“THE SCHOOLBOY BROADCASTERS!”

(This week's r:ppmg school '-.'l:ﬂl":,.r cﬁ Harry Wharton & Lﬂ, at Greylriars.)

MNo. 881, Vol XXXI, Week Ending February 12th, 1827.

MONDAY.

“WOW! M BUNTER!”
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BEFORE THE MICEOPHONE ! Greal excliement reigus ol Gregfriars when it is announced hal cerlain memucra
from each Fornt are to broadeost the evening endertaiment from the Pegg Wireless Station, and competition
for the coveted places runs high ! =
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A Magnificent Extra-long Story of Harry
the Chums of Greyfriars, By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter Knows !

e E, e, he ! T zav, Wharton, old man v
H The Famous Five were Jaying tea in Siudy No. 1in the Remove passage
at Greyfriars when Billy Bunter rolled .

There wag o fat, satisfied grin upon the face of the Owl of the Remaove ; ond
his unmusical cachinnation seemed to indieate that at that precise moment something
irresistibly funny waa greatly tickling William George Bunter's fancy,

“ He, he, he 1™ ' _ .

Reb Cherrypansed in the aet of entting bread-arid.butter and looked up.

- Hallo, halls, halla ! 7 Boh exclained in surprise.  ** What's biting the Buntet-bird ?
What's the Jittle joke, obld fat man ? "

Killy. Bunter doubled his fat form in another vain efforl to contrel his wiirth ; and
vhuekled anew.

* He, he, ha ! I say, Wharton, old man-——

“ Oh, chuck the faid freak out,” Johnny Bull grunted impetiently, “and let's get on
witls ten, Ruseell will be along at any mnoment now 1"

- Yes, rather,” put in Nugent, * We've got to talk over the tennis—-"

“ Tennis ! ' ejaculated Bunter. *‘Garp, you know ! You ean't ki me! Think I
dnn’t knew it's the Dlessed footer season, Nugent ? 7

~ It's also the Public Schools' Hard Counrts finals on Satorday.: Hard-conrt tennia is
plaved all the year round without a break. And now trot off ! Fennis isn't much in your
line, old barrel™

“The trot-slongfulness,” solemnly obwerved Hiwree Jomset Ram Singh, the dusky
Nabok of Bhanipur, in his weird and wonderful English, ** is, in the Judicrous cireum.
stances, the correct and proper eaper, my csteemed Bunter,” ;

The 0wl of the Remove plared from one to apcther of the Co. obstinately. Frank
Nugent had just finished piling one plate with meringues, and was steadily piling jam-tarss
an to o serond.  Inky was filling a glass biscuit-barrel with coconut biseuits and ehotolate
fingers, while the captain of the Remove himsell earefully conxed a tempting pham ¢ake
from its packing.
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“Hand: off, porpoise!” grinned Bob
Cherry warningly, following the Owl's
covetous plance, ' Bleszed if 1 can ever
make out, vou kuow, how old barrel of
lard always manages to nosc oub a
fellow's grub, DBeals me every Lime, at
does. How do vou do it, Fatiy?”

Billy Bunter drew his podgy form
indignantly to its full height.

“Really, Cherry,” he said warmly, 1
came along =specially to speak to old
Harrv; to warn him—-—*

“To warn me!” Wharton aiaculated
wonderingly. * What the thump's the
ass burbling about®”’

“And ali that you roiters can do iz to
cast rotten asp—asp "—Bunter groped
for the word—" aspersions on a fellow’s
character! The character of a Bunter,
mﬂ !Hl

“The—the character of a Bunter!”
roared Johnny Bull. “You fat rogue”

Bunter waited ecalmly,

“As if a Bunter would even think of
helping himself to anything without
being asked first!” he went on, *We
Bynters have learned our manners a
little bétter than that, I should hope!”
the Owl concluded bitterly.

But he took another furtive little step
towards that groaning table, all the
same.,  Whatever heights the Bunter
family manners might soar to in Wil
lism Cieorge Bunter's vivid imagina-
tigs ; they were never likely to be proof
against a surreptitiously snatched tari.

“Well, carry me home to die!" Bob
Cherry Ejla.culated weakly., * Billy, you

o-—-"

ere ordinary words failled Dob in
that great Tpoment, and he gropaed
wildly in one corner,

“Where's that blessed stump'” he
asked. * There's only one way to argue
with a porpoise.”

