuff to Quelchy, Bunter,” said Bob
Cherry warningly. .

“Rats! He's a just heast,” said
Bunter. '““But if he cuts up rusty I shall
a | to the Head. I know I'm jelly
well going to have justice.”

And Bunter, having finished his prep,
rose from the study table, picked up his
remarkable impot, and leit the study.
The Remove fellows stared after him as
be rolled away towards the stairs.

“The fat duffer " exclaimed Wharton.
“Hea can't really be going to take that
to Quelchy ! ‘

“Looks like it,” grinned Bob Cherry.

“Fot's follow on and sea what hap-
pens,” said Johnny Bull. * Bunter may
want- carrying home when GQuelchy's
done with him."

“Ha, ha, hal"”

(%m'.tu & crowd of the Remove fellows
followed Ihilly Bunter downstairs,
curious to see the outcome. Bunter
marched on. steadily to the Remove
master’s study and tapped at the door.

“ Oome in!”

“My only hat! He's really taking it
in!" breathed Nugent. )
Bill PBunter wmarched iote Mr.

Quelch’s study, with his impot 1in his fat
hand. , i

The Remove fellows waited in the cor-
ridor, a2z mear to Mr. Quelch’s door as
ithey could wventure, They listened
breathlessly, and the sound they
ex to hear was ‘the whacking of
Mr. Quelch's cane on the podgy person
of William George Bunter.

e e gy e

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Chopper Comes Down !

R, QUELCH fixed a severs
glance upon Dunter as he came
in. He was displeased with

~ DBunter, as his displeasure was
ﬁ;-nwmg. The most obtuse fellow in

13 class added laziness and obstinacy to
obtuseness, which really was a little too
muoh for any Form master to bear with
patience. Mr, Quelch bad been making
up his mind that he had to take Bunter
severaly in hand and bring him up in
the way in which he should go. Giving
st obtuse, lazy, and obstinate fellow
individual and special &ttention was not
an attractive prospect, and 1t did not
please the Remove master, or make him
hetter tampered.

Bunter rolled across the study to Mr.
Queleh's table, with some slight inward
trepidation, His sheet of impot paper
waz in his hand ; upon it was written a
single line. PBunter hardly knew himsclf
how much of his stupidity was genuinoe
and how much was humbug: he had
never troubled to ithink it out, But he
had a great capacity for believing what
ke wanted to Delieve, and certainly he

T'ne Mscxer Lienspy.—No. 956.

for the moment.
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wanted to believe that Mr. Quelch had
told him that King John hed signed
Magna Charta five hundred times. It
saved the trouble of writing out four
hundred and ninety-nine lines.

So Bunter was prepared to brazen it
out that that really was what Mr, %uelch
had told: him; nevertheless, he felt a
trepidation, under the gimlet eyes of the
Remove magter.

“My—my' line, sir!” {altered Bunter.
“Your lines, Bunter! Lay them on
the table.”

Bunter laid the sheet of paper on the
table, and backed to the door. He would
have been pleased to back out of the
study before Mr, Quelch examined his
impot. But it was not to be.

"“Btop!” said Mr. Quelch, raising his
hand.

Bunter stopped.

“What does this mean?” Mr. Quelch
picked ap the paper. “You appear to
have written only one line, Bunter, n-
stead of the imposition I gave wyou!
Why—why—why what does this mean?
Bless my soul!”

Mr. Quelch stared at the remarkable
umpot, sz well he might. Certainly no
Gregfriars master bad ever beheld such
a one before. He could scareely believe
hiz ayez as he read:

“"King John sined Magner Carter five
huﬁdr tilines.” : 3 ;

r. elech laid the paper down, anc
fixed a%:.silinlt glare upon Bunter across
the table.

“Bunter !
this »

UI—T'va written what you told me,
sir!” faltered the Owl of the Remove.

“I told you to write five hundred
linkes. "

“0Oh, no, sir! All the Remove heard
vou, sir. Yon told me to write that
King John signed Magne Charta five
hundred times, sir.”

“Tt is impossible, Bunter, that you
can have mizunderstood me 20"

“(h, no, sir, I understand all right!"
said Bunter. "“I've writien just what
you told me, sir. 1—I hope the spelling
12 eorrect, sie.”

“The spelling 18 very far from correct,
Bunter. Dut I will pass over that item

Bunter! Do i.'ﬂu ax-
pect me to believe that you really sup-
posed that 1 told you to write this
absurdity

“Didn’t you, sir?"

“I did nmot!” thundered Mr. Queleh,
in a voiee that made Bunter jump almost
clear of thoe floor. * It 18 true that you
are the most stupid boy at Greylriars,
Bunter, and that your backwardness
wounld disgrace & bhoy in the Seeond
Form. It is true that you seem to lack
the capacity to understand the most
simple things. But I do not credit for
one moment, sir, that you are so stupid
as you pretend.”

“(h, sir!" pas Bunier.

"This is a trick, sir, to escape writing
out your imposition!” exelaimed Mr.
Quelech. *“You dare to suppose that
you can deceive me, Bunter, by this
Frﬁta'}lfﬁ: of inconceivable stupidity "

“"You cannot deceive me so easily,
Bunter! I shall cane you for this im-
pertinence. And you will write out a
thousand lines instead of five hundred.”

Mrr Quelch rose to his feet.

In the corridor the breathless juniors
exchanged grinning glances. This was
the outcome they isg expected. There
was only one master at Greyfriars who
could possibly have been “stuffed " to
such an extent—the good-natured and
unsuspicious Maonsieur Charpentier. Mr.,
Quelch was far too downy a bird o Le
caught with such chaff,

Explain what vou mean by

“Well, Bunty's asked for it!” mur-

mured Bob Cherry. * Begged and
prayed for it, reallv! Foor old Bunter!”
“MNow listen for the fireworks!”

grinned SBkinner,

“Bunter!™ Mr. Quelch came round his
table. * Bunter, bend over that chair.”

Billy Hunterd backed away.

“I—I" say, sir——"" he gasped,

“You hear me, Bunter "

i T | &pﬁmul to the Head, sir!” stut-
tered the Owl of the Remove.

Mr. Quelch already had his ecane in
hand, ready to administer the correction
of which Bunter really stood in need.
But he paused now. It was Bunter's
right to appeal to the headmaster if he
chose. It was any fellow's right, though
seldom or never exercised. It was not
likely to make matters better for a
delinquent, as a rule—much more likely
to make themn worse. But Bunter never
could stand a licking, If he could not
escape 1f, at least putiing it off was
something.

“You—you appeal to your headmaster,
Bunter ¥

“¥ed, sir,” said Bunter. “I—1'm
sure Dr. Locke will do mo justice, sir.
Dr. Locke will take 2 fellow's word, sir.
When I tell him that I've written exactly
whet you've told me, sir, and—and call
the other fellows as—as witnesses,
] B et

Mr. Quelch looked at the Owl of the
Remove long and hard.

He bagan to wander whether Bunter's
obtuseness really did extend to this in.
eredible length.

There was & pause, and then Mr.
Quelch laid down his cane, much to
Bunter's relief.

“"Bunter! It is diffcult for me to
believe that you are so smnazingly stupid
as you pretend,”

“Oh, really, sir—"

“But I should be very sorry to punish
anyone for mere stupidity,” said Mr.
Quelch, It is pnsajhi}c—hi.raly possible
—that vou misapprehended me to this
extent. I shall give you the benefit of
the doubt, Bunter.”

Harry Wharton & Co., in the passage,
stared at one snother., Bunter had
pulled it off! Nobody had expected it
—probably not even Bunter himself—
but ha had pulled it off.

“If vou really arc so obtuse as this,
Bunter, I must take other measures
with you,”" said Mr. Quelch, “I shall
not cane you, Bunter, and I shall not
double wvour imposition as I intended.
Quite other methods are needed with so
stupid & boy. I shall take you in heod
specially from this day, Bunter, and
endeavour to enlighten you. It will be
a great trouble to me, and will encroach
very seriously upoun my leisure; but 1
regard it as a duty. For the future,
Bunter, end unttl further orders, yom
will come to my study every afternoon at
five o'clock.”

“Eh¥"”

“And remain till zix," zaid M
Queleh, “For one hour cvery day, ex.
elnsiva of SBundays, I shall give you
special tuition, and you will make an
attempt to improve your knowledgo
nnder my personal supervision, ™

“YWha-at?"

“You may now go, Bunter.™

Bunter stood rooted io the floor.

This was not what he had hoped for.
He did not want & licking. lint a lhicking
was bettor than this., “Extra toot ™

for am hdur every day--under the
basilisk eye of Mr. Quelch! The pro-
spect made him feal faint.

Mr. Quelch sat down again. Bunter,

who no longer seemed in a hurry to po,
blivked at lhim  throngh his  bip
speciacles,
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“Jf—if you please, sir—" gasped
‘Bunter.

“Well * 1apped out Mr. Quelch.

“J—I'd rather be caned, sirl" stut-
tered Bunter. :

Mr. Quelch smiled grimly.

“ Possibly,” he said. ‘‘But your
wishas count for nothing in'the matter,
Bunter! I shall, however, cane
you do not leave my study without
another word.”

Billy Bunter did not utter another
word, “Extra toot " was enough, with-
out a licking thrown in.

Heo limped from the study.

Grinning faccs greeted him in the
corrider. Billy Bunter blinked dismally
at the Removites. He could ses nothing
to grin ak. :

“T—1 say, vou fellows, what an awiul
beast[” proaned Bunter. * Extra toot
for an bour a day—as if ¢lasa wasn't
bad enough! I'm not going to stand
it! I—I can't, you know."

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“¥You asked for it!” chuckled Peter
Todd. i

“The askfulness waa terrific.”

Billy Bunter groaned dizmally, and
rolled away. Certainly he had asked for
it, byt now he had got it he was not
pleased with it. For the rest of that
evening Billy Buanter wore a lugubrious
and woebegone countenance, and, like
Tachel of old, Le mourned and could
not ba comlorted.

— e

THE SIXTH CHAFTER.
N. G. |

ILLTAA GEORGE BUNTER

W wore an unusually serious ex-

pression when he rolled into

the Form-room the following

morning with the rest of the Lower
Fourth.

Ho had plenty of food for thought,

Extra toot, which had long threatened,
had now fallen upon him; that very day
it was to begin. After class—which, as
Bunter said, was bad enough—he was
to have an extra special hour with Mr.
Quelch in the Form master’s study, Thu
prospect was appalling.

Probably it was not very pleasant to
Mr. Quelech himself.  PBut Bunter was
not worrviug about that. He was, a3
usual, thinking of himself, and his
opinion was that no fellow ever had
heen zo ill-used in the history of Grey-
friara.

It had occurred to his fat brain, how-
ever, that there was one possible means
of placating hiz incensed Form master.
1f ]iua showed up remarkably well in
class that day, Mr. Quelch might con-
sider that he waz not, after all, in necd
of special attention, and might let him
off. B0 Bunter, for once, resolved to
do his best instead of his worat.

It was rether late in the day, so to
speak, for Billy Bunter to set up as a
falnstﬂ:mg pupil.  His aim, hitherto,
iacdd been to learn as little 2a he eould,
and to forgel that Little at the earliest

sible moment,  This was rather a
andicap.

It was, in fact, too late in the day.
Punter had neglected hiz prep asz usual
the previous evening, and on the section
af the Eneiwd which he was supposed to
have “prepared ” lia fat mind was a
beautiful blank, His “con ™ was lLikely
to be even worse than usual, and he
could enly hope that Mr. Queleh would
not call wpon him.  But the Remove
master did call upon him, and Bunter
had to construe,

The Remove were ab this time en-
gaged upon the second book of the
JEneid, and bad arcived at the attack
on King Prinin's palace in Troy., Some
! then really did ‘not mind it very

much, admitting that it was upusually
lively for Virgil. Bunter's only feelin
towards King Priam, and Troy, an
Virgil, was a deep-seated wish that they
were all at the bottom of the sea to-
gether,

“ Bunter !

The Owl of the Remove suppressed »
roan. Smuggling a “erib ¥ into tha
orm-room under Mr. Queleh’s gimlet-
eyes was an impossibility, and without
a orib Virgil was & good deal hke
Banskrit to Bunter. He did not even
know where to begin till Peter Todd
whispered :

| Bob Cherry pushed back his cuffs, put
up his hands, and advanced upen
Skinner. ** Put up your paws, old
man ! '’ said Bobcheerfully. ** Yon've
asked for it, you know, and It's coming
along !'"" Skinner defended himsell
frantically, amld shouts o! laughter
from the Removites. In the midst of
the scens Mr. Quelch came out of the
Remove Form-room. ** What—what
is this ? ** he boomed, (See Chapter 3.)

# Limen erat—"

“Todd ! snapped Mr., Quelch. His
cara as well as hia eves secemed like
gimlets that mormng.

“Oh! Yes, sir? stammered Pster.

“Take f6fty lines for spesking in
clags. "

“Oh! Yes, sic.”

Peter did not venture to speak again.
But Bunter knew where tha kick-o

now, 8o to speak, and he started : e
“ Limen erat—-"
“Construe ™ snapped Mr. Quelch.
Bunter  blinked dismally. He

wondered what “limen ™ meant, if it
meant anvibing.,

Mr. Quelch encouraged his pupils o
trace Eng:linh words etymologically to
their origin in Latin, and even Buntor
could eatch on to this. For instance, he
would not have been at & loss to know
that “dominus™ meant & lord or
master, from its resemblance fto
“dominate.” He could have guessed
that “puer” was a boy from 1is res
somblanee to “puerile.” But this was
not always a safe guide, as he was fo
discover 1n the present instance. Butb it
was the only guide Bunter had, and Le
chanced it.

“* Limen erat—there was lime——"'

“Lime !" repeated Mr. Quelch, almosk
dazedly.

“Lime there was—" went on Bunter.
“Limeg !
If Bunter had stated that there were

bricks and mortar, Mr, Quelch could not
have been more flabbergasted.

* Bunter ! You have not prepared
this lesson [

" Oh, ves, #ir!"” gasped Bunter. “I—
I've taken a lot u?truuble over it, air.
I—I was working hard in the study last
evening, sir, with—with a wet towel
round my head, sir. Todd knows, sir."

‘" How dare you, Bunter !

It dawned upon Bunter that “limen ®
could not possibly mean lime. Hea
wondered dizzily what it possibly could
niedn.

“You do not know that zo aimlpl& and
commonplace & Latin word as ‘ limen*
means & door or entrance, Bunter |” ex-
glaimed Mr. Quelch.

“0Dh, dear!”
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How was DBunter. to guegs . that
"limen " meant & door or. entrance?
The study of Latin at Greyfriars was
not, really, run on lin®s of a guessing
competition; fellows were supposed to
lock out a-word they did not know in
the ‘dictionary. iotionaries . bored
Bunter, and he preferred to guess and
chanoe it,

“Yeat you tell me that you prepared
this lésson 7" said. the Remove master.
*Vou mEy sit down, Bunter! I will
not wiete the time of the class! I shall
attend to you later. Wharton, please
go on.” .

Harry Wharton went on, and Bunter
was left in peace, but with dismal
anticipatjions. He - had feared that
“extra toot " would deal with history
and obnoxious dates; now it looked as
if it would touch upon Latin as well
This waa what came of trying to pleasa
his Ferm "rhaatefpiil , )

Third lésson that mérning dealt with
geography—a subject, in’ Bunter's eyes,
only léss “detestable than Latin and
meaths. In third lesson Dunter gave Mr,

uelch the ipteresting information that

e Heights of Abraham were In
Palestine. 2

The Remove master stared at him,
almost  in  wonder, The:' Removo

grinned.  When the stores of Buntet’s
knowledge were turned out, the result
really was amazing.

Bunter had already forgotten a lesson
on the subject of the: Battle of Quebec,
and the ‘glorigus  death of Géneral
Wolfe, That the Heights of Abraham
werp in Canada, and connected with
glorious episode in the history of his
country, Bunter had known a weck
ago; but how was a fellow to remember
sugh things for a whola week ?

“Upon my word 1" said Mr. Quelch.

He left it at that. But.the expression
on his face showed that when “extra
toot * came along, Bunter was going to
get very, very special cara.

Bunter felt bitterly that it was useless
for a really painsteking f[ellow to seck
& word of commendation from -a. Form
master., He felt that he might as well

ive up the attempt. But with the
greadful shadow of “extra toot” hang-
ing over him, be resolved to- make one
more effort in the sfterncon.

There was English literature that
afternoon—a subject which was the least
beastly of all aubjects from DBunter's
point of view, az it required less mental
effort; end moreover, Mr, Quelch was
liable to let himsell go on English
literature a little, and would sometimes
use up & great deal of.time with obser-
vatione which his pupils were not ox-
pected to answer,

In English literature, indeed, Bunter
had sometimes succeeded in snatching a
ghort nap on & warm afternoon,

Mr. Quelch selected the “Elegy in a
Country Churchyard ¥ for the edifica-
tion of his pupils.

No doubt Bunter had heard before of
‘that celebrated. poemy, and might even
have heard that it was written by Gray.
But: such matters did not linger in
Bunter’'s memory, Why the thump
should he worry himself over things
wrillen by . & man named Gray, or
White, or Black, for that matter?
Bunter did not see &Hi reason why he
should. 8o anything that Bunter ever
knew about the famous “Elegy " was
quite gone from his fat mind, and it
came 83 & new experience to him.

The Removites were told to weite out
the first stanzas, the beauties of which
Mr. Quelch was going to expound to
them.

Bunter considerea tnat he was at least
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equal to this, and still with a fdint hope
of getting on the. right: side of the
Form . master, hdé listened  to Mr.
Quelch’s words ds if ‘they were pearls of
wisdom, and wrote them down eare-
fully, He was more than usually care-
ful with his spelling, tpo, whispering to
Toddy to ask him how many "k's”
there was in curfew, and whether it was
a “w” orau" in ]illﬂ-ughmm‘

Possibly Mr. Quelch guessed ihat
Bunter was distinguishing himself,- as
usual, for the Owl of the Remove was
told to bring up his paper.

Feeling that this time, st least, Mr,
Quelch could have no fault to find with
him, Bunter marched out with his
paper and presented it to his Form
master. '

Mr. Quelch gazed st it. He gazed
again, and then gazed, Bunter watching
him with a sinking heart. Again there
was something wrong, though Bunter
did not- know what it was., Mr, Quelch
road, by way of title;

LEG IN A COUNTRY CHURCH-
YARD.

He gazed atb it, and gazed at Bunter.

“Is this an impudent jest; or what i3
1t, Bunter?" asked the Hemove master,
breathing hard. )

“MNo, sir! Certainly not, sir! What's
the matter #"” _

“I told you to write 'Elegy in &
Country Churchyard '.” ;

“Yea, sir, that's what I've written.”

“"You have written “Leg in =&
Country  Churchyard,” thundered Mr.
Queleh, and the Eemove gasped.

“Yes, sir, that's right,"” =aid Bunter,
bewilderedly, *L-E-G spells leg, sir.™

“L-E-G spells leg!” repcated Mr.
Quelch da.mgijr.

“Yes, gir. I—I thought myself there
weorg two. g's—L-E-G-G, sir, but as you
said L-E-G, sir, I spelt it with one,
Izn't that right, siri®

“Bless my zoul I

“You dudn't say whose leg it was,

siny”’  sald DBunter. “You just said
L-ﬁ]-G, gsir, That's what I've written,
air.”

Mr. Quelch gazed at him again,

“Is it possible, Bunter, that vou are
unagquainted with the word ‘clegy 7
he said. “Do you not know what an
elegy i ?"

“Yea, sir: it's a leg, of course,” zaid
the perplexcd Owl. * L-E-GG, leg.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the Remove.

Even Mr. Quelch’s face broke into
something like a smile.

“ Bunter, you are an incredibly obluse
bay. A poem of this sericus nature is
called an elegy—E.L-E-(z-¥."

“0Oh, dear!”™ gasped Bunier. "I—I
didn't know it was a—a catel, sir.”’

