


-

zmmmzmmmmamnmsmmgumgmmxﬂmMsszm:msmmmﬁsmgmmum

3 X THE MAGNET LIBRARY. oS

e

S22 B EEARLE RARLRRARELA 22452200202 iﬂﬂﬁ.ﬂ.ﬁﬁ!&:ﬂaﬂ!— 220025

_ :

THE COVER TO LOOK FOR ON :
THE BOOKSTALLS NEXT MONDAY! :
4 Wonderful Free Gil't Inside!
:

This i

FREE }

This Dandy GIFL §'
Photo of one . E
of Englands s E
- MACAULAY g
- —The E
willlock Bl -
simply “It" e E
' Yorkshire— g
m.ﬂ“r :' is printed EE
private ' s in 2 colours %E
boys | and is 3
absolutely %E

true to life! B

WHAT DO YOU THINK OF THAT FOR A FREE GIFT, BOY5?
Isn’t it scrumptious? Isn’t it just the thing you've been waiting for ? What-ho !
And hear this well in mind: THERE ARE MORE TO COME!!!

To this excellent life-like photo of Macaulay you will be able to add, from week to week, the pick of the
AUSTRALIAN and ENGLISH cricketerss. Won't the complete set look dandy on your mantelpiece!
Won't your friends envy you? Gee, boys, this is no occasion for modesty; the “ MAGNET" FREE
GIFTS WILL BE SOUGHT AFTER BY EVERY BOY AND GIRL IN THE WORLD., MIND YOU'RE
ONE OF THE FIRST TO JUMP IN AND SECURE THIS “ SOMETHING FOR NOTHING" TREAT.

RET TP TET P T TR TETETET O e

gi-‘ P PP T o TP PP T C TS YT ORI TTTTTTIIICRUTTTTTTTFIFIFY

Tre Maconer Lisrary.—No 959,



PONSONBY THE TRICKSTER ! When Cecil Ponsonby, of Highcliffe, anccepts a challenge fo do baftle with o Greyfriars
fellow, it's time for that fellow fo gel suspicious, for Ponsonby has about as much fight in him ag a burst balloon
and hopes to evade the consequences of that challenge Iy trickery !
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Bunter Knows Best !

i UNTER !
B
“T.ook here, Bunter—"

“!;:E‘h !J'!
“YWou fat duffer—" reoared Bob
Cherry.
“Chuck 1t! said Bunter.

William George Bunter, of the Grey-

friars Remove, scemed to be in an
independent mooad.
. It was morning break at Gm{,'frint'a:
and in the quadrangle, Harry Wharton
& Co. were gatﬁemd round Billy
Bunter.

It was but seldom that the Famous
Five, of the Remove, sought the com-
pany of Billy Bunter; generally, they
rather avoided it if they could.

MNow they all seemed to want to speak
to him; and they were all speaking at
once, and with emphasis.

“You silly owl [" said Harry Wharton,
in groat exasperation. ‘“‘You've got to
listen! I tell you—"

Bunter held up a fat hand.

“I've said chuck it, and I mean
chuck it,” he said. “I'm dealing with
this matter, Wharton—that iz, the
Head and I are dealing with it together.
I don’t want any advice from you
follows. When 1 want any, I'll ask
for it, seoe?”

“But=—-y" hogan Frank Nugent.

“¥You needn't butt in, Nugent.
Chuek 1t

“My esteemed fatheaded Bunter——"
began Hurree Jamset Ram Siugh.

“Chuclk it, Inky!™

“Look lere—"" roared Johnny
DBull.

“Rats ™

And Nilly Bunter, independent and
lofty, turned to walk away, with his
fat little nose elevated in the air.
For once, owing to peculiar ecircum-
stances, Billy Bunter was & person of
somo  importanee; and 38 was  like
Bunter to make the most of his un-
usual and temporary importance,

He turned his back on the Famous
Five, to waik away; but he had taken
aonly one step when o grip of iron fas-
toned on his collar, and f:a Was swung
Lack.

"Ow!" howled Dunter.
With Bob Cherry’s powerful grip on
Lis ecollar, Bunter spun  round ]iﬁ.g B

vory fat humming-top. Hea faced the
Famous Five again, gaszping for breath.
“HNow, you cheeky fat duffer——"
growled ?Euh.

TDw ! Wow!

Bunter.

“Oh, kick him!" exclaimed Johnny
Bull impatiently. “What he wants is
kicking, and. kicking hard!”

“Oh, really, Bull—"

* Listen to me, Bunter,” said Harry

nkl

Leggo! roared

A Magnificent New
Long Compléte
Story of Harry
Wharton & Co., at
Greyfriars, intro-
ducing Cecil Pon-
sonby, the Cad of
Highcliffe.

By
FRANK RICHARDS.

or two don't cost that Higheliffe cad
very much.”

“Think I don't know that?” said
Bunter scornfully. “0f course Pon will
tell lies—it means a ﬂc-?ini for ham,.
But I shall jolly- well ix him. You
leave it fo me.”

“Whether vou fix him or not doesn’t
matter much—if he gets off the flog-
ging, wa shall handle him for what he
did,” said Harry. “What I want to

Wharton, “You're_ going over to warn %u about is, stick to the truth

Higheliffe with the Head when we go when Dr. Veysey asks you questions

in to third lesson—" about it. ono of your confounded
“Yeos! Leggo my collar, Bob fibbing.

Cherry, yvou beast,”

“The Head's going to complain to
Dr;j Vcrj;-;u-ay about that cad Ponsonby
and—

' LEEEG s

“And you're going as a wilness,”
satd Harry. “As it happens, you woere
the only fellow that saw Ponsonby
playing that rotten trick yestorday at
the old FPriory. We all know that he
did it, but you were the only fellow
that saw him.”

Billy Bunter jerked his collar away
from Bob Cherry's grasp, and blinked
wrathfully at the chums of the Remove
through his big spectacles. But he did
not venture to roll away again,

" Now,” went on the captain of the
Remove, " Ponsonby's & rotter, and a
rank outzider; and he played a dirty
trick on us in shutting us up in the
priory vaults. But we wanted to deal
with him ourselves about it, and we
should not have mentioned him to the
Head--weo dida't see him close down
the stone after ws, and we needn't have

iven him away. But, of course, you

ad to blurt it out.”

“1 considered it my duty to state the
facts,” said Bunter loftily. “I don't
eall it o joke, to shut fellows up in
those dashed vaults, where we might
have starved for dayz before we were
found, I was jolly late for tea, es it
was, That’s serions™

*Anvhow, you've told the Head, and
he's going Lo see the Headmaster of
Highclilfe about it,” said Harry., “That
can’t ba helped now. He's taking you

with bimn as & witnesd. Ponsonby
docsn't know that he was scen, and
very likely he will deny the whole

thing."
“Most likely,” said Ilob, “ A whopper

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“ Btate what you know, and nothing
that you don't know," said the captain
of the Remove., “ Do you understand "

“Rats!™

Wharton compressed his lips.

“You fat duffer,” he said. “It was
rotten giving Ponsonby away to the
Head, anyway—we shouldn’t have done
it. Some of the Higheliffe eads will
make out that it's not playing the
game.'

“Lot ‘em ! said Bunter,

“If Ponsonby denies it, the other
fellows there will believe him, or at
least take his side. And if you tell any
of vour usupal lieg—"

“Took hoera—"

“LCan't vou understand?” exclaimed
Wharton angrily. *“If you exaggerate
or tell any lies, you will be bowled out,
and it will look as if we're bringing a
false accnsation apainst a fellow wo dis-
like. That's what we're alvaid of

“ Bosh !

“"Koep to the exact truth—"

“And let that cnd get off a flogging.
after he shut uz up in those beastly
vaults ! oxclaimed DBunter warmly.
can jolly well tell you that I'm not
lutting'“Pﬂns::-nb}' off. I was late for
lep——

“You sillv ass! roared Dob,

“We might have spent a night in
the wvaults,” exclaimed DBunter indig-
nantly. “Alight have pitched into
some pit or other, in the dark, and all
sorts of things, I'm not letting Pon-
gotby off, I can tell youn. He's not
going to get off by telling whoppers
about 1t. That's & game two can play
at, see?”

Tho Famous Five glared at Bunter,
in deep cxasperation.

THE MAGNET Liprany.—No. 959,

[Copyright in the United States of America.)



¢ LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY

— e e —

1t was sheer ili-luck, from their point
of view, that Bunter had been the wit-
ness, and the only witness, of Fon-
sonby’s dastardly action iue previous
day. .

The matter was serious—so Serious,
that Dunter was not perhaps much to
bhlame for having told Dr. ke what
he knew. So long as he kept to the
exact truth in the matter, there was no
harm done. But the Co. knew their

Bunter. It was almost a Ehyﬁica.] im-
possibility for Bunter to keep to the
truth.

The Head of Highelife would not
be willing to find a Highcliffe fellow
guilty of such an action. He was cer-
tain to question Bunter closely,

Bunter was deeply incensed by his
fright in the priory vaunlts, He was
determined to make Ponsonby “sit up "
for it. And if he added his usual fanci-
ful details to the story, it was quite
likely that the whole thing might be
dismiszad as a false accusation.

Ponsonby’s escape from punishment
did not matter much—the Famous Five
were prepared to deal with that detail
themselves at a favourable opportunity.
But it mattered very much indeed 1
their old enemies at Higheliffe had o
chanee of declaring that a [alse accusa-
tion had been brought. DBunter did rot
seem to seo it; but Harry Wharton &
Co. saw it very clearly.

Clang !

It was the bell for third lesson.

Bunter grinned.

“You leave it to me,” he said. “1'll
fix Ponsonby. TI'll seo that he doesn’t
get off a Aogging. That's all right. 1

on't want any advice from you fellows.
Leave it to me."

H3tick to the exact truth, Bunter—

“Don’t I keep on telling you that |
don't woant any advice ™ said DBunter.
“Chuck it, vou knoaw 1"

Wharton drew a deep breath,

“Will vou try to understand, you fat
idiat ¥ he said. “We've got friends at
Higheliffe as well as enemies. Nobody
cares what Ponsonby thinks, or Gadsby,
or Monson, or any of that set, But we
don't ‘want Courtenay or the Caterpillar
to believe that we've descended to such
a thing as telling lies about a fellow we
dislike.™

“You can't teach me anything, Whar-
ton,"” s=did Billy Bunter disdainfully.

“Bave your bfeath, old man.”

A I,te 1 }Iml__l'

“Time you got in to class,’ said
Bunter. “You'll have Quelehy aflter

you, if vou're late.”

Tha bell had ceased. Harry Wharton
& Co. had to start for the Form-room
leaving Bunter to his own devices; and
they went in a deeply uneasy mood,

Billy Bunter pgrinned aller them as
they departed.

M8illy chumps ! he mormured., ' I'm
jolly well not going to let them dictate
to me, I know that. And I'm jolly well
going to see that Pondonby deesn’t get
off a fAogging. What-ha !

And Bunter rolled away to the Head's
house, greatly pleased at the prospect of
booking Ponsonby fov a fogging at
Higheliffe, and still mora pleased to
escape third lesson with Mr. Quelch.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
In Suspense !

L HATE Pon been up to,
Franky 1™
It was De Courcy of the

Highcliffe Fourth, otherwise
known as the * Caterpillur,” who ashed
that question in the quad ot High-
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cliffe. Frank Courtenay, the junior
captain of Higheliffe, glanced at him.

‘Pon?” he repeated.

“Pon ™ said the Caterpillar. “You're
not interosted in Pon, are you,
Frm{?ltjr ?’; ] dC dryl

“Vary little,” said Courtenay dryly.

“Tha{'s where we differ,” Eﬂird_ Da
Courcy., “"I've told you lots of times
that I regard Pon—dear old Pon—as an
interestin’  study. Pon's been up to
somethin’, and he's afraid of the chopper
comin’ down.” )

Clourtenay shrugged hiz shoulders,

He was Pu-ns.ﬂrﬂ:y‘ﬁ cousin, but theve
was no love lost between him and the
blackguard of the Highclifie Fourth.
They had never been friends, and they
saw little of onb.another. Out of the
Form-room Courtenay's ihoughts just
now wera given chiefly to cricket—a
matter which did not interest Pon and
his select nutty circle. :

“ Well, I suppose the chopper will come
down on Poh sooner or later,” said

Cﬂ;li':rtﬂﬂl.j'. “He keeps on asking for
it.

“And he won't be happy till he
gets it,” smiled the Caterpiilar. *But I

really  believe it's serious this - time,

f Franky. Did you notice Pon at all yes-

terday afternoon i

“Not in the least. I was at cricket,
wlere you ought to have been, Cater-
pillar,” added Courtenay.

“Mea culpa ! sighed the Caterpillar.
“YWhat.a lot of things we ought to deo
that we don't do! ‘As that Inky bloke
at Greyiriars would put it in his jolly
variety of the English language, the
oughtfulness is meore terrific than the
performfulness 1™

ourtenay laughed,

“Well, loahn" about and wastin® my
grr:eimgs t.im_n,‘i;pu know,” went on the

aterpillar lazly, “I noticed that Fon
went out with Gaddy and ‘Monson,
Gnddl:,' and Monson came in without
him.”

“Dnd they ("
wmdifferently.

“Pon came in later,” said De Courey.
*1 shouldn't perhaps have noticed hiinm,
But I heard Drory askin® him what was
the mdatter. Pon was lookin® quite white
an’ upset. I asked him whether he had
scen a giddy ghost, and he answered
quite rudely.” ¢

The Caterpillar broke off, with a gnn.

“I'm borin” you, Franky ¥"" he zaad.

“Oh, no; go on" said Courtenay.
“I'm sorry if E’nns:mbﬁ' har landed him-
salf into real trouble at last, DBut a
fellow who meets bookmakers and
racing-touts outside the school iz asking
for troublo. ‘The wender is that he
hasn’t landed himszalf before.”

“I don’t think it's anythin' in the
racin’ line this time,” sawd the Catar-
pillar thoughtfully. “Pon’s been up to
somethin®, and he's alraid—goodness
knows of what. Look at hun now.”

The Caterpillar nodded in the direc-
tion of a group of juniors ncar the
House stepsi—Ponsonby, Gads if, and
Monson. Ulourtenay glanced at them,

said Cowrtenay

Undoubtedly Ponsonby of the Fourth
diidf not look his usual cheery and nutty
sell.

Gadsby and Monson were talking.
Pon was quite silent, There was a cloud
on his brow, and he seemed buried in
thought. Uccasionally he slarled to
attention, as it were, to answer sonie re-
mark from his companions, only to
dunge again into gloomy meditation,
i‘“i lum abstraction was observed by
Gadsby and Monson, who exchanged
sipnificant glances.

““Looks bright an’ chippy, doesn’t he,
Franky 1 .

“ Jle looks as if his horse had come 1n

———i

eleventh,” said Courtenay. “I've soen
him looking like thet before.”

“Bomethin' more serious this time,
old bean,” said the Caterpillar, “ Gaddy
and Monson don't know what it is, and
they'd know if it was & recin’ disaster
Let's go and speak a cheery word of
comfort to him, Franky, There's tithé
before third lesson,”

“Oh, rot!" said Courtenay,

“Dear man, are you losin’ your tender-
hearted consideration for the qﬁhﬂ-ppjf
an' afflicted " asked the Caterpillar re-
proachfully, *Pon's down on his luck,
and a little bright an' genial conversa-
tion might buck him. Come an' help me
buck up poor old Pon," :

The Caterpillar strolled towards the
Knutty group at the steps, with ‘his
hands in %nia pocketz and a lazy smile on
his face, Frank Courtenay did not follow
him, however. . The Caterpillar had once
been a member of Ponsonby's nutty
civele, and he still regarded them with a
good-natured tolerance; byt his graver
and more serious chum did not find 1t 50
pagy to tolerate idleness and slacking
and shady blackguardism.

De Courcy nodded cheerily %o the
three nuts.

" Anythin' I can do?" he ashed.

Ponsonby came out of his gloomy
abstraction again, and looked at him
with rather hostile inguiry,

“What are you drivin’ at?" he asked

gruffly.
Toeain' a man in troubla, my natural
impulse i3 to lend B helpin’ hand™

explained the Caterpillar,

‘Whe's in trouble ?”

“¥ou are, old bean.”

“What utter rotl” said Ponsonby.
fiushing. “ What's put that silly idea
into your silly head!”

“¥Your bright an’ cheery looks, old
bean,” said 1} Courcy. ‘I don't know
what you were doin’' yesterday afier-
noon, though by that swellin’ on your
nose, I gather t]{at you went out lepkin'
for trouble an’ found some., Bukb you're
not mournin’ over your lost beauty—
what "

Gadshy and Mongon grinned, and
Ponsonby scowled, and passed his hand
over his swollen nose.

“I had a row with a Greyiriars cad !"
he muttered. '

“Licked him, I hope?™

“It was a friend of yours—at least. of
Courtenay's,” said Gadsby. “That
bitghter with the hoofs—Bob Cherry ¥

“Is he a friend of mine?" asked the
Caterpillar thoughtiully, “Yaas, I be-
lieve so. I believe in kecpin® on
Iriendly terms with a man with a four-
point-seven punch. ¥You woke up the
wrong passonger, Pon.”

“Mind your own bizney!"™ sunapped
FPonsonby.

At the present mioment, dear man,
I'm mindin’ yours,” said the Caterpillere
imperturbably. ** Don’t mind me, it's
only my way—pretty Fanny's way, you
know. I see you in a sad and moultin’
state. an' I've trickled along to comfoirt
Fni,

! “{Oh, don't be an asa!™

“8o it's soinething to do with the
Greyfriars chaps,” went on the Cater-
pillar. * Scrappin’ with Bob Cherry. [
needn't ask who was licked. An' I
needn’t ask who was to blame—Cherry's
a chap who never quarrels, if he can
help it. An" he muost have let f'uu off
mtﬂm: lightly, or you would have a
bigger nose than that. What did you
do to him alterwards, Pon?"

“ Wothin', vou silly ass!"

“Then what are you
about ?" i

“Wheo's frightoned ™ exclaimed Iou-
sonby savagely.

frightemod
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#¥VYon are, old bean,” said the Cater-
pillar placidly. * ¥You're afraid of some-
thin'—simply twitterin' with nerves.
Have you been doin' somethin’ horrid
blackguardly, Pon—playin’ some trick
& little thicker than uvsual? Is 1t goin’
to be the long jump for you this time
when it comes out #"

Gadsby and Monson exchanged a
zumk glance. Ponsonby bit his lip

ard, with & look of hatred at the Cater-
pillar. It seemed as if the Caterpillar,
with all his lazy nonchalance, was able
to read the dandy of Higheliffe like an
open book.

“ Look here, Pan, what did you do
after we left you?!” asked Gadsby un-
casily, * We jolly well know there was
somethin’. You went after the Grey-
friars picnic party——""

“And you looked frightfully out of
sorts when you came in later,” said
Monson. “Have you put your foot in
it somehow, Poni"

“Oh, dry up!" said Ponsonby. “I
never saw the Greyiriars fellows again
yesterday afternoon, I went for a ramble
along the ¢liffs.™ :

“ Admirin' the scenery, an' all that #"
asked De Courcy with a grin, " Yes, I
kanow your poetical nature, Pon—I can
believe that, IDhid you heave a stone at
Cherry's head from behind a tree, and
leave him for dead?”

“You silly chump!™ snarled Pon-
sonby. : .
" Zomethin' of the sort, what®"

grinned the Caterpillar. * An' ¥ou did
more damage than you intended, be'
a bit wrathy at the time. How lucky
I came along to comfort you, dear man.
It can’t be guite 50 serigus as you sup-
poso, or Wharton would have mentioned
it whoen I zaw him.”

Ponsonby started violoently.

#You've seen Wharton of the Remove
at Groyfriars?”

17 ?FE._U ‘
“Whent" exclaimed  Ponsonby
eagerly, "“"You've seen him since yester-

day afternoon?”

""Last evenin’, dear man,” said the
Caterpillar with a curious look at Pon-
sonby. * Yesterdav evenin’, as I was
ramblin’' homeward from a stroll, late
for callin’® over, my wavward footsteps
took me past the gates of Greviriars.
Wharton and Bob Cherry happencd to
be there, an’ 1 paused to exchange a
word with them—an idle word in passin’.
An' they never sald that anything had
happened.”

“Then they got out last night?" ex-
claimed Ponsonby involuntarily.

“Out of what?"

*Oh, nothin',” said Ponzonby hastily.
“ Nothin’ at all.”

“You perplex me more than ever,
dear man,” drawled the Caterpillar,
cyeing Pon very curiously. “What en
earth have you been doin'?”

Ponsonby laughed.

For whatever reason, it was clear that
the information De Courcy had given
him, had lifted a weight from his mind.
The harassed look of care was gone from
his brow now,

Az a matter of fact, Ponsonbry,
hardencd young rascal as he was, had
been deeply troubled, and indeed seared,
by the trick he had played on the Grey-
friars party at the old priory. Two of
the Clif House girls had been with
Harry Wharton & Co., and had been
shut up in the vaults when Pon had
closed the stone on the explorers. To
tell what he had done was to ask for
severe punishment; but to leave the
party shut up in the vaults for a long
time was impossible.  Ponsonby had
acted in anger and malice, without re-
fection—reflection had come afterwards,

PRICE B
TWOPENGCE.

And the thought that the juniors might
have been shut up in the vaults all night
—that some catastrophe might have hap-
pened to them there—had scared Pon-
sonby, and given him a sleepless night,
He had not dared to make any in-
gquiry, lest by doing so he should reveal
hiz own guilt. And vet he knew that
if the juniors, and the Chiff Houvse girls,
had not returned to school=—if they had
not escaped from the vaults, and if their
whereabouts were unknown—he had to
speak, In the eircumstances, it was no
wonder that FPonsonby had been

harassed by care since his reckless act
of revenge.
But he was relieved now.

vou, Pon,

o —

know nothin’ about the Greyiriars cads,
an’ %'an.t htcr know hgﬂthin['.”

“You haven't been plavin’ a scur
trick on them?" e v
“Not at all.™ .

“And you're nob feelin’ bucked all
of a sudden at hearin' that they are
safe 7'

“Not in the least.™

“George Washington was a fool to
" said the Caterpillar admir-
ingly. “You could give him fiffy in «
hundred an' beat him easily.”

And the Caterpillar strolled away with
his hands in Lis poclets. Cladsby and
Pudnsunh:-' looked keenly ail their com-
radae.

crumbs | ™ gasped Bunter.
Dr. Locke’s also.”

** Boy,”’ said Dr. Voysey sternly, ** you have made a false accusation.'” ** Oh,
The Head of Higheliffe turned to Ponsonby.
are QHIH‘- cleared In my eyes, Ponsonby,” he said, * and I trust you are cleared in
** Nothing of the Kind ! ** said Dr. Locke.

i '&fn_u

(See Chapler 4.)