“Ow! Keep off, you beast! I've ex-
plained to you I wouldn’t thinl of pinch-
ing anythiog, haven't 17" Thooted
Bunter. “T've got fo warn my pal
Wharton, I tell you. It might save old
Harry no end of a licking, Yarooogh!
call hirmm off, Havry, old chup ! Grooogh'!
You awinl beast '™

“Keep off our grub.’ warned Bob,
“unless you wani vour fat fngers

rapped apain—Iike (hat! Soe?”

“"Yooooop! VYaroocogh! Ohb, 1ou
rother !

Bunter svcked hiz damaged kpuekles
sulphurously.

“Yow! As i T'd dream of takiue

anything! Besides, vou boast, it was
only a measly jam-pulf—and I thought
you weren't looking! Ow!  Wharrer
vou ab?”’

Wharton hiad seized Bunter by one Tal
shoulder and spun bimy round like & fat

top.

E\"{hat's thizs about a licking for e,
Bunter!"

“0h, sling him out into the peasage,
Harry," said Frank Nogent, “aud foy
goodness’ sale let’s get o' We'll never
get tea veady, at this rate.  It's oy
another of Bunter's varns again.”

“It hadn't better be.” the skipuer of
the Hemove said grimly, “or there will
be a dead porpoise ready for burial
within five seconds ! Now, Bunler, ont
with 1t—guick 1"

Shake, shake, shake!

“Ow! Dedon't d.do that, vou heast!
I'm a very d-delicate elap, vou know,
and my d-delicate c-constitution won't
stand  pf==really, it woen't " gazped
Bunter, “And, besides, if my spectacles
f-fall off and et L-broken, vou'll Lave
them to pay for!®

Shake, shake, shale!

2Ot owith it said Wharten, seitsing
;I'-‘L teeth, " Hamd me that fvesbal,
kv,

Y

Bunter zet his big glasses straight and
blinked savagely through them at the
determined leader of the Fumous Five,
That Harry Wharion meant every word
was only too platn.

“Buock up!™  said
patienkly.

Hlt—it's really Iike thi:, Harvy, old
man—}!

“Don't “Harry, old man” me! And
timne's running on.”

“Oh, really! And I've got most ime
Eﬂl‘tant nitws for you, loo, Wharton,
Lain't—"tain’t even as if I had any
interior motive, either—="

“ Ulterior motive, do you mean®"

. “¥es, that's 1" Buuter gasped,

I'm doing this solely to—to get a pal
of mine out of a Head’s licking. Now,
5 pose you anvited e to tea with
}'ﬂ'u_"—”

- YInauvited you fo tes with us?”

“Yes. And then I could tell you all
about it comfortably—gect"”

“I don’t see at all!” Wharton rapped
out briefly. *Is that all you've io say ™"

“Nunno!"”  Bunter paused. But that
groaning festive-board wasz not going to
clude him without a good tussle. ** Look
here, then,” he began again, "&

Wlhrlon i

we all gol togethor and locked old
Russell oup—-="
Il"t‘_.'].!a't.?l*

“Lock the Lounder out. Tell him—
tell him the inviiation’s canvelled, you
know,™ went on Bunter eagerly. “ After
all, invilations are often cancelled—and
you only wanled to jaw teunis rot. That
would get the coast clear, vou see, ond
—and then you could invite me 1nstead.”

“AVell 1

“Of all the thutuping nerve!™

“The nervefulness is terrifie !

“We're still waiting,” said Wharlon
grimly, “I'm not wasting time much
lovger on you, And if we find yout've
been gathering private infermation by
lisiening at kevholes, vou ean consider
vourseli booked for a bumping!”

“Ob, really, Wharton! ¥Mow cver did
vou guess that?” Bunter gasped, and
backed avway apprebensively, “What
I mean to sav ds, of conese T wouldn't
think of doing such a thing! Here,
you rotter, wharrer vou at?  QOw!
Yarvoogh! Btop u, Cherry, you awful
benast I

“That," said Bob eheerily. “is just a
gentle réminder of what will bappen
ecvery dime @ corlain porpoise fovsahes
the steaight and wareow path of strivi
veracily,  Youw're getting il {rom this
stump—hard ! Now for 17