“Ha, ha, hal”

“DBless my soul! Go back to your
place, Bunter! You are more back-
ward than I ever supposed, and I shall
take great pains with you—very great
painsg, You will come to my study at
five o'clock.”

“Oh, dear!™

Bunter rolled back to his place. ga
made no further effort after that. 2]
reelised that it was futile. If a Form
master was going to catch a fellow out
like this, what was the use? Bunter
gave it up.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
For It!

(1 ARRY, old fellow!™
H Bunter's tona was aFeotion-

ate, and the captain of the
Remove grinned. Whether
Bunter wanted to come to tea in No. 1
Study, or whether he wantad somerone

to cagh—in advance—a postal-order that
he was expecting, he did not know; but
he knew that Bunter wanted mathmg.
“Old feHow " was a sufficient indica-
tion of that.

“Give it-a name,"” sald Wharlan,

“I—I want you to help me, you
know.” said Bunter, blinking at him
dismally. *‘It's close on five.” -

“Time to get nlong to Quelchy.”

“I know: that's the trouble,"
groaned Bunter,

“Hine illae lacrymae ! chuckled Bob
Cherry, “Buck up, Bunter! Extra
toot will do you lots of good. You can
do with it, you know.”

“It's quite a mistake of Quelchy’s,”
said Bunter. “I don't need it. 1t's hot
as if I were ignorant like some fellows

it chaps, {'ringtance.”

‘Oh, my hat!"

“1 can't stand it, vou know," said
Bunter. “I'd ratheér be licked—blessed
if T wouldn't rather havea a Head's
flogging. A flogging’s only once, any-
how, but this awful toot goes on day
after day. I've pot to dodge it somie-
how, and I want my friend: to rally
round.” _

“Hetter go and speak to your friends
about jt, t-%u:'n'!" suggested the -captain
of the Remove gravely.

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“But what can I do, anyhow?™ asker
Harrs, d-naturedly. * I can’t coach
vou in advance—I don't even know what
Quelchy i3 going to spring on you. And
1t's too late,”

“It isn't that,” said Bunter hastily.
I1—I want you to go instead.”

i Eh?ll

“You're a studious chap, you know,”
said Bunter. “You'd please him much
more than I should. Buppose you go lo
Qlugln:ﬁ:.f’s study, and ask him o 'ex-
E ain gomie knotty point in Virgil? You

now what he is when he geis going—
ha might keep on for the whole hour,
an¢ have no time left for me. Sec?”

“He might!” grinned Wharton. "I
know I'm jolly well not risking 36"

“Well, you might do that much for a
pal,” said Bunter. * Remember all that
I'vea done for you, you know, old
fellow,™ A

“I'm afraid my memory's failing; I
don’t scem to remember anything that
yE:ru*'rn done for me, or for anybody
else.”

“Oh, really, Wharton! T uszed to bo
in your study when you first cnine to
Greviriars, and I stood by vou, you
know. You remember what a bad-
tempered and unpopular beast you
ware—"'

1lEh?l.hl

“Who was it stood by you like a
brick, and helped you through all your
troubles, at that time?” demanded
Bunter.

“ Nugent,” said Harry.

“Ale, you know! The very first day
{uu came to Greyiriars, you remember,

“I remember—you Thorrowed five
shillings of me,” said Harry. “1I don't
remember that you ever squared. Shell
ﬂut-.!” !

4 (3h, really, Wharton—-" ;

" Shell out!” repeated the captain of
the Hemove, holding out his hand.
“It's high time you squared—now you
mention it."

“*Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry.

Billy Dunter did not “square *; he
gave the captain of the Remove an in-
dignant blink, and rolled away.

It was a quarter to fAve; oxtra toot
was terribly close at- hand now. The

rospect of being shut up with Air.
Ene]rh for a whole hour, concentrating
his fat intellect en the acgquisition of
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undesired knowledge, was simply awlul
to Bunter. In class it was bad cpough;
but in class, there were the other fellows
te whack it out, 50 o speak. Hml-mp:
Mr. Quelech all to himself for sixty
minutes was like a nightmare to Bunter,
He felt that it really was more than
Hesh and blood could stand., Lickings
were a mere jost compared to this,

Ho stopped Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh on his way to Little Bide, prd
the dusky nabob grinned  at Jum.
Bunter's woobegone face secmed to ex-
cite more hilarity than sympathy in all
the Hemove. .

“T say, Inky, old chap, lend a fellow
e hand,” groaned Bumtor. “I'm up
against it, you know. I've got to go In
to Quelchy, and 'I—I want some chap
to butt in and interrupt. I've alwnys
treated you well, Inky—I've never
looked down on E:-u because you're o
blinking nigger, old chap.”

“The esteemed Bunter is too good ¥’
murmured the mnabob Bhanipur.
Inky had his bat under his arm, and he
let it slip down into his hand, as if he
had found & use for it. Possibly he did
not like being alluded to as a “blink-

ing n A

EWE:EEMPM no shob, you know,”
said Bunter. *“I don't care whether a
chap's black or brown or green. "Tain't
every follow who'd be civil and kind to
& black savage, iz it, Inky! Now, what
I want you to do is—yarccop!”

A aul:fdﬂn lounge of Hurree Singh's
cricket bat sent Billy Bunter sprawling.

He aat down.

“Ow, wow! Yaropooh! ¥You Liack
beast—grrrrroocogh I

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh walked on
cheerily, leaving Bunter to roar. The
hapless Owl of the Remove staggered to
his feet.

“Oh doar! Beast! I say, Toddy.”
Poter Todd was passing on his way to
the cricket, and he stopped, with a grin,
as Bunter hailed him. ]

“Time for toot, Bunter,” he said.

“I say, Peter, be & pal,” urged
Bunter. “Go to Quelchy’s study and
tell, him I'm ill. Bay you saw me in
fearful pain in the study.”

Peter stared.

“Tell him I'm in awiul agony, and
can’'t come,” said DPunter. *Quelchy
will take your word, Peter, old chap.”

“Quelchy takes my word because I
tell the truth, old bean,” answered
Peter, cheerfully. “I don't mind giv-
ing himt vour moessage——"'

”'U'E!I. E"ﬂ‘ﬂd 1+

“On condition that it's true”

*r:Eh o

Peter swung up a cricket-bat,

“It's all right,” he said; “I can soon
pit yvou into a state of fearful pain and
awful agony. A few swipes of this bat
will do it,  Btawd steady !

LT} E‘_}'l.'l.-' '!.l'l

Bunter fed

Poter Tedd chuckled and went on his
wov., Hiz assistance did nob seomn to be
needed alter all.

The hour of Ave boomed out from the
clock-towar., It tight have been the
knell of doom from the effect it had on
Bunter's spirits. With a deep, deep
groan, the Owl of the Remove started
for Mr. Quelch's stady.

Thera-was no help for it! The hour
had come. And liunter, as he knocked
at- Mr. Queleh's door, looked as if it
were the honr of execotion.

“Come in!"

Bunter rolled in.

“You are two minutes late, Bunter!”
said Mr. Quelch soverely. ““If you are
lato again I shall cane yon! Do you
realiso that you aroe wasting my time?"

Bunter wondered: whether Mr. Quelch
realised that he

\

“ I've always treated you well, Inky,”
said Bunter. * ['ve mnever looked
down on you because you're a blinking
nigger. 1 don’tcare whether a chap's
black or brown or green. 'Tain’t every
fellow who'd be civil and kind to a
‘black savage, is it, Inky ? Now what
[ want you to dois——yarcoop ! ™ A
sudden Innge of Hurree Singh's bat
sent Bunter sprawling. (See Chapier 7.)

Bunter's—time. DBut he did not venture

Lo ask.

“You may bring a chair to the table,”
said Mr, Quelch, **Neow, Bunter, I shall
give vou half an hour of Laetin
grammar,”

4 Dw ll.l

“What did you say, Bunter{"

* N-n-nothing, -sir.” . )

“Very good,” said Mr, Quelch, with
a glare. ‘*And half an hour of history,
Bunter. I trust it will make an im-
provement.”

“Shall I—shall T fetch m; books, gir ™
gasped” DBunter, in the [aint hﬂ?ﬂ of
wasting a few minutes more oub of that
dreadful hour.

“No, Bunter; they are not needed.”

“I—I think I should q;et on better
with—with my books, sir.’

“Kindly make no further remark,
Bunter "'

Billvy Bunter suppressed a groan, and
submitted to hiz fate. The awiul hour
commonced., Bomotimes. Bunter  had
wonderaod what the vietims of the In-
quisition had felt like. o knew now.

Threo minutes having elapsed, fifty-
soven aninutes remained of - the hour.
They seemed at first to Dunter like
fifty-seven hours—then like ffty-sevén
voars—hnally, like ffty-seven centuries.
Iefore tho hour was over, it seemed to

RBunter that he was -shut up with Mr,
was wasting  his— Quelch for unending spaces of time, and

—

that he would be an old, old man when
he emerged—if over he did . emer
alive—from the Remove mnaster's stufg:

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Something Desperate !

ROAN!
Peter Todd pave a start.
1t was a deep, almost sepul-

chral groan that greeted him
oit hiz arrival at Study No. 7 after tes.
Poter had come ig hungry after crickot
practice .and was thinking of tea; but
for the moment he forgot toa as he
heard that sound of woe,

Groan! .

“Oh,. you ! ejaculated Toddy, staring
at a fat figurc that was sprawled in the
study” armchair, - _

Billy Bunter blinked at him with Jack-
lustre eyes aml groaned again. Fhe
{iwl of the Homove scemed to be sunk
deep in the dismallest depths of woe.

“What's tlie matter?” demended
Toddy.

(zroan!

“Pain in yoor little inside?” asked
Peter. ** You shouldn't seoff tuck in the
way you do, Bunter. Stands to reason
that no fellow's inside could stand it !™

“Vou =illy ass!" said Dunter, “T%
isn't that! T've just got through with
Quelchy."

“ i 1M Peler chuckled, “Ts that all *°

“AllY" said Bunter. “You frabjous
chump, you don't know what it's hke!
An exam's nothing to it. A whole hour
right under Quelchy's eye. Keeps you
at it, you know! Not a second's rest,
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Expects a fellow to remember things—
raps your knuckles with a ruler if you
don't."” oy

“Ha, bha, ha!”

“Ys it & laughing matiter 7 howled
Bunter. *Y¥eou unfeeling beast, I'm ab-
solutely done in! .Done to the: wide!”

“You'll~get used to it said Toddy
encouragingly. “Keep on like this and

w‘ﬁ spon be able to spell cat without
a K. In the long run you'll know the
nominative case from a packing-case.

“ Beast [ :

And Bunter groaned again. He
seomed in 'an exhausted state; doubt-
less, ha was. It was the first real work
he had done that term. Bunter was a
past-master in the art of dodging work,
But under the personal and individual
supervision of I\‘}i’r. Quelch there was no
dodging to be done. Bunter had had
to work, and .work hard, He had had
to concentrate hiz fat mind on Latin
grammmar till conjugations and declen-
sions fairly buzzed in his fat brain. He
had had to tackle English History tilt
dates were crammed into him like the
other kind of dates pressed in a box.

Possibly Mr. Quelch, exasperated by
the Owl’s lazifess and incessant dodging,
had driven a little too hard.

Certainly Bunter looked, and felt,
worn out, And he thought of the
dréadfnl hour on the morrow with
horror. On the morrow, and the
morrow after, and every day bill
“further orders.” It was awful to
contemplate! And Mr. Queleh was in-
axorable as. Fate. Bunter had passed
the limit of slacking and “rotting,”
and he had been brought up to time
with a jerk. His fat heart failed him
at the awful vista of endless hours of
extra toot with Mr. Quelch.

While Peter Todd and Dutton wers
getting tea in the study Billy Bunter
sat in the armchair and groanad.
Groeping relieved his feelings, perhaps;
but, no doubt, it was also a bid for
sympathy.

Toddy was net unsympathetic: but,
naturally, he was soon fed-up with the
unmusical sounds: from the armchair.
Dutton had the misfortune to be deaf—
ar rather, the good fortune in this in-
stance—and he did not hear. DBunter
could have delivered himself of the most
hair-raising groans without worryin
Tom Dutton. It was different with
Peter Todd. and Peter put in a remon-
strance at lusl.

" Chuck it, Bunter!™ he said.
“Enough's as good as a feast, you
know. You've made enough row!™

“ Beast 1

“You'll get this loaf on your chest if
vou groan any more ! said Peter warn-
ingly.

rop !
Whether from defiance or sheer foree

of - hahit, the Owl of the Remove
groancd again. Peiler was as good as
his word.

Crash !

The loaf landed, and Bunter jumped
and roared.

“Yarooh! Beast!™

Y Now give us & rest!” said Peter,

Billy Bunter gave hiz atudy-mate a
rost  after that, Tea ’heing ready
Bunter =at at the table and disposed cri
his whack : his wncommon sufferings at
the hands of & too-dutiful Form master

thid mot seem to have effected his
appotite.

He gave Poter reproachful blinks
during tea., fto all of which Toddy

seemed qnite indifferent. After tea ho
rolled out of the study in search of
sympathy elsewhere,

" But there was little sympathy for

Tae Maicxer Lisnany.—No. 956

Bunter in the Remove. The fellows
seemed to look on the matter as a joke,
Some of them even expressed com-
passion for Mr. Quelch, whose task, in
driving knowledge into the dense brain
of the. Owl of the Remove, must have
been a hard one. .

- “1 say, you fellows, I'm not standing
it, you know !” Bunter declared in the
Rag that evening. .

His statement was greeted with many
chuckles.

“The question is, can Quelchy stand
it 77 said Vernon-8mith. * Depend on
it, Bunter, yvou'll wear him out before
he wears you out!”

“Ha, ha, hal” ]

“1 shall do something jolly desperate,
ou know!"” said Bunter dﬁ.rklﬂ. o
'd jolly well run away from school if I
—if I ﬂad any money |

“Hasn't your .
inquired Squiff sympathetically
there was a |E.uqh. : .

“Tt's tyranny,” said Bunter—*sheer
tyranny ! 1'd write to my father-to take

¢ from Girepfriars, only—only he

me a¥w4y from Grepfy

v n't, you know!

1| qEthagly not!”  chuckled Bob
Cherry. “Your pater might even agree
with Quelehy that it's a Jolly good idea
to make you lparn something while
you're at érﬂ:r,'l':_*mrﬂ, Fellows do comea
here to learn things, you know.”

“Rot!” zaid Bunter. “I'm going to
be a stockbroker, like my pater, when
I'm old enough. What does a stock-
broker want with Latin

“Might oven ba a disadvantage to
him in his business, to know the differ-
ence between *meum’ and *tuum,’ "
remarked ﬂﬁil\r}r.

i Hﬂ.’_ ]:I.I].,. -EI-” . ) .

“ Anyhow, I'm not standing it,” said
Bunter. “It's tyranny. We had a bar-
ring-out in this school once for a much
smaller thing than this. If you fellows
would back me up, we'd have a barring-
aut again.” )

There was a roar of laughter in the
Rag. The idea of a barring-out, to
rescue Billy Bunter from oxtra toof,
guite entertained the Hemovites. Bunter
blinked indignantly at the hilarious
Juniors.

“1 think you're & lot of rotters!” he
said warmly. “I'm being persecuted—
that's what it ig, persecution! And I
can tell you that I’'m not standing it!
I shall do something jolly desperate’”

“Why not buck up and do some
work ¥ suggested Mark Linley. *“Stick
to it, and chuck slacking, and you'll be
all right.” .

“You—you silly ass!” said Bunter,
with unmeasured scorn.

Evidently that suggestion did not
appeal to him in the very least. If he
did something desperate, it would not be
quite so desperate as that. i

Bunter rolled away dismally, leaving
the juniors laughing.

That evening and the next day his fat
brain waa busy. He was up against a
problem that had to be solved.

Elachin&r in class, slacking at prep,
was exertion enough for Bunter. When
it came to real work, the limit had
been reached—and passed!

Bomething had to be done. Some-
thing—anything—that is, anything but
work! That was the one thing needful,
in Mr. Queleh’s opinion—in Bunter's, it
was the last resource to be tried after
all other resources had failed. On that
gnbject there was, therefore, never
likely to be agreement between master
and pupil,

Like many lazy fellows, Bunter would
take twice os much trouble to dodge a
task az would have been required to get

postal-order come?”
and
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it done, - If his present mental efforts
had been directed towards the uisi-
tion of knowledge, he would have geined
guite a high place in his Form master's
esteem. But Bunter's aims were quife
different from that.

The folowing day—Wednesday—was
o - half-holiday,” and the Remove - wets
playing cricket with Temple, Dabney, &
Co, of the Upper Fourth., Nobody gave
Bunter much heed  that afterncon, so
plentiful was the lack of sympathy for
the perseccuted Owl of the Remove.

In fact, Bunter's fat existence was
quite forgotten. But the Removites
were shortly to be reminded of it—
tragically.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Startling News !

R. Quelch sat in his study as
five o'clock sounded from the
Grexfriars clock-tower, await-
ing the arrival of W. G

Bunter of the Ecmove.

The Form master did not loock very
amiable. His special  attention to
Bunter encroached very deeply upon his
geanty leisure. Mr. Quelch felt that it
was hiz duty, and he did it; but really
ha could not be expected fo be pleased,

His countenance, unamiable to begin
with, grew positively meuacing &s
saveral minutes ticked away and Bunter
did not arrive.

The fat junior was late again,

Mr. Queleh reached for a cane, and
laid it handy, all ready for Bunter when
he did arrive. His valuable time was
not to be wasted like this.

But Bunter did not arrive.

At ten minutes past five Mr. Quelch
rosa [rom his table, breathing hard and
deep, with a pink spot-glowing in either
cheek., The look on Mr. Queleh's faca
would have warned any Remove fellow
who had seen him to be on his very
best behaviour.

Mr. Quelch stepped to the study door,

end glanced into the passage. There
was no sign of Bunter,

“Upon my word!” breathed Mr.
Quelch.

He left the study and walked as far
as the corner of the passage. By the
big staircase two or three Hemove
fellows were lounging and talking, and
they stood to attention at once at the
sight of Mr. Queleh and the expression
on his face,

“ Russell 1" rapped out Mr. Queleh,

“Yes, sir."”

“Do you know where Bunter is?"

"DBunter?  MNe, sir.”

“Kindly find him. at once, Russell,
and send him to my study,” said tha
Remove master,

“Certainly, sir."

Mr. Quelch whisked back to his study
in a state somewhat like that of a
voleano on the eve of an eruption,

Russell grinned st s companiong—
as s00on as the Form master was out of
sight. It would not have been judicions
te grin while Mr. Quelch's gimlet-eye
was upon him.

“That fat idiot's dodging again,” he
said. “The awful ass! He will get the
licking of hia life for this! Dlessed if I
see why I should root about hunting for
Bunter on a half-holiday."

" Better do i, all the same,” grinnod
Ogilvy,  “I didn't like the look in
Quelchy’s eye myself.”

Dick Russell proceeded to look for
Runter. He walked down to the ericket-
tield, where Harry Wharion & Co. were

(Continued on page 1T.)
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No frouble or exrpense has been spured fo mnale this
In it all phoses
£ will be discussed by writers chosen from the
iz 5 teaders may.,
therefore, vely upon the facts, figures, cle., mentioned from

week to :.mk in this supplcment oz being authentic.
HARRY WHARTON, Editfor.

supplemnent interesting ond informative.
joremost cricket authorities in the land,

Bou%gggﬁ:ﬂlts /

o’

HIS is the critlicjam which I heard pagsed on a batsman
the other day: "“"He has a finc sfvle, aml would
certainly make a lot of runs if be only hit the ball.”

W. H, Ponsford, the Australlan, I3 a  mo:t  accomplizhed
swimmer, and that may be one reason wby he was brought to
Englond—se that he would be at home even un"the worst wickels
which the Cleck of the Weather may provide.