Y Wharton and Bel Cherry had
escaped, all the party had escaped, and
there was nothing for him to fear, And
Ponsonby still believed that bhis act was
known to no one but himself. Harry
Wharton & Co. might suspect him, but
they could prove nothing.

The Caterpillar, keen as he was, was
puzzled. Ponsonby's relicf was more
than visible in his face—the cloud of
earc was quite gone. With that weight
of dread lifted from his mind, he was
again the cool and insolent dandy of the
Fourth.

“Well, I'm glad I've brought comfort
to the unhappy, and solace to the gmiddy
afflicted,” drawled the Caterpillar.
“Bltt‘_,’

“What rot!” yawned Ponsonby, *1

* Now that ass iz gome, Pon, vou can
tell us what you did,” said Gadsby in &
low voice,

Ponsonby laughed.

“1 gave those rotters a scare, that's
all,”™ he said., “They went down into
the priory vawlts, and I closed the stone
after them. They seem to have got out
all right."

“Oh, gad!” said Monson, "I—I say,
that was awfully thick, Pon. Anvthin'
might have happoued to them."

*No wonder you've been lookin'
ghastly,” said Gadsby, *Did vou sup-
_gJ‘iE”EhE}T’I‘] been there all night? Oh,

on!

Ponsonby shrugged his shonlders.
“#Thoere's the hell,” he said.
THE Macxer Lisrany.—No. 859,
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LOOK OUT FOR NEXT WEEK'S GRAND SCHOOL STORY, BOYS!

Ponsonby was lookihg quite his usual
self aa he strolled into the Fourth Form
room with his friends, My Mobbs, the
master of the Highcliffe Fourth, came
in to take his class. Third lesson with
the Highcliffé Fourth Form was inter-
rupted, however, a little later. There
was a knock on the Form-room door,
and Mr. Mobbs openad it.

“What's up mnow, Franky!"” mour-
mured the Caterpillar, as Mr. Mobbs
?‘ﬁ-lnﬂ back to hisclass with & very grave
ace.

“ Ponsonby !™ said Mr., Mobbs.

The dandy of Highcliffe started.

"“Yes, sirl” : : :

“Your presence 15 required in Dr.
Voysey's study,” said Mr. Mobbs, “Dr,
Locke, the headmaster of Greylriars,
has called.”

Ponsonby's heart beat faster. But he
remained cool, SBomething was known,
or suspected, he knew that at once.
And he knew that he needed all his
coolness. He was Mr. Mobbs’ favourite,
and he was regarded with indulgence
by the Head; but he knew that matters
would be very serious for him, if the
bruth became known,

“Indeed, sir!” said Ponsomby., "I
suppoea that the headmaster of Grey-
friars has not called on my account?"

“It would seem so, Ponsonby,” seid
Mr. Mobbs, eveing him. ‘“Has fhere
been some fresh dispute between you
and the Greyfriars boys?"

“I had rather a row with a Remove
fellow yesterdiy afterndom, sir,” seid

Ponsonby, struck me. I had to
defend myself,”
“Quite so, Ponsonby; but such a

trifling matter as that would not cause
Dr. . Locke to call here. Was there
nothing else i

“Nothin' that I am aware of, sir !

“YWell, you had better go to the
Head's study at once,” said Mr. Mobbs,

“Certainly, sir!”

And Cecil. Ponsonby, with a careless
and negligent air, walked out of the
Form-room,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Acoused !

ILLY BUNTER sat silant in the
Head's car as it glided swiftly
along the Courtfield road to
Highcliffe Behool. n

Bunter was fully conscious of his im-
portance in making that journey in the

asugust company of kis headmaster.
He was only sorry that the other fellows
were in class, and could not watch him
depart. He was consoled, however, by
the knowledge that he had left Harry
Wharton & Co. in a disturbed and un-
easy -frame of mind, They had wanted
to dictate to him, and Bunter considered
that he had jolly well put them in their
place and shown them whe was who
and what -was what—which was satis-
factory to the Owl of the Remove.

The fat junior had intended to venture
upon & little cheery conversation with
s headmaster during the run to High-
cliffe. The expression on Dr. Locke's

rave face, however; discouraged him,

fn Bunter's charming character obtuse-
ness was  delightfully combined with
impudence. But one glance from the
Head was enough to take the impudence
out of Bunter, and he sagely decided
not to waste ‘his conversational gifts
upon so very discdurdging a’ hearer,

HSo the journey was made in silence
and they. arrived at Higheliffe Bchoo
without ‘Bunter having opened. his
capacious mouth at all, Dr. ke was
shown at once to the Higheliffe head-
master's study, and Billy Bunter
followed him in. _

The Head of Highcliffe and the Head
of Greyfriars met with cold and formal
courtesy,

Dr. Voysey had been apprised by
telephone that the Greyfriars "~master
had a serious complaint to make, and
he was not particularly desirous of
hearing it. However, he was courteous,
and he begged Dr. Locke to be seated
taking no notice whatever of the Owl of
the Remove. Indeed, -he did not seem
to zee Bunter. Whatever importance
the fat junior had was evidently lost
upon the old gentleman.

After a few words of civility, Dr.
Locke came to business. He was a busy
man himself, with little time to waste.
Dr, Voysey, as & matter of fact, was
nat @ busy man, though he should have
been as headmaster of a public school.
He was old and he was negligent, and
most of his dutiezs were left to his staff,
with little supervision; which accounted
a good deal for the state into which
Highecliffe had fallen—a state which the
Caterpillar described as “dry rot.”

Dr. Voysey's face became serious
enough as he listened to what Dr,
Locke had to say. And his expression
was incredulous, He did not want te
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believe anything of the kind about a
HI%hGllEE fellow, and he did not intend
to believe it if he could help it. At all
events, he wanted proof, as was
natural enough. :
“This is a grave matter, Dr. Locke !
he said, in his old, wheezy voice, * ¥ou
;lgrg Eh at a boy belonging to this
Qol—"

“ Ponsonby, of the Fourth Form.”

“Quite so, FPonsonby, of the Fourth
Form. You say that he deliberately
shut uwp certain Greyfriars bovs in the
vaults under the ruined priory— at
great danger to them?"

“The danger was considerable, and
the most serious circumstance is that
two Firls 'ne'lnnging to Cliff Houze were
in the party,” said Dr. Locke, "I
imagine that they were very much
frightened.”

“Nao doubt. If Ponsonby was guilty
of such an act, I need not say that his

unishmant will be very severe!™ szaid

r. YVoyzey. " Ha will Eu'ﬂnggud with
the greatest severity; but you will
appreciate, of course, that the case must
be made absolutely elear. I will send
for Ponsonby and question him in your
presence !

Dr. Vorvsey rang, and sent the page to
call Ponsonby to his study.

Then he seemed to become aware of
Bunter's existence for the first time,

“This boyr—" he said.

“This boy—Bunter—was one of the
mt-:.r shut up in the vaults,” said Dr.
ke. "He actually saw Ponscnby,
and I have therefore iruught him with
me.

“I saw——" began Bunter.

. Dr. Voysey stopped him with a fes-
ura,

“Kindly wait until Ponsonby is here,”
he sal

“I think—"
warmly.

“HBe silent, Bunter !” said Dr, Locke.

“Oh, yes, sirl” said Bunter; and he
relapsed inte wrathful and indignant
silence.

Not & word of sympathy or concern
from Dr. Voysev to a fellow who had
been shut up in earthy veults for hours
and kept late for his tea! Dr, Voysey
did not seem to think that 1t mattered ;
i:llidead, did not seem to think of it at
a L]

There was a tap st the door, and
Ceocil Ponsonby entered,

He took no notice of the Head of
Greviriars or of Bunter, but fGixed his
eves on his own headmaster, His
mannar was cool and unconcerned, hiam
look cxpressing only a faint surprise,
as if he wondered why he had heen
sent for,

“¥ou sont for me, sir?"

“Quite so, Ponsonby,” said Dr.
Vovsey., ““Dr, Locke has called here
to make a very serious complaint con-
cerning you !

“Indeed, sir,” said Ponsonby airily.
“I am quite unconscious, sir, of having
offiended Dr, Locke in any way.”

“You jolly well know——"
Dunter: hotly. ;

“Re silent, Buntor, until you are told
to speak ! said the Head of Greyfriars.

“(3h, yes, sic!"” s o

Bunter relapsed again into indignant
silenco.

“You are accused, Ponsonby, of hav-
ing—er—of having shut up cortain
Greyfriars boys in—er—certain vaults”
gaid Dr. Voysey. “It seems that somo
boys belonging to Greyfriars School
went  yesterday afternoon to—er—cx-
plore some vaults which appear to exist
under an ald ruin in Friardale Wood,
Either by accident or design, a—or—
certain stone was cloged after they had

entered, and they appear to have been

recommenced Bunter

began
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—in fact—shut up in the vaulte. Yon
are accused of this”

“1, sic!” ejaculated Ponszonby,

“You deny it?"

“ Coertainly, sir!"

o Were vou at the ruins vesterday,
Ponsonby ¥ asked Dr. Vovsev.

“He jolly well was—" Bunter re-
slarted,

“Bilenee, Bunter "

“0Oh, yes, sir!” _

It seemed to DBunter that he never
would be able to get going at this rate,
He felt bitterly that s own head-
master was not backing hint up as he
ghould have dore.

Ponsonby  reflected rapidly, He
realised that there were too many wit.
nessce of his presence at the runs for
that circumstance to be denied with
safety.

“I did stroll to the ruins, sir,” he
said. I was goin’ to do some zketehin'.
Mr, Mobbs has been kind cnough to
praise my sketches rather, sir, and
thought I would sketeh the ruins. No
harm in that, I hope, sir?®"

“None whatever,” said Dr. Vorsey,
“A very creditable and harmless way of
spending a half-holidav, in fact.”

“0h, crumbs!” ejaculated Bunter,
quite overcome at the idea of Pon
spund:\;ﬁ & half-holiday in a harmless
and creditable manner,

Dr. Voysey turned his glasses sevevely
on Bunter,

“Perhaps you will request this bov
Bunter not to interrupt Dr. Locke #" he
suggested,

“ Bunter, do not interrupt.”

*“Oh, yes, sir!”

“Kindly tell me what vou did at the
ruins yesterday aftornoon,” resumed the
Head of Highcliffe.

“1 found some Groyfriars fellows
there, sir,” said Ponsonby. “As 1
wished to avoid a quarrel, I decided to
ﬂ}: ’Tim:,r treated me rather roughly,

in' a crowd apainst one fellow: bLut
I hava not thought of makin' any com-
plaint, sir. I hope I am not of the
complainin’ kind. I should net like to
waste your timeo over such a trifle, sir'™

_“Quite  so, Ponsonby,” said Dr.
Voysey approvingly.” “1 regret verv
much that disputes seem to occur con-
tinually between boys of the two
schools ; but certainly I do not tlunk
that a complaint should be made about
every trifling occurrence ™

Dr. Locke compressed his lips.

“This is not a trifling occurrence, sir,”
he remarked rather tartlyv. * Great
harm might have resulted from the out-
rage committed by Ponsonby—for it was
nothing short of an outrape,”

“It was a rotten trick—" DBunter
Legan.

“If this boy, Punter, or Bunter, does
not keep silent I do not see how we aro
to get to the bottor of this affair,™ sail
Dr. YVoysey, peevishly.

“Po zilent, PBunter!™

“Oh, yes, sic!™

HY¥ou left the ruins, Ponsonby,
Where were the Greyiciars boys then?”

“They were in the old priory. siv,
rootin’ about,” said Ionsonby, I did
not notice especially what they were
tloin.""

“Ind vou zee thom go down into the
vaulis ¥

“No, sir™

S von Lknow they had descended
to explore the vaulis®"

“XNot in the least, =i,
sonby, with cool bardihood,

" snid Ton-
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“Why, you—-"" gasped Dunter.

“Be silent, - Punter ! snapped D,
Locke. *“How dare you speak ™

O, sir—yes, sir!"" stuttered Bunter.

“Really, this boy's interruptions are
intolerable "' said Dr. Vovsev, with a
glare at Bunter, “Did yon, Ponsonby,
returnn to the ruins after tho Greyiriars
bovs had gone down into the vaults and
close the slab of stone after them?:”

“Ceortainly not, sic!”

“Very well ! Dr. Locke, if vou desire
to question Ponsonby—-=" zaid the
Head of Highcliffe.

“T am ready, sir,” said Ponsonby,
with an air of respeet andd frankness, 1
can only hope that Dr. Locke docs not
believe me _guilty of such a rotten trick.

Certainly, I am quite innovent of it!"”

“T should be sorrv to believe any box
guilty of sneh a dastavdly action,” said
the Head of Greyfriavs sternly.  “ But
the case appears to me to be clear. Tha
stone could not have closed of itzelf; it
was closed by some malicious hand. You
have donied that vou returncd to the
ruins alter my boyvs had gone down to
the vanlts, Ponsonby.”

“Certainly, sir!™

“You were seen to do so, and to ereop
in a surreptitions manner towards the
archway where the vaulis open,™ sail
Lir. Locke.

Ponsonby’s glib look faded & little.
For a terrifying moment ho wonderad
who had seen lnm. If it were zome wit-
ness whose statement could not be
doubted, some master or prefeet of
Greyiriars—— Ponsonby turned quite
colil at the thought, but be kept his
coolness,

“May I ask who saw me—or was sup-
posed to see me, sir?"” he inquired.

“ Bunter,” said the Head,

*“Yes. rather!” said Bunter, able to
speak at last.  “You cad, I saw you—
watched you coming, and saw you sueak-

ing in. I wasn't going down with tho
other fellows, and I only followed ther
hecause I saw you sneaking up, and 1

koew you'd piteh inta me if you found
me alone, you rotter. The fellows
thrashed you for letting off a catapaunlt
aiud hitting Marjorie Hazeldeno with a
stone, and that's why you shut them up
in the vaults, and me, too, you awful
Llackguard ™

Anmd Bunter Llinked savagely at the
dandy of Iligheliffe, expecting to see
him crumple up, as it were, under this
burst of indignant accusation. He wa;
surprised and disuppointed.

FPansonby locked at him  coolly,
$1|r1[gft~d his shoulders, and burst into
a shght laugl.

Tue Macxer Lisrary.—No. 958,
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter—as Usual !
11 HY, you checky rotter!” ex-

W claimed Bunter.

“Bilence, Bunter [*
“ But, sir—" )

“Do not use such expressions,” said
Dr. Locke, "1 ¢an understand your in-
dignation, Bunter. But you must not
express it in such a way.”

r. YVovsey pursed his lips.

“The matter seems to me fer from
clear,” he said. * Bunier declares that
he saw Ponsonby returning io the ruins
and—"'

“In & syrupstitious manner,” said
Bunter.

“Yn—in what?"

“ A syrupstitious manner.”

“The foolish boy means surreptitions,
I think,” said Dr. Locke.

“Oh! Quite so! But even if Pon-
sonby returned to the ruins he might
have done so without malicious intent,
Dunter did not see him close the stone.”

“1 was watching him all the time,
sir . exclaimed Bunter.

Ponsonbr's eyes gleamed.

“You say wou saw me close the
stone 7" he exclaimed.

“¥es; I jolly waell did!™

The cautions Harry Wharton & Co.
had limpmssed on Bunter had been of no
avail,

Pgssibly Bunter felt that, as Pon-
sonby was lying, he was entitled to lie
ps well as Ponsonby. Or possibly Dun-
ler would have slipped Into exaggera-
tion in any case. Bunter, indeed,
hardly realised that he was lying. He
knew that Ponsonby had closed the
stono after the explorers of the vaults,
and he knew that Pon knew that he
knew.
appealed to Billy Bunter.

“That alters the case a little,” eaid
Iir. Voyszey. “ Bunteér itively de-
clares that he saw Pulxsmﬁanlming the
stone "

“Positively and absolutely,” said
Bunter. “He jolly well knows I did,
mu‘lj

“May I speak, eir " asked Ponsonby
in & silky voice ;

“Cartainly 1™

“1 think I'm entitled to say, sir, that
Bunter is well known to be untruth-
ful,” said Ponsonby. “Any Greyfriars
fellow will adout that.”

“0Oh, really, you know——"

“And he is speaking falsely now, sir,
a3 I can prove,” went on Ponsonby, “ He
says he saw me close down the stone.
But he has already said that he had fol-
lowed the other fellows into the vaults.
Nobody who was in the vaults could pos-
pibly have scen who closed the stone.”

Bunter started.

Dr. Locke started, too, a little: and
Dr. Voysey looked very grim.

“I must question this boy, DBunter,"
he said. *With your permission, Dr.
Locke——"

“Ceortainly, sie!"”

“You fu]f'uw«ed your companions into
tha vaults, Bunteri"”

“Ye-o8 sir,” gasped Bunter.

“¥You were with them when the stone
was closed 7"

“ Mo—yes—yes "

“How far were vou from the entrance
to the vaults?"

“I—I think—"

“Kindly answer me at once!"”

“Only—only a short distance, sir,”
stammered Buniter. " A dozen yards—I
mean a dozen fect—that is, & few feet,
BIT.

“Dunter ! said Dr Locke, in a deep,
WAarnumn VOICH,

Tee Maioxer Liprary.—No 959,

And verbal sccuracy never had

“It's immaterial, sir,” said Ponsonb
airily. “If he was in the vaults at all
lie could not see who elosed tho stone.
There's a narrow, winding stone stair
goes down to the vaults.™

“1—I was on the stair,” gasped Bun-
tor, realising that he had put his foot
in it—as he gnnersllgi; did when he de-
parted from the wruth. :

“¥You were on the stair?” exclaimed
Dr. Yoyaey.

“Yes,"” gasped Bunter,

“You have already said that you fol-
lowed your companions into the vaults.”

i I-—¥ meant——"

“ Well, what did you mean?” ;

“I—I—I meant that I—I was going
to follow them into the wvaults," stam-
mered Bunter. ‘' That's what I really
meant-to say, sir. It—it comes to the
same thing.’ o,

“ It does not come to the same th:ni, 2
said Dr. Voysey grimly. “Dr. Locke,
this boy is speaking untruthfully.”

Dr. Locke's face was red. '

“I am afraid so,” he admitted. “I
have no doubt whatever that Bunter
saw Ponsonby creeping back to close
the stone, as firsf stated; but
obviously it was impossible for him to
have actually seen Ponsonby in the
act of elosing 1t.” .

“You do not ask me, sir, to accept
the evidence of & boy who mixes what
is ibly true, with what is ":-"h““u?!{
false?" asked Dr. Voysey dryly. -
should be very much to blame, I think,
if T found & Highcliffe boy guilty on
such evidence. I am bound to say that
I do not believe l'ﬁlﬂﬁlﬂ word of Bun-

tor's statements, and that I regard him
as an utterly unscrupulous and un-
trustworthy boy." |

“All the fellows %know that Pon-

sonby did it!” gasped Bunter.
“They ¢an know nothing of the
kind, and what they may suspect i3

*heside the point. You have lied, sir!”
exclaimed Dr. ?uyﬁe{; “If 1 were
yvour Headmaster, I should punish you

severely for having brought a false
accusation.”

“Oh, crumbs!” gasped DBunter. :

r. Locke rose to his feet.  His
opinion was unaltered; but it was clear
that the matter was at an end now.
He could hardly expect
Higheliffe to convict on Billy Bunter’s
extraordinary evidence. :

“ Ponsonby, you are quite cleared in
my eyes,” said Dr. Voysey. I trust
that you are cleared in Dr. Locke's

also. . .

“Nothing of the kind,” said D
Locke. “But I quite realise that I can
$ay no more, in the cireumstances, and
I will take my leave, sir.”

And with a sign to Bunter to follow
himi, the Head of Greyiriars quitted
the study.

“You may return to your Form.room,
Ponsonby,” said Dr. Voysey. “You
are guite cleared, and I can only hope
that that wunzcrupalous bn,]'»:k will
adequately punished by hi= head-
master,”

“Thank you, sir!” said Ponsonby.

The dandy of Higheliffe walked
cheerily back to the Fourth Form-
TOOITL, and Monson grinned at
him az he came in; Pon's manner
showed that he had come through
the ordeal with Aring colours. The
Caterpillar grinned, too. His opinion
was that Pon had succeeded in lying
himself out of a scrape—and that
opinian was well-founded.

Pon was in high feather that morn-
ing. He had & narrow escape, and he
knew it; but all wae safe now, and he
rejoiced accordingly. Billy Bunter, as
he rolled back to Greyiriars in the

the Head of 38

Head's car, did not rnjnf-nr:. The Hoad
did not speak & word during the
return: but his expression was terri-
fying to Bunter, The Owl of the
Hemove quaked when, on arriving at
Groyiriara, Dr. Locke bade him follow
him to his study.

There, the Head gave Bunter a lecture
on  truthfulness, which he sorely
needed. Bunter did not mind the lee-
ture very much, but he had a decp
apprehension that. there was something
worse to follow. -

He was right.

Having talked to Bunter steadily for
ien minutes, Dr. Locke introduced his
cane into the afair, to impress his
words more weightily upon Bunter's fat
mind. When Billy Bunter left the
Head's study, he vtas wrig?ling pain-
fully, and groaning dismal uite o
contrast to Ponsonby of Higheliffe,
whose interview with hiz headmiaster
had ended so satisfactorily.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bumps for Bunter ]

ARRY WHARTON & CO,

H looked for Bunter, when

morning classes ended in the

- Re:ﬁolva ]Ec-rmérm:?:t.

ey were [eeling deeply unesasy.

Bunter had not returned to the l?}m'm-
raom ; and they did nob find him in the
corridors or the guad when they came
out from class. It was not till they
looked into Study No. T in the Remove
passage that they sightcd Bunter.

They did not discover him in a happy
mood.

‘The fat junior was in the study arm-
chair in a state of collapse, groaning
dizmally, and rubbing his fat hands.

He blinked mournfully at the chums
of the Remove through his specta.
¢les, as they appeared in the doorway.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here yon are!”
said Bob.

(zroan !

“"What’s the matter with yoy,
Bunter?™ asked Wharton.

Giroan !

“The matterfulness szeems to be

terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamsct Ran
ingh.

Groan !

*¥ou've been over to Higheliffie with
the Head?” demanded Johnony Bull.

“Ow! Yes!”
“What happened?™ inguired Nugent.
“"ODw! Wow! Wow!"

Bunter groaned dismally.

“1 say, yvou fellows, it's rotten!™ he
mumbled, “A f[ellow expecta his own
headmaster to back him up! Oh! Wow!
That cad Ponsonby has got off, aficer
all and the Head has licked me. Ow!
Wow! That old donkey, Dr. Voysey,
didn't believe me—ow! or made out
that ho didn't! Wow! And the Hend
has given me six on each hand—ow!"”

i %nu fat idiot—"

“0Oh, really, Wharton—-~="

“I suppose that means that you told
crammers &t  Higheliffe, just as we
thought,” oxclaimed the captain of the
Remove angrily. 5

“I may have put in n few details,”
said Bunter ecautiously. “I wasn't
going_to let Ponsonby off if I could help
it. He had the cheek to deny that he
shut us up in the vaults”

“Ha would!” said Bob Cherry con-
temptuously.