And Buonfer ®went i, with one oye

despevately  apon that  threatening
sturng.
“Yah—leep off ! Being near I

Nocke's stady, I—L happened o twig ol

Quoelehy going in, vou koow, lookine
I'ke a—like o Dblessed DLodied owl!"
Bunter Lhisked  scviowslv., “The beals

Fiad sent for i, Well, somnchow or
other, just ai thal monent my shoe-
toee cate undone, owd while 1 stooped
down just ouiside the beak's door to tic
i wep, I omway accidentally have happened
lo overhicar sowething thal was sad.”
M You fat sneak ' rapped Whartou
dispustedly, ™ Bavesdropping again!”
“1 haven't, I dell vou! Whike I was
fving up my shoelace, 1 ey iosd-
verteutly have Leard the heok jawing io
Cuelehy, But I laven’t been envesdyon.
ping.  Thal’s o different thing  alto.
mather,  And—-" '
“0h, cut it shorl D sadd Joleiny Bull,
with a soovk, " We wanl our feq?”
“Well, old Quelehy was roambiing
away, aud they suddenly the beak spoke
up ongd =ad, ¥ Liook lwere, Qoeleliy—"""
“Hu, ha, a! He wonld!™
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UWell, perhaps he dido’t pot it gnile
like that,™ edmitted Bunter peevishly,
“Wiat ho actually said was: * We must
have Wharton of the Remove befors ue,
and hear what the lad has io =ay about
thiz nalter.,”  Tho=e are Ins  wvery
words,

Y Well¥” said Wharion.

Banter geave him a surprised Lhink.
That’s all,”™ he grunted.  Ain't -
ain't yvou getiing uwneasy¥  Why, its
bound fo mean & Bogging al the leasl.
P'rlaps  the sack, cven.” Bunter
chuckled happily. “T coulde'l calch any
more, becawse Wingale came along and
rulled my cay, the beast. But I reckon
that's enough, He, he, bhe!™

“Well, I'm jiggered!”™ Harvy Whae
ton gasped inercdulousty.  “Ho that's
the wonderiul pews, Bunter?  Here.
catelh hold of him, you chaps! DBump
the fat hbber 1™

Before he could protest Bunler was
arasped by five pairs of willing hands
and whirled oft lns feet.

Bump,  hump, bump !

“Ow! Grooogly, you Dbeszie!™ roared
Bunter.  “Wow, you'll smash my
glasses in & minute! Yooop! O, stop-

LR

pit, you awinl rotters

Bump, bump, bomp!

“Now sling hime out!™ zaid Huacrv
Wharton.

Crash !

And bruised and ballered, aching in
body amd in spivit, William George
Bunter whinzed suddenly through the
open  doorway of Study No.o 1. He
landed in tho hard apnd unsvimpathetic
Rewmove passage with & bump and
COAr.

“There, wvou fat [rawd ™ Dreathed
Harry Wharton from the doorwsy.
“Now go and dg smme more of you
rotben spying ™

And then the Famous Five seltled
down once moro fo the jub of getting
tea ready for the honoured guest,

Russell came along a maoment later.
and they began. Bul berdly was the
spread in progress than, with o quick
konck, the door was thrown open again,
and Wingate, the captain of Greviriare.
looked in sharply.

“"Wharton!" Wingate rapped oul.
“Head's zludy st once! You're
wanled [

———em e

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Not a Licking !

(13 OMIE il
_ Harry Wharton [vowned
ﬂ]lg‘]li‘,ljr s Wlngﬂ_l:-r; tapped ak
the Head's dogr, Dr. Locke's
deep voiee called o them to enter,

Quick as Wharton had been at
risliculing Bunter's suggestion of a fog-
ging, or even the “sack " itsell, in store.
i i really begin to look now as if the
amitrkiog  Owl of the Remove wight
have been right for ance.

Wingale and Wiarion
shicly quietly.

Al then the captain of the Remarve
sltarted with surprise.  For. in addition
te the Tlead and Mre. Queleh, the waster
ol  the Remove, there wers Geoorge
Blundell of the Fifth, Hobion of the
Bhell, and Cecil Reginald Tewple, the
[ofty skipper of the Uppoer Fourth.