Jack Twurston, the Middlesex bowler., fills np his spare time In
making wircless sets. When one of hiz expresses hits a batsman
Durston may also be said to have made a loud speaker.

iy

Frank Watson, of Lancashire, Iz regarded ans a posaible Test
mateh player for England this season. About a yewr ngo he Was
bowled by = *softish 7 sort of delivery, awl as he passed the
bowler on his way to the pavillon he mado this remark: °I don't
know how you managed to get me out with that one.” To which
the bowler, who had evidently read “ Shcrlock Holmes,™ replied
* Elementary, my dear Watson "

The other day I asked Oldfleld, the Australlan wicket-keeper,
why all his friends call bim * Bertie.” “I only know one reaten,”
he replied, " and that is becanse my name is William."

Mere I3 thiz week's gem produced by Lhe office-boy i © Burely if
we want to get the * Ashes,” and to kecp them, we ought to have
a Fender all the time.” He's hot stull, our office-hoy.

When the Hon F. 8. Jacksan eaptalned England in a ecries af
Test matches in this country he won the toss five times out of
five. He vught to lend that eoin to England’s captain for this
summer.

During last season the Rev, Tt. FH. Moszs made his first appear-
anca for Worcestershire at the age of filtyseven. He evidently
subscribe: to the view that cne is never Loo old to learn,

Freeman, the Fssex batsmon and wiekeb-keeper, takes a benefit
wlheén the county play Mididlesex in July. It sounds contradictory,
but the free list will be entirely suspended for Freeman's benefit.

Perliaps you didn't know that at the Oval you can sit on o
sophite eclephant ¥ for a eghitling. That i3 the name given by
habitues of the ground fo the white ttand at the Yauxhell end
of the ground,

—

On behalf of Notts, Oates, the wicket.keeper, has caught out
T8 batsmeon and  stumped 233 others.  Barning his Y corn,™
obviously. :

In a matéh againzt Middlesex at Lord's last season O°Connor, of
Essex, buatted for seventy-fve minotés and seored one ron. No
wonder the spectators said: ™ Oh, oh, Coonor!"

In the Surrey v. Motts match last eeason Rtaples was botn
eonght and stumped by Strodwick off the samle ball, * Stroddy ¥
mever wag o wicket-keeper to mizz his chances.

June 12th, 1926,

. the typs who ought to be chesen for England.

=i ]

- ——

England Wants Fighters to Beat the Australians.

T pan ecortainly never be sald that England bas failed to
treat the Test matches againgt the Australiang this summer
other than most ecriously. Indeed, we can say that we
have gouwe into the businecss of beating our opponents much

more thoroughly than for many years past. and possibly the care
teken will be reflected in the reanlts.

In the Arst place, two matches were arranged against the
Australians which were largely in the nalure of trial games, and
the teams to represent the Sputh and the North agaivst our touring
visitors were clhosen by the Selection Committee. ITn addition to
tliese games, there starts at Lord's this week-end what might be
called o full-dress reliearsal for the Brst Test match, This takes
the form of o contest belween what the selectors constder the
best England cleven at the moment against the next best eleven.
immediately after this Test trinl has heen played the selectors.
will get together and choose the team for the all-important Arst
Test mateh, which is to Le played at Nottingham, commencing on
the 12th. -

It iz diffienlt to cztimate exactly how much this trial match
will teach the selectors,

Just by way of an cxample, you certainly can't mesasare the
worth of a batsman by the number of runz he happens to score in
any particnlar innings or in apy particelar mateh., If the best
batsman In the world gets a real snorter right at the start of
his inmings—before he has got bLis eye I, us the saying goes—
Lhe will fmh?lbur be sent ‘back to the pavilion, Speaking as a
plaver of wide experience, I dem't mind the snorters zo much
when I am “szet,” but to get a real snorter right at the stard
of your innings may, in a way, be consldered bad luck.

Look at the matter in ancther way, Lebt us suppose that Jack
Hobbs, playing in the trisl natch, pets a couple of ducks, and
thut some other comparatively unknown player does quite well.
We shouldn't leave Jack Hobhscout of the actual Test match
because he had failed in the trial game, shoold we? We know
Iliobbs to be the world's greatest bataman, and to leave him
out of the side merely hecause he falled in a trizl mateh wounld
be sheer sgivigde. Hence my contentlon that you can't judge your
butamen merely on their showing in a Test trial.

In the bowling department things are rather diferent. A bowler
on trinl is nllowed to scnd down severnl overs. He may get
punistwed very severely in hiz first over or two—bhefora he has got
over his stage-fright, as it were—but rooner or later the real
howler will prove whethor or moet he i3 able to tie up the
batsmen. Even if he Is nervous at the start, he will shed his
pervousness before Dhe haz fAnlahed his spell of bowling. Thus I
think that it is-in bowling rather than in batting that the trial
match ought to. teach us certain lessons—tell us exactly what
cerbain bowlers can do on certain pitches against the very best
batamen.

What the trial matches can also teach the selectors 18 whether
this or that player has what can hest be deseribed as the Te=t
match temperament, and here it i more a queéstion of how u
fellow bebaves during the match rather than what he does,
Suppose that we are teying in this trlal matoh a-young bateman
who is, 50 nervous before he goca to bat that he can't.fasten op
hizs own pads. I should .eay at once that this player is not

He is .almost
literally out before he fs (.

on the other hand, suppose we find a yonng player foll of
confidence, He doesn'é get o Iob of runs, but he shapes well at
a erlsls in the game. Then you can say, with a falr amount of
asaurance, that he has the right temperament.

Ta sum up, my. view {5 that wire selectors, having watched the
trind mateb, will- immediately forget the aetual fgures—the batting
figures and the bowling analysis—and rather choose our England
team for the way they have deported fhemeelves generally.
England wapts Aghters to beat the Australians. If the Test trial
discovers some ‘of ‘these fighters for us, then it will bave proved
well worth while. Tur Maicxer Lisrart.—No. 856,
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HARRY WHARTON'S CRICKET SUPPLEMENT!

AT THE NETS! "ti.n”

A New Series of Articles which will tell you how to
improve your cricket.

No. 2—THE RIGHT STANCE FOR MAKING RUNS

AST week in my article I lgid down & few general

I principles to be observed in” learning how to play

cricket, or, at any rate, how to improve your game.

Now I propose to get down a little more to detail,

and we shall takeé the batting sidé of the game first. .As

most of my readera are in the boyhood stage, it is neces-

sary, first of all, to say & word or two about the sort of

bat you should usé. In ‘thiz connection there is one thing

to be svoided all the time—never use a bat which 18 too
heavy orf which is too big.

THE STRAIGQHT BAT.

A bat which 1s too heavy prevents that freadom of move-

mont which is m'cssantiu.{ to the making of most of the

strokes which get the runs, and a bat which is too big 1s

apt .to develop the tendenvy to play with the implement -

other than straight. And, as everybody knows, the straight
bat is at the very hﬂgfﬂl:iﬂf'ﬂf-thﬂ making of a first-class
cricketer. There are very few boys under fifteen years of
age who are strong emough to use properly a bat which
is more than two pounds in weight, and a handle shorter
then is used by the grown-ups, helps the merely normal
boy. )

f:ll.ving‘ got the right sort of bat—something which gives
ou the confidence that you can move it freely, the next
1mportant thing is

YOUR S8TANCE AT THE WICKET

and here wa come up against differences of opinion right
away. 'There are what might be called two schools of
cricket at the- present moment; the school whese pupils
stand in the old, orthodox way, left leg in front and cover-
ing up with the right, with left elbow and shoulder facing
the bowler. Then’ there is the other school which adopts
what everyvbody calls the two-eyed stance. This phrase is
sufficiently clear to require little explanation. If means

mi.‘..mHIHMMMIHMM'WHMW&IMMM!WMM

PLAYERS WORTH WATCHING!

By JACK HOBBS.
{Contined from previous page.)

_':

standing with practically the whole of the body facing the
bowler. :

Now the object of the two-eyed stance is to give the bats-
man ‘& olearer view of the ball as it comms to him; it
enahles him, as the phrase suggests, tb watch the-ball with
both eves. 1 am not going to lay down a hard and fast
rule for any young player, %J-ncaus& my .own opimion -is-that
the best stance for the making of a variety of sirokes, and
against ordinary bowlers is the one which strikes the hdppy
medium. between tha two schools of ideas. The left albow
and left shoulder facing the bowler stapce can be zo ex-
aggerated that the batsman is doing little yaore than squint-
ing at the bowler out of one eye. Moreover, this stance,
if carried out slavishly, creates quite a big space which can
be called the blind spot.  This stance 13 all right if -the
bowler is a fellow with an off-break: but if he is a leg-

break man, then there is a cerfain part of the pitch whie
is shut out from the vieion of the player with ths bat.
Equally there are draw-backs to the two-eyed stance, and
if you will try this vou will see how difficult it is with this,
stance to make off-side strokes or straight drives. -So my
advice to the young batsman is to take a mean between
the two: keep the left shoulder pointing in the direction
of the bowler, but not to such an exaggerated extent as to
restrict your view of the ball. On thiz advice in
reference to stance, it must be added that complete

FREEDOM OF AGTION

should be retained in every respect. The most generally
accepted and propog position for the feet ia-_ the left footb
just outside the popping crease, and the right foot just
inside it. And here I want you to get one golden rule
stuck most firmly into vour head, for, believe me, you will
never improve your game if you forget this rule. It is
that, whatever else happens, the right foot should never be
moved backwarda in the. dircction of square leg. The
minute you do this, then you will coase to play with a
straight bat. I shall explain next week that you will have
to move the right leg across the wicket for making certain
strokes, but in the direction of square leg—mnever!

Of eourse, you will understand that in these batting hints
I am assuming .always that it is a right-handed batsman
to whom the instruction is being given,

i (Look out for another interesting artiele next week, chums.)

A WORD WITH THE
UMPIRE!

L., Bouchicr.—If, as vou sav, the Aus-
tralians. had won two matches and
England one prior to the last Test of

anmetimes makes good scores; and, as I have
said, of ull the sixteen Australians, Grimmett
alone can "be depended wpon to help the
averages nf the FEnglish bowlers. None of
the other Australians are new to England,
Lut those familiar with themr may detect
new qualities in several. The most improved
bat on the slde is J. M. Taylor, and I for
ope would not be surprized to find Tim
finish vp the tour with the best batting
average. He iz still & magnificent long feld,
and one of the few men T have seen who
geems capable of putting the ball direet into
the hands of Lhe wicket-keeper from long
distance—a magnifleent thrower,

NEW WAYS OF OLD FOES.

Cricket followers will probably note that
Giregory, the tall * Wallan "’ bowler, is not
quite 5o faet as formerly, but, like many
ather fast bowlers, he mny prove more
destrnetive here than in Australia, It s
spmetimes claimed that Everett, the new
man, 2 evon faster, but Gregory is greatly
helped in England by his height and reach
and the consequent elevation of his  de-
liverien, which come more awkwardly hers
than in Awsbrabin, Uregory’s slip flelding §s
also splendid and a menace to any side.
Macartney, the lttle * Governor-General,™
seems as great an all-rounder as ever, ns he
has quite recovercd from hiz recent hreak-
down in health, He alwavs reminds me of
a amaller edition of Roey Kilner, not perhaps
s0 wirile as the  Yorkshireman, but more
subtle both in.batting and howling. Bardaley
is atill a great hatsman, theugh the veteran
of the gide, and his 160 for New Sowth. Wales
1 considered the best *knock * hit against
us duriog oer last tour  dewn under.” He
had bad luck in the Tests, generully getting
the worst of Tate's “snorfers?

Tue Magser Latnany.—MNo, 956,

A FIELDEMAN TO WATCH.

When J. 8. Eyder was here before he had
little chance to show his worth, but he may
get more opportunities on this occasion,
being a pood change bowler and generally
good enouygh for & [air score. 1 have a
great opinion of W. A. Oldfield, not only as

C. V. GRIMMETT.

a wickeb-keeper, but 0z a batsman, Tndeed.
Te would be a dangeroos seorer if he came
in to open the innings, for fow members of
the side wants 20 much gefting out. Bob as
a hatsman, the stylist of the team is T. J. K.
Andrews, who 15 also the best cover-point In
Austealia,

5 Heollbs

the season, this last Test would not-be
played to a finish. There will only ba =
fight to a finish in the last mateh if tha
two countries are level in the numbir
of wvietories when the game starts.

M. Maec, Glasgow.—Three batamen
have cach made two separate hundreds
it ene Test h1atgh—]]-ﬁrd.ﬂi|{.-}' for Aus-
tralin against England, Sotcliffe for
England against Australia, and Russell
{Exsex)  for Eongland arainst Sowth
Africa.

Bamue]l Broad., DBrighton.—Tate, the
Sussox bowler is 31 years of age, and i3
the ouly ericketer who has seored 1,000
rins and taken 200 wickets in three con-
soeentive SOasons,

I.. TWBradshaw, Oldham.—When the
Austratians were here in 1621 they were
twire thefeatod—Ly a team captained by
A. (L Macleren, at Easthourne, and by
another “sceatch * side got together by
C. L. Thornten, at Scarborough.

E. Ndwards, Nottinghau.—It is not
pasy to name the best eleven - lefi-
handers in the couniry. but if 1 ware
choosing a team of left-handerz I think
most of the following would find a place
—Frank Waolley, Kilner, Hallows, Mead,
A. . I, Chapman, J. L. Bryan, H. L.
Dales, and Brown (Hampshire). More-
over, with those ecight to start off with
I think a téam of left-handers conld bo

t together to give the bedt lot of right-
Ezmle'rﬁ & rnn E’:u‘ their money. '
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%}:ring strong in the match with the

pper Fourth.

The cricket-ground was not really a g

vary likely place for finding Bunter; but
Russell was interested in the progress of
the match mere than in the Owl of the
Remove.

He stopped to look on at the game for
about fen minutes, and joined in the
cheering of & mighty swipe by Bob
Cherry.

Then he remembered Bunter, and aa
the fat Ow! was not visible there, he
strolled away to the tuckshop.

Bunter was not in the tuckshop; he
was not even at the window thereof,
feasting his eyes upon the good things
Russell asked several fellows he passed,
hut nobody seemed to have scen Bunter.

Russell went into the House at last,
and looked along the Remove passage.
Study No. T was vacant. Peter Todd
was at the cricket, and Dutton in the
crowd, watching the game, and Bunter
was not ot home. Hussell was about
to leave the study when he noted o
sheet of paper lying on the table, pinned
there at the corner, and on it some
writing in Bunter's large and sprawl-
ing hand. He glanced at the paper and
gave & jump.

“Great pip!” he cjaculated.

Russell staved blankly at the sprawl-
ing message on the paper.

Finally Le detached it from the table,
and left the study with it in lis hand.

It was now turned hali-past five.
Bunter was morae than half an hour late
for his appointment with Mr. Queleh.
The Remove master was busying him-
self with Latin prose papers for his
Form, his brow thunderous. He looked
up grimly as Russell presented himself.

0 gﬁmre is Bunter*" s

“T—1 can't find him, sir,” faltered
Russell. “I—I found this paper pinned
to his study table, sir.”

“That does not concern me. Find
Runter at once, and—" ]

“I—I think vou ought to look at it,
gir,” stammered Russell,

The expression on the junior’s face
dgrtled Mr. Quelch. He meotioned to
Rus=cll to hand him the paper. Dick
Russell backed out of the study as the
Form master was reading it.

The expression on Mr. Quelch's face
was extracrdinary as he read the epistle
fromi Williamn George Bunter. It ran:

“1 have been drivven to this by per-
sekewtion. 1 hope that Mr. Quelch will
be sorrey when hoe londs I'm gone.
forgeive bLim.

“V. . BusTtER"

Mr. Queleh gazed at that precious
communication as if it mesmerised him.
This, then, accounted for Bunter's wn-
pinctuahty, -

“Impossible!”  gasped the Remove
master, " Trickery! Impossible!™

He rose 1o his feet, rn:shing the paper
in his hamd, It was impossible; 1t was
one moaore dadge of rhe elusive Bunter,
Mr. Queleh did not believe the message
for & single moment. Yet Mr. Queleh

had an intense desire to see Bunter im-
mediately, and make assurance doubly
sure that it was impossible.

He hurried from_his study.

In. the corridor he passed Dick

ay Russell in deep confabulation with five

or six other fellows, all of them ejacu-
lating. It was clear that the news was
already spreading. With a black brow
the Remove master stopped.

“Russell!"” he rapped out,
savagely,

“Oh! Yes, sir!" gasped Russell.

“Kindly do not spread thiz absurd
story over the school, Russell. It ia &
mera subterfuge—a fatuous atlempt to
ecelve me."

“Is—is 1t, sir " stammered Russell.
“Certainly it is, you foolish boy.™
“Then—then Bunter hasn't gone,
sir?" exclaimed Bolsover major, who
was in the group.

“Cartainly not!” roared Mr. Quelch.
“Do not be so0 absurd, Bolsover. Have
¥you no common sensol’
~ Mr. Queleh whisked on, leaving the
jumors staring.

“That's all jolly well 1" said Bolsover
major, when he was gone, * But if any-
thing would make Bunter bunk, it
would be having to work.™

“0f course, it's all gammon,” said
Skinner,

“If it's gammon, where is. Bunter!"”

almost

asked Bussell, *“I couldn't find him
anywhero.”
* Hidin somewhere, of ocourse ™

rinned Bkinner., “lIsn't he as full of
odges as & monkey 7"

“But' a fellow would get a ferrific
flogging for gammoning a Form master
like that! Bunter wouldn't have tha
nerve !’

“Foolz. rush in where angels fear to
traad |"" chuckled Bkinner. ‘*Nobody in
his senses would play sueh a trick! But
has anybody ever supposed Bunter to
be in his senses?®

Skinner expected a laugh, but the
other fellows looked wvery grave and
SCrlous,

“Theat's all very well,” said Bolsover
major gruffly. “But I wouldn't make
any rotten jokes about Bunter till we
know he's safe and sound !

“ Bosh !" said Skinner,

“Your fault, too, a lot,” said Bol-
sover major. “You helped to get him
integ Quelchy's black books, with your
rotten tricks in the Form-room, Skinner.
I consider vou're partly to blame."

“Why, you silly ass—-"

“ Look {mm, let’s lonk for Bunter,”
said Russell uneasily., “Let's see if wo
can find Bunter."”

And the juniors procceded to search
for Bunter—a searcly in which forty or
fifty fellows joined, ms the startling
news spread.  Meanwhile, Mr. Quelch
had hurried to the Sixth Form passage.
He was aware that Wingate, the cap-
tain of the school, was working &t
Greek that afternocon in his study, and
he needed the assistance of the head
prefect of Greyfriars,

Wingate forgot all about Greek as the
agitated facc of the Remove master
looked in upon him. He jumped up.

“Is anything the matter, sir?”

“Nothing, I think,"” said Mr. Quelch,
though he certainly did not look as if
nothing was the matier. “DBut kindly
glance at that message, Wingate.”

Wingate, in amazement, perused
Bunter's farewell mcessage. The spell-
g did not make him smile. He looked
Very grave.

“It's impossible, of course, sir,” he
said, "It must be some silly trick."

“I am convinced of 1t,” said Mr.
Quelch, “I am sorry lo interrupt you,
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‘-.",-!'ing-alﬁ but Bunter must be found at
onece, ill you kindly take the matter
in hand, with the help of any prefects
who may be in the House?" X

" This minute, sir | said Wingate.

*Thank you "

Wingate of the Sixth lost no time.
Loder and Walker and Gwynne were
within call, and they joined up for the
search,

Up and down and round about Grey-
friars the prefects went, inguiring after
Bunter of the Remove, seeking him
evarywhere, and finding him not.

According to Dunter's farewell mess-
age, he had run away from school—and
certainly he seemed to be gone!

Mr. Quelch returned to his study in &
very angry and agitated frame of mind.
1f Bunter was not found socon, it would
be necessary to apprise the Head. Mr,
Quelch had a very strong and- naturel
disinclination to mention the occurrence
to Dr. Locke, if -it could possibly be
helped. He had done no more than his
duty—but in view of this ocutcome, was
it not possible that some other view
might be taken?