“ And when T said T saw him—"

“You didn't zee him,” snapped Whar-
ton. ‘ Nobody saw him shutting up Lho
stone. We knew he had done it, but
you didn’t seo him do it any more than
we did.
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“Practically saw him, you know,”
urged Bunter. "I saw him sneaking
up, and knew what he was sneaking
up for. Wasn't that near enought”

“No; you fat rotter, it wasn't! Why
couldn’t you stick to the exact truth, as
woe warned yout” hooted Johnny Bull

“0Oh, really, Bull—-"

*Bo von told lies, after all, and made
the Head of Higheliffe believe that it
was & put-up story ! exclaimed Whar-
tann.

“We knew he would!” said Nugent.
“Bunter couldn't stick to the truth if
he tried—not that he's ever tried.”

“Oh, really, Nugent—"

“It's rotten,” said Harry, "It puts
us into a rotten position all round—as
well as geiting Ponsonby off. Courtenny
and D¢ Courcy may _l::reIié'u'a that we've
i)ui:- np this story against Pon—Pon and
s friends will make the most of .

All becauss that fat rascal couldn't
atick to the ttuth for once.”

Groan !

“* Bump him!"” said Bob Cherry.

“T say, vou fellows—" roared
Bunter.

But it was uscless for Bunter to pro-
test, The chums of the Remove were
too intensely exnagemted. In the first

lace, Bunter had brought the Head
into the matter; in the second place,
hae had lied and made the accusation
lonk doubtful, if not aetually false. The
juniors collared William George Bunter
and joerked him out of the arm-chair.

Bump!

“Yaroooh!" roared Bunter.

Lump!

“YWhooooooop "

Bunter was left roaring in  Btady
No. 7, as the Famouns Fiva walked away
with clouded brows.

Y ow-ow-ow.ow-ow [

“What on eartl's the row?!” asked
Prter Todd, coming into his study, and
staring at the fat junior as he sat on

the floor. “YWhat's this game,
Bunter?”
“I say, Toddy.” gasped Bunter.

“T.ook here, I've been licked by the
Hoead, and ragged by those rotiers!
You go after Wharton and give him
a jolly good hiding, Toddy. Tl hold
vour jacket.™

Pater Tadd chuckled.

“What did they do!" he asked,

“Bumped me!” gasped Bunler.
“Twice !”

“Did they kick vou®*"

“Eh! No!”

HThat waz a mistake.” said DPeter
Tadd gravely. *"But if they didn’t, T
will, old fat man. Where will you
hava it?

“0Oh, reallv, Toddy——"

“Say where!"”

Bunter squirmed away and serambled
to his feet. '

“Look here, you beast!" he roared.
“Yau're a worse beast than the other
beasts! Keep off ! Yaroooh !

Bunter dodged ont of Study No, T,
leaving I'oter Todd laughing.

Meanwhile, Ilarry Wharton & Co.
wern holding a consullation in Study
o, L That Ponsonby should eseape
with impunity, aflter what ho had dane.
was not to be thought of—froem the
paint of view of the Famoys Five, It
waz, as Bob Cherry said, the limat; and
his ehums apreed.

“The terrific thrashfulness iz the
proper caper ! suggested Huarerce Jam-
st Bam .‘gingh.

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Pon's pot off a flogging by some
bhard lying,” he zaid, " We don't care

abhout that—se lonp as he answers fo
us for what he did. He can pick
whichever one of us he likes—with or
without gloves. Even Ponsonby can’t
refuze that."

“Good!™ said DBob.

“One of us can bike over to High-
cliffe after classes, and give him a mes-
sage—leaving him to fix time and
place,” said Harry. “If he doesn’t
come up to the scratch we'll think of
something else. One thing's jolly cer
tain—he's not Eﬂ{uiifﬂ get.off scot-free
after shutting up Marjorie and Clara
in the vaults—he's got to learn that
there's & linut."

“Yes, rather.”
“‘Phe ratherfulness is terrific.”
And after classes that day Bob Cherry

friars junior, till Bob disappeared into
the big doorway of the House.

"Cecil Ponsonby returned to his scat
with a thoughtiul brow. He was not
unconscious of the fact that Gaddy and
Monson were grinning at one another.

“After  you, Pon, what? asked
Claddwy.

“I suppose you expected trouble, old
bean " remarked Maonson.

Ponsonby gave his friends an unplea«
sant look. e had, as a matter of fact,
expected trouble. He had been giving
the matter a pood deal of thought that
day. But he answered airily:

“I dare say that cad hos come over
to see Courtenay about the cricket.
Courtenay's lot are playing Greyfriara
in a week or two, you know. No
bizney of mine™

-

e e
H-l'.."r'"a-‘.i}
.
A

o

o

** Cherry,”” said Mr. Mobbs sternly, * have you come here to pick a quarrel with

Ponsonby of my Form? '

**I've come here to bring him a challenge ! "

answered Bob sturdily, ** and if Ponsonby's spoken about i, perhaps he’s told

you the reason I ™

(See Chapler 7.)

wheeled ont his bicvele and pedalled
away on the Courthield rond, heading
for Tigheliffe.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Ponsonby's Way !

i REYIFRIARS  votter["
Gadshy,
Pousonby glanced up.

Pon and Goddy and Mon-
son were in their study at Highcliffe, at
tea, when (adsby glanced frem  tho
wintlow, aml discerned ’Ehﬂ stalwart
figure of Bob Cherry crossing from the

gates.
asked

“Where ¥
“ Here?™
“ Just comin’ in.” :
I'onsonby stepped to the window.
His brows contracted at the sight of
Bob Cherry, aud he watched the Grey-

gl

Tonzonby.

The study door epened, and Vavasour
of the Fourth came in, Vavasour gave
T*on a rather eurious loock.

“There's a Greviriars cad askin' [or
yvou downstairs,” he said.

“ Lot him ask,” said Ponsanby.

"You're not goin' to see him!"

“Why should I? I don't know any
of thoso outsiders, and I've nothin® to
do with them.*

“He's talking to Courtenay and the
Caterpillar——"

“Let him talk.™

I‘_‘I fnn-f.g.r it's & challenge or sote-
thin'—"

“0Oh, rot!" said Ponsonby. *“There's
heen too much raggin®  with  those
Greyiviars cads lately, an' I'm fed-up

with it. Mobby is down on it, too, I'm
keepin' clear of them."
Ponsonby's  friends looked at one

another, .
Tue MaoxeT Linpanvy.—No. 959,



1o *“THE JAPER OF GREYFRIARS!'-—NEXT MONDAY'S SCREAMINGLY—

“The Head's warned me to aveid
trouble with them,” said Ponsonby,
with & faint Bush in his checks. “I'm
not gein' to got into a row with the
‘Head becouse a Greyfriars _ruﬂian is
lookin' for trouble, Let lhnn go and
eat coke!" .

“0h, absolutely!” zaid Vavasoup.

There was a tap at the deor and it
opened again, This time it was Rupert
Jde Courey who leoked in, with an
vrbane smile on his face,

“Pon here? he asked. “Oh, hére
you are, Pon! Am I interruptin’ youl”

“You can come in,” said Ponsonby.

“Thanks! I will."

“Take a pew, Caterpillar, old man,”
gaid Gadsby, " We're havin' a game of
nap after tea, You'll join up?”

Courcy sh his head. '

“Franky would be shocked,” he said
gravely. “ Besides, there's other busi-
uess on hand. I've come to offer to be
Pon's second.” ]

“I'm not lookin’ for a second,” said
Ponsonby.

“But wyou'll want one, dear man.
There's a Greyfriars man come over,
and he's waitin® downstairs. [ under-
took to ba a messenger as Bob Cherry
isn't  exactly reona  grata  in this
study. Everythin' iz to be arranged
pleasantly and amieably. You choose
time and plase, and pick out your giddy

np]gﬂne.ut.-” oy R

onsenby set his lips.

“I'm not scrappin’ with those cads,™
he said. “The Head's spoken to mo
specially on the subject of raggin' with
Greyiriars,”

“Shouldn’t you have thought of that
before you shut them up in the vaults
yesterday "' suggested the Caterpillar
gently. “It's a bit late in the day to
think of it now, Pon.”

“Mind your own bizney.”

“0f course, we all know what a
peaceable chap you are, Pon, and how
steong vou are on law an’ order, an’ all
that,” said the Caterpillar, with a
bland smile at the grinmng knuts, “ Bug
may I point out that if you refuse this
challenge, after what you've done,
you're rather lettin’ Highelife down?
They'll say over at Greyiriars that we're

showin’ the white feather on this
side."” . :

“They can say what they like,” said
l’nnmng' sullenly.

“They'll be saying it here, too, Ton,
if vou don't play up,” urged the Cater-
sillar, with gentle insistence.  “I'vo
}‘mm‘d the whole ztory now, and it was
thicls, Pon—very thick. You ocught to
liave romembered that there were girls
in the party, when wou shut them up
in the vaults—you ought really to have
remembered that, Pon. If you're hard
up for a second, I don't mind actin’ for
you. ™

“There’s the door!” said Ponsenby.

“You won't sce Cherry, then?”

ﬂ'Hﬂ.]‘J .

The Caterpillar sighed,

“The fightin' spirit of Higheliffo
seems to be dyvin’ out,” he remarked.
“ But perhaps you'll think it over, Pon.
We're goin’ to give Cherry tea in our
stindy—and if yvou like to drop in amd
fix matters up, in a friendly way, you'll
ba welcome. Think it over, dear man,”

And the Caterpillar ambled away.

Ponsonby looked round at his friends.
He did not fail to read the expressions
on the faces of Gadsby, Monson, and
Vavasour.

“You fellows think I ouwght to
accept 7" he exclaimed,

*“Well, how the thump ecan you re-
fuse 7" asked Gadsby testily. “All very
well to spin & yarn to nttf Vovsey, but
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the Greyfriars men know what you did,
and you're bound to answer for it
You could have let them alone 1f you'd
liked, couldn't you? If you back down
now it lets us all down.”

“ Absolutely,” said Vavasour. :

“If you tflil‘.l.li I funk a scrap with
them——" began Ponsonby savagely.

“Well, if you don't, now’s your time
to play up,” said Monson. “1 know
what the Eﬂllﬂwa will say if you den't
take it on.”

Ponsonby drew a deep bresth,

“If you fellows think I ought to take
it on, I'll do . it,” he said. *“You can
get on with your game. I'll trot along
and see that Greyfriars cad.”

“Good man!" said Monson,
Poneonby left the study.

He cloized the door after him, and
glanced along the - ﬁ&&ﬂgﬂ towards
Courtenay’s stody. a door of that
room was open, and he could hear the
voices of three junfors within—among
them the powerful voice of Bob Cherry
of Greyfriars,

But Ponsonby’s footsteps did not stray
in the direction of that apartment. He
went quietly downstairs, and tapped at
the door of Mr. Mobbs' study,

The master of Highelife Fourth
groeted him with & nod and an agree-
able smile. Mr. Mobbs was always

leased to see his dear Ponsonby, Once

Ir. Mobbs had been asked to Pon-
sonby's home in a vecation, and had
basked in the sunshine of Ponsonby's
noble pater and Ponsonby's lofty connec-
tions. He lived in hopes of being asked
again—and that depended on Pon.

“Come in, my dear Ponsonby!"™ he
said.

Dear Ponsonby came in,

*You'll excuse my botherin® vou, sir,”
he said. “I'm in a rather. difficult
position, and you've been kind enough to
tell me, sir, that yvou're always willin’
to give a fellow advice. My [ather has
told me never to hesitate to ask your
advice, sir—he respects your judgment
very much.”

Mr. Mobbs beamed.

“My dear boy,” he exclaimed,
enormously bucked by the information
that & peer of the realm respected his
juq:h;i'nn:-m:.t “1 am, of course, entirely at
vour service., I regard myself as being
in loco ﬁﬁmntis, Ponsonby, while you
arc at Higheliffe and 1 my Form.
What is the difficulty "

“You are aware, sir, that there's
been a lot of trouble with the Grey-
friars fellows,"™ said Ponsonby. "D
Voysey has warned me to keep clear of
them and avoid further disputes.”

“I trust, Tonsonby, that you will
carry out the Head's wishes. [ quite
understand that your own high spirit
might lead yvou in a different way,” said
Mr. Mobhbs, “You must remember,
however, that disputes with thesc—ihesc
persons are bencath you. They are not
entitled to vour notice.”

“A fellow doesn't like to refuse a
challenge, sir,” said Pansonby.

“No doubt. But you must not allew
a quarrel to forced upon you,
Ponszonby,” =aid Mr., Mobbs, *Indeed,
as your Form master, I must forbid you
to do anything of the sort,”

“If you put it like that, sir—"

“I do, Ponsonby—most decidedly. I
am answerable for you te your noble
parent, and I cannot allow anything of
the kind.™

“Well, sie, I thought I'd ask
advice,” szaid Ponsonby,

our
“"You advise

me to refuse to see tha Greyfriars fellow
who has come over here to pick a row
with me "

“Here?" exclaimed Mr, Mobbe, “ Hero
—at Higheclife? What impudence!
Clertainly you must not zee him, Ion-
sonby!  Where iz this impudent boy
now |

“He's a friend of Courtenay’s, =i,
and is in Courtenay's study now,  Per-
haps, sir, if vou spoke & word to him,
he would clear and let the matter
drop.”

Mr. Mobbs jumped up.

“Certainly I will speak to him—and
emphatically, too. I have never heard
of such impudence! 1 am awarg,
Ponsonhy, that you have been molested
!:il these—theta persons  outside the

ool gates, But to come here to High-
cliffe, to force a quarrel, it really is un-
heard of ! I will see this impudent boy
at once [

And Mr. Mobbs, in & great state of
indignation and anger, whisked out of
the study and started for the Fourth
Form passage.

Ponsonby strolled away with & smile
on his face,
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THE SEVENTH CHAFPTER.
Wrathy |
OB CHERRY sat down cheerily
B to tea in Courtenay’s study., In
gpife of the troubles with Pon-
sonby & Co., the friendship
hotween the Famous Five, of Greyiriars,
and Courtenay and his set at Higheliffe
remained unbroken. Frank Courtenay
sometimes felt his position difficult, be-
tween the two parties; but he had little
to do with Ponsonby & Co., who were
slackers in class and slackers at games,
and had nothing in common with the
captain of the Fourth. Courtenay
would willingly have backed up fellows
belonging to his own school if Ponsonby
& Co. had played the game—which Paon
& Co. never did. The story of whab had
happened at the old prigey incensed
him deeply; while it had only made the
Caterpillar smile cynically, and remark
Lhﬁt “dear old Pon was excellin® him-
s¢ .u
Courtenay was conscious, too, that
T'on’s refusal of the Greyfriars challen a
“let down "™ Higheliffe:; and he was
glad to keep Bob to tea, in the hope
that Ponsonby would think it over, and
decide to play up before the Remove
fellow left,
S6 when there were foolsteps in the
passage, approaching the study door-
way, his rather clouded face cleared &
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sonby coming, after all,  The Catler- has been brought agains ousonby,"
pillar grinned., : snapped Mr, Mobbs, The White fﬂaﬂ]ﬂ:

“ Dear old Pon's thought it over,” ha " The accusation was true.” L HARTON!" :
said. “His pals have bucked him up, “Do not bandy words with me, "“Yes, Wingate!” .
I fancy. Trot in, old bean! Oh gad!" Cherry! Ponsonby has been forbidden “Mr. Queleh’'s study,™

added the Caterpillar, as the thin form
and meagre face of Mr. Mobbs ap-
peared in the study doorway, :

The three juniors rose to their feet
4t once.

JWhat?  What .did you say; De
Coiirey ! exclaimed Mr. Mobbs.

“Excuse me, sir—I thought it was
Plunﬂunby comin’ in,” said the Cater.
pillar. I wouldn't have addressed you
&8 “old ‘bean,’ sir, if I'd known. So
k.m::!, of you fo come bo tea with us,
Bir L

*I have not come to tes, Do Courcy.
I understahd that there is.a Greyfriars
boy here?”

“A friend
Courtenay.

“I am sorry, Courtenay, to find that
you have such a friend,” said Mr. Mobbs
severely, *'Thia boy—what is lis
name ™

"My name's Cherry, sir,” said Bob,
rather grimly. *“And I don't see why

of ours, sair," said
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you should be sorry to find that
Courtenay has such a friend, Mr,
Mobbs,"

“No impudence, boy!" snapped Mr.
Mobbs. “If vou have come here to
speak to Courtenay on matters con-
nected with games, I have no objection,
of course. I hardly approve of ericket
matches between this school and Grey-
friars, but I have no desire to interfore
in such matters, But I have reason to
believe that you have come here to pick
a quarrel with a boy in my Form.”

Bob’s lip curled.

“Hasz Ponsonby told you that, sie?”

“1 decline to be questioned, Cherry!
I regard your question as impudent 1"

't M. ﬁnhba!" cxclaimed Courtenay,
with & fAushed face. * P’lease remember
that Cherry is a guest in this study.”

“You should not ircat a boy as a
guest, Courtenay, when he comea here
with such intentions!" snapped. Mr,
Mobbs, “Cherry. | demand a truthiul
answer from you!™

“You'll got a trathful answer or none,
sir!” said Bob disdainfully.

“Have wyou come here to pick a
guarrel with Ponsovby, of my Form?®”
denimncded AMr. Mobbs,

“1've come here to bring him a
[-I:uilungpr” said DBob  sturdily.  “If
I'ansonby bas told you about it, perhaps

he's told you the reasom—"

by hiz headmaster to eoter into any
quarrels with Greyfriarzs boys, and
nothing of the kind will be allowed.
¥You will leave this school at once—at
once, sir, and without seeing Ponsonby [

“Oh gad!" murmured the Cater-
pillar..

Couftenay's face was crimson,

“VYery well, sir,” said Bob Therry
quietly ; and he picked up his cap. “I'm
reidy to go. But you can tell Pom-
sonby that he will not get off, all the
same, and that he's got to answer for
the dirty trick he played on us and
the Clif House girls.”
~ “Do you think that I shall carry an
impudent message for you?" hooted Mr,
Mobbs. “I shall complain to your head-
master of this outrageous proceeding on
vour part, Cherry! ~ Now, leave this
school. I shall myself conduct vou to
the gates, and see that you cause no dis-
turbance here before leaving.”

“I'm sorry for this, Cherry,"” szaid
Courtenay, in a low voice.

“0Oh, all serene!” said Bob, “If
Fonsonby's cad enough to bring the
:narﬁern into it, it can't be helped. Ta-
al

“Follow me " thundered Mr. Mobbs.

“Waiting for you, sir!” said Bob
cheerily.

Mr. Mobbs, with an angry snort,
strode out of the study, and Bob fol-
lowed him, They went downstairs, and
a good many Higheliffe fellows stared
at them curiously as they left the House.

Mr. Mobbs strode away towards the
gates with lus hurried, jerky step, his
face red with anger. Bob Cherry walked
after him cheerily. At the porter's
loedge he took his ﬁic:.rclﬂ.

“Now go!' snapped Mr. Mabbs.

“I'm off, sir " zaid Bob, * Keep your
wool on 1™

“What—what 1"

“Keep your wool on!” said Bob, as
he put & leg over his machine, “ Nothing
to get excited about, Take it calmly.”

Two or three Higheliffe fellows,
llll.lrtgln% about the gateway, grinned,
Mr. Meobbs became erimson with rage.

“Cherry!  You impertinent young
rascal o

‘“{Ta.-tl, old bunnrz’ said Bab,

5z n my word—" gas Mr.
Mnhhsp? 7 gaspad

He made a rush at the junior, with
the intention of boxing Bol's ears as
he went.

At the same moment the pedals re-
volved, and the bicyele shot forward,
carrying Bob out of Mr. Mobbs' reach.
Mr. Mobbs" uplifted hand swept down-
ward with terrific force, and, meecting
with 1o resistance, had the effect of
overbalancing Mr. Mobbs. He pitched
forward and dropped on his knees.

“Oh!"” gasped Mr., Mobbs,

Bab glanced over his shoulder,
burst into o roar.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oh! Ow! Yon—you young rascal !™
Mr. Mobbs scrambled up in a fury.
“Boy! Stop at once! I-I-—-I—7"

Mr. Mobbs rushed after Bob Cherry.
Bob drove at his pedals, and raced
away, laughing, with the angry High-
eliffe master rushing on his treck. In
a few moments, however, Mr. Mobbs
realised that the chase was hopeless,
and he halted, gasping for breath, and
red as a turkev-coek. Bob Cherry waved
a cheery hand to him from the distance,
as he wvanished along the Courtfield
road.

and

‘exercise books in

sald the captain of Grey-

friars. “Take the other young rascals
with you."

“Which *" asked Harry.

Wingate grinned.

“Cherry, Bull] Nugent, and Hurreo
singh, " he said,

“Oh! Anything ywrong, Wingate?"
inquired the captain of the Remove.

** Looks like it!" :

Wingate of the Sixth walked away
down .the Remove passage. "Harry
Wharton and Frank Nugent looked at
one snother rather blankly. They had
been about to begin prep in Study No. 1
when the prefect looked in with. his
message from their Form master.

“What is it this time, I wonderi™
asked Nugent.

*Goodness knows ™

The three other members of the Co.
ware called, and the Famous Five pro-
ceeded downstairs together.
. “For it,- vou chaps?” called out
Skinner of the Remove. * Put some
your bags, dear men.
You'll need them.”

Harry Wharton & Co. went down the
Remove staircase unheeding Skinner.
Whether they were “for it " or not,
they did not know, but the summons to
their Form master’s study was ominous.

“I ratherfully think it 15 the esteemed
Ponsonby again,” remarked Hurreo
Jamaet Ram Singh.

“Wa haven't touched him—so far,"
sald Harry.

“Wo're going to," said Johnny Bull.
“But I suppose even Pon isn't howling
before he's hurt.”

“But the excellent and ludicrons
Cherry has beon over to Higheliffe to
see him, and was turn-outfully excluded
by the rdiculous Mobby,” said the
dusky junior. “*There has beén an
esteemed complaint from Higheliffe, in
my estimable opinion.”

“Shouldn't wonder," said Bob. * Just
like that little cad Mobby to ring up on
the telephone, and make out that I
cheeked him, or something.”

“And vou didn't?" asked Nugent.

“Well, T told him to keep his wool
on,” argued Bob., "And he fell over
trying to punch my head. I never asked
him to punch my head.™

“Depend on- it, it's Mobby.” said
Wharton, “Inky’s right. Well, it
ean’t be helped.”

The Famous Five presented them-
selves in Mr., Quelch’s study. They
found the Remove master with & frown-
ing brow.

“Come in!" said Mr. Quelch. o |
have to speak te you boys very seri-
ously."

“0Oh, sir!” murmured Wharton, while
his comrades looked as innocent ms they
could.