And Bhodel amd Hobby and Ceofl
Boeginald Teinple were loetng the line
expectantly, They glaweed uwp al the
vaptain ot the Temeve as he enbered
and exchabged commiserating glancees,

Whavton's frown deepened, It was
]IHE"I."}' beyomd bun, this sodden gathier
mg of the clans boasivess. To racked
!li"l "H":I‘Ir_-"]':f rf'll' sl RERILY 1_'1"'I'-|'_"'|I1'_ 'I"IH_‘: 'I'I.'T'Iil_'l_l_

Tur Macxer Taspapv.. Ne, 091,

enterad  the



_* LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK!

had included ihe Fifth and Shell aud
Upper Fourth, as well aw embracing the
Remove, his own Form, and .which
could possibly have come to the notico
of the powers that were.  And he racked
his memory in vain. There was nothing.

The Ilead coughed behind his hand,
and motioned to Mr. Quelch.

“Mr. Quelch and T have called you
together, my boys,” Dr. Locke began
fn lus kindliest tones, * as captains of
your respective Forms, in order that
wa may put before you & suggestlon—
s very kind invitation, I may say-—
which has come to hand by the aiter-
noon post,” :

B0, whatever if was to be, it was notb
a licking. As this much was made clear
the captains hriFHtenml visibly, and
Cecil Reginald Temple's attitude of
lofty  superfority sat upen him much
more comfortably. But, if not a rag-
ging from those set in authority, then
what the thump was it?

I’r. Locke proceeded
them. i

“1 have given Mr. Quelch entire con-
trol of this matter, boys., He will at
once explain fully, and you will listen
carcfully. ™

The master of the Remove stepped
forward. .

“By now you will all know, boys,
that a wircless station has been estab-
lished on the cliffs between Black Pike
and Pegg.” ;

Harry Wharton nodded. During the
past wecks lorry-leads of timber and
conztructional  material  had  been
arriving almost hourly from London,
and gradually, on the top of the clifs,
a wireless station had come inte being.

Thero was mystery about that wire-
less station. No one scemed to know
when broadeasting would begin.  But
already fellows scouting curiously round
it and along the cliffs on Sundays won-
dered mightily to themselves what Lhe
hroadeasting artistes would have to say
about the tedious train journcy from
London to Friardale, And even then
they had to get from Friardale. The
fact was that, porched up there on top
of the cliffs betweeon Black TPike and
Pogg village, the new broadcasting
station was in about the most hopelessly
ineeessible spot snyone could possibly
have found for 1t

Dut next moment Mr., Quelch went
an te explain, and as he cxplaincd the
whole position grew clearer.

“This wircless-station which has been
erected,” he said, *i3 not to be used
for pencral broadeasting at all, boys.
In fact, it would be more correctly
deseribed &8s purely an oxperimentol
station, Its sole purpose is to test an
entirely new discovery. This, it was
found, could not be undertaken at any
of the permanent stations without dis-
organising their programmes, so that a
temporary station had to be built. This
part of the vonttry was chosen chiofly
on accovrnt of i secdusion—for the ox.
periments are, of course, being con-
ducted in zocret. .

“Well, the experiments are turning
ont & wonderful success, and all that 1s
now necessary 1s something in the
nature of a final test, something exhans-
tive, to which various qualified persons
in soveral parts of the country can
listen, amd upm which they can basc
g final report,

“"This final test of the new apparatus
i3 to be an eveming's Lroadeast, com-
plete in every detail.

“Thiz afternoon  your headmaster,
Dr. Locke, received from the engineer
in charge of the station a very cordial
communication, explaining uli{ ihat I
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to enlighten

have told you, and’ inviting Groyfriars
i3 make that big final test, giving us,
in short, nothing less than a great
-li:pp-nrr:r.unil:y to  broadeast.  Naturally

“To broadeast.”

S Whoew '™ - -

“Oh, bepad ! murmured Cecil Regi-
nald Temple [aintli, '

Mr. Quelch smiled ab the interest he
hail. aroused, and continued: = -

*Natuorally, it is guite mtpqsaubie.l in
one evening, for the whole of Greyiriars
to broadeast, You will readily under-
stand that, I am sure. Dr. Locke, there-
fore, hns sugpested that the invitation
bz conlined to the Upper Schaol, The
voungar boyz might possibly feel some-
what nervous in front of the—er—the—
E'r"—_1=

“The microphone, sir,” Blundell sup:
plied. Blundell nearly choked at the
notion of Tubb of the Third, or Gatty
of the SBecond being netvous 1o front
of anything. : : _

“Thenk vou, Blundell, thank you!
In front of the mnicrophone. 3o that
the arrangements will he  confined to
the Upper School, Now, this is what
chiefly concerns you boys. I have sug-
gested to Dr. Locke that the details
would be best left entirvely to the cape
tains of the various Forms,"

George Blundell rubbed his hands
enthusiastically. 1

“That's a frst-rate wheeze, sir. Tul
me down for a salo. That one in the
Prison sceng in * Il Trovatore,” I think.”