It was only one mere of the tortuous
trickeries of the unspeakable Bunter.
5till, the Head would have to know if
Bunter was not found socon; and Mr,
Quelech waited with intense anxiety for

news that Bunter was found,

And the nows did not come.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Whera is Bunter ?
YWharton,

W AN in!" seid Harr
M The Form match on Little
Side was drawing to its end.
Vernon-Smith and Penfold
wero at the wickets, when a lucky ball
from Scott of the Fourth sent the
Bounder home. As Smithy came off,
and Wharton called to next man fo
take hiaz plage, he was sware that some

excitement or other was spreading
among the fellows who had gathered to
Little Side to watch the game. Ha

heard, withaut heeding it, the name of
Bunter repeated,

Wingate of the Bixth came through
the erowd of juniors as the batting was
resumed, and called to Wharton. The
captain of the Hemove looked round.

“"Have vou seen anything of Bunter
of your Form this alternocon?” asked
Wingate,

“Bunter! No; not since dinner!™

“T don't want to interrupt a game,”
said the captain of Greyiriars, " but as
soon as youw're at liberty, help to look
for Bunter. Something may have hap-
pened to him.™

*“0Oh, my hat!" exclaimed Wharton.

“Has he burst at last?" asked Bob
Cherry, and there was & chuckle among
the cricketers. Dut Wingate did not
smile.

“It seemsz unlikely, but it may be
serious,” he said. * Bunter's got to be
found as soon as possible. Mr. Quelch
ia anxious about him."

“Right-ho!” said Wharton at once.
“I'm out, and I needn’t watch the
finish. I'll begin hunting for him."

Wingate hurried away, leaving the
cricketers wondering- what had hap-
rened to Bunter—of whose umimportant
existence they were thus reminded.
Bolsover major was in the crowd, tell-
ing the fellows what had happened, and
Harry Wharton was not long in getting
particulars,

“TUtter rot!"” was his vordict, * He's
not far off, I fancy.” )

“The rotfulness is terrifie,” said the
nabob of Bhanipur. It i3 a whacking
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whopper of the esteomed and ludicrous
Bunter.”

“Bosh!” said Peter Todd. *He
daren't go home—and where else could
he run to? It's a spoof!"

“ Just that!” seid the Bounder. *Woe
shall find him hiding somewhere, of
ecourse. 'The fat chump [ _

“The howling nss!" said Wharton.
“He will get & Head's flogging for this.
It's just a trick to dodge extra toot,
and 1t means a licking for him."

“Serve him jolly well rmight!™
grunted Johnny Bull.

“*Yos, rother!”

Among the Famous Five, at least,
there was no alarm. They thought they
knew their Bunter too well to.suppose
for a moment that he had found refuge
from “extra toot " by so desperate an
expodient as running away from school:

“83till, we'd better find him,"

There was no doubt that Bunter was
better found, The Bounder was left to
supervise the fag-end of the match, and
Harry Wharton & Co. joined up in the
search for Bunter,

By thiz time, Greyfriars was being
rooted over from end to end for the
Owl of the Romove,

The House was searched, even to the
remotest unused attics; the old tower
and the ruined chapel were explored—
every nook and corner was scanned, and
scanned again.

Gosling, the potrtér, was questioned by
a scora.of fellows, and Gosling stated
that he bhad zoen Bunter of the Remove

o out of the gates, as Bunter of the
%_Lumm'a was ontitled to do on a half-
holiday. Whether he had come in
again, Gosling did not know.

That the fat junior was not within
the precinets of Groyfriars was faicly
certain by this time, and most of the
fellows considered it ecqually certain
that he was staying out of gates in order
to cause alarm and uneasiness.

Certainly, that was not a very wise
or jJudicious proceeding; but Bunter
had never beom supposed to be wise or
judicious. Poaszibly, he hoped to soften
Mr. Quelch's heart by this peculiar
method. Bunter was ass enough for
anything.

Mr, Quelch had faken it for granted
that Bunter was still within gates; as
he had been ordercd to come to his
Form master's study at five, he was
bound te be within gates, It was clear
now, however, that be had gone out—
and staved ocut. Harry Wharten & Co.
Ermeedad out of gates also, to look for

un along the river. On thab. sunny
afternpon there were 2 good many boats
out, and the searchars hailed fellows on
the school raft, and on theo river, to ask
them . whéther they had scen anything
of Bunter.

Nobody had, apparently;
there was no news.

“He will turn up for tea,” said Eob
Cherry with eonviction. "It's past tea-
time now, & good deal; he's bound to
turn up seon, ¥You see, he will be

hungry,"

ng-rfy Wharton noedded.

“"He may stick it out till evéning call-
over,” he said. *“Not later than that;
I think. It's not much good hunting
for ‘him—he's keeping out of sight, of
course. Still, we may as well keep it
un- k3

“May as well,” agreed Bob.

The Famous Five moved along the
towing-path.  Other fellows were seak-
ing Bunter in different directions.

“*Hallo, i:a.llu, hallo!" ejaculated Beb
Cherry suddenly.
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at least,

_ He stopped, and pointed to an object
it the ridshes by the margin of the
river,

It was a-atraw hat.

A sudden sericusness fell uwpoen the
party of juniors.” Wharton stooped down
the grassy bank, and caught up the hat.

Inside was the name “ W, (3. Bunter.”

“"He's been along here, then!™ szaid
Bob Cherry in a lower voice.

The straw hat was wet—the river had
washed over it as it clung among the
rushes. The chums of the Hemove stood
and stared out over the rivér shining in
the golden sunset. 'Was it possible?
What secret could these glimmering
waters have told 7

Wharton drew & deep breath.

“He's been here,” said the captain
of the Remove. * Ho must have—must
have had his hat blown off. It was—
was very windy this afternoon. You
remember, the wind got up while we
were. playing cricket.”

. “Ye-ces!” said Bob slowly. 'But

“That's what's happened, of course,”
said Frank Nugent, but he looked very
uneasy as he spoke. “If he was going
to the railway-station he would wvery
likely walk down to Friardale by the
towing-path."’

“That looks as if he reelly meant to
run eway. .
- “Perhaps e did.

He's ass enough
for anything.""

“But—-". Wharton scanned the
shining river., “0Of—of course, he may
have lost his hat here. But—="

“Dash it all, nothing can have hap-
pened to him here!” said Johnny Bull
uneasily, “Of course, if he fell in, he
can ‘swim h&rdl?r & stroke. But he
wouldn't fall in.™

“The bank's rather steop hero, and
he's & hllipd a3 an owl,” =zaid Wharton.

“It's too beastly to think of," said
Bob. * Dash it all, the hat may have
blown off, and he would be too blind

to seé it atil::kinF in the rushes. He
can't see & vard.”

“Yes, that's it, most likely.”

The Famous Five looked at one

another in silence. It was thé most
probable explanation—that Bunter had
lost his hat by accident. Buch an acci-
dont might very easily have happened.
But—there was a “‘but.” It was pos-
sible—barely poasible, at least—that a
much more serious accident had
oceurred. . The river bank was steep,
and Bunter was the worst swimmer in
the school, and & vard or two from the
rushes the water ran deep. If Bunter
had fallen in——-~"

“Hang it, den't let's think of it, till
we've something more to go upon, ak
least,” said Nugent. “ Accidents do
had fallen in—

“But it's no use meeting troubles half-
way,” sald Harry. *“Most likely he's
safe and sound all the time. He may
cven have gone in to ter while we're
locking for him hera.™

“The likefulness is terrifie.”

“IE—i1f he's all ri;ﬂﬂ:, he's not likely
to miss tea,” said Bob Cherry hopefully.
“Itix:.'uuldn't- be like Bunter to cul a
meal. "

Wharton
thought.

In Bunter's farewall letter he had said
that he was going to run away from
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wrinkled his brows in

school. Fven Bunter was not likely to
make that threat and turn up for tea in
Study No. T as usual, If he was deliber-
ately remaining out of sight, hoe wis
likely to remain away a good deal longer
than that. Tntil he re-appedred, %Ieiﬁ
fate must be in doubt, with the lurking
possibility that some terrible accident
had happened. Bunter, of course; would
know uothing of the discovery of his lost
hat—he would not krnow what conclu-
stons might be drawn from it. He
wanted to give the impression ‘that he
had teken the desperate step of running
away [rom school, apparently in the
hopa that Mr. Quelch’s heart would be
softened thereby. ]

But, as the matter stood, anxiety at
the school would be much kecner than
Bunter had imagined.

JOnece more the juniors stared over the.
river. They could not, and would not,
believe that a tragedy had occurred;
but the murmuring of the waters had a
sinister sound to their sarz now.

“Let's got back,” seid Bob Cherry,
with a slight shiver. " No good looking
for him any farther along here, any-
hﬂw-'-

Wharton, with the straw hat in his
hands, looked out over the murmurin
river again, “The fat duffer! We'
better take this to Mr. Quelch, I sup-
pose—it’s all wa can do.” 5

The Famous Five retraced their stopa
to the school. Absolutely convinced as
they were that Bunter was only playing
& trick, they were silent and grave.
T'he barest possibility of such an awful
ocourrence was enough to make them

5O,

“Found anyihing?” essked Bolsover
major, as they came in at the gates of
(Greyfiriars.

\?!mrtan held up the straw hat.

“ Bunter's "

“YHEEH .

“Where did you find it?

“In the rushes of the Sark.”

“Great Seott! Quelchy will feel
queer over this.  After all, he was
hard on Bunter.”

“] don't sece that he was hard on
Bunter,” said Wharton curtly,

“Well, I jolly well think so,” said
Boleover major. “I'm sorry for poor
old Bunter, if vou're not. I think you're
unfeeling.”

“¥ou silly ass! said the captain of
the Remove, and with that, he went
on to the House, to Mr. Quelch’s study:

He knocked at the Remove master's
door, and Mr. Quelech bade him enter.
The Remove master was no longer busy
upon Latin-prose papers. He found- 1t
impossible to put his mind into them:
The longer Bunter remained abspnt
the deeper grew Mr. Quelch's lurkin
uneasiness. There waz no doubt that i
Bunter's object was to make his Form
master “sit up,” he- was succeading.
Mr. Quelch was sitting up with a ven-
geance now.

“What iz that, Wharton ' exclaimed
Mr. Quelch, in. startled tones, as the
captain of the Remove laid the
drenched straw hat on the table,

“1 thonght we'd better hring this to
ou, sir,” said Harry., “We found 1t
in the rushes by the river, about a
uarter of a mile below the raft, It's

nnter's hat.”

Mr, Queleh’s face became very pale.

“You have seen nothing of Buuter
himself

“Nothing, sir!"

“Very good, Wharton! Doubtloss
the fonlish boy will return in time fbr
roll-eall,” said the Remove mastor, with
forced calmness.

Wharton quitted the study. e [ound
the, news already all over Gregfriars
that Bunter's hat had been picked out



EYERY
MONDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

19

of the river, Bolsover major; who
seemed  to like taking the most pessi-
mistio view possible, -declared that the
matter was seitlod now, and even- went
to the length of punching Skinner's
head,” on the ,g'rﬂung that Skinner had
been partly the cause of this
catastrophe. . .
At roll-call that evening, taken 1n Big
Hall by Mr. Queleh, one Greyiriars
fellow failed to answer to his name.
ad Bunwr !Jl
There was
* Adsum !
" Bunter !
Mr. Queleh's volen
deathly silence. 2
The Remove master compressed his
lips hard, and marked Duntér as
B.E:cnt.. The Greviriars fellows won-
déred what he was thinking.  But what-
ever might be Mr. Queleh's thoughts,
his fare gave no cluo to them, aand the
fellows were left to wonder.
But one thing was clear to the
Remove master now: the Head had to
be informed of the state of affairs. And
when Mr. Queleh was seen heading for
De. Locke's study after roll-eall, thére
was'a *buzz of exeitement. Bunter was
an_ass—every kind of an ass, known
and unknown-—but even Dunter wouldn't
have lot the matter come before the
Head, if there was nothing in_it—that
was the general opinion in the Remove.
Opce before the "beak,” it became
awlully. serious. And ngw it was before
the beak!

Had Bunter run away [rom 'school?
Had ho met with & terrible cecident in
running away |

“Ts it possible—" Peter Todd was
heard to mntter, And Peter's face was
very grave. _

And all Grevfriars waz  wonderin
now, whether it was possible; an
wonder and doubt wera changed into
something like certainty, when bed-
tima came--and no Bunter!:

awlul

ne, voica to reply

echoed amid a

—_— 3

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Not a Ghost !

1] onmDY.
l Peter Todd was dreseming,

in his bed in the Remove

dormitory ; and in hiz dreams,
the. Owl of the Eemove mingled with
othor uopleasant things, in the throes of
a nightmare. It secmed to Toddy, as
he  slumbered snd dreamecd, that the
missing Owl was hovering about him,
trving to speak, trying (o make him-
gelf heard, hike some voiccless apectre;
and Peter enuld not hear or answer, as
is 50 often the caso in the grip of night-
mare, caused by a ronkless supper or by
sleeping on one's back,

“Toddy I

The [al spectre that hannted Toddy's
dreams was whispering—in his slumber,
Toddy was sure of that. Toddy was
conseious of & dreamy feeling of annoy-
ance that Bunter had picked bim out 1o
haunt.

HToddy 1Y

Shake! )

The dream was amazingly real—it
was Bunier's fat whisper, and Toddy
oven felt himself shaken by the shoulder
by a fat hand.

Then, all of a2 sudden, Toddy'a eyes
opened, and ho realised that it was not
all & dream; dream lhad become 4
reality. :

In the darkness of the deroutory, o
fat hand was shaking lLis shoulder to
pwaken him-—a fat voice was wlnsper-
ing from the gloom,

oter had plenty of nerve: but (hat
startling awakening made lim slack

and shiver, He stared into the gloom
of - the dormitory. Dimly by his bed-
side a podgy figure appeared. No
spectre, spook, or phantom- ever had
such a eircumference. It was the real
Bunter, in the fesh.

“MToddy, old man! Wake u

" Bunter ! breathed Peter Taodd,

“Oh, you're awake! Don't make a
row, old =on."”

“You fat idiot! How did you get
here? You've made me jump, you
blithering fathead.”

Bunter chuckled softly.

“Did I frighten you, Toddy? Borry—
I forgot you hadn't much nerve, old
chap! Tt's me, you know

“You. silly owl!” said Peter crossiy.
“What do you mesn by raising our
hopes like this, and then letting us
downi"

i

“He jolly well isn't going to," sanl
Bunter. "“I've coine hers to let Fou
know I'm all right, Toddy, and—"

“ And niow elear out!” gmwléd Toddy.

“Oh, really, Peter—'

“You fat villain, do you know you'ra
suppoged to be drowned?’ demanded
Peter Todd.

Bunter jumped,

“Wha-g-at?" he ejaculated.

“Wharton found vour silly hat stick-
ing in the rushes by the river. Lots of
the fellows think you're at the bottom
of the Bark. They know what would
happen to you if vou fell in, you cack-
handed ass.”

Peter Todd had plenty of nerve, but
that startling awakening made him
start and shiver. He stared into the
gloom of ithe dormitory. Dimly by
his bedside a podgy figure appeared.
No specire, spook, or phantom ever
had such a eireumference. It was the
real Bunter, in the flesh. “* Toddy,
old man | Wakeup ! ** Bunter !
breathed Peter Todd, (Sec Chapter 11.)
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“Oh, really, Toddy——" _

Peter Todd sat wp in bed. He did
nat like being: awakened in the middic
of the night, and he had heen vers
unpleasantly startled. But undoubiedly.
he was glad that Bunter was thove safe
and sound. He had not believed that
there was “anything in it "—but
uneasiness had grown, and he had been
oxtremely disguicted. His disquict had
changed now to a desire {o punch
Bunter hard on his fat little nose, as
a reward for the anxiety he had cansed.

“You frabjous jabber wock,”  said
Taddy, peering at the [fat jumor.
““What have you been playing this

potty game for? Where have you been
all the time?"

In the faint starlight from the high
windows of the dormitory, Toddy dis-
cernedd & grin on the fat face by hiy
bedside.

“Y stayed out of gates, vou know,”
said Bunter. “I suppore Quelchy got
ihe note I left for him?®”

“Yes, you asa’

“And he thought I'd run away from
wehool, what?* grinned DBunter. **Made
him jump, what?

“1 don't know what he thinks, [et-
head! T know he would jolly well skn
you if he got his paws on you now.”

b i =
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“ What rot!” said Bunter. “I'm abous
the best swimmer in the Hemove, and
chanee it. I say, did Wharton bring my
hat home 7"

“Yes, you chump " .

“Good! 1 thought it was lost,” said
Duonter. “You know, some of those
Highcliffe cads got ofter me on the
towing-path and I had to hook it—and
my hat blew off. I couldn’t f-lﬂll::_fﬂl' 1t
that beast Ponsonby was just behind me.
I'd have stopped and thrashed him,

only———"

';ﬂlllf you funked it?" snbried Peter.

“Only he had (ladsby and Monson
with him,"” cxplained Bunter. “I could
have handled two of them, of course——"

“Oh, my hat!™

“But three of them would have been
vather a large order, even for me,
said Bunter, blinking at Peter in tha

loom. ‘%o 1 had to let my hat go.
lﬂu-ardly got clear as it was. 1 suppose

Tine Macwer Lisrary.—No. 956,
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Ponsonby kicked it into the water—just
what & cad like that would do. But did
that make you think I was drowned?
You must hava been an ase, Peter.”

*Why, you—you—" gasped Deter.
Evidently his concern for the Owl of the
Remove had been wasted.

“Ho, he, he!™ ) i

“¥You'll wake the whole dormitory if
you go off like an alarm-clock, you fat
imaga 1™

“Ho, he! 1 say, Peter, did Quelchy
think I was drowned I chuckled Bunter.
“I say, did he look cut up? I suppose he
would feel practically heart-broken,
after all his ﬁamhness and injusbtice—
extra toot, and all that. I}id he cryi”

“Oh, crumhbs? ™ot to any extent!”
gas Peter. :

“Ho's rather an unfeeling ‘beast,™ said
Bunter. “S8till, he's bound to realise
what a beast he's been, when 1 stay
away & long time, and he thinks of me
lost in the crnel world, Peter. [lon't
vou think it will give him a heart acho
or something?"”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo' came a sleepy
?uiﬁ. “What's that row? Somebody
u 5
b It's Bunter,” said Toddy.

Bob Cherry jumped. He sat up in
bed, and peered through the darkness
towards the dim fgure -beside Deter
Todd's bed.

“The fat idiot has turned up agnin,”
ani]fjl.ﬂhPaé?lr. i

erry gasped.
“Bunter " he ejaculated,

“The fat idiot has turned up like &
bad penny.”

- "My only hat!™

“Don't wake the whole House!”
breathed Bunter. “I've not got to be
found here, you know.  fuiet!™
h'ﬂﬂh Cheérry peered in amozement at

i,

“You fat wvillain!"

“Oh, teelly, Cherry——"

" How did you get here?™

Bunter chuekled.

“1 got in by the Cloisters, after dark
vou know, left a box-room window
unfastened, and got back into the«House,
and I've been in the attics since then.
Of course, I couldn't stay out all night.
I supposse there's been a search for me,
hasn't there?”

“Yesz, you frabjous ass!”

“I thought s0," assented Bunter.
“MNow the search has been made, you
sco, noboldy will suppose I'm in the
attics, and it will be quite enfe—safe as
houzes, soei"

“ Grreat Scott !
“Don’t wake all the fellows, Dob
Cherry. That cad Skinner might give

me away if he knew.”

“Might he!" cama Harold Skinner's
volce,

Whispering voices in the dormitery
had awakened soveral fellowe—DBob
Cherry's whisper, indeed, being rather
of the stage variety. Fellows wero wak-
ing up all along the row of white beds,

#I—I say, Skinner—" stammered
Buantar,

“Didn't I say the fat rotter was all
right” sneered Bkinner. " Cateh him
drowning! I don't beliave he counld,
eithor. Fallows: whoe are born to be
hanged can't be drowned,

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Ta that Bunter? axclaimed the veicg
of Harry Wharton, The captain of the
Remove was awske now.

“"¥Yes, old fellow.”