‘1 have receivad a telephone message
from Higheliffe School, from Mr. Mobbs,
the 5:1;51’:::1' of the Fourth Form thore.”

HE h |’

"It appears that
cliffe this afterncon,

“Yes, sir."

“Mr. Mobbs informs mao that yon went
thera to szeak a quarrel with a boy
named Ponsonby.”

id H-E'm !I'!

“ And that he ordered you to leave,
and that you treated lim with personal
disrespect, Cherry."

“1 left at once, sir.”
THE MAoxET LiBRART.—IN0. 959.

ou visited High-
herry "
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“1 am aware that you boys have
friends at Higheliffe School, with"whom
vou have gemes fixtures,” said tho
RHemove master, “This undoubtedly
nocessitates  visits . amnd meetings occa-
sionally. At the same time, it 15 tho
Head's wish, and my wish, that the in-
vessant disputes with other of the High-
cliffe boys should cease. Mr. Mobbs has
requested me to order boys in my Form
to keep away from Higheliffe, and [
cannot refuse.’

“h, sicl”

“If  this causes inconvenlence, vou
have only yvonrzelves to thank,” said Mr.
Quelch.  “*Yon will understand that
from now until further notice, High-
chEE; Scheol is placed out of bounds for
you.

The Famous Five locked grim.

“1 am aware that you feel a deep re-
sentment towards Ponsonby,”™ went on
Mr. Quelch. “He acted in a destardly
manner towards you, I believe, ‘and he
has contrived to escape punishment from
his headmaster. But lptruﬁt that vou
Loys have not thought of teking the law
intog your own hands on this subject.”

Mr, @uelﬂh_ scanned five faces very
keenly. The juniors did not reply, but
it was not difficult for him to read their
thoughts.

Undoubtedly the Famous Five had
thought of taking the law into their awn
hands with regard to the dandy of
Highcliffe, and were still thinking of it.

“I am afraid that you had some such
iles, " sald the Remove master severely.

* Hom !™

“You must dismiss such an idea from
vour muncds at once. Ponsonby has
acted very badly, but, fortunately, no
harm came of his action; and there is,
after all, no definite proof against him,
You five boye are not to go to High-
clife, or near Highcliffe, until I give
yvou permission,”

“The chumsz of the Remove were grimly
silent.

" Highcliffie 2chool is, for the present,
out of bounds for you," said the Remove
master. " You wunderstand me ™

“Yes, sir!"” said Harry.

“1 trust that this mattor will close
here,”” satd Mr. Quelch. “But I am
bound to warn vou, that if you bresk
bounds in the direction of Highcliffe,
vou will be very HE*.'E!'E];_." punished.
That is all. You may go.’

And the Famous Five went.

They did not speak till they were back

in the Hemove passage. Then Iinb
Cherry said laconically :

“Done!"

“The donefulness is terrific!” re-

marked the Nabob of Bhanipur,
Harry Wharton set his lips,

“Pon put Mobby on to me, of course,”
said Eﬁﬁ Cherry. * Now Mobby's pub
Quelchy on to us. No good blaming
Quelchy, he's bound to keep the peace,
if he can. But—"

“But Ponsonby isn't getting off so
easily as all that,” said the captain of
the Remove,

“H!:' f{.'E.I‘ [u

“We're bound to keep clear of High-
cliffe now,” said Harry Wharton. * This
will blow over—it’s got to, in fact—
before the ericket match comes along.
It Pon won't keep all that time. The
rotter ! P!a}-i"iﬂ dirty trick on ue, and
then cringing behind that little beast
Mobby. Pon's got to be brought up to
the 5{:1‘&1{-}1."

“But how " asked Nugent,

“We'll joily well send him the white
feather,” exclaimed Bob Cherry, “That
may make him get a move on.”
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“Fat lot Pon will care for that!”
grunted Johnny Bull.

“Well, even Pon will care, if all
Higheliffe enlls him a funk,” said Bob.
“ Blessed if I thought even Pon was such
a worm a3 this! We'll hand him the
white feather. Even Pon won't be ablo
to stand that "

“We can't go over to Higheliffe ! said
Nugenl,

" We can send a Jetter with the giddy
white feather in it,"”

" Aned Pon will chuck it into the study
fire without sayihg a word.” _

“There's more ways than one of killing
a cat, old scout. We can send it to
another chap, with a special request to
hand it on to Pon in company.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Good egg! What price the Cater-
pillar? He would do it!”

“That's thoe wheeze,”

And that evening, after prep, a letfar

wits written in Study No. 1, and posted—

with an enclosure—addressed to R. de
Courcy, at Higheliffe School.-

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

A Present from Greyiriars !

i RANKY I

“ Hallo "

“I had a letter this mornin'.”

“You have lots of letters, old
chap,” said Courtensy, with a smile.
i An;’thing special about this one "

“Yes,"” smiled the Caterpillar, *A
fellow’s sendin’ a giddy present to Pon-
sonby of our Form, and he's asked ne to
be the giddy go-between,”

Courtenay stared.

“That's jolly odd,” he said.

“Yes, isn't it? But as I'm asked, it
wouldn't be ecivil to refuse, would it?”
asked the Caterpillar. “I'm bound to
hand over to Ponsonby the little present
that's sent for him. suppose 'm not
entitlod to keep it?"

“Eh? Of course not ™

“ Besides, it's not a thing I should care
to keop,” smiled the Caterpillar. “It's
8 suitable thing for Pon—dear old
Pon ! —but really not my style at all.”

“Well, you can hand it to Ponsonby, I
suppose, whatever it is,” said the cap-
tain of the Highelilfe Fourth, rather
perplexed,

“Exactly, ¥ want you to come along
a3z a witness to the handin' over,” said
De Courey. " Pon's a modost sort of
chap, he would very likely want to keep
dark a testinionial of this sort. There's
a little party goin' on in Pon's study
now-—and 1t’s o good opportunity, Will
vou trot along with me?"

"I was going down to the cricket——"

Diear man, vou can go down to the
ericket afterwards. and I'll come with
vou. Let's get rid of this testimonial
first.”

“1 don't quite catch on ™

“What's the mnecd?' yawned the
Caterpillar.  “Let’s go and sec Pon,
and hand him his jolly old present. I've
been waitin' for a chance to catch Pon
with his friends about hing, so that there
would be plenty of witnesszes. Dy tha
way, what do yvou think of Pon refunsin’
the Greyfriars challenge, and gettin’
Mahhy to shoo them off ¥

“1 think he's acted like a coward, as
well as a rotten ruffian,” zaid Canrtenay,
with a frown, “It's a disgrace to High-
cliffe. Dut that's nothing new for Pon-
sonby,  Still, it's no business of ours.”

“Isn't it?" said the Caterpillar, A
man doesn’t like to seo his school let
down—and doesn't like fellows sendin’
white {eathers along. My idea is that
FPon ought to be bucked up.  After all,
the follow can scrap, if he chooses, IE

OUR MOTTO: CLEAN, WHOLESOME LITERATURE!

he's afraid of gettin’ his handsome
foatures spoiled, ne should keep out of
mischief=—what "

“Yes. Dut—"

“Come on, then, and let's get it over.
Hallo, Smithson !” called out the Cater-
pillar. " Cowe along to Pon's study "

Smithson of the Fourth stared,

* Bother Pon!™ he answered,
got nothing to do with Pon !

“It's a presentation,” said the Cater-
pillar gravely. *“It's & complimentavy
letter, an’ a presentation from admirin'
friends of Pon at another school. It will
be worth seein’, Come, an’ bring your
friends.”

“Is it a lark?" asked Smithson, per-
plexed.

“¥ou've caught on at oncel It's
somethin® in the nature of a lark™
assented the Caterpillar,

“L'll come, then.”

“Bring some more fellows. We don't
want to keep it to ourselves,” zaid Do
U{:urc;;. “Mustn't be selfish, you
know. ™

Smithson grinned,

“ All serene, if it's up against Pon
he answered. The superb Ponsonby was
ot popular with any but his ewn select
circle at Ilighcliffc—perhaps not very
popular even with thew,

Courtenay looked puzzled and a little
troubled, ss he walked with.the Cater-
pillar to Ponsonby's study, But the
Caterpillar was airy and cheerful and
good-humoured, as usual, He seemed to
be enjoying the prospect of the visit {o
the dandy of Highcliffe,

There was & buze of voices in Pon-
sonby's study. as the two juniors ap-
anched the door, Pon had gathered a
ittle party of his friends to tea—with
bankor and cigarettes to follow, aa was
the custom Min Pon's study. De Courey
tapped at the door, and turned the
handle, but the door ditd not open. It
was locked on the inside. Ponsonby
could depend on Mr. Mobbs not to
“eateh him out,” but he generally locked
his study door on these occasions, to
make assurance doubly sure. LEven the
superb Ponsonby had to keep up some-
thing like up%::uruﬂma,

e Courcy knocked again.

“Who's there?™ called out Ponsonby.

“ Little me.”

“Do Courcy? Go and cat coke!™

“Oh, let the old Caterpillar in 1" said
the voice of Vavasour. * He will take a
hand in the game, if that cod Courtenay
i=n't with him "

The Caterpillar laughed,

“Rats! I don't want him
Ponsonby.

“But I'm bound to see you, my dear
nan,” drawled the Caterpillar, *“It's
important business, and it won't wait,”

“They woen't let you in,™ said Smith-
son, comiing up the passape with Yates
and DBenson and zeveral more of the
Fourth. *'They've got a pame on, and
they won't open the door.”

" Needs jpnust,” said the Caterpillar.
* If they don't open it, I shull burgle the
study,  Will you let me in, Pon 1"

“No!" shouted Ponsonby.

* Bmithson, old bean, hand me that
stool from the window." said De Courey.
1 shall have to break the lock.”

“You checky fooll” shouted
Ponsonby.

“Dash it all, Pon, et him in!1" ex-
claimed Gadsby.,  “We don't want o
shindy here. If Mobby came u

“ e sha'n't come in!" said Peonsonby
furious]y.

Crash !

“Rupert!” exclaimed Frank
Courtenny, as De Courcy crashed the
heavy stool on the lock of the door,

(Cantinued on poge 17.)
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HAT the education of a batsman is not complete until
he has been bowled out for a-duck was part of the
belief of the famous W. (. Grace, of whom this story
is told. A stranger happened to bg playing in a

team captained by W. (., who said to the unknown bats-
man: “Where shall I put you in?" " Please yourself,”
was the reply of tho stranger; “but I may say I have never
been out for a duck in my life.” “In that case,” replicd

" Gy "Fﬂu can go in last, as you can't be much of a
cricketer.’

J. M. Tf.;l.-hr. the Australian batsman, is a dentist at

_E:.‘!:Ineiy. Yet in this country he has more than once found
it impossible to keep his own “stimnps ¥ intact,

According to A. C. MacLaron, “the ambition of the
modern school of batsmen is to keep their end up somchow
or other in order to scorc from the occasional long hops
which the smallest schoolboy could send to the boundary.”
To put Mr. MacLaren's sentiment in another way, ho wanta
our batsmen to get on in jumps rather than wait for the
long hops.

——

The favourite mascot of the Australians is a stuffed
kangaroo. Our business is to knock the stulling out of it.

Our office-boy says that it is asking for trouble to place &
Carr at the head of the England team, because it only needs
such a small alteration to put us in the Cart.

According to Colling, his captain, Woodfull, plays the
average delivery later than any other first-class batsman.
Bo far as he is concerned, evidently best late,

| p—

During a cortain mateh the fielders missed ecateh after
catech. " There's & regular epidemic,” remarked one of the
plavers. “Yes," veplied another; * but you needn’t worry—
it 1sn't calching.”

George Hirst saya: “T often think that it would do every
voung cricketor d to be an umpire for three days.” But
it might not do him good if the plavers disagreed with the
decisions given.

In order to play in a recent match the Kent plavers had
to travel right through the night, and could only snatch =
fow minutes’ sleep prior to the start of the game. No
wonder some of them were caught papping.

There 15 difference of opinion as to whether good cricketers
are born or made. Burely, however, Walter Livsey can
clinch the argument so {ar as he is concerned, for he was
barn at Dattersea—where a batter should be born,

Mo, 8 (New Series). Vol. 2.

No trouble oy
interesting and
discussed by sorifers chosen from the foremost cricket authori-
ties in the land. Reoders may, therefore, rely upon the focts,
Apures, cte,, mentioned from weck to week in this supplement
s being authentic,

- obstructed, he i3 unable to see what has happened.

July ard, 1928,

age oz been spared fo make this supplement
nformative. In ét all phases of ervichet will be

HARRY WHARTON, Editor,

' tieMAN#i:NIGHTSHIRT!

All about the Umpire's job and how it shoild
be done,

K ordinary c¢lub matches it often happens that somebody is

I pressed ‘ into the position of an umpire without any real

knowledge or qualification for the Job. In boy's matches, for

instance, it iz gquite usual for members of the batting side

to umpire while their colleagues are at the wicket. Now, every-

body who takes on an wmpire's job should know how to do it
properly.

One very important thing for the umpire to remember by way
of a start is that he s never supposed to give a decision as to
whether a batsman is in or out unless an appeal {3 made to him.
The umpire may think that a batsman has been caught at the
wicket or is out leg belore, but he must keep these views to
Ei:mta?!:". unlesa some member of the flelding side asks: *“How's

o

It may also be as well if I define the duties of the umplire
at each end. The one at the bowler's end is expected to glve
decisions concerning Lb.w., caught at the wicket, or run out at
his end. Thal {s wly the umpire at the bowler's end stands
immediately behind the wicket, which is the best position from
which to view such incidents.

The umpire at the batsman's end decides cases of stumping,
run out at his end, or catches of doubtful nature which are made
by players nearer to him than to the other umpire.

From experience I have found that it is quite a common thing
for the umpire at one end to ask the umplre at the other about
certain points on which an appeal has been made. Now, a3 a
matter of fact, the official instructions to umpires are against this
attitude being adopted. The umpire whose job it is to give a
decision should give such decision without appeal to the other
umpire save in those cases which, owing to his view having been
If the umpire
does se¢ the incident he should give his declslon, and the batsman
should always have the benefit of any doubt. In other words, you
must never give a man out because you think he is out; you must
Pone of the things 1 shotl

ne o 2 Lthings 1 shouwld like to warn every umpire agaln

is being “ blufled ** into giving & wrong deelslin?n. &E;metirgrr:es E:
flielder, taking a ball low down, will throw it into the air to
signity that he has made a catch. But it may not .have been
a ecateh at all; the ball may have touched the ground just as
the felder got his hands to it. In such cases the umpire must
not he influenced by the action of the feld, any more than he
should allow himsell to be blnffed Into giving a wrong declsion
simply because a confident all-round appeal goes up.

How many umpires know exactly how they should signal certain
events to the scorer? And, at the same time, how many scorers
know the proper interpretation of correct signalling?  For the
benefit of both umpires and scorers, therefore, I give these  rules **
of signalling :
ml!:;ﬂndurh:a should be signalled by waving the hand from eide

side.
IJEBEH should be signalled by raising the open hand above the
ad.

Leg-byez should be signalled by
raising the leg and touching it with

the hand.

Wides should be signalled by
extending both arms horizontally,
No-balls shall be slgnalled by

extending one arm horlzontally,

The decision Out!™ ghall be
signalled by ralsing the index-Anger
ahove the head.

“0One short ' shall be signalled by
bending the arm upwards and by
touching the top of the nearest
shoulder with the tips of the fingers
of one land.

Besides signalling, the umplre
should  “call " distinctly for the
information of the players.




14

WONDERFUL CUT-OUT STAND-UP PHOTO OF G&. G.

JACKécGIANT?

Looking up to J. M. Gregory—Australia’s Express Bowler.
By “PAUL PRY "

(Our Travelling

Correspondent.)

Gregory which eannot be denied
—maost people simply have to
look up to him, cmml!{+"1
hiate interviewing people who stand six
feet three, as the Austealian giant does,
because you always have a- nervous
feeling that the odds will be against you
if it comes to a fight. But I would
certainly rather stand up to  Jack
Gregory and ask him questions than I
would stand up at the wicket and face
him when he is sending down those
express deliveries,
Well do I remember the remark of a
reat England batsman made respecting
Erc ary when he was here with the
England team in 1821. “That_fellow,”
he said, ”ﬂught to be barred, I believe
most of our batsmen are out before they
get in when Gregory is bowling.”

THERE is one thing about Jack

EXPRESE DELIVERIES !

He really is frightening in & way.
He starts to bowl some. twenty yards
away from the wicket, works up to
cxpress speed, and just before delivery
makes what can best be described as a
sort of Kangaroo jump. - -

If I may say so without offence, he
lacks vary fierce, too, becanse he is in
such deadly earnest; but, bless you, no
greater-hearted cricketer ever went on
the field, If by any chance one of his

lightning expresses should hit a bats-
man on the body or legs, then in the
twinkling of an cve, long Jack, the
-giant, is there to express his regret, and
to do everything possible to relieve the
pain. Of course, Gregory never means
to- bowl at the man; the wicket is his
object, and he haz hit it far too fre-

" by
JAGCK GREGORY.

| aceustomed,

fquently i recent years for any English.

bataman to be really comfortable when
facing him.

A TRUE SPORTEMAN !

There is little need fér me to tell
ou that in 1921 it was Gregory mainly,
Eu:-kml up by MecDonald, who ‘skittled
out the England batsmen time after
time. The men met bowling faster
than anything to which they had been
Let me add that Gregory
is not all fierceness, however. HHe has
the broad emile of the true sportzman
when a specially good stroke sends one
of his deliveries to the boundary. .

Gregory ought to be a ﬂrn‘:I-:eter: H‘m
randfather played for Australia -in
‘est  matches against England fifty
years ago, and his father has played for
our cousing as well, hen out in
Australia he iz a director of a business
from the windows of which he can scée
tha 8ydney cricket ground. This bus-
ness 13 hardware, and on the
Gregory is the man who can stand hard

wear,

Like all the Australians, he doesn’t
reatly ‘enjoy talking about his ericket;
hut he will tatk of other things. With
a twinkle in hiz eye, he told me that he
plays both golf and lawn-tennis, and
that, in his view, lawn-tennis is & better
game even than cricket. I - took ‘that
remark with & pinch of salt; but I
would certainly rather. play against
Gregory ob lawn-tennis than cricket,
becanse in the [ormer game you have
a soft ball.

A GOOD ALL-ROUNDER!

I .could £l all -this supplement with
stuff about Gregory, who, in spite of the
fact that he is not quite so fast as he
used to be, is even to.day the big per-
sonality of the Australia team in every
sense. 1 should rank him well up

(Continued on page 16.)
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Strange Qaksy[érdg/

Some things you perhaps didn’t know about the world’s
most famous cricket ground.

OR the first two days of this week
the chosen cricketers of England
and Australia will be struggling
for supremacy at Lord's—the

world's most famous orickeb grmlnd.

It i3 not going too far to describo it
a3 such, for if I could tell here the whole
story of Lord's I should at the same
time tell you practically the whole story
of the game of cricket, from the days
when  thore were no rules or laws re-
garding the size of the bat, the wickets,
tho ball, or the pitch. But as we can-
not ‘go into the whole story of Lord's,
let me tell you just as briefly as possible
somne of the things which { guarantce
you did not know about this famous
ground which is, of course, the hoad-
quarters of ericket, and has been that
for over a century.

THE RESULT OF A QUARREL!

In the first plam; how did it come to
be called " Lord's T A uliar name
for a cricket ground, surely, I will tell
you. One hundred and forty years or
more ago there was a ericket club called
Hambledon, which played on some ficlds
on the ouwtskirts of London. One day
o quarrel broke out betwean the players
of the elub, with the result ithat a

Tue Maexer Lisrany.—No 859,

number of them decided to leave and
form another club. One, Thomas Lovrd,
waz & leading member of the club in
those days, and he found for the new
club & prece of lard in Dorset Baguare,
London. It was Ldrd's ground, because
ha owned it, and tlmu.gﬁ Thomas Lord
has now been dead and boried for
nearly a contury, Lord's it still remains,

A HEAVY BLOW !

The present ground, however, is not
an  the :;.r:'g:inuf site, l'am Lord took
over tho lease of a new ground in 1811,
while three years later another move
was made to the present site at
St John's Wood, London. Thus there
has been ericket played on the ground
for one hundred and (ifteen years.
The developments which had heen wit-
nessed  in those years can well be
imagined, The Arst primative stand was
burnt down in 1825, and all the odiginal
records of the clul were destroyed,
This was a sad blow to Toem Lord, whe
soon alterwards gave up his connection
with the club, and many really hig
elfarts had to be mande to prevent the
spot going into the hands of would-he
builders,
CHOICE OF INNINGS!

I may tell you that for many years

after this, Lord's—this place of brauti-

 ful turf to-day—had the reputation of

being the worst ericket ground in the
country—a pitch =0 bad that it beecame
a atoek joke that every batsman leoked

| carefully to seo if s last insurance

premium had been paid ere he went to
the wicket! In , 1885, however, the
ronnd was re-laid, and tweoly years
ater the present pavilion was built, In
the carly days at Lord's the game was
played under very differont conditions
from those obtaining to-day. Choice
of innings. was always granted to the
visiting side, who were also allowed to
pitech the wickets wherever they chose,
‘The stumps were then only twenty-two
inches high and six inchos broad, as
against the TI'EEEI!E- twenty-seven inches
high and cight inches broad.

TEMPUS FUQIT !

In those long-ago days the bowling-
erense was marked with a V-shaped
cut,  Buch things as pads and gloves
were  unknown, and long-stop  was
allowed to use the biggest handkerchiof
he could find to stop the ball,

By steady steps, however, the [laws
of the game wero revised, and even now
once every year the rulers of cricket
mect in the pavilion at Lord's to make
any rife alterations considered necessary.

During the past winter further big
improvements  have  been made  at
Lord's, including the ercclion of a fine
new stand which cost nearly forty
thousand pounds., On bop of it is a
weathervane, showing old Father Time
standing over a set of wickets, I wo
eould put back the clock, and bring
Thomas Lord back again to see this
modern ground, what would he say?l
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The Inside History of England’s Last Ashes Success.
By S. F. BARNES,

The bowler whoe ""did it"' when we last won the Ashes,

this will be the sesson when the

tide wHl once more run in Eng-

land’s favour so far as Test match
cricket is concerned.  Obviowsly,’ 1t is
England's turn to win, for we have not
heen victorious in any sories of matches
since away back in 1912, and indeed in
the fifteen Test games played between
the représentatives of the two countries
since that time England has only once
omerged successful, This, of course, 15
& 'matter for regret, and a lot of people
ure apt to weep and wail, as it were,
over such a black record.  But: we
needn't worry unduly, English ericket
will come back—is coming back.

THOSE QOOD OLD DAYS!