Mr. Quelch smiled,

“That, my bovs, is precisely’ what
you will have to settle amongst your-
selves. We are leaving entirely with
the captains the problem of who actually
1s to ropresent the Ferm, Er-——"" Mr,
Quelch coughed. *'We hope that it may
be settled in an asmicable manner.™
% 0Oh, rather!” said Cecil Reginald
Temple. :

Harry Wharton grinned.

“Teave it to us, sir.’” he sald resprcot-
fully. “How many fellows from each
Form are to be chosen?”

Dr. Locke retired behind his hand,
and pondered.

“Four would be best, I think, Quelch.
What do wou think? That gives us
sixteen broadeasters from these four
Forms, Then possibly onc or two of the

Sixth might care to join in, ifco. Eh,
Wingate ]
"We'd he Jolly pleased, sir!”

responded Wingate,

“Very well, that is settled. Four bors
fromy & Form, and each boy to restrict
s —er—performance to not more than
ten minutes. ™

“SBaturday ia the evening put at our
dispoazal,” added Mr. Quelch, *so that
vou had better bring to my study not
later than Friday cvening the names of
the Boys whbo will be broadeasting, to-
gether with a note of what they intend
to da.”’

“Right, sir!”

“Teave 1t to us!™

“For the moment, then, that is all.
or if there is anything at all I can help
you with, do net hesitate about coming
straight to my study.”

“'0Oh, thank vou, sir!"

. And the captains {rooped outy, having
ih their hearis fowards that wireless
station quite a fatherly feeling!?

s w-mn =

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Shock for Skinner !

L ALLY, hallo, hallo! ‘“What's
the verdict, Harryv ¥ Licked ¥

A erowd of jumiors waifed

excitedly.  The little passuge

oulside Dr. Locke's study was pecked
tights: After being slung ocut of Study

MNo. 1, Bunter had deemed it nothing
but his solemn duty to spread the news

ationg more attentive listeners.  And
the Hemovites, concerned for their
leader, had rallicd round.

Bolty Cherry strode forward as he

spoke, and gripped Wharton's hand,
And then, glancing past his chum, I3ob
suddenly started, his sturdy face blank
with consternation.

“Well, my hat, you chaps!"” he
ecjzculated. " Here's Temple and Bluu-
dell and old Hobby! 1 say, what's
wrong? Are you all blessed well bowled
put together, or what 15 it ?" _

“You silly ass, Bob!”" grinned Whar-
ton. “I wold you it was ﬂnll:,' Bunter's
yot, as usual. What he overheard may
have been right enough, but the- fat
ot put a wrong construction upon il
Shush, now, here he comes!"”

Billy Bunter was pushing up through
the crowd. Tho fat Removite blinked
in outraged surpriser at the sight of
Wharton's grinning face.

“Well, I'm blessed ! he burst out.
"Ain't yvou licked?™

“Not this time, old lard-tub! ',}r:,.
again!”  Wharton moved on cheerfully.
“[I say, come on down to the Rag. you

c:lu:,ps. I've something for yvou to listen
to, '
“Whaet about tea?” Nugent de-
Lnalxdeﬂ. “We've not had it yet, you
now,"

“* Nover mind about tea just now, old
seout. Other and more pressing matbers
demand attention. oMo on,  you
chaps!” ho repeated. " Form meeting
i the Rag!”

fernome-Smith came drifting along.

“Hallo, Wharton! What's  the
E&mc?,- u " "
“ Meeting in the Rag. Fall in,

Bmithy ™

“Come on, Eemove—Form meeting!
Wharton's going to speak,™

Jumping vup uwponr the Comimon-roeom
table, Vharton surveyved his assembled
Form-fellows. The Bag had filled with
excited Removitez. Evorvone was ask-
ing in breathless whispers what it was
about. Elsewhere Blundell and Hobby
and Temple were probably already en-
gaped in addressing similar gatherings.