“You fat raseal !™

“(Oh, reslly, Wharton—"

“What are voun doing here!”

de-
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meanded Johony Bull. “If you're a fat
gapook, go back to vour wut&r*r grave,
and be blowed to you. If you're real,
shut up and let a fellow go to sleep.”

“0h, really, Bull—"

Nearly all the Remove were awake
now. They sat up in their beds and
blinked and peered at Bunter.

- Bunter, apparently, expected some-
thing like an enthusiastic bursé of joy
and relief at his return. No doubt the
Remove fellows were relieved to know
that he waz safe. But there were no
signs of joy. Indeed, the remarks they
ad:imw::! to him, numerous as they
were, did not include one of a compl-
mentary nature, )

“I say, wyou fellows, don't make =
row,"” urgntiy Bunter uneasily. “I ean'c
bo found here, vou know. I zhould get
into a frnghtfel row. I really came to
see my old pals. I knew how awfully
anxious they'd be about me. I knew
how you were fecling, Toddy.”

“I'm feeling for a bolster,”
Toddy. *Wait a minute.”

Bunter did not wait a minute, or &
secomd. He backed hastily away from
FPeter's bedside.

“0Qf course, you fellows will keep this
dark,” went on Bunter. “I put you on

gaid

your honour, you know. I say, DPeter,
Whﬂt""‘—“
“Well, you frabjous owl! Come

nearer,” said Peter
on his bolster.

Bunter kept his diztance.

“What has CQuelchy done, Peter? 1
want to know, vou know. Did he secem
cut up? asked Bunter.

“He looked as if he wounld like to cut
vou up,” said DPeter,

“Ha, ha, ha !

“1 say, vou follows, keep quiet! The
game would he up if I was found hero
ou know. Do wou mean to say that
Jém’:llt:h doesn’t care, Toddy? I say, he
can't be so unfeeling as all that! I
thought it would wring his heart.”

Peter blinked at the fat junior. Some
glimmering of Bunter's remarkable
scheme dawned unon his mind.

“8o vou thought Quelechy would be
cut up ™ he asked.

“"Yeo-e-os, of course.”

“And 30 grieved at losing you that
he would be overcome with joy when
you turned up again.”

“Well, why not?" demanded DBunter.
“1 suppose he's got somo feelings-—oven
schonlmasters have feelings. They're
human—at least, to a certain oxtent, Tt
stands to reason that Quelchy would
repent of his harshness when he found
that he had driven me to running away
from m,l}nal. I suppose he's got a con-
sclence,

“You fat dummy !

“Oh, really, Peter! Desidez, he will
be so jolly worried that he will be no
end glad to see me apain when I turn
u;}:-.‘ At least, that's what I think. And
while I'm missing he will have a rotien
time, vou know, which will punish him
for hia tyranny.™

“Fathead !"

“Anyhow. T get ont of extra toot all
the while I'm miszing,” said DBunter.
“That's so much to the good, isn't jt7"7

“Hn, he, ha!"

"You awful ass!" szaid Harry Whar-
ton. “There's no doubt that you've
made beth Mr., Queleh and the Head
very anxious—-""

“Cood!”

“"But as soon as vou're fonnd, vou ass,
they won't feel anxions any longer—they
will only leel rabid.”

“"Oh! You—you don’t think
heart will be softened?” asked
anxiously.

‘odd, with a prasp

ielel’s
nntar

“Ha, ha! No. Hardened!”
“You don't think he will realise that
ha'a boen near losing one of his most

promising pupils, and repent!”

“Great piﬁi” :

“Of all the frabjous chumps!" said
Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

- “FE-!", I'm jolly well not showing up,
then,” =aid Bunter. *The only ques-
tion 15, grub. That's why I came @
to speak to Toddy.”

“Not to relieve your old pals of their
anxiety "' chuckled Bob.

“Eh? Oh, yes, of course |
important, vou know,
cen't live on air. I'm hungry now.
should b& famished. if I hadn't found
& pie in Smithy's study——""'

“Have you been raiding my study,
vou fat brigand?"” demanded the
Bounder.

“{h, really, Smithy! I hope you're
not going to be mean abont a ple. You
gon, I can't come own to hreakfast mn
the morning when I'm supposed to havo

But grub's
You seo, a tellow

run away. INow, can It"
“Well, Quelchy might guess you
weran't gone if he saw you gdbbling

brekker,” said Johnny Bull.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“It's all right, though,” said Bunter,
“1 ean keep in the athics and zneak out
when all the fellows are in class and
some tuck in Frardale. I shall have '
day out, vou know, and get In agn’i:}
after dark. I shall need some money.’

“Now we're coming to the point,"
grinned Bob.

““I say, you fellows, I suppoze yon'ra
f,'::ring to stand by me in an awful crisis
ike this. A general whip round, you
know.” said Bunter. ® SBuppose yvou make
it a shilling fund—every fellow puts a
shilling. Half-erowns would not beé
ohjected to, of conrse. What do you
fnllluws say "

[1} R—ﬂ.tﬂ !H

“The ratfulness 1= terrific.”

“I suppose youw're going to back me
up, aren’'k you, In ﬁtantilng against per-
seculion sud tyvranny ' howled Dunter.
Apparently the Owl of the Remove was
logking for enthusiastic support from his
form-fellows. He was not likely to
recoive any.

""The best thing vou can do, Bunter,
is to turn into bed and let Mr. Quelch
find you here in the morning," said
Harry Wharton.

“No jolly fear! A licking in the
morning and extra foot in the after-
noon! Catch mo!™ said Bunter, dis-
dainfully. “1 expact all my old pals to
rally round. and back me up.”

“Fathead ™

“T've a jolly mind to furn out
and bang yvour silly head on the wall,”
growled Ilolsover major. * We've been

taken in." .
“ Hush !* exclaimed Peler Tadd sud-
denly. *"Cave!"”

There.was a step in the passage with-
out, Ti was o firm tread, approaching
the door of the Remove dormitory—a
tread that the Removiies know well.

“Quelchy 1" breathed Dob Cherry.

There was a gasp from Bunter.,

L1 f}h 1'!

* A fair cateh " ehuckied the Bounder,
Now vou'll be able te see just how

much Quelchy's heart has  softemad,
Buunty.™
“0h, dear! I—I sav, vou fellows,

keop it dark !" panted Bunter. *'Not a
word, you know—not a word, you chaps !
Oh, dear!™

And Rilly Bunter plonged under
Poter's bed, and erouched thore, palpi-
lating, as the dormitory donr opened.
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Poor Ol Bunter !
MR. QUELCH stepped into the

Hoemove dormitory and turned
on the light.

The light glimmered on &
row of white beds, snd on a row of
juniors, apparently asleep.

Every fellow hrd laid his head upon
his pillow and closed his eyes, and, to
all “appcarances, the dormitory was
buried in shunber.

Mr. Queleh, however, did not judge by
appeerances. He knew the rising genera-
tion rather too well for that.

Possibly he had heard sounds from the
dormitory—some of the voices had been
rather incautiously raized. Undoubtedly
he was suspicious and watchful. In

int of fact, the Remove master had
Egcn too anxious and troubled, on
Dunter's account, to go to bed that
night. The exssperating Owl weighed
on his mind, while at the same time he
was intensely angry.

Mr. Quelch suspected—or rathor, was
certain—that the clusive Owl of the
Remove would somchow sneak back into
the shelicr of the school—the only
shelter he had, o fact.

After all the rest of Greyfriars had
rotired, the worried and sleepless Form
mester was making his rounds, hoping
to see or hear something of the vanished
junior. J

Mr. Quelch stood looking at the
Remove fellows as they lay silent and,
to all appearance, slumbering, with a

rim look on his face., He was silent
or a minute or two, and then he spoke.

“Wharton!"

No answer.

o Wharton ! repeated Mr. Quelch,
raising his voice and coming nearer to
the bedside of the captain of the
Remove. .

Tt was impossible to feign slumber
longer. Mr. Quelch’s penctrating voice
would have awakened any sleeper.
Wharton opened his eves, yawned, and
sat up in bed, blinking in the hight.

“Who—what— Oh, Mr. Quelch!”
he ejaculatod drowsily.

‘Mr. Quelch looked hard at him.

“1 thought I heard a sound of voices
in thiz dormitory,” Wharton,” be said.

“D-d-did wou, sir?”

“1 did, Wharton!"

“Indeed, sir!"” mupmiroed ]-In.rri,'.

Ho closed his eyes again and blinked,
to let Mr. Quelch observe how sleepy he
wae, DBut the Remwove master did not
heed.

“Kindly listen to me, Wharton:™

“Oh, cortainly, sirl” .

“] have & very strong suspicion,
Wharton. that Buntor may now be
ugain within the walls of Greyfriars,”
said Mr. Quelch, “unless something has
happened to him-—which I think im-
probable—-he must have returned for
shelter. In that case it seems to be
exceedingly probable that he would seek
lo communicate, in & swreptitions man-
ner, with his friends in the Remove.”

“Oh! murmured Wharton.

“If vou should see anything of bim,
Wharton, it i3 your duty, az head l::::;.r
of the Remove, to inform me at once.™

Wharton shifted -uncomfortably. Pro-
Lably that was his duty as lead of the
Remove; but, on the other hand, he
dould not very well “give away ™ the

tnous Bunter to punishmeut.  ITe was
very glad that Mr. Quelch did not put a
dircet question to himn, and he remained
uncamfortably silent.

Mr. Quelch gave him a very penetrat-
ing look, and possibly his keen eyes read
somicthing in the jumior's face, Ilow-
ever, e turned away without speaking

aegain, and the Remove fellows hoped
to ses him cross to the door,and dis-
appear. Bunter, quaking under Feter
Todd'zs bed, watched the Form master’s
feet, which were all that he could sce
of Mr. Quelch, longing to see them pro-
gress doorward.

But Mr, Queleh did not go. It was
clear that his suspicions were awakened.

He walked the lenglh of the dormi-
tory, and looked into every cornmer, snd
inte the big cupboard at the end,
obviously in quest of the concealed Owl.

As it was useless to keep their eyes
closed any longer the Remove fellows
watched Mr. (Sll;aich with deep interest.
Bunter watched hiz feet with still deeper
and intenser interest.

At the end of the long dormitory Mr.
Quelch stopped and stooped down, and
peered under a bed.

“Game's up ! murmured Bob Cherry.

Mr. Quelch came back along the row
of beds, and st each bed he stopped,
and stooped his rather angular fgure,
and peered underneath. ;

The Removites exchanged glances.

Whether Mr. Queleh was proceeding
merely upon suspicion, or whether he
knew that Bunter was in the 1rom, they

cowld not puess. Dut it was clear now
that if he did not know, he would know
001,

When he grrived at Peter "Todd's bed,
the interest among the watching j:nors
was quite breathless,

Mr. Quelch stoo once 1aare, and
peered under Todd's bed, snd then he
was seen to jump. He 1ose agmn at
once to his full height, with thunder in
his brow.

“ Bunter "

His voice reverberated through the
gtartled dormitory.

“ Bunter 1"

There was no answer. The Owl of the
Remove, almost frozen with terror, still
crouched under the bed.

“Bunter !’ boomed Mr. Quelch.
“Come forth!"

“Ow! I—1'm not here!™

“What 7"

“T—1 mean—""

“Wretched boy!"” thundered Mr.

Queleh. “I know that you are there!
Come forth at once !

Dunter guaked, and remained where
he was. Indeed, Mr. Quelch’'s tone was
not inviting. No Remove fellow would
have liked to come to close quarters with
bhim just then.

“Do you hear me, Bunter " hooted
the Remove master,

“No, sir! I mean yes, sir! Oh
dear !"

“Come out from under that bed imme-

diately, Dunter! [ command you to
come forth at once !
Bunter remainced where he was, Ap-

he regarded the bed as some
sort of a protection from his Form
master’s t.ml.'lrring wrath, Mr. Quelch's
face was red with angor, and it was
growing more and more crimson.

His anxiety on Bunter's sccount was
relipved. iz wrath, therefore, had full
%Ia}r. And hiz wrath was, as Hurree

amset Ham Singh remarked alter-
wards, terrific.

“Wharton ! Cherry ¥ exclaimed Mr.
Quelch., *“Risa at once, end draw
Bunter out from under that bed !”

The two RBemovites reluctantly turned
ont. They stooped down on either side
of Toddy's bed, and Bunter blinked at
them.

“1 say. you fellows, hands off, you
know, Oh dear!”

“¥ou fat duffer, come out |" said Bob.
“What's the good of sticking there now
vou're found out, vou asa? Come on "

Bob Cherry reached for Bunter's leg to

prrentl

get a hold. The next moment he was
rolling on the foor, Bunter's. foot having
been planted fairly on hiz nose,

“Ow! Yarcoh!” roared Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!™ i

“Hilence |7 exclaimed Mr. Quelch.
“Silence! Wharton, Cherry, pull the
hed - aside I" Todd, you may rise and

hﬂ{? them !
_ Peter Todd turmed out, and the
Ju_ndmru grasped the bed, and dragged it
A5TON,

Then William George Bunter was
revealed,

He sat up, blinking st Mr. Quelch's
terrifying iace through his big sgel_i-
tacles, a deal like & very fat rabbit
fascina by the goze of a zerpent.

“ Bunter, rise!"

Billy Bunter groaned, and dragged
himself to his feat. Mr. Quelch’s gimlet
eyes seemed almost to e holes in

him. The Removites watched in zilence

Aing rry, who was
mumb mﬁ_u he dabbed his nose with a
handkerchief.

“Bunter, vou have played a dis-
respectful trick, causing perszonal
antiety to.me and to your headmaster !
You have thrown the whole school into.
commotion. You have attempted to

ive me, sir, in the most unscrupu-
lous and iniguitous way.”

“Oh!" gasped Bunter,

“Have you any excusa to offeri”
thundered Mr. Quelch,

“Oh, yes, sir] Lots!" stuttered
Bunter. **You—you see, air, it—it was
only & joke, sir——"

“A .P""].‘“ T exclaimed Mr. Queleh, in
o terrifyimg voice,

“Yes, sir, that's all! I—I mean, I—I
wasn't really going to run away, sir—not
reelly. I—I knew it would be an awlul
blow to you, =sir, to—io
That's why I did it, sir.”

" Bless my soul !

“Becauss — becavse I'm 50 — 20
atteched to you, sir!” gasped Bunter.

“h, my hat!" ejaculated Peter Todd
involuntarily.

* Silence, Todd I

“Qh! Yes, sirl”

“Bunter, it is_difficult to find words
in which to describe your conduct !* said
Mr.aa?uﬂ . “¥You have deliberately
cau alarm in the school. You have
deliberately spread o false impression,
for what object I cannot imagine,’”

“I—I thought, sir—"

“ What 17 +

"dI—I theught you might repent, sir,
in PR

“Repent "' said Mr. Quelch dazedly.

““Yes, sir, and—and leave off persecut-
ing me, you know, sir!” gesped Bunter.

* Persecuting you!" said Mr. Quelch,
goazing at Bunter. “Are you in your
right sonses, boy 1"

“Extra toot, and all that, sir,” said
Bunter. “I—I thought the shock would
—would do you good, sir,"

“¥ou thought the shock would do me
good ! repeated Mr, Quelch, as if he
could scarcely believe his ears, Per-
haps he .scarcely could,

“¥Yes, sir] You see, sir—"
“You mmpudent young
thundered the Remove master.

Bunter jumped.

Evidently the shock had not done Mr.
Quelch any good. Ie was not repentant
—there was no sign at all of that!
Indeed, he seemed to be worse than
ever | .

“I—I mean, sir, I—I didn't do it!"
asped Bunter, *It—it wasn't me, gir!”

a Owl of the Remove was fett’mg [
littla confused now. *'I—I really meant
to say, sir, that—that it wasn't me.”

(Continued on page E8.)
Tre Maonrr Loseary.—Na. 954
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THi PWELLER IN PHE CAVE! FLocke & Co. heard o scra
slouching clong furtively. ' If wos a man—a very ofd mnan,
rwwhite bedard that covered his chest!
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And a gueer story he had to
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An Amazing New Detective Serial, featuring Ferrers Locke and his boy assistant, Jack Drake.

The Dweller in Desolailon ! -

13 O0K out for the next, Mr, Lang-
I gsom,” suapped Drake, as he
gprang into the gloom of an

alcove near by.

But Langsom had alceady Ffound
cover. Lumps of hurtling rock are vory
effective in making even slarving men
move gquickly. From their various

ints of wvantage, the three peercd
into the depths of the cave. .

“Who are you?’' shouted Locke, in
a sharp voice. “We mean vau 1o
harm ™

“(iet outa here! Get outa here!”
croaked & wheezy voice from the black-
ness ab the end of the cave. Then s
crazy laugh rang out. I got plenty
o rocks—so stand your distance!”

® My man,™ replied Locke, " whoever
vou are, we appeal to you as starving
men, a3 castawavs on  this  terrible
coast.”

Again the crazy laughter rang out.

"gtnrviu’, 18 1it¥ Ho was [-—onst!
Starvin's the right thing for people like
vou! So get outa heve, lest ye get
a lump o' rock smashin® in yer skulls ™

“He's English " said Drake.

“Aw, an’ 50 was the rest. They blew
up the rocks at Saint Gully. DBut they
didn’t find it! No, they didn't find it
—and never will. " "Tis Jahn Carr’s an’
I ba here to guard it for him, So get
outa here!"™

Farrers Locke started.

“My man,” he zaid, collecting him-
relf almost immediately, "1 am Jobn

Carr's friend and his partner in
business. He and I own Brek Katel
together i

The crazy man in the dark shrieked.

“You be the fiend that's swindled
himm into sellin'? By thunder, 'l got
:'.,Er LT

“Your mistake,” said locke swiftly.
“1 went into parinership with John
Carr to prevent another man from
buying Brek Katel, And that other
marn, whom I have foiled, has landed
me here to die, ro that he can wrest
this land from John Carp—*"

Tee Maoner Ligrsky,—No, 956,

( Introduction on page 23.)

“That be truth?’ asked the man of
the cave. *“'Tis like, if vou be here,
an' starvin'! You got no rocks, thero?"

“MNo, nothing! No weapons of any
sort. We were landed with nothing ™

“Then the man who landed ye ia a
fiend from the pit. Keep back—I'll
come oui—-" .

The hidden three heard a seraping
movement in the dark; then they saw
something glimmmer white in the dark-
ness, The white resolved itself into a
bent form, slouching along furf:j'l.r-l:-.]f',
It was a man, it seemed a very old
man, with rounded shoulders, long,
trailing arms, and & long white beard
that covered his chest.

The cave-dweller halted when in the
dim flight, and bent his knees, restin
the backs of his fingers on the turfe
floor, thus helping to suppork his body,
like a gorilla. He peered here and
there in the cave with eves that shone
with a dull red light, Like rubies.

“Come outa that, like I've done!
Lliﬁln}e' ['ve a'most forgot the way to
talk !’

Ferrers Locke stepped boldly ont into
the light, and the wild, little man
heaved himself back a pace, using his
long arms like crutches.

Ay, I see ve! Ye be difficrent from
the resg—*

Drake and Langsom now stepped to
view, and the wild man made a guttural
sonngd in his throat, He was so like a
beast—an animal—and it appeared as
tf, living like an animal, he had taken
on some of the ways of animals.

Seeing the upright forms of Tocke,

Drake and Langsom, covidently re-
:m'a.'kcnml smneth:ng in the manfs
brain, He rose to his feet, and let his

hands hang down by his sides

When erect, the three conld see that
he was not 50 small as they had at first
thought, He was of maddle height,
though he stooped and had wide, power-
ful-ropnded shoulders, He was dressed
in soplskin,

Ha took three
visitors.
“Ioeaw we 1 the night,” he said.

steps  towards  his

ping movement in the dark; then they sawe a bent form
soith vounded ;lhntt!dcrs, long trailling arms, and a Tong
felll

hantom ./ /
Dogger Bank!

>

“What I saw wasn't like the rest, Yo
had no gear. What's this about Johu
Care?” .