It 15 not mmy business here to take on
the role of prophe:r over what will
happen during this present season, 1
have been asked to talk of the times
when wo did beat Australin; to recall
again; for the beneht of ericket followers
that wonderful Australian summer o
1912 when we won four Test matches in
sneccssion. Don't goet frightencd that I
am going to conjure up all the details
of England’s suceess in that year; rather
do I propose to take more of a general
autnmary, and zee if there are pot some
loszona to be learnt from those now
vremote, bat still vivid-inomemory days,
when England did beat Aunstralia.

EVERT Englishman iz hoping that

A BIT OF BAD LUCK!

In these doyz we hear a lot of talk
about good luck and bad liock, tho
*Horseshoe ™ Colling stuff, and that sovt
of thing., Well, luck will alwavs play
an important part in erieket, but 1
sometimes think there 15 & todency to
crumple under strokes of bad luck instead
of the more satislactory way of setting
the teeth hard and  determining  to
trivmphy even in spite of pusfortunc.
Lhat, at any rate, was the sprit of the
teamn which went to Auwstralia for their
siummer of 1911 and 1912, We had, right
at the very outsct, surely ay bad a picce
of luck as any side which ever foured
“down under.” Our captain, I', F.
Warner, scored 151 against Bouth Aus-
tralia right at the start of the tour, and
then becpme so il that he never teok
bat in band again during the rest of the
tripn

THE SPIRIT WHICH WINS !

Bnely oostart was cnongh 1o break the
hoarts of the party, but it secmed to
»trike us that there was all the greater

N
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need for a big pull all round, and after-
wards we showed, as o team—1I think 1
can say this “-it!-'mpt being accused of
boasting—the fighting spirit, without
which no side can hope to beat the
Australians. Zome f)e'uptﬂ in  this
country, pessimisis mostly, talk as if the
Australians alenc had tha fighting tem-
perament. * Well, as I say, we lost the
sorvices of our captmin right at the start
of the tour, and we lost the first of the
Test matches by 146 yuns.  Thercafter

and I think I may sul‘_.' that we were
never in real danghr of losing another of
the Test games.: Anyway, we won the
remaining four Tests with a fair margin
11l @Very cise.

WHY FOSTER STARTED THE LEGQ
THEORY 1

In the foregoing I think i.'nu have a

lesson it would indeed be well to remem-

ber just now—that fhe result of the first

=

e T T

5. F. BARNES.

makeh doecs not neevssarily  decide the
result of the whole series, We pot
togethor as a team in close consultation,
Mre. J. W. Douglas, wha took over the
reing of eaptainey, still Lreathed the
apivit of optimizme, and aller o start
which madde all Austealia think they had
a money-for-nothing job on, woe became
a force too strong for thom to contend
against, Everybody knows the park
which Mr. Frank Foster's bowling
played in those games. Delween us we

took sixty-six wickots oubt of Lhe nim.:L__".'-
five which fell (o English bowling in

| scored oft

we wero never defeated during the tour,,

the Test matches. And I specially refer

to Mr, Foster's bowling to illustrate tho
benelits, of consultation, The left-
handed bowler who then captained War-
wickshire has been d enough to say
that_he owed something of his success to
my prompting him to adopt the leg

theory. certainly thought he would
hold ql:fl the Australian batsmen by this
methad, He did, and took their wickets,
tog,

MY HAPPIEET MOMENTS !

Our resolution to show the Australian
people “that we could put up a fight
reccived tromendous impetus at the start
of the second game, We again lost the
toss—more bad luck, you might say—buk
there followed for me & few moments of
dream-time, for, with only one run

my bowling, 1 got rid of
Kellawsy, Bardsley, n{ﬂnm _Hill, and
Worwick Armstrong. Without any
mock modesty I may say that those few
moments, the happiest of my cricketing
lifa, did mueh to win us the second Test.
It was a bit of bowling which put the
whole team in good humour again, Woe
felt our luck had turned. We were on
our toes, on top of the Awstralians, and
we never let go our grip for the re-
mainder of the tour, ‘There you havo
something of what might be called the
psychology of cricket.

BEOWLING WHICH BRINGS VICTORY ]

Just let me say, as an additional word
about the bowling of the 1812 touring
team, on good wickets practically
throughout, that suceesz lay in the fact
that we got pace off the pitch; .and,
apart from the really fast men, I think
history shows that when the pteh 1
good it iz the men whoe can make the
ball turn and pick ap pace at the same
time who have been most consistently
suecesaful in Test matches. Theroin is a
lesson which should not be overlooked.
Don't let me give the impression that
all the bowling was done by Mr. Fostor
ancl myself. We were carciully nursed
by our captain—never kept on too long—
and Mr. Iouglas showed himself a
believer in the virtue of changing tho
attack. Incidentally, he never lost sight
of the iinportance of putting on a bowler
for a particular batsman,

RHODES AND HOBES!

Of the batting in the tour when we did
beat the Australians, I can only speak
i general terms owing to the limited
apace at my command, But those who
are old enouph will remombor some of
the things done by Jack IHobbs and
Willred Rhodes, who at Melbourne, in
the fourth I'est, when it was still possible
for our opponents te turn the tables,
seored 323 as the first wicket pair before
they were sepavated.  'Think over that
well, vou coming lad:s who read these
notea—that Willred Rhodes, the man
who got into the Yorkshire toam for his
howling, should open the innings os a
batsmun for England and help to set up
a record first-wicket Test match partner-
ship which may never be beaten.

chums, next weel's MAGNET contains a magnificent

of G. G. MACAULAY,

The Famous Yorkshire Cricketer.
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HARRY WHARTON'S CRIGKET SUPPLEMENT!

AT THE NETS!

By a County Cricketer.

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

No. 5.—THE ART OF BACK PLAY.

AST week I dealt with the way to
I plav—and to score—from the
balls on the off side which were
pitched sufficiently well up to
make & drive possible. Now we come
to another very important part of the
education of the young batsman—how
to play back. There is little necessity
to explain what I mean by that, There
are ﬂel:h_in d&fi\reaicﬂ which are not far
cnough up to make & good drive .
sible, and yet are not sufficiently sﬁrﬂt
to render & ““pull * advisable. To these
deliveries on the wicket or just outside
the off stump, it is necessary to play
back—to play a purely defensive stroke,
if I may put it that way, This does not
mean that you are never going to score
from such deliveries, because even in
defensive play the bat can be made to
hit the ball as distinct from the ball
hitting the bat. All the same, back
play 15 primarily with the object of
defending the wicket.

A CHANGE OF METHOD !

In . this connection I should like to
point out that in recent times a change

has come over what* are generally
accepted as the best methods of defensive
play. In the old days it was customary
for the coach to teach the voung pupl
to keep his right leg firmly fixed to
the ground in its original position when
making a purely defensive stroke. Now-
adays, however, most of our leading
batsmen move the right leg backwards—
that is, nearer the wicket—in their
defensive play, while the right leg also
goes across the wicket to the ball, which
15 pitched off the stumps.

THE ADVANTAQES !

Here I am going to sav that the
modern method beats the old method,
and I am going to advise you to move
the right leg back towards the wicket
in making a defensive stroke. 1 am
giving thiz advice because my experience
proves that the batsman whoe does so
move hiz right leg has a better view of
the ball and a longer time to watch it
from the piteh than he otherwize would,
while in addition that right leg acts as
an additional protection to the wicket.
The art of back play lies in keeping the
body and the bat in close companion-
ship, if I may put it that way.

When the ball is [:itch-:-.d just off the
off stump what is the real risk to the
batsman whoe plays back? It is that
he will get the ball on the edge of the
bat, instead of in the middle of the bat,

‘and thus be L'aug:ht. at slip off a i anick.”

My contention is that by moving the
right leg backwards and also across the
wicket to the ball which is just wide

‘of the off stump the batsman increases

enormously his ehange of gefting the ball
in the middle of the bat. :

Mext week I shiall tell you about thosae
delightful “scoring strokes known as
“eute.”
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JACK THE GIANT!

(Continued from page 14.)

among the first six all-rounders in the
garme. He has scored centuries against
England, and even during the present
tour he made the first hundred hit by
an Australian in this country. Here 1s
a funny thing about him, though, He
bowls right-handed and bats left. And,
goodness, can't he hit! We often think
about the Australian batsmen as stodgy,
but there is nothing stedgy sbout
Gregory’s batting. . He is their Woolley.
Strictly spesking, we should never
call 2 man an all-rounder unless he is
a good field, az well as a batsman and
bowler., Well, Gregory is the finest slip-
fielder 1 have seen for many & Yyear.
He once caught out fivea men in the
slips in one Teat match. “The trouble
is,” ma a batsman whom he had dis-
missed with a great catch declared,
“that the fellow has telescopic arms.”
That iz certainly what they look like.
Finally, Gregory will be 32 years of
age on the fourteenth of August, and
when the order went forth that the
Australians were not allowed to bring
their wives to England, Gregory didn's
worry, because he hasn't gof a wile.

SR RRER AR AR RORR GRS R RSO R RO R RO R AR RN AR SR RRORR RO R R RR AR RO RRR SRR RRRRRRRR R RRRR D RBBRY

A Word with the Umpire !

(Readers’ questions on matters appertaining to

cricket will be answered under thizs heading from

time to time. If you have a query for the
& Umpire,’” send it in,)

E. Manning, Carlisle: In first-class erickel a new ball may
be called for after two hundred runs have been scored off
the ore 1n use, and alzo at the beginning of each innings.
Lho reason why so much importance is attached to this
new ball rule, is becauss many bowlers are much better
with a new ball that one which is worn. The new seam
enables more spin to be imparted, and it is also easier to
swerve with a new ball than an old one,

* Umpire,” Croydon: You were perfectly right in your
decision in regard to the bowler who “threw ™ the ball as
distinct from bowling it. If either umpire iz of opinion
that the ball is thrown, he can call no-ball, irrespective of
the end at which heo is officiating at that particular time.

J. James, Manchester: You raise an interesting point,
and | am repeating your question as it is of such general
interest: * Five had already been run for a long, slow-
travelling ball. which went near to the boundary. When
the fielder got there he kicked the ball over the boundary,
which in the ordinary way was only four. What was the
actual score to ba recorded? 1f I were the umpire I
should regard the kieking as an overthrow, and call for
nine runs to be added to the score—five which had already
been run, and four for the over-throw. 7This sort of inci-
dent has actually happened in first-class cricket, but in any
avent, it iz not “playing the game.’

Georga M., Bristol: The law regarding the gquestion of
which batsman is run out reads as follows:
men have croassed each other, he that rana for the wicket
which 1s put down- iz out: if they have not crossed, he that
has left the wicket which is put down is out.”

FF. McPherson (Leeds).—I can only trace tem men who
have played ericket for England against Australia who have
also plaved for England at Association football. They are—
Jack Sharp, Makepeace, €, B. Fry, W. Gunn, Hardinge,
Ducat. L. H. Gay, Hendren, R, E. Foster, and the Hon. A.
Lyttelton.

“1f tho hats. -

K. K. (Manchester).—Yours is obviously a *Test ¥ ques-
tion, but, all the same, it is possible for a bowler to do the
hat trick in three separate overs—in this way: The bowler
takes the ninth wicket with the last ball of the over.  The

¢ tenth he takes with the first hall of hiz next over, thus finish-

ing the innings off. The team “follows on,” the bowler
takes his third wicket with the first ball he sends down in
the second innings, and thus he does the hat trick.

—

F. O, (London).—Under the rules of the M.C.C., profos-
sionals plaving for England in a Test match are paid £33
per mateh, the twelith man receiving £22.

T. Smoeadon.—The follow-on rule in first-class cricket in
thiz country reads: “ The side which bats first and leads by
150 runz in a three days' match, or by 100 runs in & two
days' match, shall have the option of requiring the other
side to follow thetr innings.”

F. Bhalleross (Mansfield).—There are & lot of people who
have talked of Parker, of Uloncester, as ona of our most
promising }'n-un% bowlers, Me is certainly a pood bowler,
but seeing that he has played for the county since 1803, he
searcely comes under the heading of voung., Up to the start
of the present season he had taken 1,652 wickets at an
average of just under 19 runs each.

R. Valentine (Dulwich).—On the average it costs the
Surrey County Cricket Club about £7) a year for tho neces-
sary grass seed for nse at the Oval,

Ken L. (Walthamstowl—In the rules concerning the
qualification of a cricketer to play for a county it is laid
down that a man who has no proper gqualification for any
county may play for the county the capital of which is
nearest to his place of birth or residence. It 15 under this
rule that L. (& Crawley plavs for Essex.

F. Parkin (Leeds).—No, I do not consider that big hands
are necessary for a suecessinl wicket-keepor. Indeed, I have
secn soveral “stumpers ” whose hands are even au}ullcr than
the average, those of Oldfield, the Australian, being among
them.
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“Dear man, I'm not the chap to take
no for an answer,” said the Caterpillar,

“I'm goin’ in. Haven't 1 told Pon it's
important business ™

“I'll complain to Mr. Mobbs about
this ! yelled Ponsonby.

*I'm sure I don't mind, dear man.”

Crash !

There was a siir in the study at the
second crash on the door, The knuts of
Higheéhffe understood that the Cater-
pillar was in deadly earnest,

“Hold on, Caterpillar!” called out
Gadsby. “I'll open the door! k
here, Pon! We're not goin' to have the
prefects up here to please you! Hold on
a mnnute, Caterpillar !

“RBuck up, dear man. I'm waitin’,”

The door was unlocked and thrown
open. De Courey stepped smilingly into
the study and nodded urbanely to the
enraged Ponsonby. - Courtenay remained
in the doorway, and behind him were
Smithson and a crowd of the Fourth—
more than a dozen fellows by this time,
all curious and interosted,

There were six fellows in the study—
Pon and Gaddy and Monszon, to whom
the study belonged, and Vavasour,
Drury, and Merton.
turned a stare of rage and hatred upon
the cool face of the Caterpillar.

“Now, what do you want?” he said
between  his  teeth, “You've forced
vourself into this study, where you're not
welcome.  What do you want 1%

* Nothin'."”

“Take it and go!™ suggesied Gadshy.
_“Borry to interrupt a gentleman at a
little game,” =aid the Caterpillar, with
an amused glance at the cards and
rigarettes on the table, “but I wont
keep vou long. I've received s letter,
Fon—"

“What does that matter to me, you
fool 77

“Ton, old man, your manncrs are do-
tevioratin®,” said the Caterpillar, with a
pained look.

“Oh, cheese it "

‘éi're-”gn[: a letter from Greviriars,
and—

“Ilang Greviriars!"”

'&Ene!?sfng 2 little present for you,
gnd——

“A present for me?” oxclaimed Pon-
souby. ;

“Just that! I'm requested to read
out the letter in the presence of your
distinguished friends, and to hand you
the present before witnessos—sgort of
testimonial from vour admirers,”™ said
the Caterpillar. "1've taken on the job
with pleasure, bein® one of your humble
admirers myself, ald bean.”

Ponsenby  stared at  Dhim
astonishment.

“I don't know what vou're drivin®
wt,” he snapped. “I've told vou that
vou're not weleome in this study, and
' waltin® to sea your back.™

“Wait as patiently as you can, sld
bean,” said the Caterpillar urbanely.
“U'm quite aware that fellows den't
have to wait Imlg to sce your back, of
vourse —fellows wio are able to put up
anvthin' like a serap——"

“1la, ba, ha!" came a yell from
Bmithson & Co. in the paseage,

FPousonby gritted his teoth,

in shoor

Cecil Ponsonby -
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“You checky cad! J—="
The Caterpillar was fnmbling in his
pocket, He drew out a letter, and &

bi$ white feather.

“There it is,
Greyfrinrs, "’

And he towzed the white feather upon
the table,

Pon—a present from

THE TENTH CHAFPTER.
Up 1o the Secraich !

ECIL IFOXS0OXBY stared at the
white feather.
His face was as white as the
“present ™ from Greyfriers.

The other fellows in the study ex-
changed glances—some of them grin-
ning.  For a moment or two there was
stlence.

It was the Caterpillar who broke it.

“Gentlemen,” he said, *lend me your
ears, as the johnny says in the play.
I've got a letter to read out.”

Ponsonby did not speak. Even the
cad of Higheliffe was not insensible to
shame., Ifa sat with his eyes fixed on
the white feather, angl the crimson was
crecping inte his pale checks. Bnuth-
son & Uo., in the passage, were chuck-
ling; even Pen's friends were grinning.
Courtenay’s face was dark., De Courcy,
in his cool. drawling voice, proceeded to
read out the letter from Greyviriars.

“Tear Caterpillar,—Highelife Thas
been placed out of bounds for us, for
the present, Mr. Mobbs having put it to
our Form master. Ve can’t come over
and see Ponsonby, and we rather think
that, in the cirevunstances, Pon won't
aecopt an invitation to come over and
se0 us. "

“Ha, ha, ha!" roarcd Smithson,

Ponsonby drew a deep breath.

" Laughter in court, which was im-
mediately suppressed,” said the Cater-
pillar. “T'll go on.

“If you agrec—az 1 think vou do—
that Ponsonby ocught to answer for what
he has done, will vou stick thiz letter
up where the fellows in your Form can
see 1, or else read it out to Ponsonby
and band him the white feather, Tf that
doesn't screw up his courage to the
sticking-point I suppose nothing will,—
Yours sineerely, I1. WHarTON. "

“That's the lot,” zaid the Calerpillar.
*“1 folt called npon to oblige Wharton in
this matter, as Pon has put Mobby up to
interferin’.  The question now arviscs, is
1’43:1'5.}?91.11'113‘4: serewed up to tho stickin

int?

Pa Ia, ha, ha 1"

*1 never said a word to Mobbs!" said
Ponsonby huskily.

The Caterpillar coughed.

“If vou didn't, Pon, the way he butted
into the affair was a2 remarkable coin-
vidlenes, DBut, of course, we're all bound
to aceepl your word,™

“1 don't think ! chuckled Smithson,

“Leavin® Mobby ont of it,” resumed
the Caterpillar, “the question still
remaing, is vour jJolly old courage
serowed u[p to the stickin' point, or have
tho Grevivinrs men wasted their white
feather on yom for nothin @™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Dash it all. you can’t srand that !
muttered Gadsbhy.

Pon gave him a savapge look.

“You can't, Pon, abzolutely,” mur-
mured Vavasour.

“0Oh, Pon can stand a lot of things,”
said the Caterpillar. “ Pon's got a great
gilt of endurance. TDut the question is,
can we stand 1?7 Aro follows goin’ te
send white feathers to Highelitfe and

nothin’ done? TI'm not particularly thin-
skinned mysclf, but I object to white
feathers—I cbject wery strongly! My
idea iz that ch-n’s fightin’ blood ought
to be stirred up sume%uw.”

“You rotter!™ muttered Ponsonby.
“Do you think I'm afraid of those Grey-
friars cads?”

“I think it looks like it, dear man.
But I hnt»a that's only what it looks like.
After all, appearances are deceptive,i’
saidl the Caterpillar. “I hope you are
burstin® with bravery and the yearnin'
for battle. You don't look like it, but

I hape you are.”
“ﬁuu, ha, ha!"

“Chuck  this, Caterpillar!” said
{Courtenay abruptly. .

The Caterpillar shook his head.

“It's got to be settled,” he said
obstinately. " Pon's lettin' down High-

cliffe, an' I object to it. Greviriars have

sent a challenge, and the challenge has
-got to be taken up. If P

on's & coward
we're not all cowards here, I h Per-
haps ene of Pon's friends would like to
take up the cudgels for him "

Do Courcey glanced round at the
knutty circle.

There was a unanimons silence. Ap-
parently nobody in Pon's select circle
was keen to take up the cudgels,

‘“ No offers?" asﬁ'cd De Courcy.

Silence.

““Then it's up to Pon," said the Cater-
pillar, “and if Pon turns it down wa
shall have to find another man. They're
not goin’ to say at Greyfriars that High-
clifc haven't a man to meet thefo.
What's your answer, Pon

“Mind your own business, confound
you |

“I'm makin' this my business," said
the Caterpillar. “I like those Grey-
friars chaps; they're friends of mine—at
least, friends of Franky's. DBut they
can't send a challenge like this without
gettin® a suitable answer.  If vou don’t
fu:cuf;wer this letter, Pon, I shall answer
it.

“Youl” exclaimed Courtenay,

HLittle me ! exelaimed, the Cater-
pillar, with a nod. *“Higheliffe have got
io produce a champion to show that we
:Iu:;,’:c-_ all suffer from cold feet at this
end,

“You've got no quarrel with them,
you ass!™

“None at all. except that I abject to
white feathers bein’ sent to Iigheliffe.
1 don't blame them:; they're actin’
within their vights. But a Ilighclifie
man has got to meet their man, and
pluck seems to be rather at a discount in
this. study. TUnless T'm mistaken. and
Ponsonby iz really burnin' for hbattle
an’ slaughter ! added the Caterpillar.

“Funk !" roaved Smithson.

Ponsonby bit his lip hard.

He glanced at the iﬂlluws in the pas-
sage—at Courtenay's dark, contemptu-
ous face; and then he looked  at his
friends. It was borne in upon Pon-
sonby's mind that he had no choice left
in the matter. There was & limit; amd
this was the limit.

“Don't be a goat, Pon!"” whispered
(adsby anxiously. “Do you want to
bo cut by every fellow in the schoot?
You'll never bhe able to hold up youwr
head at Highelife again if you E:t this
pass.”

Ponsonby was only too clearly aware
of that. Nothing would have pleased
lim better than to sce the Caterpillar
engaged in combat with the Groyiriars
clmmi)inn for the honour of IMigheliffe.
But he realised very clearly that it
would not do.

He drew a deep, deep breath.

"Woll, what's the verdiet?" asked tha

THE MaGxer Lisrary.—No, 959,



18

ALWAYS CHEERY, AL

WAYS ATTRACTIVE—THE *' MAGNET"!

Cuterpillar at length. *“I'm waitin’ for
your answer, Pon.”

“You might have guessed my
answer,” said Ponsonby, as calmly as
he could “I want to keep clear of
those Greviriars ruffians—and it means
trouble with the Head if I let mysel
be drawn into & row! Dut if they

want trouble, let them' have it. They
can pick out their man, and I'll give
That's ail!"

him & jolly good hidin'!

(1} mnn [l?

*Hear, hear!” said Gadsby.

“ood old Pon!” chorused the knuts,
much relieved. |

Pon's lip curled. .

“ Makeo it Satarday afternoon; that's
the next. half-holiday,” hée said. " One
of my friends will call at Greyfriars
before then to make the arrangements.
Now get out of my study, De Courey.”

* Ploasure, dear man,” siid the Cater-
illar urbanely. “Best wishes for good
Fun]:, old man! You're in the wrong,
of course; but I should like to see
Higheliffie win. Like little me to be
your second "

“ No, hang you !V :

“QOffer refused without thanks,” said
the Caterpillar. ““No objection to my
comin’ E:.E::ng to see you knock the
Greyfriars man inte a cocked bat, I
supposa " . N

“Tou'll have nothin® to do with 1t !"
said Ponsonby savagely. “All I want
you to do is to mind your gwn bimey.”