At & signal from his leader Inky
closed the door, and the meeting began.
" Gentlemen of the Remove——"

“" Hear, hear!™

“Go !

“Friends, rum ‘uns, countrymen-—-—

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Go it, Wharton—on the ball, you
know !

“We are gathered hera this evening
to discuss great ovents—events unique
in the history of Greyiriars— OQaooch,
don't - shove the table, Toddy, you
blessed ass, you'll have me off in o
minute "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I'll begin again, We've all been
along to see the new wireless station
on top of the cliffs halfway hetween
Black Pike and Pegg.”

“Rather!"”

“Well, to cul a long story short, then,
Saturday cvening has been put at the
disposal of Greylriars by the enginecr
in ¢harge, and the Head has accepied
lns invitation on behalf of the school
Consequently, the Head has got io
recruit a dozen or =0 merry broadeasters,
who  will  represent  their  respective
Forms.™

" Phew "

“Great pip!™

“Cownt. me 1, IMarry,” =aid Buuicr
prompily. " You ean put wme down for
a jaw on cookery.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Blessed i I can sce anything {o
cackle at!™

Lk ]
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** Look here, Wun Lung, belore we decide, suppose you treat us to a sample of your singing,” seid Wharton. Beaming with

pleasure, tha Chiness junior began.

‘* Al-ai-ai-ai-ai-al—Chong !

Ai-al-ai———"

““Stop 1 *' *“ Smother him, somebody,

quick I ™ Wun Lung broke off suddenly, amazed at the reception his Chinese song had besn accorded. (Nee Chapter 6.)

“Weo can. Good old grub-hound !

“The Fiith are jo lhi:ir you chaps,”
Wharton went on, shouting to make his
volee carry above the din.and uprear,
“The Fifth and Hobby of the Shell, and
Temple’s crowd. But I'm to make it
plain that ne more than four fellows
can be included from one Form, and
that fellows are to limit their turns (o
ten minules.”

E L] ﬂh Irl'!
. Y And now, gentlemen of ibhe Remove,
it's really wp lo you,” continuecd Whar-
ton. “ ¥You've heard the scheme, Four
fellows to represent us, turns limited to
ton minutes apiece. and broadessting
to take place on Saturdey night, be-
ginning at seven-thiriy, sharp. All
names in to ?Iaie:lch:.r by Friday., And
now, chaps, who's it ﬁoitmg to bet”

The enthusiastic Removites roared
applause. Harry Wharton stepped down
and rejoined his chums, All round the
Rag the fellows were talking in little
excited groups.

e Grreyiriars broadeasting station!

Thoré was something novel in the idea
that caught the Removites' imagination.

It was unhcard of. And speculation
ran riot as to who would ﬁll! the four
YACARC DE,

Billy Dunter rolled across to the
chums of the Remove with an in-
gra ti&tin%‘ blink.

“I've hit if, you chaps. Something

!’or the youngsters, vou know. A sorl of
faw, on the lines of that uncle -ahat's-
his-name chap who wsed to spout to
kids from 2L0O. What do vou think of
that #"

“Ha, ha. ha!™

The Bemovites langhed until the tears
van down their faces,

“Uncle Billy of Gresiriars will now
tell the buirns a bed-Lime story '™

“Uncle  Ananias'  chuckled Bob
Cherry, wherenpon thore was™ auother
reéat shout from the hilarious Homov-
ites, and Bunter relapsed into a sulky
silence.

“Well, any more suggostions?® Come
along, chaps, do! Rell up, you know "

“Get Wun Lung to do some of his
Chineso conjuring fricks,” grinned Poter
Todd. * How's that one, Whartoni"

“Ha., he, ha!"

'”H-*.:ru's R sugEestion,”  aimouncel
Vernon-8mith —* and 4 serigus ons, too.
I put it before this meeting that, as
skipper of the Remove and leader of
the sporling activities of the Form
generally, Wharton ought to broadoast
g8 ten mhinutes' talk on the subject of
games—our Romove footer and cricket,
you koow, What do you say! Is that
carried, vou chaps®”

“ Rather, Smithy "

“Well played, the Bounder!™

“Of course, we might have expected
Wharten te make sure of his oun place
all right,” sneered Btott. “It's a put-
up job, T reckon: and the other places
will carefully be Glled with three of his
goody-poody pals,™

“Thanks for this Lonour, yomu
fellows,” said Harry guietly, ignoring
the cheap sneer. * You don’{ know how
much I appreciate it. And you can rest
assuved, you chaps, that I wen't forgel
te fet listencesin know absolutely every-
thing there is to know about our football
and ﬂiﬁkﬂl.”