“Come inlo the light,” said Leocke,
“and I'll oxplain!”

The cave-man followed his visitors oul
into the evening light.

“You can sec we are starving,”
Locke, halting at the cave mouth.

The white-bearded man nodded.

it 1 b ]

Av, an’ I've seen twe or three
starvin'., Ye are that,” he said. )

“Well, will you give us some food

“Av, an' I will, for I beliove yo!
Wait & wee—"

The man slouched back into the cave
and returned later with some pleces of
dried fish, which had been partially
cooked. He handed a picce to cach of
his visitors who tasted it and found it
gquite {oothsome. It was cod, perfectls
sweeb and whelesome in its dried state.

“Jingo, that's better,” said Jack,
looking somewhat happier.  ** Many
thanks, friend, for that bite. T dargeayx
you know what it 15, 1o be on Brek
Katel without grob for two days?”

“I starved before I found out how
to live,” said the man. "Then he turoed
fo Locke. “You are John Carrs
friend®” he inquired, evidently wishing
to hear the fact repeated.

The Baker Street detective nodded a-
lie finizhed his plece of fish.

“This iz all right, said Drake.
"Now, maybe we'll be able to hang on
till Bkipper 'roclor comes Tor us-——"

“HBkipper  Proctor !™ The  while-
bearded man almost shricked the name,
“You know hiin¥Y  And ho comesy™

Jack Drake fell back a pace, in sur
prise,  but  Locke siepped  forward
cagerly.

gaid
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Startling News !

it IS, we ex ot hirm to searech

i the nocth of Teelund for us, "

said PFerrers Locke. Y He 1=

John CUare's  friend, ;o

adinival of Carr's North Sea fleet, which
oprratos on the Dogger.”

“John Carc'y friend! Well I know 1t!
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And mine—mine, too! We were ship-
mates, John Carr, Blazes FProctor, and
me. And John Carr has 2 Aeet! An" old
Blazes is his admiral! By hokey, . 'tis
good heavin’, sirl We was shipmates
all together, in the trawler, Carr owned
with Proctor. Blazes was skipper, -John
way mate,can’ I was & sort o second-
mate; but I hadn't any share in the
boat. John Carr, he said he owned &
big lump ¢ land up here in Iceland.
We brought the North Star round. Carr
said that if the land was worth anything
he'd start a trawlin’ fleet-—a steam-
fishin® company—an’ we'd all have
shares.

“Blazez, he landed us off -Langanaes—
me an’ -John Carr alone. We came to
survey the land, an’ we did, findin' it a
jand of reck an’ stone. It took us six
days, the trekkin’ -over the jokuls; and
when we got back to the trawler old
Blazes was anxiously waitin’ for us. We
gave up eny hope of Brek Katel bringin’
in money. We fished the far northern
banks, till the ice druv us south. We
uwsed o be smacksmen together—John
an’ Blazes an” me, But when John's
father died, he left & litile bit o' money,
an’ John an' Blazes bought the North
Star. She was a steamer, s0 we ventured
far north. We've fished the White Sea
together, John an’ Blazes an’ me. BSo
we had a craft. But the i1ce druv us
anurrhl an' coal was gettin’ short.

L1 t
lookin® fer a landfsll north-east o' Ice-
land. Ice-floes was comin’ down on the
land, an' we saw a starvin’ Polar bear
on one makin' his terrible voyage. We
got our landfall, but *twas i"ar to the
west'ard, We was on a dead lee-shore,
Blazes got anxious, an’ we had to stecam
hard wi' the scas abeam. Ah, they was
brave days, wi' John and Blazes in tho
MNorth Star!

“] got washed overboard. They
thought I was lost. No boat could live
in the sea, and I saw the North Star
round up an' search about, But I was
clingin to an ice-floe. They left, an' I
don't blame them. Ice-floe or no 1ce-floe,
I oughter ‘ave been a dead man. But
I weren't. There was a dead Polar hear
on that floe, an' that ecarcass saved my
life. Iskinned it, and kept meself warny,
au’ ate the raw flesh.

“We crashed on the rocks, and I got
ashore, wi' my carcass o' the bear. 1
found a cave. There was treasure in
that there cave—gold an’ jools an'
things. John Carr wasz a rich man, for
T found I was on Brek Katel. I saw
things we'd seen before when we was
surveyin'—not far from here, neither. I
shifted them ireasures.” The man here
poked his head forward, and peered sus-
picicusly at Locke. “If so be as it's
truth vou be o friend o' John Carpe—>*"

Foerrers Locke's brain was working
quickly. Ile was searching his mind for
some words he hiad heard John Carr use
when tlalking with Proctor. What wasy
it he had said? SHomething about the
White Sca and their *brave ” days in
their first steamer . . . with—with
Pirter Deane! He had it!

“T will prove it fo veu, my friend,”
satdl Loecke. “Carr has been intimate
with me. I know vour name——"

“"¥You know me name? Then, what be
it. for I've uigh forgotten meself?™

“In one of the varns John Carr has
spun to me.”" he satd: ¥ Ah, Locke, we
had brave days in owr first steamer—up
fishing tha White Sea! 0Old Blazes and
dear old DPeter Deane. Wao lost him
one might=—Peter Doane.”

The wild-looking, white-bearded man
trembled  visibly, His eye becamo
watery, and he held ont a trembiing
hand towards Locke,

"I knew John'd remenither me,” he

blew up heavy when Blazes was
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said, “8o I've stayed here a-guardin’
of his treasures, though others have
come wi' dynamrte, an’ telescopes on a
tripod, an' funny instruments wi' com-
Eisms on ‘am, like Blazes used for takin'
is departure from the land. And ye
say Blazes i comin', sir—ecomin’ here to
take old Petér Deane outa this fiend's
it o' a land, wi' all the tregsures [or

ohn Carr?"” _ i

“It is our hope and belief that-he -will
come, but when we do not know,”. sanl
Locke.
Deane ¥

That the man was crazy had not been
apparent for some time. As he talked
of other days his mind hed ecertainly
been normal; But at the mention of the
treasure a look of crazy cunping lud
come 1nto his eyes.

“Ha, ha! I got it safe! Come you
here, sir, you frrend o' John Carr, aw’

11

He slouched back into his cave, and
Locke, Drake, and Langsom followed.
At the end the man drew aside coverings
of sealskins.

“8ee there, sir, behind them rocks 1
kept by mae to sling at anyone who comes
in for the treasure. Ye c¢an see ‘cm
glintin’ in the murk. This'll buy a
steam-fishing company for John Carr.
An' old Peter Deane can be his admiral
along of Blazes Proctor!"

The man cleared eway some of the
stones, and dragged the sealskins on
which the treasure rested into the light.

A pitiful display of tawdry finery came
to view. There were some solid gold
chalices, it is true, but the “jewels ™
were worthless, o ¢

Dodne was chuckling and gloating
over the heap. .

“Protty things! Pretty things!" he
chuckled erazily. ““An’ men has starved
becanse o' them—come up here wi’ their
telaseopes, dynammite, an’' instruments to
find ‘em "

“Not worth a thousand pounds.™

YT YIS T R R R L R RS L L L L L L
NEW READERS BEGIN HERE.

FERRERS LOCEE. the pricale detective of
Eaker Strest, and

JACK NRAKE, his boy assistant, have Been
engaped by

JOHUN CARR, owener of the Carr fishing
fleat, to track down a steam trawler of
Teelandic dezign., which, with name and
numher covered, has been cruizing the
Dagger in wizsty weather for the purpose
of wrecking the gear of Carr's boals,
Thiz mysteriona  veszel, dubbed the
Phantom by the fisherfolk, ia carrying
out itz foul purpose under the leader-
ahip of

SCAR INOSKING at the Lidding of

STANILAIN STROMSUND. whose sole object,
it appears, iz to imporerizh Carr, in the
kope of making him dizpere of Brek
Katel, a big etreteh of land in Teeland.

BLAIZE PROCTOR, admiral ef Care's fleet
and =kipper af (ke Stormeock, another
trawler of the seme type as the Phanlom,
on which Locke and Irake set off in
chaze.

After a serier of thrilling encounters
between 1he two trawlers, the Phantom jalls
infa the hands of Ferrera Tocke and his men.
Learing his capture in the hands of Carr,
the invesligator and kis crew steam  for
Ingholdt  Farm, Ieelond, the haunt of
Stromeund, where Locke and Drake gain the
confidence of FREDERIC LANGEO0M,
Stromaund's steward, The itrfo are unable
to reack Lhe Slormeock again, hotocver, jor
they are caplured by the enemy and
maraaned on Brek Katel; buf not before
Locke mannges {0 tap out a wireless message
for help.

Follotwing the track of human footprints,
the marooned Erio enfer a4 cave, to bhe
brought wp suddenly ar a heary wmissile
comes hurlling  towards them from the
darpkness,

“Inle the shadow—guick ' shouts Locke.

(XNow read on)

“Where are these treasures,

said Lecke, in Danmish., “This is not
why Btromsund: wants to buy Brek
Katel. ‘These tawdry baubles, no doubt
found: by this man in the cave you
discogered, Drake, were doubtless the
* relits ! used in religion-in the days
of 4he Vikings. Except as things of
interest. to antiquarians, their value is
about the weight of these golden vessels.
I.woetld not give u. thousand. peunds fgr
the lot, -delivered -to my. house in-Baker
Btreet——" -
"The:  white:bearded keoper of the
treasure looked at Locke as he spoke.
But-he ‘did ot understand the words as
did Drake and Langsom. - .

The *tréasure ™ was carefully put
away agein by Peter Deane, after wﬁth
the unfertunate man showed Locke and
his ddmpanions where his food-store was
situated. 'Lrustful-as a dog, he gave his
vigsitors a free hand to help themselves
whenever they wished,

There were dried -fish and seal-meat,
heaps of a certain uhcommon type of
seaweéd, which Locke recognised as the
sort used by people on the coasts’ some-
times, for spinach, and some dried herbs,
which Deane explained had grown in hisg
¥ garden.”

Deane could make fire; so Locke,
Drake, and Langsom went oat on to the
headland the next day, and lit a smother
fire of turf. The blue smoke curled up
towards the sky, dfid blew thin as it
passed inland towards the jokuls.

“The best pmnsihlﬁ sort of signal,”
said Locke; “and, if the weather re-
mains dey, will need attention only once
a da}r.'li

The castaway trawlerman had lines
mudé of ‘scal'sinew and hooks cut from
fish-bones. He explained how he fished
from the rocks, using limpets as bait.

Drake and Langsom spent a lot of
time fishing as the days went on, and
they found it splendid sport.

‘errers Locke ranged about inland,
exploring, with Peter Deane as his con-
stant companion. In fact, the white-
bearded castaway followed Locke sbout
like a dog. Me led the detective to
those places where he had seen the men
with the “telescopes on tripods ™ and
the other instruments. Locke asked
Dan particularly to show him the places
where blasting operations had been
carried ‘ut. These, however, were
distant. but Deane promised to take
Locke there the next day.

One evening., as Langsom and Jack
cams home with their day's catch of
fish, Locke was sitting outside the cave
waiting for them.

Drake threw himself down on the

ground beside his chief. He was
thoroughly tired out. ;
“No sign of  Proctor, sir,” he said.

“We've stoked ip the smother-fire, too.”
“I don't think Proctor could have got
that message,” said Langsom.
‘" Not directly.” =aid Locke. *“Buf he
may get it indirectly—from some other
trawler, perhaps. We must not give up
hopa yet. At all events, our fricnd Deane
has made us comparatively happy, We
can live and keep warm. roctor s
bound to search wup here in the end,
whether he got my wireless or not.”

“Iave von come to any conclusion as
to why Stromsund went to such lengths
to make Carr scll Brek Katel, sir?”
asked Jack. '

“Not yet,"” replied the detective, "1
anly have a theory. To-morrow Deano
12 going to take me where blasiing opera-
tions were carricd out by Stromsund’s
surveying party.  That may prove
something—"

“What I can't understand is this,”
eaicl Jack., “Why did Deane sce men
from ecivilisation ecome and go. and not

'Il‘ma: Mmﬂﬂ"%mnnt-—}h, gz,
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accost them? 'Whr, they might have

been Carr's own men, for all he
knew e -

“The man is crazed!” broke in
Langzom.

“Not 50 crazy a8s you think,” said
Locke, “Have you not noticed how
sane he is getting now he has human
companionship? Why, to-day he said
to me: ‘I reckon ye think my treasure
ain't worth much, Mr. Lopke. Don't go
for to tell me as what I've been guard-
ing all these "ere years ain't goin' to be
useful to John Carr, arter all!" Could
that be anything but the speech of a
sane man® And as to why Deana did not
appeal to fellow humans when he saw
them in this terrible land—well, remem-
ber he was ecrazed with the obsession
of the necessity to guard the treasure.
That was sufficient explanation to me
before. . But to-day I got [urther news
from Deane., You know how I have to
drag details out. It appears that he
thought Lhese men with the * telescope
on a fripod'—he means & surveyor's
theodalite, of course—might be Carr's
own, mon. 30 he spied at night, as he
did on us, and he hecard these words:
‘T'll make Caorr sell, if I have to sink
hjs.fect with a dozen armed phantome!’
That conveys a lot to us who know the
ins and outs of this case of the phantom
of the Dogger. And I have tried to
carry Deane's memory back—I mean, for
details. One of those men was addressed
by the other two as Stromsund!  So,
vou see, even in desolate Brek Katel
we are picking up the soundest clues to
link up the chain of our caze.”

The next day Langsom and Drake set
off early for the fisling. Locke and
Ideane were to start on their own
journey later. But just bofore the
detective set out, Jack Drake came run-
ning back to the cave, excitedly waving
his arms.

Locke spun round on: hearing his
asyistant’s shout.

“Smoke smudge on the horizon, sir!”
cried Jack excitedly.

“Tt'1l he old Blazes—old Blazesl"
croaked Deane, leaping like a child in
hias delight.

“Hteady, old man!"” said Locke.

FWe'll go out on the headland and
wateh. Qur smoke signal will have been
seen by now, so it 15 too late to stamp
the fire ont.”

“"But ye want him to see it—ye want
him to ses it!"” ecried Deans, his eyes
blazing strangely, and a strange look of
fresh suspicion creeping inte them.

“If it 15 Blazes—vyes,” said Locke.
“But we have vet t6 discover if it s
Proclor coming to our aid, or Strom-
sund returning to view our corpses and

loat over the suceess of his own fiendish
ndiwork 1"

The Wailchers on the Headland !

"ERRERS LOCKE, Drake, and
F Peter Deane  hurried to  the
headland to join Lengsom, who

had remained on watch there,

They found Langsom flushed and
excited,

“ Procior has seen our smoke, Hoerr
Locke,” said the big Idane, pointing to
the approaching trawler, which was just
appearing on the horizon. “3he is
steaming straight for our headland,”

Ferrers Locke directed a steady gaze
ot to the boat.

“Mayvbe she's coaled again,” muttered
the detective. “No, we can't be sure
vel,”

“Coaled? Can't be sure?™ inguired
Langsom. *To what do you refer, Harr
Locke? What trawler could that be but

THE Maicxer Lipraky,—No, 956,

the one of your good skipper, Dlazes

Proctort

Ferrers Locke locked grim.

“Proctor, under my orders always
filled his bunkers with smokeless coal,”
he said. “That trawler 15 not using
Welsh stuff, but coal from Newcastle,
Lancashire, or Amermca."”

Jack Drake's face fell. He felt that.
as a detective's assistant, that thought
ought to have occurred to him as soon
ai the smoke smudge was secn by him
and Langsom. But he had been carried
away by excitement, He did not doubt
for a second that thiz ~was Skipper
Proctor, hurrying to reseue them from
thiz terrible land of Brek Katel, on
which they had been marooned by
Stromsund.

“As you say, sir,” sgajd Drake, " ho
might have eoaled again. I doubt he'd
be able to get full supplies of pure
Welsh coal in far northorn coaling
stations, Mavbe he couldn’t help him-
self, and had to coal with what he could

g —"

“That ie my great hope, my boy.”

Peter Deané watched:the approaching
trawler with eyes that were held steady
by a strange fascinabion. A childhike
wonder' glowed .in the poor castaway's
face. His long, white beard quivered In
front of his deep, hairy chest.

“Yon's old Blazes comin’ to Ei:’:‘k u
his old shipmate, Peter Deune,” he said.
“Ay—an' all that there pretty treasure
I've been guardin' for John Carr all
these 'ere years."

The smothered fire smoked merrily
alongside the watchers on the headland.

“We must lie down,” said Locke.
“They will be having glasses on the
headland soon. Perhaps it will be best
for thom not to see us beside the fire.
It may be mecessary to enter into guiet
and secret retirement with Peter Deane
and the Viking *treasure.' Lie down,
Langsom—-"

‘Langsom spread his great bulk out on
the ground, propping  his ¢hin in his
hands, and watching the approaching
trawler with thankful eyes.

Jack and Locke were the only doubt-
ful ones of the party. Peter Deane still
stood upright.

“Deane, lia down !” rasped Locke. The
white-bearded man started, glanced at
the detective like a cowed dog, and
sottled down on his stomach in obedienca
ta the order, though he saw no sense in
it.

The trawler drew nearer. Soon, it was
discernible that she was a craft of Ice-
landie design. But so was Stromsund’s
vessel,

“We must lis low, and watch,” said
Locke. “Not too much movement, re-
member, If it 13 Stromsund returning,
we can retire in Indian file, at the
erouch, back down the depression, and
spek the shelter of Deane’s cave without
being seon.”

“ And the protection of Peter's hefty
rocks,” said Jack.

“Exactly,” replied Locke, “though 1
hope we won't be discovered there. 1
do not look forward to a brutal fight,
hurling those rocks—and this quite apari
from the terrible danger we nuraclf\rna
shall be in—"

“Yon've pretity well made up your
mind it"s Stromsund ¥ whispered Jack,

*I never make up my mind about any-
thu_ig of which I am not sure, Drake,”
whispered back the detective. “ We will
see a3 300n as we can distinguish figures
on the vessal's deck.™

“If it's Btromsund, he'll try to do for
us without any artistic slow starving
touches thiz time,” muttered Jack in a
low voice.

Lk

“0Of that vou may be sure,” replied
Locke quictly, “But Deane’s cave is
admirable for defence, even against fire-
arms. We could hold the place even if
they pumped lead at us from a machire
gun every second of the day—"

*“And down anyone who euntered with
w lump of whizzing rock,” said Jack.
“It's o good thing old Deane's food
store iz in there. nd the deep, cmer
gencey water-hole, too.”

“Yes, we could hold ocut for a long
while, my boy, against fire arms,” said
Locke, **But, as [ say, I hate the idea
of a fight in which we shall have to hur]
those preat lumps of rock. Still, I'll be
the lustiest hurler if it comes to it !

“You'll have to be pretty smart to be
better at it than I shall be,” said Jack,
with & faint grin,

Deane was showing signs of oxcile-
ment.

“ Lia still, Deans ! commanded Locke
sharply.

L8 pir

can see figgers on the deck, sic!
eried Deane. “Soon, I'll be able to sece
old Blazes in the wheelhouse.”

“Can you really see figures on the
deck? asked Locke in wonder,

“ Ay, sure-I can: -For years I've laid
out on this 'ere *eadland; witchin' the
horizon. + That - strengthens a man's
blinkers a bit, I can tell "e.”

C“Ho it does,” said Locke. *I think
Deane can be our marine glasses, my

boy.”

The trawler was in no doubt as to
where she should stéam. = Straight for
the headland she ecamp.’ )

Locke made a swift exclamation of
chagrin,

% What is if, sir? asked Jack,

“My boy, she has altered course a
point. She is now pointing for the spot
where they landed us, It looks as if it
is Btromsund.”

“Are there any broken panes in the
wheelfionse windows, Peter® ' asked
Jack.

“Na, na, they be all right,” roplicd

may have

Peater,

“Proctor had
paired,” said Locke.

C“If that spot in the middle of the
wheelhouse is a bell, sirv,” said Jack.
“that trawler 15 not the Stormeock. The
Stormeack had two bells, one to port and
one to starboard.”