The Caterpillar smiled.

# And you won't mention the matter
to Mobby " he asked.

“Hang you, you know I won't!”
snatled i‘oumuhy. i .

“Well, I. thought you might in an
sbsent-minded momient, you know,"
murmured tha Caterpillar. “You see,
if I answer thid letter acceplin’ the
riddy challenge, you're bound to stand

it. And if you-don't walk up to the
olly old Beld of battle, you'll be carried
ere—see 2"’ )

f What-ho!” chuckled Smithson.

And the Caterpillar strolled out of the
study, leavin onsonby to enjoy his
game of banker with his knutty c¢om-
rades as well az he might. Probably
Fousonby did not enjoy it very much.

“I'm glad that's settled,” said
Clourtenay, as he walked down to the
grioket-ficld with hizs chum e little later.

The Caterpillar gave him a whim-
pical smile.

* Settied 7 he said.

¥ Yen, it's settled now. After all, Pon
Isn't & coward. He's got a sense of
shame =t least. It's settled.”

“1 wonder,” said the Caterpillar.

as to whether the dandy of Higheliffe
had been brought up to the scratch,
Bunter Wanits (0 Know !
'-II SAY, vou follows!”
Bob Cherry made a motion
awith bis boot, and Billy Bunter “cut.”
Monson, of the Higheliffe Tourth,
had come into the House at Greyiriars
Bunter wanted to. hear, .
Bunter was keenly intorcsted in the
incensed Bunter. True, Bunter had not
been the only vietim of Ponsonby’s

Which seemed to indicate that the
Caterpillar had a lingering doubt still
THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
£l Clltiﬂl‘
“PBut, I say!"
But he did not cut very far.
PBunter wanted to koow,
and was speaking to Harry Wharton
and Boeb Cherry in the hall, Naturally,
Higheliffe  affair. Ponzonby's escape
from punishment, so far, had deeply
dastardly trick at the old Priory; but
Tae Macxer Liprary.—No 959,

he was the only one that matlered, so
to speak, What the fellows were going
fon do about Pon was an interesting
questiobn to the Owl: of the Remove,
Indeed, he had told Peter Todd that if

the fellows didn't do something, he

would himself eall personally at High-
cliffe and give Ponsonby a thrazhing—a
statement  which made Peter chuckle.
S0 when Monsonr came along -that after-
noon: after class, Bunter was convinced
that hie- ought to join in the descussion.
Whichi was a point upon which the
other fellows did not scem to agree with
Bunter.

But Bob Cherry's boot was ‘niot ko be
argued with, It was & heavy and hefty
hoot, and Bunter "knew 1its weight—
from experience. So he scudded away
in great indigpation. From the
banisters ks blinked down at the juniors
in the hall,

Then his little round eyes gleamed
cugningly behind his spectacles. If the
fellows were going to arrange a fight,
they couldn’t arrange if there, It would
hava-to be kept from Mr. Quelch's
knowledge, at least, and it was pretty
certain that Wharton would take the
Higheliffe envoy to his study to talk
the. matter over.- Bunter cut away to
Study Mo, 1 in the Remove and rolled
into that celebrated apartment. A fow
mintites later he knew that he had
judged correctly, as he heard the voices
of the juniors on the Remove staircase.
Dunter, listening inside the study door,
heard them approaching Study No. 1.
That was enough for Bunter.

He dived under the study table and

lay low,

?['h-e door opened again, and Monson
of Higheliffc came 1n, Wharton stand-
ing politely aside for him to enter,
The captein of the Remove followed
him in. Undoee the table, crouchin
vory quietly, Bunter grinned to himself.
The captain of the Bemove had doubt-
less forgotien his unimportant existonce.
But Bunter was there, and he was going
ta know !

“Take o pew, Monson,” said Harry.

“Thanks, I'll stand!” said Monson.

His manner was barely civil; he had
not come to Greyiriars to be polite.

“Just as wvou like,"” said Wharton
indifferently, * The fellows will be here
in & minute or two.”

“I've come over to speak to vou, as
I've said, not to interview all your
Form."

“Yon've told me that it’s a message
from Ponsonby, and five of us are con-
=arned in it."” said Harey. “We won't
keep you waiting.”

Monson shrugged his shoulders and
waited. Bob Cherry had gone to gather
the other members of the Co.. and he
soon came into the study, followed by
Nugent and Johnny Bull and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

* Monson's come over from FPon-
sonby,” Harry Wharton explained.
“Heo's pot & message. He's acting ns
Pon's second.”

“Oh, good !” said Johnny Bull: * Then
the white feather worked the oraclo
after all.” _

“The excellent and ludicrous Pon has
come up to the esteemed scratch?”
asked Hurree Singh, X

“"That's pood news!" =zaid Nugent.

Monson sneered.

“If you're all here I'll get on,” he
said. “I've got to get back to Iligh-
eliffe, vou know!"™

ANSWER
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“(ao ahead " asaid Ilarry.

“In the first place, the matter has
got to be kept dark,” said Monson.
“If that isn't agreed to, the whole
thing is off. Dr. Yoysey and Mr.
Mobbs would both be down on Pon if
they knew., And if ‘you fellows can't
undertake to keep it dark, call it off
here and now.™

“Oh, cut that out " exclaimed Jnhnnﬁ
Bull angrily. “We shall keep it ‘dar
enough, and wvou know it. It was
Ponzonby brought 3Ir. Mobbs into the
bizney.”

“T'm not here to nrgue!” said Mon-
son. “I wank yonr word that it will be
kept dark to tell Pon. You can't expect
Fon to land himself into trouble with
his headmaster to please you,”

We shall not say a word about it,"
satd Harry.

“Very well, that's settled, then,
Pon's prepared to meet any man you
put forward, and I'm bere to arrange
time. and place,” said Monson., “The
scrap can't take place either here or at
Highecliffe, of coursa; it will have to bo
somewhera guiet, You've already said
that you're willing lo leave time and
place to us” :

"gmte willing,” said Harry.

“The willingtulness is terrihe.”

“"Pon fixes it for to-morrow—>Saturday
—afternoon; that's a half-holiday at
both schools,” zaid Monson. " The place
13 the old Army hut behind Courtfield
Common. You know the place.”

“We koow it, and it will do as well
as any other *plma.-" said Harry, “1It's
a good step from both schools.™

“Four o'clock to-morrow afternoon,”
sald Monson.

“ Agreed.”

“Ponsonby will be there with his
second—me,” said Monson, * Your man
will bo there with his second. You've

iven Pon his choice. and he picks out

b Cherry."

“Oh, good!" exclaimed Bob,

“Yery good!” said Wharton, both
surprized and pleased. He had rather
expected Nugent or Hurree SBingh to be
selected as less formidable members of
the: Co., Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
gave Monson a rather scrutinising look,

"My esteemed Monson, 1 hope that
this is not ludierous gammon,” he said.
“Wea do not want to walk across the
common to {ind that the esteemed funky
Pounsonby i not there.”

*You'll ind Pon there, on time," said
Monson, with a sneer. “If your man
comes up to the scratch, he won't bhe
disappointad.”

“Rely on me!" grinmed Bob Cherry.
“1'd give a week's pocket-money fo geb
my hands on the cad.”

“That's settled, then,”
“Two follows on
bady else.”

“I suppose we con come  as  wit-
nesses T exclaimed Johomy Bull,

“Wa jolly well shall.” szaid Nugemnr.
“We know your Highchiffe trickery-it
would be like Pon to have a crowd of

E_aIr] Monson.
cithor side—and no-

his friends there and turn it mto a
ragging.” i ’
“Phat's unaterial’  =wiud  Monzon,

“The idea is to avoid a crowd, so that
the matter won't get onl. Pon's agree-

able to all five of vou coming. if you
limit it to that. Il Cherry's afraid (o
come wilth only his =econd let ldm
bring Tour of you.”

“Why, vou cheeky ecad—" began
Bob hotly. ]

“Easy does it, BolL.” said Harry.
“Tive of us will be ample. It wonld

very like Ponsonby to have a mob
there to handle vou alone, but we can
deal with all of them if they turn vp.
The five of ns could mop up Pon and all
bis friends.”
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“What-ho ! grinned Johnny Bull.

“Tt's szettled, then,” said Monson.
“We rely on you to keep it dark—if we
find a crowd there we shall simply
clear off and let you rip. Pon's rot

goin’ to risk a floggin' from D,
Yoysey." :

“Five of ns, and nobody else,” said
Wharton. ““That will be enough to sce
fair play. You can bring the same
number,”

Monszson shook his head, ;
“Pon and I will be alone,” ho said.
"We don't want it to be talked all over
Highelilfe. The Head’s down on these
rows, and zo is Maobby. We're willin’
to trust you men to see fair play, if
you're not willin' to trust us.”
“The Caterpillar would be willing to
come, and he wouldn't babble about
it,* said Nugent. .
“We don't want him—he's no friend
of ours.” ) i
“Well, that's your business,” said
Harry. “Four o'clock to-morrow after-

noony, DBob Cherry a.qninﬂtt Ponzonby.
We'll bring gloves. Nothing more to
be sald.”

“ Wothin',” said Monson.

And the Higheliffe junior left the
study, and left the school. Harry Whar-
ton & Co. exchanged glances, .

WAl zereme now,” .said Bob., ™I
rather fancied the white feather would

¢o. it. Even Pon couldn’t stand that."
Harry Wharton nodded. )
“Tt looks all right,” he said, “and

we'll keep our part of the bargain—not
a word outside this study, -till after it's
over at all events. 1 can't understand
Pon being so keen on keeping it dark—
I should rather have thought he would
like an interruption—="

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“But it seems straight enopgh,” #aid
Harry

"It does,” agreed Dob.

“Not a word to the other fellows, at
present, then,”

“Not o word.”

And Harry Wharton & Co. left the
study.

After they were gone, o fat junior
rolled out fram his hiding-place wnder
the table, grinning. Unsuspected by all
parties, Billy Bunter was in posscssion
of the secret—a circumstance that was
to have consequences unlooked-for hy
Harry Wharton & Co., and especially
by Ponsonby.

e——

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Ponsonby’s Plot !

HE Caterpillar wrinkled his
I brows, with a look of whimsical

perplexity. It was Saturday
afternoon; and there was a

junior cricket match on at Higheliffe—
ourth against Bhell. Frank Uourtenay
was thinking chicfly of ericket; and tho
Caterpillar, who was in the cleven, was
booked for the afternocon — rather
against his will, Courtenay was look-
ing at the pitch after dinner, De Courcy

gtrolling with him, with his ‘}m:l'u'.iﬂ ifn
his pockets. He was not thioking of
ericket,

It beats me, Franky!” he said
last.

“What does, Caterpillar?”

* About Pon.”

“0Oh, bother Ton!” zaid Conrtonay,
with a smile. “I hope we shall be beat-
ing the Shell this afternoon, wiale he's
gotting his beating.”

“1e will get o %catin', I fancy, if it
comes off,” snid the Caterpillar, “ But
I'm beaten already, old bean—it heats
me hollow. It scemis to he all straight.
Monson went over to Greylriars and

at

As Bob Cherry’s bicyele shot forward Mr. Mobbs® uplifted hand swept downwards
with terrific force. Meeting with no resistance it had the effect of overbalaneing

him, and he pitched forward and dropped on his knees.
““Ha, ha, ha ! ** Bob Cherry glanced over his shoulder, and burst into a roar.
(Hee Chapler 7.)

““0Oh ! " he gasped.

fixed it up—Pon's meetin® Bob Cherry
somewhera this afterncon, girdin' him-
gclf up for battle—he's bheen punchin’
the ball this mornin’ with great energy.
The nuts are in }ligh feather—they'ro
proud of their I"on.’

*“YWell, ho was bound to play up,” said
Courtenay.

“Yon couldn't spare me this after-
noon, Franky i”

“INo fear!” said the captain of the
Fourth decidedly. “Idash it all, Cater-
pillar, vou don’t want to cut the
cricket 1" -

“N.no,” said the Caterpillar hesitn-
tingly. "But I really would like Lo
sea Pan play up—for once.”

“0Oh, rot! said Courtenay. * Desides.
I hear that he's taking only ene man
with him—his sccond. He wanta the
thing kept dark—and there's no doubt
it would be stopped if the Ilead or
Mobby got on to 1t.”

“And Pon docsn't want it stopped ¥

“1 supposo not.”

“They say that a leopard can’t change
his spots, or an FEthiopian hiz skin,”
murmured the Caterpillar,  “DBut I
shall begin to belicve that they can, at
this rate. Is Pon really goin' to stand
up to a hefty fellow like Cherry in o
fuir ﬁght?"

“He's left himself no choice about
that, that I can sce. He hadn't any
choice from the beginning, really.”

“Dut he was so jolly keen on puttin’
it off. He droggped Mobby into 3t you

know. A word to Mobby now would
put o stop to jt—and DPon's takin' all
sorts of precawtions for that word not
to bo uttered.”

Courtenuy laughed.

“If Mobby got to know the fellows
would all know who had %wen him the
tip,” he said. “Fon's in his last ditch,
really—he's cither got to fight, or be
hooted as & funk. Even his own sut
would be ashamed of him if he swal-
lowed the white feather. Now, about
this mateh thia afterncon, I shall open
the innings with yeu, Caterpillar—"

The Caterpillar suppressed o groan.

He was keenly interested, n a
whimsical way, in the problem of Pon-
sonby: cricket did not appeal to him
nearly so much. DBut ericket was the
order of the day now.

At two o'clock the stumps were
pitched, and the Caterpillar turned up
on Little 8Side with the cricketers.
Courtenay had forgotten Ponsonby by
that time; end the Caterpillar had fo
dismiiza bim from his mind when the
game began. Thoe prablem of Pon's
procecdings  that alternoon had to
remain unsolved—by the Caterpillar,

The ecricket mateh was going strong,
when Ponsonby & Co. camo out of the
House and walked down to the gates.
The nuts of the Fourth were not inter-
ested in thoe great summer game; they
did nmot even cast a glance towards
Little Side. The whole knutty party

THe Mlexer Lisrary.—No. 858,
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s
walked as far as the gates with Plnmunht
and Monson, and wished them luc
when they started for Courtfield Com-
mon.

“ Look lere, why can't you let wus
come an' sec the civeus 1" asked Gadsby.
“We'd like to come, Pon."

" Absolutely,™ said Vavasour.

Pousonby shook his head.

“A  bargain’s a bargain,™ e
answered. “I've agreed to go wih
only one man, and I'm not goin’ to let
the Greyfriars cads think I'm nervous.”

“Well, that's all right,” said Drury.
“ But they wouldn't mind your bringin
your friends to look on. We want to
see the sorap.”

“ Nothin' dein’,” said Ponsonby.

And he walked awa.if with Monson,
leaving the knutty !:‘Iil' at the gates,
discontented and 8

Monszon, too, ngu uzzled as he walked
along with the dandy of Highcliffe. It
seemed to Monson that Pon was keep-
ing something back—he quite failed to
understand tge new attibude of the
superb Pon. If Pon was s0 keen to meet
the Greyiriars champion, so keéen not
to run risk of interruption, it was pecu-
liar, to say the least, that he had not
accepted the Groeyfriara ‘challenge
earlier. Monson felt that there was
something behind it all—though bhe
could not guess what.

“Look here, Pon, why can't you let
the fellowas come?” he exclaimed at
last, as they struck across the common.

“No witnesses wanted,” said Pon-
sonby, with a sour grin. “I can trust
you, Monson, You can keep your mouth
shut.” _ :

Monszon looked very uneasy. -

“"Than, 1f's not straight?” he asked.

Cecil” Ponsonby laughed sarcastically.

“Pa you think T'm goin' to be
hammarcd by that rofian Cherry?” he
said, with a sneer. “I know a trick
worth two of that,”

“But you've agreed——

“The five of them will be there,”
said Ponsonby, “Let them come! They
will meet with a bit of & surprize, you'll
IEE!I'!

HPut—"" began Monson. -

“0Oh, wait an' see!” said Ponsonby
irritably. .

Menszon relapsed into silence, but his
look was extremely uncasy as he walked
on. The expression on Pon's face, and
the evil gleam. in his eye, might have
made any fellow uneasy.

The two Highclifians arvived at the
old Army hut—a disused building in a
solitary spot.

o Wa‘rep jolly early,” said Monson,
“It's only hali-past three.”

Ponsonby smiled, and led the way
into the hut. .

From the oulside, it locked solitary
and dezerted. But Monson started as
he saw that it was tenanted. Four
rough-looking fellows were sitting on a
bench there, smoking pipes and playing
oards. Monszon stared at them. Heo
knew them by sight; they were loafers
from the Feathers Inn, up the river—a

lace much frequented by Ponsonby and
]:ia friends on half-holidays, At sight
of Ponsonby, the quartette grinned and
touched their hafs. ]

“All ready—what?" said Ponsonby.

“YWhat-ho, sir! You leave it to us,”
said one of the four, a man with a
black patch over one eye and two of
his front teeth missing.

“You know what you're to do,
Hookey., You're not to hurt them—
only & jolly good hiding all round.”

“Leave it to us, sir!” grinned Hookeay.

And his comrades grinned and
nodded,
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Monson caught Ponsonby by the arm
and drew him out of the hut. He was
looking greatly alarmoed now.

“Pon,” he breathed—""Pon! Arc
you out of your senses? You've pgot
that gang here to pitch into the Grey-
friars chaps?"

“Exactly! A quid cach—and cheap
at the price!” said Fonsonby coolly.
“It's a little surprise for those cads—
what?"

“You can't do 1t ¥

“(Can't 17" sneered Ponsonby.

“You ecan’t!” Monson looked quite
ecared. ““Thera's a limit! You can't
do such a rotten, . cowardly, black-
guardly thi 42 :

“Oh, can it!” interrupted Ponsonby
savagely. “{ went over to tha Feathers
last evenin' and fixed it up. You might
hu'le Fuessed somethin’ of the sort, you
fool.’

“1 might bave puessed that you'd go
in for foul play, I know!"” panted Mon-
son, “But it's too thick—it's too
rotten. I won't have a hand in 11"

“Don’t, then. You won't be
wanted " _

“Pon, old man,” plsaded Monson,
“eall it off before it's too late. Think

asped Monson,
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of the disgrace! You'll be cut by all
Higheliffe—"

““0h, don't he an ass! Who's to
know " sneersd Ponsonby. *ls any-
body goin' to belicve those Greyfriars
cads 4f they complain? They're goin’
to get a hefty thrashin' all round, which
will stop them from lookin’ for trouble
for some time {o come, Who's to know
I sot these rotters on? If they suspect,

they can't prove it. They've already
made one f{alse accusabion against
me—"

¥ Pon!”

“All Higheliffe knows that Bunter
gave false evidence in accusin’ me
before the Head. That helps. They
can say what they like, and be hanged
to them! My story will be that 1 came
along, accordin’ to arrangement, and
found them rowin’ with a gang of
hooligans, and left then at it.’

Monson stared at him, Ponsonby's
plans were cut and dried—he could seo
that, And it was likely onough that his
story would hold water. At all evenis,
he was prepared to brazen it out.

Monzon drew a deep breath.

“Pon, it's too thick—it—itl’s infamouns !
I'm not goin' to have a hand in it
Send those roughs away, or I'm goin'.”

“Do as you dashed well choose—
only Lold yvour tongue!” said Ponsonby,
in a4 tone of menace. * You and I know

a little too much about one anoiher,
Monson, to give one another away.”

“T'1l hold my tongue,” muttered
Monson. “ But I'm gow” !

And he wont. -

Ponzonby shrogged his shoulders.
lighted & cigarette, and loafed about
the hut with his hands in lLiz pockets
till he sighted fve figures on the
common in the distance, ]

Hiz eyes gleamed at the sight of
Harry Wharton & Co. It was just four
o'clock as the Famous Five of Grey-
friars came up.

“Here we are agnrin.” said Bob
Chieery cheerily.

“Just in time!"™ sncered Ponsonby.
“I began thinkin' that you weren't
comin’ up to the scratch after all!"

“0h, cut that oul:” =aid Bob con-
t-em_ptuuusiy. "No wpeed to chatlber,
Let's get going.”

“I'm ready.”

“If you're ready, there's no need to
waste time," said Hurry Wharton,

“The sooncrfulness is the betterful-
E?BH,I’; remarked Hurree Jamset Ram

ingh,

“I'm  waitin",”" said DPonsonby.
“Come into the hul—there’s plenty of
room there, .and we shall be out of
sight."

“*Right-ho "

Ponsonby strolled into the hut,

* Blessed if I more than half-cxpected
te see him here!” said Nugent. “'He
doesn’t seem 1o have his  second,
either.”

“RBut at's all serene now,” said Bol.
“Come on !

Harry Wharton & Co. followed Mon-
sonby into the Lut. The next moment
therea was a rush of feot.

“Look out!" welled Bol.

But it was too late! Ponsonby of
Highelifie, with an _evil grin on his
face, stond back and walched—ont of
harmi’'s way—while the five echoolboys,
resisting desperately, went down ounder
the rush of the gang of roughs,

e

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Brought to Book !

b ETER, old man—""
P “ Bow-wow "

“I could jolly well tell you
something if [ liked!™ said
Bunter.

“Naot that I want lo hear, old boan,”
vawned Peter Todd., “Give your lowes
jaw a rest.”

“Oh, really, Poter—""

“And give me a rest!"

Billy Bunter blinked at Peter re-
proachiully. He had news—he was full
of news: but Toddy's manner was not
éncouraging.  Buanter almost resolved
not to tell Toddy at all,

Bul not quite! It was difficult for
Bunter to keep news in, Bunter liked
to be the fellow who knew. He liked
to be primed with ths *very latest.”
Bunter was an indefatigable collector of
news; and when he had cellecled it, it
burst forth from lLim, as if wore.

Peter had missed the Famons Five
ithat afternoon, wondering why they
were not on the cricket ground. He
had wondered whether their absence
had anything to do with Dansonby of
Higheliffe, Little as Peter guested it,
Bunter knew.

“I suppose you've noliced that Whar.-
ton and his mob are gone onf, Peter?”

“Yes, " yawned Ielor,

“Liuess where they're gone,”

Peter took notice at last. ;

“Not to Higheliffe.” he said. “That's
out of boimds now.”
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“What price the old Army hut on
Courtlield Common?” grinnad Bunter,

“Bosh ! said Peter. " No place for
a picnie.”

“*He, he, he! It isn’'t a picnie,”
chupkled Bunter. 'It's a scrap:!™

“ A serapl” repeated Peter,

“Keop it ark,” said Bunter.
“Thoy're not telling anybody—FPopsonby
made a point of that., Wharton told
me in confidence——"

* Gammon 1"

“0Oh, really, Poter——"

“ Piffte " ;

“Waell, that's what’s on,” said Bunter,
97 jolly well know it. I'm not telling
anybody, of course! I just mentioned it
to Smithy, and Russell, and Ogilvy, aod
Squiff, and—""

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Peter. “ And
to everybody who would listen.”