“Well, come along, chaps!” urged
smithy,  "Whn's next for the slawgh-
ter? There's Srotf, now—5Siolt’s got &

tol to zay. What abouk pubting yon
dovn for a hittle talk on backing  the
gitldy gee geoes, Btott?”

But Williaw Stotl was staring across
at the door, and the oves in b weal
face held a (romendous fear.

“Oh, you fool, Swithy!™ he hisscd.
00, you silly Fool!™

“Bkinner, then.™ the Bounder rattled
on.  “One of those merry drinking-
songs, Skinner, Or it wnght be a
pleasunt ten mwinutes on the subject of

banker. What! No tekers? It's loo
bad of you, really it is!"”
And Vernon-Buwith shook lus  hosd

sadly.

“Bkinner

Harold Skinucr spun suddeuly routid
i alerm. So did the rest of the juniors.,
And there, on the thresheld, a ’Eflu:lldm'*
ous expression Jarkeoing s brow, stood
MNorth of the Sixth! In the general ox-
citement and taumult of the crowded
Rag not one of thein had heard the door
open—not one of them, that i, save
Williani Stott. Al Stoft's feenzied
effort to shut up the Bounder bofore il
was too late had comss to nanght, awd
now he slood with Skinner, trembling
like a leaf,

“Bkinner, whal was Vernon-S3milh
saying in connection with banker®™ said
MNorth grimlyv. * Repeat it, please.”

Hareld Skinner's tongue clave to lis
mouth, He stood fliere before the pres
fect absolulely duwb with terror.

“Uome on!™ MNocth nsisted grimly,

“Out with it—unless, of course, yon
would vather go straight Dbefore The
Locke.”

Billy Bunier gave a Fat choekle,
Tre Matxer Lipranry.--No, 991,
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“Ekinny's bawling some blessed drink-
ing-songs, North, and after that he's giv-
Hyr us 3 jaw on banker, you koow.”

s Il{}lﬂrt :‘H

A jaw on banker, old echap: Well,
cither & jaw on banker, or a jaw on
pee-gecs, It isn't  quite  seitled  vet
But, L say, I'm surprised at him! Aan't
vou, Northyt”

White with rape,
turned upon Bunter a [urvious look.
was 2 look which baded ill for
pratiling junior’s future salety,

North of the Sixth breathed hard.

“Iz this right, Skinner, what Bunter
savs? I think you'd better follow me to
Dr. Locke struightaway——"

* Stop ! never—-—="

“Hold on, North!" Vernon-Snuth
siopped forward coolly. “It': only a
litile joke. We're drawing up the {1@
mave broadeasting programme. [ pot
it to Skinner that he might zing us a
drinking-song, No harm  in that,
MNoreh "

“Neo harm at all—if that 1z all ™
- "“And then 1 suggested he could follow
it np with a lidtle talk on banker. A
=ort of comie ialk, you know., Why,
old- Skinner's no end of a comedian.
Amn't you, Bkinner?™

As a matter of fact, the cad of -the
Kemove at that mwoment lpoked any-
thing but a comecdian, Hig face was
denthly-white and his hands trembled
spasmodically.  Bavapely he swore to
himself that Bunter should pay full toll
fov -that reckless outburst, But  he
clutched at the straw; scized desperately
at the opening the Bounder had made
for him,

“¥-yes. Thal's if, Norih " he gasped,
and somehow he turned on a twisted
grin. * A—a comic breadeast lurn, you
know. dJokes about backing wrong "uns
and that sort of thing, North.”

Very grimly North looked from one
to the other of the two juniors, turned
from Vernon-S3mith to Hareld Skinner,
searching their faces asz if to read their
inmost soul,

“Yery well, Vernon-Smitth, I accept
vour explanation.”  The words came
sjowly, after what seemed to the cad of
the Romovo an eternity of time, *As
for wou, Bkinner, you young swecp,
unless you can find better subjects for
your humdur thap gambling and horse-
racing, vour would be well advised lo
leave the comic business alone.”

North glanced round as he fnished
speaking and fingered' his ashplant
grimly.