“You are right, my hoy.
it is not rescue yet,”

“Yon's a bell, right enough,” said
Deanc,

The trawler swerved round in a wide
semi-circle when near the coast, but
farther on, where Stromsund had befors
landed Locke, Drake and Langsom. ‘A
boat was lowered, ‘and all strained their
nves to pick oub the figures of the meu.

Things were passed down into the
hoat.

“Rifles, by jingo!" gasped Jack.

“1 don’t see Blazes! Why don't
Blazes show up?” said Deane, like &

vish child. *“1 want old Blazes
*roctor !

“You'll see no Blazes vet awhile™
snapped Ferrors Locke, “ My boy, unlesa
I am El‘EHEl}’ mistaken, that man direct-
INg thm‘gs on the deck iz Stromsund.
It looks just like his stout, flabby build.”

#“I==1 think you're right, sie,” =aid
Jack. ,

Deane was staring intently at “the
trawler. Suddenly he rolled aver on his
back, kigking and shouting with rage.

“Wither "1z eves " bellowed the casta-
way. " Wither "is perishin' pig's eves!
It's that there chap whe =aid "e'd sink
all John's fleet wi' n dozen armed phan-
toms—that chap that came ‘ere twice wi'
the telescope on o tripod——"*

them ré-

I'm alraid
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Peter Deane watched the trawler with eyes that glowed with childlike wonder. ** There's old Blazes comin’ to plek up
his shipmates [ *> he sald to the watshers on the headland. (See page 24.)

“Deane, he =stll!" barked Locke.
“Don't rise, Langsom, on your life!
Back—back, all, along the depression.
And keep low till you get belind the

firgt crest.  Then run for it for your
lives, back to Peter Dleane's cave. Go
off singly. Drake, lead the way; Lang-

som, you follow, but keen that great
bulk of yours low. Deane, you'll stick
by me, and I'll see you don't rise and
shalee vour fist at the trawler or any-
thing silly like that, Off vou go,
Drake. ’i‘herg’ﬁ not @ moment to lose.
If Stromisund can dog us to our lair our
‘lives are not worth a couple of hours
purchase. . Stromsund is here for des-
perate deeds this day!”

The Battle of the Cave !

HE desperate little party pgol

I safely En{'k to the cave. And

they ihrew themselves down on

the carpet of white turf, Elnt-
ing and almost exhausted. Even Peter
Dedne had had enough of it, running
back for shelter, bent over in &an
awkward position to prevent them-
selves from being seen. .

“1 am confident we got here without
being scen,”™ saild Locke.

“They can never find the place, Herr
Locke,” gaspod. Langsom, who had felt
the rigour of the run more than- any-
one cise,  “Even yvou, great English

detective as you are, had a very diffi-
eult task to trail Deane to the cave.
What chance have they? And there
has been no dew moistura of late to
soften the sendy patches of ground and
leave footprints™

“They've got & big company, where
we had three,” replied Locke. *They
know there is someone hidden for whom

they must search, which we didn’
know till I happened to light on
Ileane's footprint that morning. They

can extend, like soldiers, and beat every
inch of the country. I don't like being
a Job's comforter, Langsom, but we
must square up to facts. They'll find
the cave all right—in the end—"

Peter Deane showed nothing but an
animal-like rage at his great dis-
appointment.

“'"Tis tlis 'ere Brek Katel,” he said.
“Yo see water-—ye find it poison. Ye
see vegetable growth—ye find it bitter
an' it make ve vomit. Ye see a rare
mass o wreckage floatin’ in from the
nor'ard—vye find it & mass o' spuma
an'floatin’ weed. Ye see rescue comin’
straight in from the nor'east—ye find it
a murderin® fox o' a swindler comin’ to
shoot ye down. 'Tis no wonder men 1s
druv stark starin’ ‘'mad on Brek Katel.
In summer it's hot cnough to melt
ve, an’' ve get pestered by stingin' flies.
In winter, "tis all night, an’ yo hear the
ice crashin' down on the rocks, an' ye

wonder when ye'll see a great polar
bear amblin' into the cave-—-"

“When the people of England know
all about this they’ll make it a holida
place, instead of Southend an
Brighton,” said Jack.

“0Oh, you English,” groaned Lang-
gsam. . “ You joke—how does the poet
say it—right at the cannon’s mouth.”

Ferrers Locke laughed.

“'To some nations it seems profane,”
said Locke, * Wo laugh—then we fight.
And, as I think I heard you say before,
we generally muddle through and come
out on top in the end.”

I pray, Herr Locke, that we shall
this timne.”

“There ain't much doubt about that,”
seid Peter DNeane. “No one can take
this 'ere cave, an' we can live for six
months on me dricd fieh an' seal meat.
An’' there's a rock a man for a regiment
in me ammunition stope. I'll bet ths
*ere Bilromsund anin't got more men
than I got rocks piled up here.”

“Prek Katel didn't drive you mad,
anyway, Peter,” said Jack.

“MNo, an' for that I thank the carcass
o' that there dead polar bear,” replied
Deane, whose wit had been steadily
quickening ever since he bad had
human companionship, :

For iwelve . hownys the four warted

Tue Magser Lisrany.—No.
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jn tho cave. Then they heard a shout
outsida. )

"“They como!” said Locke.

And Peter Deane picked up a lump
of rock.

“(et in, three of you! They've no
ammunition or guns, They can’t barm
vou!” Stromsund's unpleasant voice

med out right at the ecave entrance.

“Shoot if you sense movement,” said
Stromsund, ‘“I'Il shine the lorch 1o so
that vou can see.”

The men advanced, rifles at the
ready. The torch stabbed its bright
rays into the cave, and the advancing
men saw & big heap of something at the
end, covered by sealsking, They also
saw something else—a whizzing lvmp of
rock that flew towards them with a
deadly menaos. :

It caught the man in the middle of
the cave full in the face, and down he
went with a frightful shriek. i

The other two fired aﬁuin and again
with their repeating-rifles. And -one
of these went down by a whistling stone
thrown by Peter Deanc,

Tocke, Drake, Langsom, and Deanc
erouched in the shallow trench at the
end, and the bullets whistled abave and
spattered into the rock face behind.

ut the place had been cunningly
chosen by Deane. The rock bebind
sloped upwards. 45 the glancing
bullets fAew upwards, too, some to
spatter up on the roof, and fall harm-
lessly down on those in the trench,

Jack picked one of the mutilated
bullets up as it fell beside him. Dut
he dropped it again wilh a yelp. It
was burning hot.

The first atiack had failed miserably,
and the two casualties were dragged out
of the cave. )

An augry consultation’ wag heard ont-
side,

“ Listen,” 2aid Locke. “We must try
to anticipate all their tactics,”

“] tell 'e, guv'nor, if they'd been
without cover they'd be dead men
now,” an angry man shouted. " Here's
my pal wi' a face 'is girl won't look at
when ‘e gets back, till "e's been well
pateched up in horspital. I move that
vou go in versell nex’ time, “bein’ as
vou be so dead set on finishin® of them
off instanter.”

Stromsund was fuming like a mad-

Bll.

“We must be quick, T tell you. 'Tis
no case of starving them out!™

Ferrers Locke started and strained
hard to hear more. But it was piteh
dark again in the cave, and the others
did not sec the eager gleam in the
detective’s eyes.  All he said was:

“Wight without seruples, all. We are
defending our lives. I-dare to prophesy.
If we hold ont for two days, we are
gaved.”

“liee. it's good to hear you say it,
sir,” said Jack. *“'I'vie mever heard you
prophesy before. Deane's pretty handy
with the rocks, isn’t he!?"

“"He is indeed a wonder, as you would
say in your quaint tongue,” said Lang-
som, 1 fa!ﬂ my fingers itch to throw
one of those rocks myself.”

*Leave it toe Deane,” said Locke.

“Dou't lake awavy the poor man's

leasures after all these vears on Drek

vatel.” said Jack. “It's a pleasurc
T'm ready to leave to someone else, if
le badly wants to be a human trench-

mortar. Watch those ricochets,
though——"

"They'll all glance upwards,” said
Locke. “The falling huﬁets from Lhe

ceiling won't hurt us. Here they come

Peter Deane, do not oxpose
Wea cannot

AgRIN,
vourself when you throw,
afford to have you shob”

Langsom was uﬁjmling to enter into
the spirit of the thing, and to under-
stand how Englishmen fight.

This tiine, men crept forward on their
stomachs. And when the light from
the torch beamed out, Peter Deane let
fly with another pieee of rock. But he
misszed. The rock shattered to a
hundred fragments on the rocky floor
of the ¢ave, beyond the turf covering.
And the mon squirmed their way on-
wards. 3

Deans now hauled forth a terrible
missile,

“ie this when they be on the floer,”
he muttered.

Away went the missile. It crashed on
the turf with a dull thud, and a man
shricked and groaned.

“Shoot, wvou fools—shoot!™ yelled
Stromsund. :

Once more the inferno of crashing rifle
shots rang out. And the bullets pinged
and crashed and whanged on the rock.

Rocky chips flew m'u.diz, one piece
cutting Jack over the eyebrow. .

“eumbs ! Watch your eyes,” cried
Jack.

“ More rocks, Deane, or they'll" get
TIN

Ieane needed no urging.

Thud! Thuad! Thud!

A man staggered out of the cave, his
rifle thrown aside.

“Gat back, vou!" roared Stromsund.

“Got back yerself, I'm finished!”
snaerled the man, '"I'm quittin’ for this
trip, chief ™

—_—

Forlorn Hope!

NE by one the men of the second

O attack withdrew, dragglng their

casnalties, Stromsund's storm-

ing was again heard. But angry

men bellowed to him to kculiiecalm. and

think out how they could take the save

without running too great a risk with

the rock missiles, Then a low-spoken
conference took place.

“Te ready for mnew taclics,” said
Locke.
so, we oll bombard with rocks, then
settle down to hand-to-hapd fighting, if
they get close enough.”

“('alling out the storm troops, ch "
said Juck, wiping the blood from his
eve and selecting a handy little rock
weighing about a quarter of a hundred-
weight. “If one of the storm trﬂn!}ﬂ
holds this one and keeps fighting 1'll
jolly well give him best.”

Langsom considered his strength cqual
ta a lump waighing pretty well half a
hundredweight. Ferrers Locke and
Deane sclected smaller rocks, and made
little heaps of them.

“This i a disgraceful fight,” said
Locke, “but it is our only course, He-
member, a  hurricane ambardment,
then hand-to-hand——""

“ An’ lob rocks at their backs as they
retreat,” sald Deane. * That'll be prime
enough haul to keep 'em satished for an
hour or s0."

Deane was a good deal removed from
a crazed castaway now, iz well-laid
defences were being put to the test, and,
animal-like, the man was enjoying the
brutal fight.

They came in 2 body, as Locke had
surmised. 'They charged into the eave,
erushing each other i their efforts to
end the Aght quickly. The rocks could
not miss.

“They may rush in a body. 1

Over they went. Some of the attackers
rushed, velling with rage and pain, out
of the cave, but a great many still camé
on. The burricane bombardment could
not settle them all.

The front rank now fired rapidly. And
the sweet smell of burnt cordite came
to the distended nostrils of the desperate
defenders as they lay in the trench, the
ear-splitting crashing of the shofs and
the deafening pinging of the bullets
geeming to put their brains in'a whirl.

A man fell on top of them, but he was
disabled, with a broken collar-bone.
Locke wrenched his rifle away from him
and heaved him aside. The man was

senseless,
“Up! Up, and ecloser with them!"”
eried Locke. For the firing had ceased,

and - rifle-butts began to swish in the
air, often narrowly missing the heads of
friends and foes_ in the darkness.

Jack closed with a burly form, and
got a blow on the chest which sent him
reeling back. He dived in again, with
head. lowered, struck the man, whom he
could not see, just on the solar plexus.
At the same time as his head smashed
in he let drive with his fists—once,
twice. The blows thumped on the man’s
ribs, and he fall back, carrving two ol
the attackers with him,

FFerrers Locke was not hitting often:
but every blow he flashed out told.
Poter Deane, after having well nigh
broken a man's back by doubling him
over backwards, sent more rocks hurt-
ling towards the back of the cave, on the
reinforcements which pressed in there.

Langsom was doing noble work, too.
sending back his own particular
attackers like sacks of four, many of
them -to lie senseless.

Deanc's industrious efforts with the
rocks turned the tide of battle. Men
charged back, in a panic, and.a gencral
stampede for the outside air, where no
rocks flew gbout, sef in.

At last the desperate defenders found
no mare men to hght.

Jack Drake was groaning in a cornei.

“What is it, my boy ¥ asked Locke
anxiously.

“TI don't know, sir,” said Jack.
“Nothing! I ought not to have
groaved. Bit of a bruise, I expect,
Wh-what about our 'prizoners, sir?”

“Over the top with them,” ocdered
T.ocke. *“Bundle them over! Hi, out-
side, there! We'll let fwe men come
in, unarmed, and drag away your
casualties. We don't want 'em, and
they'll get killed if they're left for your
next attack.”

A babel of talk sounded outside. The
defenders gathered that Btromsund
wanted to Jeave the men, but the
trawlermen would have none of it. -

“MNo, no, chief! Save our mates or
we quit, ™

“They'll shoot wou down. They've

got rifles now !" shrieked Stromsutc.

“T'd take that ‘tec’s word Dbefore
vours, chief. I'll risk it, anywarxr. for
one.”’

“An' me for anoller. An’ no more
bull-ﬁt-tlle-gate tactics for e, Strom.
gund.”

“*You mutinous dogs——""

“Eteady, mate! We bam't in Revk-
juvik, within bail o’ a gunboai now, but
out on Brek Katel. Better be keevful,
chief.”

Stromsund could be heard splultering
with rage. Dnt (wo men came in all
the same, and dragged the casualtics
away.

Jack Drake felt that he had been
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really seriously damaged. He had
reoeived a terrifie jab in the ribs as he
was tripping up an attacker, Yo send
him hurtling back on his fellows, by
claeping him round the ankles. But he
pluckily kept any further groan or gasp
of pain from escaping hie lipa.

“What have we got, sir?”’ he =aid.
“YWhat's the bogty "

Farrers Locke winced at the halting
tones of his assistant. That Jack was
seriously hurt he was sure. But nothing
could be done at the moment.

““Four repeating rifles, fully loaded,”
said Locke.

“Then—then we're beticr off for
defence, sir. We might be able to keep
them from closing in again.™

Fﬂ;‘gﬁﬁ JLu-ekk e kﬂalt [{:]]{}w 'nl;i;lra hnlifI
AT & ) ack fo be. e gro wit
hie hands and found t’tm;g Foungster
lying down, with his shoulders against
1.{!3 sealsking  covering the Viking
* treasare, .

“What is it, lad 7" whispered Locke.

HI don't suppose it's much, sir,” said
Jack, “I got in the way of somebody’s
boot., ™

“Good heavens, boy ™

“The riflea will come in haidy, sir,
won't they ¥ asked Jack again.

“¥Yer, ves; but why——"

“Because I'm afraid 1 shall be nseless

for fand-io-hand fighting again,” said
Jack. *“I'll be able to hur]l & smallish
vock, though., Or shoot. I'd be most

useful with one of the rifles, sir, if you

conld turn me over on to my stemach

on the parapet of the trench——"'
“Good heavens, boy! Can't you

move "
“Not very well,” said Jack.
Aod it was Ferrers Locke who

poaned this time,

But a shont from Langsom interrupted
the detective’s examination of his
assrstant,

"Hervr Locke! Herr Locke! They'ré
going fto fire the vave! They've
brought materials from the trawler to
do it with! They will smoke s out! I
hear them discussing it now 1™

“Bo it's come, sir,” said Jack faintly.
"T'vo been foaring that from the start.”

*8Bo have 1," said Locke. “Are you
comfortable, my boy? If so, I think I
muat lead a sortie from the cave and
break up the party preparing the
materials for smoking us out.”

Locke was about to go when he felt
bugers gripping at his hand, Jack held
the detective's hand in a grip for a
second.

yet,

“We're done, sir!” he said. “But
try to come back into the cave.”

“I will, Drake,” said Locke huskily,
and so low thdat the dothers could not
hoar, “I'll rome back and carry you
out. What cver the end, you shall not
smother like & rat in & hole, my boy,
but shall lie down with & rifle and
render a pood account of yourseli to
the end.”

“I1f it comes to that, sir.”

"“Yes. There's always. hape. But
miracles don't happern, particularly in
Brek Katel, However, theve is hope!
More than you all think, perhaps.”

“Not more than I think, sir,” said
Jack faintly. "I deduce something
from Btromsund's hurry.”

“Langsom, Deane, stand by to follow
me,” ordered Locke curtly, leaving
Jack's side. “ My assistant 15 badly
hurt. We must make & sortie, break up
the working-party ouiside,
cover of the rock ledge beside Doane's
garden, and hold them off with our
rifles for as long &s we can from there.”

“With about twenty rounds, Herr
Locke " .

“More than that, Langsom,” said
Locke., “Dut a meagre enough supply
of bullets, all the same. 35till, we must
de our best. Ready? Then with a rush
and surprise is the order !

— e —

The Defence in the Open !

ACK DRAKE lct his head fal back
on the sealskin covering behind
him. He felt pretty bad. How
far ho.was damaged 1t was, of

course, impossible for him to kunow just
The pain was terrible. But, of
conrse, it might be something that
would pass off with rest. On the other
hand, it might be somethiog that woukd
ceripple him for life.

“1 needn't worry about myself,” he
muttered fairtly. “‘Seems to me that
the others are as badly off as I am.
But I do wish I could be up and at 'em
like they are!"

He heard a sharp shout, some carses,
and the sound of heavy blows falling.
Two rifie-reports sounded after the fist-
fight. Then silence.

Dipane come Joping into the cave.

“ Mister Locke he told me to tell you

as we'd taken the garding ledge” said

Deane. 1 be holdin’® the cave end o
the ledge, Mister Langsom be at the
middle, for a front attack, an’ the boss,
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he's at the end, facin’ sideways, wi' the
rifle wi' most ammunition in it.”
“Thanks, Peter ! said Jack.
off back to your post againl™

Peter Deane went loping ouf of the
Cave . again. "
“The chief i3 afraid of being ea-
filaded from the water pool ¥ muttered
Juck. “It's the first bullet for him, if
any of Stromsund’s men get mto posi-
tion there.™

A period of maddening silence fol-
lowed. Jack fretted as he lay. ageinst
the sealskins. Then, suddenly, a
terrific clatter of musketry sounded out.

Wild shouts broke in on the zifle-shots.

“Keep a round or itwo, Langsom!”
Jack heard Locke call out.

A stray bullet came giuging into theo
cave, and Jack ducked, _'witminﬁ_ with
pain the while and laughing at himself
for ducking.

The fight was brisking up outside,
And Langsom's shouts had a ring in
them that made Jack prick up his ears.
Deane bellowed like a maddened bull,
and Jack could imagine him -fighting
like the shvage he hiad become.

Then came & rapid order from Locke,
like & sudden burst of machine-gun fire.

“Langsom, keep that perty from
getting away on the left.” Then:
“Yes, yes, fire 1t all, man! They're
ranning like hares !

The firing died away to- desultory
cracks now and again. And Ferrers

o camea ruoning into the cave.

“The miracle's happened, Drake, my
boy 1" erved Locke. ™ Proctor and John
Carr bimself are leading an attaok on
Stromsund’'s flank, cutting him off from
the gsen, Btromsund’s men are Jowling
like infunts, and running for their lives
We're saved, my boy—saved!”

“Jingo, sy, 1£at‘5 good news, if you
like ! feel better already !™

“qie still, my boy, and we'll zoon be
back to you. We'll get you out of
Brek Eatel on some sort of & litber,
And you wen't be sorry to see the last
of the place, I'l warrant !” ;

“If Prottor’s got em:tugh dynamite on
the Stormcock, sir, I'd like to see him
blow the whole landecape to smither-
eens !* laughed Jack hapmly. But
Ferrers Lﬂoﬁe had gone.

There was renewed shouting outsida.
Then a short period of sileace.