“I'm telling you because you're my
pal,” said Bunter. “I knew you'd like
to see the scrap, and there's plenty of
time to get across to the hut, if you go
o your bike, They den’t know that
anvbody knows sbhout it—they never
dreamed that I was under the study
table—"

“What " )

“1—1 mean—Wharlon told me in con-
[idence—""

*Ha, ha, ha!" .

“If you like to give me a lift on the
back of your bike, Peter, I'll come,’
said Punter. “I'want to see Pon licked,
but, of course, T can’t walk all that
“-‘E':F-”

“Blessed if T see any sense in keeping
it dark,” zaid Poter. * Lot of good try-
ing to with you around. If there’s a
wrap with Pon, I'm jolly well going to
sea it, I know that.”

“Hiniihy said the same, but the beast
vofused to give me a hift on his bike,”
said Bunter, “You're going to give me
a lilt, Peter?™ .

*1'm not a derrick or a steam crane!”
growled Toddy.

“loock here, vou beast, vou wouldn't
know anviliing about it if [ hadn’t told
vou,"” exclaimed Bunter warmly, *“1t's
up 1o you”

Poter Todd hesitated, Giving Bunter
w lift behind & bike on a Lilly road was
no joke.

But be folt that it was, indead, up to
him, sinco it was owing to Bunter's in-
formation that he was going to seo Pon-
ronby of Higheliffe licked. Aund that
was a sight Peter was not willing to
mize, if ho could help it.

“Well, come on, Fatly!" he said:

And Bunter rolled after lis study-mate
1o the bike-shed. Peter grinned as he
«aw lhalf a dozen of the Remove there,
gelling out their jiggers. Billy Bunter
had evidently been talking with con-
siderable freedom already., Peter was
not the lirst Removite let into the secret.

“You coming, Toddy?" asked Squiff.

“What-ho! I'm giving Bunler a
lift,” said Peter. ' Yon fellows can take
it in turns with me, il you hke"

“*No jolly fear!™

“Bmithy and Redwing have started
slrcady,” said Hazeldene, 1 think
\Wharton might have told vs what was
o, I want to soe that cad Ponsonby
{hrached. I had a rolten iime down in
the vaults.”

“Phey're  walking,” said DBunter.
“T.ots of time {o eatch them up. Timae
for & snack at the tuck shop, if you
like. belore we start.”

“Yon can go and have a snack while
I got off," suggested Peler.

“Will you wait for me?"

“No fear!™

* 1least [

Angd when Peter Todd sarvted, Billy
Bunter wae stamling on s fooiresis

-

behind, holding on to Peter's shoulders,
a method of transport that was not easy
for the fat junior. and was decidedly
cumbersome to Peter Todd.

Six cyelists started in & bunch on the
Courtfield road, and as they turned into
the path across the commen, they
sighted Vernon-Smith and Tom Red-
wing riding ahead. Peter Todd and
his companions followed on behind the
Bounder and Redwing, all of them keen
to be in at the deatl, sc to speak. Had
Bunter had time to spread his mnews
farther, probably all the Remove would
have been on the same trail that after-
noon. They would all have been keen
enough to see Ponsonby licked, for no
one had any doubt as to the result of
the combat. It was a licking for Pon,
if he came up to the seratch. The only
doubt was, whether he would come up to
the scratech. Bunter had told fellow
after fellow, until he found one willing
to give him a lift to tho seat of war.
Waﬁning did not appeal to Bunter, and
his bike, as usual, was out of repair.

footpath, sounds came to their ears—
sounds of a wild and whirling conflict
going on inside the old wooden building.

“They're going it!” exclaimed Squiff.

“What the thump!” ejaculated the
Bounder in amazement. “*That sounds
more like a dog-fight than a round with
gloves on. There's more than one fellow
aﬁmf:pmg there."

“1 gay, you fellows, I shouldn't wonder
if Pon had a mob of Hiighr:li.ﬁa cads
there ready for them!"” exclaimed
Bunter. “You know_his sort."”

“Jolly likely, I think,” grinned the
Bounder. “fi that's so, weo've come
along at the right time, Put it on™

“What-ho!"

The eyclists fmirly few now. The
sounds from the old hut seemed to indi-
cate that-a terrific affray was going on

t* T*ya told you once,’’ snapped Ponsonby, ** I'm waiting to see the back of you I "’

‘* Well, wait as patiently as you can,” said De Courcy, urbanely. The Caler-

pillar fumbled in his pocket and drew out a letter and a while feather,

a present from Greyfpiars, Pon ! ™ he said, tossing them upon the table.
) (8ee Chapler 9.)

** There’s

The old army hut came in sight at
last, lonely on the farther verge of the
common, with the brown woeods behind

it. Vernon-Smith looked at his waleh.

“ Just turned four,” he =zaid. ' You
«aid it was to be at four o'clock,
Bunter "

“Yes, old chap.”

“Put it on, you fellows, or we shall
he too late,” grinned the Bounder.
“Pon won't last many minvtes, if he's
really taking on Bob Cherry."”

“He won't be in a vy 1o bemin,
though,"” said  Peter Todd with a
vhuckle. *I dare =ay they're not start-
g yet." i

“They mnst be in the hoi.” said the
Tounder, staring ahead. “Can’t sco
anything of them, If that fat villain
has been pulling our legs——"

“Oh, really, Smithy—-"

“Hark!™ exclaimed Hazeldene,

As the ecyclists drew nearer to the
ald hut, riding swiftly over the grassy

there, obvicusly something much more
extenszive and serious than a fight with
the gloves on between two fellows,

Vernon-Smith, riding like the wind,
was the lirst to reach the hut, and he
jumped down, letting his machine spin
whither it would, and rushed in at the
open doorway.

“Great Beott!” he yelled.

For & moment the Bounder stood trans-
fixed at what he saw—Harry Wharton
& Co., penned up in a corner of the hut,
defending themselves desperately against
four hulking roughs.

Every member of the Famous Five
showed serious signs of damage. The
Htmﬁflﬁ had not gone on long, but the
weight against them was overwhelming.

But they were fighting ﬁmly. and
Hookey and his gang were by no means
having things all their own way, as they
had ex ed.
The Bounder stared for a second, and
Tne Macxer Lisrary.—No. 958,
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then, with a shout to his comrades, he
rushed into the fray. ¥ )

Peter Todd was the next, leaving his
bike and Bunter strewn on the ground.
Then came Squiff and the others, each,
ag he saw what was going on, rushing
in to the rescue of the Famous Five,

Ponsonby’s face was white with rage.

The sudden and unexpected arrival of
eight Remove fellows changed the aspect
of -affairs at once. Burly and bulky as
they were, Hookey and hiz gang had no
chance against such odds,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" roared Bob
Cherry, as Smith rushed in. “It's the
old Bounder! Come on, Smithy ! Toddy,
ton! Squiffl Pile in, you chaps!”

“Hurrah!" gasped Johnny Bull.

The Remove fellows did not need tell-
g to pile in—they were piling in with
terrific vim, hitting right and left. And
Ponsonby, white with rage, and with
fear in his heart now, cut across to the
doorway to escape before ik was too
late. And Ogilvy of the Remove, as
he saw him cut, cut across, too, and
collared him by the neck.

_ “No, you don’t!” said the Scottish
junior grimly.

=

the roughs did not heed him. They
could not have helped him if they had
stayed, and they did not think of stay-
ing. Ina cuupfu of minutes they were
out of sight.

And then the Remove fellows gatherved
round Ponsonby as he lay sprawling
under the grinning Owl of the Remove.

Ho stared up furiously at Harry
Wharton's scorntul face. s

“So that's why you wanted it kept
dark, yau cad !” panted Wharton. * Be-
cause you had that gang waiting for us
here I

“And you walked into the trap, you
silly nsses!" said Vernon-Smith.,

“Well, who'd have thought—"
began Bob Cherry. :

“1 should have—dealing with Pon-
sonby,” said the Bounder, shrugging his
shouldera.  “Jolly lucky for you, as it
turns out, that Bunter was spying on
you yesterday when vou were talking to
Monson."

“(Oh, really, Smithy——"

“NWhy, you fat rascal
Wharton.

“Well, I like that " exclaimed Bunter
indignantly, *Ilere I've come to the

1 axclaimed

e L L L L Py

He donned the gloves sullenly, and toed
the line. i
And what followed was watched with
grim  satisfaction by the Greyiriars
crowd—though there was little satisfac
tion in it for the cad of Higheliffe. “The
hour of punishment had come—and Pon-
sonby's punishment was not light.

L r . ® K
“ Franky, old scout!” i
The Caterpillarxr strolled into

Courtenay's study at Highcliffe, with a
grin on his face, Cricket was over, and
Courtenay had ‘gone in to tea; but the
Caterpillar had been round for news.

“Wall?”" said Courtenay, with a
srmile.

“I've seen Fon™

S {Oh, he's come back, then?”

“What's left of him,” said the -Cater-
pillar. “I think Mobby will be shocked
when he sees hin.  Pon’s lost his beauty,
He seems to be n a ragin', tearin’
temper, too; he said some quite rude
things when I looked into his study to
sympathize,™

Courtenay launghed. ] _

“Looks as if it wasn't a IHigheliffe
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Ponsonby struggled furiously,

“Let go!™ he velled.

1 don't think !" grinmed Ogilvy. And
Ponsonby of Higheliffie went to the
ground with a crash.

“Bunter!” yelled Ogilvy.

“Ow!  Wow!"

“2it on that cad and keep him safe!"

“Oh All right "

Bunter had sprawled whon Peoter
Todd dismounted in a hurry, but he
picked himself up now, and promptly
planted himself on Ponsonby. Under
Bunter’s weight the cad of Highcliffo
had no chance. He gasped and collapsed.

Ogilvy rushed into the fray: but it
was almost over now. With eight sturdy
fellows to help them, the Famous Five
werea more than able to denl with the
gang of racing roughs, IHookey amd
his gang had expected to earn their
“guid a time” quita casily. They
found now that it was very hardly
earned indead,

“Give 'em beans ! roared Bob Cherry.,

And Hockey & Co., knocked right
and left and with hardly breath leflt
to run, struggled for the doorway at
last, and fled. They were glad to get
out of the reach of the Removites, and
they started for the horizon at the best
pace they could put on. Ponsonby yelled
to them desperately as they flod, but
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resceus, and eaved you, and—and——"

“Never mind Bunter,” seid Johnny
Bull. * Let that cad Ponsonby get up!
His precious friends are gone now, and
it's time for Pon to face the music”

“Yes, rather!"

“The ratheriulness is terrific!™

“Feeling up to a scrap, Bob ¥ asked
Vernon-3mith, “You leeok a bit
knocked out. ¥You can leave him to moe
if vou like.” .

“No jolly fear! I can handle him!"

Ponsonby struggled to his feet,

He cast a hunted look round him. The
Groyiriavs fellows made a cirele from
which therc was no escape.

“Ready "' psked Wharton grimly,

Ponsonby panted.

His plot had failed—it had eame near
to suceess, but it had failed. And now—
now he was there at the appointed place,
with no choice but to face his opponent,
He was alone in a hostile crowd. He
knew that he could depend on the Grey-
friars fellows for fair play. DBut fair
play was not what the dandy of Iligh-
cliffe wanted.

Wharton unpacked the gloves, and
threw a ]g.uﬁr to Ponsonby.

“Waiting !” said DBob grimly,

Ponsanly drow a deep, decp breath,
There was no help for it now; !hc& was in
hiz last diteh. IEven a rat will fight in &
corner--and Ponsonby was in a corner.

win,” said the Catervpillar., ""But to.
judge by dear old Pon's looks, he's becn
through o terrific scrap—quite terrific.
I never thought he would, but he has!
His ﬁthin’ bleod must have been fairly
boilin', judgin’ by his leoks. He must
have stood up to it like a Trojan—or
perhaps they made him. He seems very
cross—he's quarrelled with Gaddy, and
chucked a flower-pot at Monron—and he
was quite rude to me when I offered my
vespectiul  sympathy,  Mobby will be
gquite  shocked  when he sees Pon's
features, and I suppose there will be
another row with Greyiriars about it
What a life !™

Iiut the Caterpillar was wrong for
once. Ponsonby, though it was a long
time before he recovered from the offects
of his thrashing, was careful to sav
nothing, and to make no complaint, He
did not want to make publiz the full
story of what had happened on Conrtfield
Conunon,  And the Greviriars fellows, on
their side. said nothing, and so the
matter cnded with the Punishment of
Ponsonby.

THE EXD,

(Naw Tonk owt for next weel's groand
Toweg compiete yurn of Hoarry Whartan &£
o, entitledd s Y Fhe Japer of Groy-
Jriara"—ithe first story of the longs
promiacd © Todivn ™ aevics. You'll enjoy
every line of if, boye.)
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REATLY heartened, Drake and
Deane camped down for the
night. And in the morning,
recklessly finishing what was left

of the food supply they had been able
to carry, they set off towards the belch-
m% simoke on the skyline.

hat last dagﬁ was the worst trip of
all. And as the sun went over to the
west they staggered on, knowing that
the next twenty-four hours would seal
their fate. DBut again they had to camp
with no =ign of any civilisation.

In the morning, after a drink of coffes
each, they set forth agein. Jack set the
course for a valley they could see ahead.
If any civilisation was handy, that
valley would have signs of it. And
Ferrers Locke's assistant was not mis-
taken.. What was surely a rough track
came across their line of march,

Their hopes again revived, Jack and
Dnnﬂe shook hands as they stood on the
track.

“It peters oul to the north,” said
Jack, “so presumably it leads to some-
where to the south. I should say it's a
sheep track.’

“Ay, ay; likely so0,” said Deane.
“QOver t' other side o' the hill, where the
stream went, thevo's mebbe some rough
pasture.  Probably . them JTeelanders
druy their sheep over there.”

“In that case,” replied Jack, “we're
not far from a farm. It was a sheep
track, right‘ﬂnmngh. Soe, a pony has
been along ik, too.”

On they tramped. stumbling in their
woeakness occasionally.  Evening came,
Lut still there was no sign of a%ri&ndhr
voof ahead.

The worn-out travellors sank down to
rest with throbbing heads and aching
limbs., And their sleep was troubled, ay
dleep often iz to the over-wearied, For
hath Deane and Drake were on the point
of helpless exhoustion.

The sun was up when Jack woke,
And as ho opened his eyves he thoonght
that his senses were wandering. For ho
was locking into the fAat-featured face
of an Imgamlcr, who was jabbering
somathing in a tougue he could not
understand.

The young assistant struggled to sit

——
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( Introduction on -,-.mn': 24.)

up, and the man helped him. And the
pressure of his arm under the boy's
shoulders seemed to bring Drake to a
thorough realisation of things.

“Gosh, we're saved!"” he mutlered,
sweeping hizs hand across his  brow.
Then he addressed the man in Danish, a
rough knowledge of which he now had.

From him he elicited the fact that they
wero quite near a farm. It was a place
miles from any village, but they would
ba fed, and could rest there. Then they
could be taken to the nearest village on
pomnies,

Jack woke Peter Deane and swil‘tlfl'
told him the news. Deane sat up wit
& stupid expression on his face. But
g3 the realisation of their salvation came
to him he laughed, with a curions sort
of eroak in his throat. :

“We've won through, then,” he said,
repeating it again and again. * Ay,
we've won. Iceland ain't killed old
Paoter Deane vet, nor will it 1"

There followed, after a day's rest and
nourishing food, four more days of
trying travel by pony. Jack had the
money roll Lu-cic- had given him, and
he and Deane paid well evorywhere theﬁ
got rest, food and shelter, and fres
ponies, ;

Villages, farms, hovels, grassy valleys,
little grey churches, stone walls, and so
on, now took the place of the open, wild,
rocky, dead country of the north. And,
though they now had enough in the way
of food, good rest in beds at night, and
ponies to ride on, it was with a feeling of
great relief when they saw their last
guide halt and wave his crooked stick
towards the south-east.

“Reykjavik I" said Jack. “ Right-ho!
lead on into the town, and I'll pay you
off, with a bit over, for this joyful
ending of our journey.”

“It's & sure thing,"” said Deane, as
the pair settled down luxuriously in
their room in the hotel where Locke and
Urake had stayed before, "that if we
had all set off from that there Brek
Kalel in a body we'd ha' died, to a man,
aut on the jokuls, thera—"

“You're right,” replied Jack, as hLe
contentedly seitled down between the
gheets, “The guv'nor knows what he's
about. You and I were the only ones

_those beastly ravines again!

Phanlom /7
_Dogger Bank!

whoe could stand a dog's chance of
Et&ifﬁing across, and Mr. Locke could see
1

“We saved two days easy, by jumpin’
them ravines,” remarked Deano,

“0Oh, let's forget them!" evied Jack.
“I don't want to dream about jumping
You turn
down the light, Peter, and be ready to
be up bright and early in the morning,
and we'll go round to that firm of
British tug-owners down on the quay
and see what wa can get in the way of
& ship to go and fetch the others.”

Menace In the Misi Squali [
B'!t.’ evening next day a stout little

tug belonging to the Westaman
Salvage Company, Lunited, went
blustering out of Faxe Bay.

Deane and Jack Drake stood in the
wheelhouse with the jovial skipper.

“Qure, thers ba nothin' to be done
wi' tha wretched Stormcock " asked tha
skipper of Jack.

“8he's there for good, unless she's
worth dismantling as she lies,” rzaid
Jack, “Anyway, Mr. Carr, the owner,
is ashore, and he'll tell you whether
he wauts you to slart salving her
engines, gear, and fittings, and what
not. This trip, however, is to bring
them all safely back to Revkjavik.”

By dawn, Portland was distant over
the port quarter. Ingolds Hofde and
the hurn!- were possed, the latter in
view just as it was falling dark.

At dawn Jack woke to find the tug
lying to in a slamming sca. He
(f.'rc.ased and hurricd up from the little
cabin.

The tug-master was secarching the
coast with marine glasses. He turned
as Jack stngpad over beside him.

“There y'are, sir,” =aid the skipper,
handing the glasses over. “ Langanaes!
There's your poor old wreck on the
rocks, and there's men up on the head-
land above, wavin'. m afeared I
can't go too close in wi' the tug. But
I'll sweep her in between that black
reef an' the mainland, and we can take
vour pals aboard by the boat. Yours
wust ha' been o smart skipper to miss
that there black reef and pile the Storm-
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cock up close under the cliffs like
that—"" :

“Yes, he's'a smart man, and it was
smart worl, I can assure you,' said
Jack, taking the glasses, and focussing
them to lus own sight. " Gosh, the
water's spouting up through the
‘hatchways 1 the deck of the Btormeock
like umpteen waterspouts, isn't it¥"”

“Ay, ay, sir! Lhere's a heavy sea
slammin' in on the rocks, though it
don't look very bad from here, I'll
maneuvre the tug in, an’ then we can
get busy. Hi, Jamieson, get the other
hand an’ clear the boat ready- for
shootin’ over., Wa're going in now.”

The way Jack Drake and Peter Deanc
were grected when they went ashore in
the tug's boat was lively, to say the
least,

Ferrers Locke and his party had
moved out to Langanaes, and there they
bhad made themselves comfortable
enougl, being campmates with all the
salved gear and the galley stove.

Locke had worried s great deal about
Drake ond Peter Deane, ea:f-ecml]y since
the tug did not arrive till four days
after she had been expected.

It took the whole day to get every-
one aboard the tug., And then there did
not seem much room for any more!
Every available scrap of accommoda-
tion was taken up, and still there were
men over who would have to spend the
nights on deck.

ke, Carr, Drake, Langsom, and
Proctor crowded inte the little cabin
with the skipper of the tug.

#8een anything of
asked Jack, of Langsom.

“Na: he did not show himself,” re-
plied Langsom; “and I, for one, am

lad that the last has been scen of him.

‘his fast little tug will scon take us
clear of these waters——"' R

“Bure wea have seen the last of him "
asked Jack. ‘““He's nosing gbout some-
where in the vicinity. vou know."

“Woll, he'll have to be quick if he
wants "to try another mmove, will he
not *" smiled Langsom. “We shall be
rounding the Horns by midnight, and
then thers will be plenty of company
for us. There will doubtless he many
trawlers at work on the south-eastern
banks. ™ o

“H'm! That won't stop him if he has
a trump card up his slepve!™ said Jack.
“4 man who will send a * phantoma’
trawler ont on the busy Dogger to wreck
gear and blow up nets won't let a few
lumbering steam trawlers with their
trawls down prevent him from doifg
anything he wants to. No. Mr. Lang-
som, to tell you the truth, I sha'n’t be
easy in my mind till I see the breadth
of Faxe Bay under our bows.” .

“Ah, wyou investigators, you are
always cautious!” laughed Langsom,
“For my part, I do not beliove we will
ever again hear of Herr Stromsund. 1
would like hiz farm out Hecla way. It
seems wrong that such a wvillain should
still be the owner of Ingholdt and
master of all the good ’pcﬂ- e there."

“Well, it can't be he [JELE unless Mr.
Carr sues him for damages," said Jack.
“1f he doea that, Btromsund, first of all
will have to be caught, and secondly, 1
expect his estates will bave to be dis-
trained on for- the terrible amount . of
roney he has caused Mr. Carr to lose.
Bo, if you ask me, I'd say that Ingholdt
TFarm will change hands all right.”

A man poked his head down through
the cabin skylight.

“Thers be two trawlers hard by,
skipper,” he said. *They don't seem
ﬂ:'kﬂ 0 ﬁ’s*hiu'. and they be actin® funny-

The tug-masfer rose to go on deck.
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Stromeund ¥

_hint of rain

glance towards
yvrake also rose

Locke, with a queer
Jaci Drake, [ollowed,

and prepared to go on deck,

A long, lumpy szea was running, and
the darkening sky was overcast, with a
in it. The brave little
tug plunged on on her south’ard course,
bursting the seas to white foam at her
forefoor. :

The crowded decks were a scene of
great excitement.

“I tell "e, mate, 'tis them!” one man
Was saying.

“ ¥ cauna tell,” broke in a man from
Leith, *Icelandmen are Icelundmen,
an' ye canna tell one frac another—""

“Strike me, I know, mate!"” cried the
first speaker. “Ain't 1 right, Jin?
Why, there's that bit o' broken rail ncar
the after gullus! Hi, Mr. Locke, sir,
them's the trawlers what took the

Stormeock up north, an' then crippled

her engines!™ .

Ferrers Locke was examining the
trawlers through glasses. But the
light was bad. At last, however, he
swung round on Proctor, who was stand-
ing close behind him.

“They are Stromsund's  boats,
Proctor,” said Locke swiftly., *He s
up to some fresh villainy. Uan you, as
a seamnan, divine his intentions "

Proctor stared over under his bushy
giey brows. ‘ ] _

“They be closin® in,”" he said.
“One's goin® to port a bit. They be
Wait! By thunder;, I goi their move,
siv! They've got the heels o' us in this
lump o' & sea, an’ they're goin' to get
on either side o us an’ close in when it
gets too dark for them other craft to
see. 'They be goin’ to nip us—crish
m!!!

“Tug-master, you hear that!” said
Locke, swiitly. .

‘The skipper of the tug was shaking
like a jelly.
N P T T Y e

NEW ' READERS BEQIN HERE.

FERRERS LOCKE, the private detective of
. Baker Street, and ’
JACK DRARKE, hiz boy aseistant, have been
engaged by ;
JOHN CARHE, owner of the Cdrr fishing
fleet, to track down a ateam trawler of
Jeelandic design, which, with name and
nunther corered, haz been erwieing the
Dogger in misty weather for the purpose
of wrecking the gear of Carr's boats,
This mpateriows rcessel, dubbed the
Phantom by the fisherfolk, i carrying
out ita foul purpose under the leader-
ship of )

SCAR HOSKING at the bidding of

STANILAD STROMSUND, whose role obfect,
it appears, is to impoverish Carr in the
hope *of making him dispose of Brek
Eatel, a desolate gtretch of land in
ITeeland,

BLAIZE PROCTOR, skipper of - the Storm-
cock. on which Locke and Drake set off
in chase,

8 - [ [ * L] i

 After a serles of lhrilling encounters, in
which the Phantom ie caplured, Locke and
hiz crew steam for Ingholdt Farm, Iceland,
the haunt of Stromsund, where Locke gaina
the confidence of FREDERIC LANGSOM,
Etromsund's steward. Before they can reach
the Stormcock ogain they are captured by

the enemy and marconed on Brek Kotel,.

where they meet PETER DEANE, who has
heen smarconed on the feland for ypears.
Their ancicty, however, it lessened by the
timely arrival of Proctor and Carr,

Prake and Proctor, left in charge of the
Stormeoek while Loeke and a surveying
party explore, are taken prisoners by Strom-
sund; but, thanks o the strategy of
Froctor, they are able {o rejoin Locke, whoe
has #inece found Hrek Kalel to be a land
possessing great nmiineral wealth,

Drake and Deane then sef off  for
Repricjavik to feteh help. After wmeanmy hours
of harardeus tracking aeroer the moun-
tains they at last sight Hecla,

(Now read o)

BT ]

“What—-what-—" hc began. *“Look
& lheve, si, there wasu't nothing about
the possibility o' this- sort o' thing in
the terms o the charter o' this bero
tug_”

*I don't want to hear about that!”
snapped Locke, " You sce the intention,
You'll act!” .

“Wh-what—whai shall I do, sir?"

“Good heavens, man, act—act!
They're clozsing in rapidly on us now

and——"

Skipper Proctor gripped the tug
master by the shoulder and dragged
him towards the wheelhouse,

*If ye want any promptin’ as to what
to do, here's one will prompt ye!” he
barked. " Mac, get below an' talk
gently to the engineer, an' stand for
arders througl the speskin’-tube, same
a3 we've olten done on the Stormeock.
Mr, Locke, sir, get the boys to stand
to for anythin' on deck—"
i’_l}rakﬂ felt Langzom towering above
b hri 1Y

“¥You were right,"” said the Dane.
”;:F? haven't seen the last of Stromsund
yet,”

A rain squall hissed and lashed across
the tug pt that instant, and the big
steam trawlers on  either side were
blotted from view for a few minutes.
But when the squall passed, wild cries
of alarm went up from the men crouch-
mE‘ on the decks of the tug,

or the big, heavy trawlers had closed
in more, and their sides towered above
the little tug, black and menading, as
the three vegsels smashed on in the seas,
neck and neck.

On the bridge of one of the trawlors
stood Stromsund and Langley, and on
the. bridge of the other Scar Hosking,
the great weal on lus face plaing(
vizsible.

‘Btromsund had his last desperate
move to make. And the stout little tug
with its freight of human beings, it
geemed, would be crushed between those
recling, gleaming sides like an eggshell
bencath s cartwheel !

A Twist of Fortune !

ITH his hands gripping the rail,
" so that his knuckles showed
white, Jack Drake watched
the two great trawlers on
ecither side.

His mouth was set in a straight line;
his eyes were narrowed, and a havd
light shone from them.

“ 8o this 1s 1t, as Proctor would say.”
said Jack., “After all our trials—alter
8 deadly trek on foot across Iceland!™

Forrers Locke was strangely calm as
he lounged across the rail beside Jack.

“"We've been in as bad a situation
boafore,” said the famous private detee-
tive—""and Proctor's at the wheol ™

That certainly was a fact to inspire
confidence. DBut short of getting up out
of the water and fAying away., there
scemed no hope for the tug, if, indeod,
Ho:zking und Stromsund did resort to
such & desperate last move as to close in
on the tug and crush her between their
stout steel sides.

“Will they do i7"
“Will they dare?"

“They will dare all, my boy. They
have done so before, so what liesitation
will they have now we have driven
them to desperation®™

Men were crowding aft on the tug,
standing by the boat which had been un-
lashed and was ready to launch over the
taffrail into the. water. In the waist
other men were busy unlashing the
solvage-buoys, thz dans and the raf:-
floats—anything that would be waker-
Eornﬁ in the event of the tug gowg

Ow i,

muticred Jack.
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Like great icebergs the two heavy trawlers crashed together—crashed with a fearful sound of tearing steelwork.
But the small tug, ably handled by Proctor, remained unscathed. (See this page.)

Forrers Lacke looked calmly on at the
preparations of the gasping, frantically
working men.

“"For my part, I'd as soon be without
any means of support, save my own
swimming powers, Drake,” he mused.
“A wetting to-might will mean death
from cxposure in three or four hours.
Ah, see Procter!”

Jack swung round towards the wheel-
house. 'Thza bleak, bearded face of
Skipper Proctor, looking  distorted
through the wet glass, was pressed close
to the panes. e was walching. the
irawlers on either side—walching like a
Ivnx with its prey close by. They saw
Proctor hold up his hand, then drop it
griickly.

Suddenly the big steam-trawlers on
either side altercd course, and came
slamming in towards the little tug; that
the tug would be erushed like a nuat n
the nat-crackers seemed certain.

Men shouted and yelled, some in fcar,
some in furtons defiance. Then, if
seemed as i by & miracle, the tug's way
was checked.  She stopped dead. like
it motor-car under its hrakes, and then
began to go astern, the water boiling
and surging in creamy foam about her
hows,

There were shouts of dismay from the
irawlers as the two proat vessels erashed
in towards cach other. The wheels were
foreed hard over desperately, Hosking
and Stromsund putting their own hands
ta the zpokes,

But their effort to avert dizasier was
too late. The tug was not now where
she should have been, according to ali

the laws of water resistance and a
vessel's way through the sea. There
was now no buffer or shock absorber in
the way of a small tug between the
heavy trawlers, They crashed hke a
couple of ieebergs coming together—
crashed with a fearful sound of tearing
steelwork, hissing steam, and wild eries
from the men.

The tug was astern, her company
gasping in  surprise at the turn of
events, Stromaund's trawler seemed to
be trying to climb right over Hosking's,
tryving to override her, to roll her under
to her doom.

Hosking's  vessel reeled from  the
shork, awd took a heavy list to star-
board. ‘The great arnnmoured lhows of
Stromsnnd's boat was jammed tight in
her side.  And the frantic shonts of
Hosking and his men came to the cars
of those on the tug.

“Full ahead—full ahecad!" Ilosking
was hawling. “Keep jammed in the
hole or we sink like a stone!"”

Stromaund,  however, was  lookung
about him with fear on his hig, Aabby
face. This was beyond his reckoning.
The tug was free to dash off to the
nearest bunch of trawlers and close in
round fhe damaged vessels, to  the
rescue. A reseue meant arreat, arrest
trial, and trial— Well, the charge
against him eonld casily be murder.

“Full astern, Langley!" bawled
Stromsuancd,

And Langley, at hiz post in the wheel-
housze of Stromsund's boat, which, com-
parrd to Hosking's craft, had suffered
little in the collision, jammed {he hand'e

=

of the engine-room telegraph hard over.

Clang-clang!

The great trawler drew away from
Hosking’s boat, leaving the gaping
hole free for the water to rush in un-
checked, Already Hosking's craft was
down a foot deeper in the water. Al
her heavy list to starboard was in-
creasing every secand,

The yells and eurses that Rew towards
Stromsund and Langley were terrible.

He was leaving his confederates (o
drown. His wvessel, with no worse
damage than twisted bows, woull

steam off with all its power, leaving
Hosking and his men to their fate -
either death by drowning or rescuc,
arrest, trial, and—"

“My boy,” said Ferrers Locke, as he
leaned on the rail of the tug, watching
the tragedy ahead, “3tromsund is the
vilest and most callous person I have
ever comw up against in my carecr. 1
hardly c¢an believe that the man 13
human——"

“He is not, Herr Locke,” sounded the
deep voice of Langsom from behind.
“He is a fiend from the pit, and it
reddens me with confusion to think thas
once I worked for him as & servant.”

“He's going off I gasped Jack Drake.
Y Bee, she's swerving round—making off
at her 1!'mp-.st. specd, towards the north

“And Iosking and his fellow lamus
are bawling for rescue,” eut in Locke.
“Wa mmust go carefully here. Where's
Proctor?  Ah, hera you are, skipper!
Well, how are we to set abont saving
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Hosking and his men from that sinking
trawler | . )
“And tell us quick, skipper,” said
Jack Drake swiftly. * Bhe's listing moro
—sae! (Gosh, I believe she's going—-

e —— =

Hosking. ~the Shipmaster |
7 HE won't go yvet,” said Proector,
S “She be all right for another
half-hour. "||-'ir"t-.|1 sir, matter o
sepmanship, we'll getr & line
aboard o her, an’ then hold the tu
close by whila the men scramble throug
the wateg along the line, an’ hoard us.
We'll be a full house when they be
aboard o us, though, an' I'm not
providin’ ageinst any further tremchery
from Hoskin'." ]

“Well, we must save them,” said
Locke, “zo get busy, Proctor. Get thal
line aboard, and I will arrange things
so that there won't be any fght in the
villains when they get aboard the tug.”

Skipper Proctor mounted to the wheel-
house, and Jack Drake heard him
handling the skipper of the tug with as
much tact as one could expect to ex-
perience at a meeting of diplomats.

“Mr Locke wants your advice as to
the best way to rescue them trawlermen,
skip,” said Proctor to the tugmaster.

“Dest way is t' get & line aboard o
her, ‘an’ let the curs rescue themselves!™
growled the tugmaster. '

“I was reckonin’ that'd be the way."”
replied Proctar, “an’ hearin’ you say
Sl}gﬂhl)wi I'm right. Well, what about
it.”

“1'11 want your men to help.”

“They'll help all they can, an’ obey.
vour orders,” said Proctor. .

The tugmaster went down into the
waist, and gave some orders to his own
men. Then he mounted the wheel-
house again, -

Proctor .had lit his pipe, and was
smoking placidly.

“How did you work that stunt of the
tug not being where she ought to have
been when the trawlers closed in,
skipper 7' asked Jack.

roctor laughed.

“Hasy " he said. “"We be in thirly
fathom o' water now. When I reckoned
the time was near for the crash, 1
ardered the kedge anchor aver the
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starn, attached to a four-hundred-fathom
warp. Then Harper paid out the warp,
the anchor, o' course, being' fluked into
the szea-bottom—an' good -clay heldin’
ground it be just here, too!

“The confusion on our decks was
enough camoufiage for Harper's work.
‘Them on the trawlers didn't suspect. 1
held wp my hand when I saw them
closin’ in, an’ at the sigjnu.l Harper
checked the kedge warp. ac slammed
hard astarn wi' the engines at that in-
stant, so, o' course, there we stopped
dead, ridin’, in point o' fact, to an
anchor over the starn.”

¥ Well done, Proctor " nodded Locke,

“Crumbs, you're a genius!” gasped
Jack Drake.

“No, I bain't!"” said Proctor.
a seaman that must think o' these
things. I've felt the trawler's gear
snag on a wreck on the bottom, bringin’
us up just like to an anchor too often
not to think o' a little dodge like that
for gettin’ out o’ this mess. Stromsund
was tryin’ to land vs into——"

The tug was at last manceuvred so
that the line could be thrown, and as
the first man came splashing across,
Ferrers Locke went down amongst Carr's
men and told them to secure and dis-
arm each man as he came sboard.

“Take even his jack-knife away,”
said Locke, “and pack as many as
possible below into the fo'c'sle, gear-
rooms, lamp-room, and so on, and Jock
them in."

Thiz was done with a deftness which
showed the men's enjoyment in the
proceeding.

“There y'are, lantern-jaw! Ye can
eat your bully wi' a bit o° stick !""—this
as a knife was cut away from its lan-
yard round the waist of a half-drowned
newcomer to the tug. “This'll do,
sweotie, for me little four-year-old son
‘'way back at Lowestoft to play wiv!”
—this as & huge, six-chambered, long-
barrelled Colt revolver was jerked out
of a man’s side-pocket. “¥Ye won't
want a ftoothpick aboard this packet,
mate "—this as a concealed marlin-
spike was wrenched from under another
arrival’s oil-frock.

3o 1t went on, and the pile of mis-
cellaneous weapons grew on the deck of
the tug.

There was now a great commotion at
the other end of the rope. The big
trawler was nearing the end. Bhe was
lurching dangerously, and men were
fighting for next turn to get along the
rope to safety.

Hosking stood, head and shoulders
above the others, the great red weal
down his face vivid and plainly seen
from the tug. The huge ruffian was
hitting out right and left, felling men
to the deck. "And his primitive methods
were having the desired result, for out
of chaos at the end of the rope came
order. And the work of rescue went on.

The tug was becoming congested, to
say the least, All accommodation below
was now full of wet, bedraggled, miser-
able men. And guards were told off to
stand over the growing group of rescued
men on the deck,

Hozking was now actnally lifting mwen
over the side of the sinking trawler and
sotting them off along the rope. One
poor wretch clung to the rail with his
hand, afraid of the dash through the
sea. losking stamped on his knnekles
and made him let go, then pushed him
out along the rope, to shoggle to safety
or drown.

Another man wes made to attempt

f'm

Lt —

the journey having Hosking’s soa-
boot jammed in the back of his neck
s that he could be pushed off well
along the rope.

The trawler was all but going now.
At every lurch her waist became awash,

And Hosking got the last man off along
the rope with the greatest difficulty.
These last few men were the cravens,

or those who had quite lost their heads
in the terror of their Pmitiop.
“Hosking's done!” szaid Proctor.
“8he going—going—
Hosking, the last man to leave the
trawler, launched himeelf out along the

4

rope.
“3he's down. The rope'll part on our
rail. Hosking's done !" repeated Proc-

tor,

But aa all watched with tense faces
a3 Hcar Hosking struggled on through
the surging wash, frantically hauli
his heavy form through the water hant
over hand, they saw the man stop and
lock back,

His trawler was down, half her smoke-

stack already below, and, with cool
deliberation, the man released hiz hold
of the rope with one hand, dived that
inside his oilskin, out fashed his knife,
and the rope was cut behind him just
as the masts of the trawler disappearad
below the surface.
Then, coolly,” hand over hand, Hos-
king hauled himself along the free rope
to the rail of the tug, where willing
hands helped him up on to the deck.

Skipper Proctor stood face to faco
with his old enemy, 2

“You be a double-eved villain, Sear
Hosking !"* said the old trawlor-master.
“But, by gum, you be master o' ship,
too! An" for that I take some o' the
cradit, seein’ it was me trained ve to
the trawlin'. If ye hadn't acted like a

.man, gecin’ all the hands off safe beforo

yoe looked to gmu' own skin, then, by
gum, I'd ha' drawn a knife across the
strands o' that ropo myself!”

“An’ mebbe it'd ha' been a good
thmE for me if ye had done it !" snarled
Hosking, roughly brushing aside those
who stood round him and joining the
cowering group of his companions for-
ward.

They all got back to Reykjavik safely.
Hosking and his men ware seoured, and
an exteadition order was put into force.
20 overyone returned to England,
Langmm as the guest of Locke and
Drake,

Information regarding Stromsund aa
a “wanted " man was published. And
trawlers kept a sharp look-out for his
vessel. All possible ports wern watched,
but no news of the villain came to hand,

Ingholdt Farm was kept under ob-
servation. Dut neither Stromsund nor
Langley returned to it, John Carr
offered a big reward for the arrest of
Stromsund, and, with this inducement,
vessels in the far novth made it part
of their business to examine all passing
craft in an endeavour to recognmize the
fugitivea trawler in which Btromsund
and Langley and the rest were trying
to evade the clutehes of the law,

DBut had Stromsund’s ship been the
Flving Dufchman herself, she could not
have n more elusive., Absolutely no
news came regarding her,

The Way of the North !

OIIN CARR got very Lusy on his
return to England. With Strom-
sund still at large, Carr felt dis-
inclined to wreak his vengeance

on & tool, such as Hosking was, though
(rantinued on prge 28.)
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THE WEEK'!

EXT weok is the week all you
chapz have been looking and
longing for—and I don't wonder
at it! It's a week any chap

would leok forward to, TFiee Gifts!
How I longed for such things as a boy.
But in those days such treats only came
onced it a blue meon., (I'm not quite
sure how often that comes in a life-
time.) But, still, what we're concerned
with now is the MaAGSET Frec Gilt week.
And it doesn't stop at one week., Not
a bit of it! These gorgeous cut-out,
stand-up, real action pholos of Aus-
tralia’s leading cricketers,.to say nothing
of those players who represent good old
England, will come as a great boon ard
blgssing fe you cricket fams, for the
‘ManxeT Free Gift scheme goes on for
weeks, Uot that? Not one’ Gift and
then o mild finish, Hemember, you've
the chance to collect a series of these
wonderful pholos from week to wetk,

NO COUPONS!

You'll all be pleased at that an-
nouncement. Not infrequently, in order
te get & Free Gift, you
do something; you* have to fll m
coupans, or you have fo solve puzzles.
ate, Not so with the Macxer. Al
vou have to do 15 to go on buying tha
%‘u.nar that has always stood you well.

o pay your twopence and Fou get a
magnificent Free Gift—a gift that will
aronse the eénvy of all your chums who
behold it. Isn't it just great? Isn’t it
just stupendous? "hy, already heaps
of Magnelites havo written me on the
subject; they have not forgotten last
year's Fresa (ifts. “If this year's Fres

giflts are anything like as good as you_

gave us last year,” says ono enthusiast,

“the pood old Magxer will increasa its
circulation by thousands.” MNow, that
chap is sumethinﬁ of & prophet. Of
coyrze, an editor likes to see his circula-
tion on the up-grade. It's very nice to
got the weekly net sales Agures showing
an increase .of thousands, But, all the
seame for that, I want my old pals—by
that I mean my regular readers—to
make certain of these gifts. If any of
my old chumns missed this stupendous
treat through being casual, I should feel
upset, even although the fault would
lie with them. You simply must step
in and order your MAGHET at once.

—

THE COMPETITION !

OF course, with a big *boom " number
like the one 1 have preparcd for next
week, it would scem incomplete if I
omitted to include a competition.
Money prizes are always attractive,
and, ms vou all konow, they inter-

est a large percentage of Maioker
chums. Well, it would mnot be
fitting that this coming week's

bumper izsue should be launched with-

have to

out a competition, so you competition
fans will find something of additional
interest in your favourite paper next
week. The prizes are good—extremely
ﬁgﬂd. But you'll know more about
hem -next onday. And—wait a
minute—I don't stop there, What about
the serial, some of you will be saying.
What, indeed! By David Goodwin.
Just think of it, my lads—David Good-
win! Can you beat it? Can you point
out another paper with a programme
hall as good as ours, with a new David
Goodwin serial in it, written specially
for the occasion? And “ LEW
ISLAND!" iz some serial, my chums,
take my word for it. You'll be gasping
for the following weck's instalment the
moment you reach the curtain of the

opening instalment. The varn deals
with & young, happy, care-free lad who
helps his unele in the dangerous pastime
of inventing hiph explosives. Perhaps,
a3 a natural econsegquence, Tommy
Comber’s spirits are high, too. DBut
would you like td be hauled up in a
court of law and charged with the
murder of your uncle, as is the case with
poor old Tommy? It's rough, for, of
course, Tommy Is inuocent—as innocent
of the dastardly crime az: someone elsa
is guilty of it. But ihe evidence—— In
a court of law, much store is set, of
necessity, by the evidence. And poor
old Tommy goes to—— Dut there, I'm
letting my sentiment run away with me.
What happens to Tominy you will learn
in the way David Goodwin loves to tell
—in the way rvou all love him te tell;
in short, David Goodwin’s inimitable
way. And this grand serial—grand it
is in every line—starts next week,
Isn’t that a real treat? Isn't that
enough to send you scampering round to
your newsagent riﬁ?t away with that
order for next week's Macwer? Well,
it ought to be.

OUR SUMMER SERIES !

For weeks I have talked abeut--this
really topping summer series of Grey-
friars stories. When I szay Greyfriars
stories, perhaps I ought to make an
amendment, for the series will deal with
the adventures of Hnrr_?- Wharton & Co.
and Inky, of courze, in far-off India.
Of course, Billy Bunter will be in the
party. . No summer seriez away from
Groviriars would be complete without
the fascinating society of William
Li{;'m'!(ﬂ Bunter. Well, this grard series,
my lads, is going to start in. Next
Week's FREE GIFT NUMBER!
You see, I'm gpoing to whot. your appe-
tites in the Free Gift line and make
vou ask for more. The same, of course,
applies to the new reader who will pick
up the MaGgxgT for the first time, doubt-
less -attracted by the Free Gifts. But
he's bound to read the school story, and
then he'll be wondering how it was he
never came -to read the stories of Harry
Wharton & Co. before. Thus, when
he comes to the start of the Indian
sorigs—remember, it bogins  simul- -
taneously with the J'ree Gift scheme—
he'll be quite prepared to kick himself
for not having bought the MagxeT
bofore. All the same for that, he'll be
r]l:q,sed, as you all. will be, for these
ndian stories will make MagxgT history.

THE “POPULAR !

I must make mention concerning our

popular—that's not meant to be 2 pun—
companion paper, for in pext weck's
1s5ue,. tog,. will be given awey free a
topping cut-out action photo of J. 8.
Rydcr, the Australian erickéter. This
double treat—we can couple the Maguer
and ‘' Popular " thus—will "give you
chaps the chance of a lifetime to collect
the finest set of world-famous ericketers
ever offered. to readers .of any paper.
kake the tip for what its worth. In
mg%' case, yoiu'll see the MAGKET'S Freo
Gift next week, and T'll wager you'll be
after the “Popular ¥ Free Gift *toot
sweet,”  "INuff said !

—— il

“CURLEW ISLAND !™

I miﬁt use the same words here as I
used above. You'll be after this serial
atory like Billy Bunter gets alter some
frmﬁly made tarts. And, like Bunter,
you won't be satisfied; you'll want some
more |

YOUR EDITOR.