“ By kokey, sir, an’ I be right glad to
be able to shake with ye! Bk me if [
didn't think we'd mever get here!™

It was Proctor's voice that broke the
silenoe, and Jack thrilled as he listened.
If there was onc man on the high scas
whom Jack respected and admired it
was Blaize Proctor, Admiral of the
Carr Fishing Fleet, on the Dogger.

The chattering party came into tho
cave. Lights blazed out. Proctor was
holding Peter Deane’'s arm, and poor
old Deane, his hairy face h-enmmf;
looked &t Proctor as a father would
look at a long-lost son.

“An' ye sauy John'll be up soon?”
Deane was asking.

“Ay, ay, Peter, yo old rascal!”
Proctor was roplying, his voice curiously
jerky. *“An’ ye've been here on Brek
Katel all these here years, eh? Livin'
on the fat o the land, the king o' all
ye sarvey, ch?  An' where's Mastor
Drake. sir? By thunder, I hope the
boy ain’t hurt bad. Ah, there ye are,
shiptnate 1"

" Trot

(e wiex fndoed o happy re-union, bul
Loeke wind his parly arc act aut of tj';‘.-.
waod yet. Mind you road wext week's

thpilling i neg il A dira. )
r.fi'.Hﬂéi{;ﬂi}ﬂﬁiﬂk;ﬂl“ﬁ__ﬂh._ G56,
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SPECIAL TEST MATCH ARTICLE FOR NEXT WEEK—

‘“‘SHALL WE BOWL THEM OUT?’" BY MAURICE TATE.

15

?

-, (/. —
f"% .III‘
(The Well-known Lancashire Cricketer.)

WHERE SHALL WE PUT ALL THE WOULD-BE
SPECTATORS 7

HE othtr day a friend of mine
ghowed me a card he bad received
from Lord's regarding tickets for the
Test mateh which is Lo played

thera at the end of June. ' On this card
thera were some very significant words
printed : “ Stand tickets for the Tesl match
can only be issued to these who purchase
admission tickets, as the pround may have
to b cloged to all bot admission and stand
ticket holders.” Those few words—* the
ground may have fo be clored "—have
behidd them what seems to be ohe of the
mindr problems of the season—where shall
we put all the people who will want to
gée the hig games between England wnd
Australla®

FOINTE OF SPECIAL INTEREST.

At thia date there is no necessity for me
to make more than mere pussing reference
to the interest which ie being tuken in tha
coming fights for the * Ashes.” On every
hand it i3 obvions enough that—by way of
a etart, at any rate—there is Interest in
these games gréater than has ever bheen
ehown in any cricket matches during my
experience. Everything hbs contributed to
work up this interest—the obvious fact that
Bogland standa a good chanceé of winning
hack the crieket homours first and foremost.

Then the best of the old brigade of
Augtralinng are bhereé, reihforced by soma
clearly Interesting -mew - personalities, In

-

football we had a Cup Fipal between two
Tancashire teams, hut a few days before
that Final tie was to bhe played the
TLantashire newspapers found room for qoite
a lot of matter about the Australizns. So
there is mo necessity to worry about even
football killing interest in ericket.

IMPROVEMENTS ALL ROUND.

Fortonately, the people who will have the
worry if the crowds geb foo hiz for all the
would-he epectators to be  oecommodated
appear to have had the good sense to see

C.

HALLOWS.

what was comiog. In every direction almost
there has heen aon effort to make an
appreciable increase in the holding capacity
of the grounds on which the Test matches
are due to be played,
a couple of new stands, so T believe, have
uppeared on the Trent Dridge ground st
Nottingham, where the opening Sght for the
“ Ashes " will take pluce, and these mean
accommadation for about fAve thouzand
more people.  Thos at Nottingham they coan
iwow take anything wp (o twenty-five thon-
gand. At Old Trafford, of courze, a lobt of

During the winter:

money—something  like twenty- thousand
pounds, I wunderstand—has been spent on
the ground during the winter for the welfare

and the comfort of the watchers, and much
ne has th be told’

the same sort of story

regarding the headquarters of ericket—
Lord’s.
THE RBIO EFFORT AT LORD'S.

Almost superhuman efforts, I woderstand,
have been made to get the alterations at
Lords fnished, and I was rather amused to
Iearn that the workmen hagd been * belbed ™
to a special efort by the promise of a free
ticket for a day's cricket for each month
of work they had put in on the new stands.
In this respect the people at headguarters
inay be sald to be not only. increasing the
aceommodation, but doing & little bit to
gpread interest in the good old game. It is
understood that it will now be possible to
put 40,000 people on the ground at Lord's,
but I don't think  that anybody mneed
worry about the England and Australian
ericketers playing the Test match with any
benches empty.

WHERE AUSTRALIA BEATE US.

I have just seen a picture which one of
the men who visited Australia in the winter
before last brought back with him. It shows
a Test match In progress at 3ydney, and
the erowd s 47,000 stronmg. Il Bydney has
nearly ffty thousand people ready to pay
to see o Test maktch, what can London pro-
vide? The pity of it is that our cricket
grounds are 8o comparatively emall, They
have served their purpose wup fo now, of
course, but there have been occasions—say,
when Lancashiee and Yorkshire have been
playing—when the crowds have reached
epormous  proportions,  DBut  though the
problem of where to put all the people who
will want to see the Test matches may be
a matier of worry to the responeible heads,
it at least provides the consolation that
ericket is meither dead nor dying.

WHAT ABOUT WEMEBLEY 7

I have heard the suggestion put forward
that one aof the Test matthes shduld be
played at Wembley, but I take it that there
nre insuperable difcuities in the way of such
an experiment being carried out, 1t may
be doubted, for instance, whether it would
be possible to get as troe o wicket in o very
Few weeks as we batsmen like to have to
operate on. Without exaggeration, I think
we can say that if it had proved possible
to play a Test match at Wembley, then the
halding capacity of that wonderful arena
would have been taxed, just as it was for
the first Cup Final which was played there.
You see, it helpz such o lot il people know
that there iz plenty of room. Everyhody
said that the Wembley wrena was hig enough
to hold all the folk who would ever want
to see a Cup Final, but it wasn’t. And it
i# a certainty that the Owval, for instance,
in apite of extenzlons which have becn made
during the winter, wili not be hig emongh
on any day of the last Test Match i it
turns out that it is a Bght-to-a-Ani-li game,
ax It may well do, to decide which country
should hald the * Ashes.™

Goirrr
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“PAUL PRY” Takes a Hop into Kent.

HERE are certain things which might be eald abont thiy had made the same sort of start In county

Frank Edward Woolley, the star of Kent, which/

would give rise to argument. 1 might remack

for example, that in my view e |3 the n-n.ﬂa:p
Some
people might differ from that statemnent, and declare. that

all-round cricketer England has hidd since the War,
other men were entitled to the hononr.

2o far as most of us are concerned, however, there iz oRe
+4hing which we can say about Woolle .._..mn____“.ﬁ :.E.. of
am only-a

contradiction—that we can look up to 2
little man myself, and when 1 looked
standing over six feet in helght, I fe
dld many, vears &
Er.—:mn:u at the
order to put the
If this man of

ot Frank Wool

mp-
ont for a joke.

know whether in

very miuch bke -1
when I was g little boy and stood
t whirh I wanted to choddn

ent will forgive me for saving: o he
uggested the F__.__.__.ﬁnmw to me very definitely. I don't
s many journeyings on erfcket  frelds

chet a9 Frank Woolley made,
. mshire when He was ninetem Wwﬂﬂ of age, Lancashire
iatted firat, and among the fellows who got muns galore
vas feble Johnny Twldesley, who chose the occasion to score
W5 not out,  In that innings Woolley had over o hundred
wnd seored off him and only obtained one wicket. In
he conrse of the innings, too, Woolley missed & couple of
wichea, and J.H,._w:. it came his tum to bat he was dismisaed
ot & ditek. " H there was ever any danger of & lsd having
ormelbed hewd,' Woolley sald, in recalling his debut, *a
dart Hke that would have cnred him for ever™
Stilly the people who rile Kent eounty cricket don't drop
o mamn beegusze e docsn't do wonders in his first mateh,
A hls third game for Keot against Surrey, Woolley had thé
aprg-of clean bawling Tom Hayward, as well a3 sgoma
T Burrey batsmen, There is no necossity for me to
tll in detall all the things which Frank has done for Kent

This was against Lan-

he has ever happened to fall under a roller, but b dpoks|is the years since the first one In which he appeared for

as If eomething
instead of round,

Personally, I never see Frank Woolley without, the feel

ing that it is & pity there s such a thing as & reguistion
The opdinary bat §s really too small for hine—he
ought to have one about hall as long again as that which?
iz supplied to players of average stature, When 1 snggrestad
this to him a Hitle while ago just a2 he was going guiito

A fow. minutes
, wotching him in the distance, that he was

bk,

#tart his innin
Inter I 0
srolling more broadly than ever as he smacked ball afoe
ball to the boundary.

, e smiled & broad smile.

d made him grow all one way—upwards|

I have never heard a bowler say

ammty, When they had Blythe to bowl at oné ead
. Waoolley at the other, any ot of batsmen who went
-le om a slicky wicket Knew what the essence of agony
sourld bre
A o sllp ficlder he deserves to be mentioned in the same
meathons Jaok Gregory, of Avstralle, and though I would
wh say-that his batting s perfect—he s apt to take a few
wrern bifors he settles down—of this we can rest assured—
ﬂu...,.. itheen Is no more delightful bateman to watch onca he
& “#t.  Never do I watch him without wondering all
riwer agaln why left-handed players get more power behind
4 ball then right-handed players,

that. Frank Woolley ought to be given a blgger hat,) In every stroke Woaolley puts power, and there is no
becanse most of them know that the ordinary bat i« quite deoke cither in front or behind the wicket which he cannot

mﬁ_ga:nr for him.
O g,
them Sﬂﬂaﬂ

HH%EH payer out In Australis.

here I8 one fact abouf that mnings which should c...#

mentioned beeanse It shows neore cleary than & lot of word
can show, the sort of batsman that Woolley s Righ

through his stay ot the wicket while he was making those
B05 runs not one single malden over was sent downdiye those|

bowlers of Tasninsia,
Now let me tell vou something about lim.
right at the boginning he was bhorn at Tonbridge, and

The bowlers of Tasmania, once inmake,
wene certainly of this opinion when he smaclked
right, to tha leff, to the front and to the rear
for 305, the biggest score which has ever been mode by an

o ﬁfm“-lu of Kent

As o cricketer, and as & man, he has gained the
poet of all, sven though oceasionally he haz, when play-
for England, failed to live Jﬁ ta his all-round reputation.

Well might the poet heon thinking of Woolley when he
WPOle

8 He's o player and no mistake,

t Comes to jt born and bred.,

Dines bn pads for practice sake,
And goes with a bat to hed.

Io thinking over my prévions observition 1hat this
sornetimes disappointed up with his play

you don’t know Tonbridge I am hot going to_deseribe the|im Test watehes—The was not a great success ont in Aus-

lnce
ﬂ...:e to-which justice can only be done by a poet.

."_ﬂ“ Y, because it 18 one ﬁ_ﬁ ﬁ.u.._.ﬂ.s E_.—_“-E_.-.? .ﬂ-.‘.nﬂ_.-_—* mu.-.i_.-l HWE.T._HH d.wrn_ E...—. tour u__.n.__“—.. st

it Doewrs o me
(that I shall probably be drawn over the coals for failing

beautifnl cricket grounds I have ever seen.  Aqd in ki

carly days, Frank Woolley evidently thought a great deal M- .
_E__ #w_n _H.E__E_nnn_.,_.__....nman_é__:n.L__:..__..sﬁ.?_,“ia:-iﬁn:

geen on it ong before ho got anything ke

we call the veteran stage, For my part, EY T,

simple-ldoking slows of hiz before he fAnally
cricket.
on almost a3 fast ax Woolley does when at £
in his best fighting maood.

The possibilities of Woolley as o bateman were yecogniaed

by
believers In the nursery for young ericketers—when, ¥Frank

by the Ecnt County suthoritice—who have ever

% feed In Helght 4
It is thirty-nine years and a few days since he fime saw L
light of day, which means that he i3 now approaching what

« mich in England when Frank Woolley not only Bved
his wery best pepatation but made sl England

prowmd of, i,

Thise: peos - the second Prat mateh in 1921 playved ot

wt'm, fenemally speaking, England gave a most dls-

sppointing exhibition in that mateh, for in the frst innings

__..._—H..H._m_- side which was sopposesd to be apeclally strong in the
be very much surprised if he hazn't o ot more runs b tH®. uﬂ

all-too-small bat of his yet, and il he doesn’t lurh & greggh.. s
number of batsmen to their destruction with these inskilons, than 85, or more than

pdepartment were dismissed for o total of 187,
man of Kent clalmed no fewer

-ppunber the Jo
alf the total, and I believe he

retires from Weukl have gt & century in that inninga hasl he not felt
Howeyver, 1 am going ahead of mysel{——mshing e maceselty to hinrcy unduly beeaurt the other batsmen
velok o s Weres wemnding. thelr way back to the pavitlon in o melan-

ofioly procession,  Out of the lhst cight men who eame
it to support Woolley only ome sueeceded |0 reaching
douhle . figures.

Ih the seeomul innings of that asme game it was agaln

was only fifteen vears of age. Theosa in charge ai Tonbridge Frank Woslley who stood in the breach, defying the

asked him if he would Hke to have a turn ot the nets during | Avstmblan bowlers until he hoad seorsd 93,

moming practice, to which Frink responded
readilyv, Im fact, it I8 mamouwced  thadt
asked if he would like to play ericket for
Eent, he repliedd : * Wonld a duck Uke to
swim ¥ "

Naturally, e had to go through his
term ol :—mw_..__,.ﬁ.__._wﬁu..___.: and 1 believe he
had some doubts in his own midd as to
whether he would eventually prove good

enough 1o EJ_. for Kent as o batzman,
S0 he did what I commend tn every boy
reader : thought that i wounldn't be o

baed idea I he did his best to make sare
that #f he failed os o boetsman, he would
st have valoe as & bowler, B0 he started
to practise bowling, and that brings mn
to find justification for the statement
made at the wvery heginning of thees
notes - that so far as fgurs can  prove
anything, they prove that. Woolley =
the grentest Enpland  all-sonnder  sineo
the War, I 1hink there are some Lels
who would bhave hraken their bhearis

AR yOou dre

very oW gware, there are only twe batasmen who have mode
when he was s Mndesd in coeh nndngs io o Test mateh between England

amill Anstralin, but a fellow who can got
inta the " aeevous ninetlos " as Plhey are
callml in two innings when his comrades
are fallieg to the loft amd right of him s
fdegrrving of & place among the heroes of
vricket.

Waoolley ddoes not talk about the things
e has dlone—he 8 too nwrlest, for that,
but he shares a pecord which will cortadnly
fake a ot of beating. At Stourbridge in
1908 he and Arflar Felder put on 255 runs
for the Inst. wickel, Whon they becamao
auscrinted lent were st same way ghort
af the Waorcester fieal. innines total, bt
that =tand of 235 Faabled the Hop connty
Lo pain & fead of nEacly two Divaedned,
el the team won by an innigs, Truly
this giant has b 4 breaker of Bowlers’
Fra-irt s,

==Y Jack

PLAYERS svorrs WATCHING!
LJack HOUDS e

The Famous Surrey and England Batsman

gives us.

his opinion on the Strong and Weak Points of
the Australian Team.

HERE are already miang indications
that the Test matches againet
Austrdlin are golog to add enor-
moasly to the interest of English

ericket this seazon, and the men who are
to try to prevent England winning back
those mythical ** Ashes ' are much-discussed
personalities, especially those new fo
English wickets, among whom are several of
the most attractive of the sixteen viaitors.
Naturally. my frequent visits to Australia
have made me guite familiar with the Aos-
trallan cricketers and their strong and weak
points—all our visitors, in fact, except 8. C.
Everett, the young fast bowler, who was
included in the last four selections, and whe,
until his arrival in this conntry. was totally
unknown here. 1 cannot recall ever seeing
him. I'm certain he never played against
s even in & colts mateh, so that his advance
during-the past Australian season must bave
been meteorie. His selection was largély. due
ta the recoguition of the necessity for having
a bowler to furnish some relief for Gregory,
who has reached a rtage in the carser of
& fast bowler when the best iz not got out
of him il he iz worked too strenucusly.

THE “QOO0daLIE"™ MEN.

Probably the frst of the new men 1o
attract particular attention is Grimmett, the
South Apstralinn bowler, and 1 think he will
figure &o prominently in the big games ns
to vie in puoblic interest with W, H. Pons-
ford the young batzman. Though a googlie
bowler, Grimmett differs somewhat from
A A, Muiley, in that he does not spin the
ball 80 mueh, hut he sends down very few
“had ores.’ 1 had but a very brief exper-
enee of him in the last Test mateh In
Australin, My stay at the wickets was nnil

W. M. WOODFULL

g long as M sometimes b5, and Grmmetlt
gol me out once—stomped, though the
decizion did mnot mest with nniversal
approval in Australia. Googlie bowlers aro
rather uncertain quantitiez, apd 1 have
glways had the impression that such bowlers
are liable Lo be “found ont.” WYhen that
lappens they are apt to prove expensive.
They are, however, often weeful in breaking
up a partnership, and, to bhe quite candid,
I should like to fee one of as good class s
Mailey or Grimmett in an England side.

WILL PONSFORD'S FAULTS VANISH?

The new Australiam batsman of especial
prominence 8 W, H. Poneford. When  we
last lamded in Awstralin we found he had a
great repntation, and, though he was quite
ayeccssful against we g the last touwr, my
tnpression was that e searcely played wp
to expectations. To Englizsh #yes he had ane
or two faults, and he always struck me as
being nervous b the stark of hiz innings.
Fur all that, be is g batsman for whom

an Englizh season may do a lot, and he may
develop into a very great player. [ shall
not be surprised to find him getting many
rans on Eoglish wickets, for T have noticed
in the case of Australinn batsmen that what
appear to bhe faults om their own wickets
often disappear when they play in England.
Auetralian cricketers have 2 wonderful
faculty for adapting themselves to different
conditions,

THE PATIENT NEWOCOMER.

W. M. Woodfall, of Victoria, is another
ol the younger bhatzmen who gets a lot of
rung, but I'm afrafd his style will not com-
mend itsell to English éyes—clever enoungh,
if you like, but stolid, rather unenterprising.
Australin’s long-drawn-out  matches have
probably a tendency to prodoce or encoursgs
thiz type of bateman, which is not the best
for winning three-day matches. People geu
impatient lhere, and complain of ericket
being slow. [ often wonder what they would
think of the leisurely progress of Australian
matches, where the crowids, despite the stories

W. H. PONSFORD.

of barracking, are most tolerant towards
defensive batsmen. They are so completely
wrapped up in the game, 20 appreciative of
its MAner paoints, that every gouod stroke
appeals Lo them, irrespective of its scoring
gualities.

THEIR MEDIUM MARN.

Arthur Richardson, like Grimmett a South
Australian. is a capable medium-pace bowlev,
whose best ball seems to hang back and has
g copsiderable of.break, Occasionally be
bowls a straight., faster one. Now that
Eellaway is not in the team, 1 fancy the
Australians will place chiel rellance upon
him for their E_::E.____.ﬂpnn trundling. His
chief fault, against which I see several of
ithe Australian eritics have already warneid
him, is that he is inclined to piteh them
ghort, and muy offer opportunities for
 pulling " on English wickets, If Richardson
overcomes this defect—and it ought to be
possible—he may easily hecome one of the
most dependable howlera.

WILL TAYLOR BE TOP SCORER]|?

The lnst of the fAive new men s Olditeld’s
understudy, J. V. Ellis, the Vietorian wicket-
keeper, whose choice proves that ability to
keep was the real factor that counted In his

cholee. , The Australinn selectors metéd
wisely, for I always maintain that ¥ou
cannot take chances with your wicket-

keeping. Not that FEllis cannot bat.

iContinved on page 10.)
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