“J lsoked in to warn vou to make a
hit Jezsz noise,” he said.,  “Now, mind
and don't let me hear apy mbre of it!™

The door of the Rag closed behind the
prefect,  Harold Skinner licked his dry
lips. Bkinner was in a black and bitter
fery, Never as at that moment had he
felt towards Bunter such bitter hatred.

“You just wait, you dashed fat pipg!”
he ground out hetween his clenched
tecth, hurling open the door, “I'll pet
lovel with yout”

Wharton got up on the tablo again.

“Well, you've all got the idea now, T
think, Buppose this—er—selection com-
mittee adjourns until I'riday morning
after classes, We don't zeem to be mak-
g much headway; and that would give
nx lime to dig out some giddy talent.
Besides, I've suddenly miszed Bunter.
Unless he's gone to challenge Skinver
to martal combat, the fat thief is scof-
fing onr tea. What do you say, then,
chaps™

‘“Ha, ha, hat®

“That's the wheeze, Wharion.
leave it until Friday.”

* Right-ho I

Tuz Macxer Lisgary.—No. 991,

Harold Skinner
T
that

We'll

ceal [il]g-nwz r.

And the Famous Five and Dick
Russell went back to their inforvupted
ted.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
An Adventurs for Two!
chaps !

ié ALLSY revirias
cad=!"
Thus Gadsby,

Sugent and  Russell  diz-
monnted hastily outside the pgates of
Highelifte, and twnbled rheiv bieveles
arainst the wall, Bignalling urgpentlv io
a Highehitfe fag, Nugent despatched him
post-haste in search of Frank Courfenay.
“And tell Courtenay it's pax,” Nugent
added, as an afrerthought,

The two Greyiriars juniors wore in &
hurey,  Awnd neicher of them at that
moment  particularly  hungered  afier
participation in a Higheliffe versus
Caveyfrizrs battle-voyal.

Bubscquent upon the Iorm-meeting in
the Rag, tea in No, 1 had been a merry
imeal., Bunier had boen come upon i
the very nick of time, just 2s he was
sitting himself down to the jzim-tarts,
And for the second time that evening
Bunter  had  heen  uneercmoniowsly
pitched neck-and-vrop from the study.

During tea there was keen diseussion
upon the finals of the DPublic SBchools'
Hard Courts Championzhips., This vear
ihe championships were being plaved
off upon ?Iig]m[il'ﬁ'n couris.  Higheliffe
itself, of course, as well as Groyiciars,
had won through te the finals, for in
the Catevpillar and Courtenay High-
cliffe treasured two indubitable chamn-
plons.

Then there was St Jim's; and Si

Jim's, in Toem  Merry, had a terrific
witelder of the racquet, and in the
person of Ralph Reckness Cardew a
vory dark horse. Then, besides Grey-
friavs, Highcliffe and St. Jim’s, there
were two other public schools about
whose game mo. one konew anything
definile. One wasz 8t Jude's, somewhore
in (‘ernwall: and ihe other one Bur-
chester Grammayr Scheol. whom Grey-
frinrs had eonce met and defeated at
Soceer in the Publie Schools” Champion-
ship. And last of all there was Rook-
wood, and for Rookwood there existed
a firm belief that Jimmy Silver and
Val Mornington would do battle.

Nugent and Russell had eveled across
to Hishclif‘f& after thai late and intor-
rupted tea in .order to fix up final
arrangements. There was, Nugent had
thought, time and to spare hefore
Bui the spin, taken asz it
was in the quict of the evening, had
been so  thoroughly enjovable that
neither of the juniors had felt inclined
to hwrry it. So that now, arrived out-
side the enemy’s camp, a= it were, they
discovered themselves with very little
time to spare.

Nugent was fingering bis watch anxi-
Qusly.

“Hope Franky and
won't be long, Russell.
at all.” -

But Russell’s eves were Dusy sweeping
the Higheliffe quad; and suddenly they
lighted up.

e Caterpillar
We've no time

niy

Here they eame !
Amd even as Hussell aaid, =0 it was.

Higheliffe™s renuis strength was advane-

ing across the Quad to nweet them.

" Weleonte, srangers:” grinned
Conrtenay.

“You'll .exense nz, T know. Courte-
nay,” Nugent said hurricdly, " but we're
rather in o tear 1o ger back., We popped
over Lo fix finally with you reparding
Saturday’s little dusiop.”

“Oh. the tennis? Why, T thought it

was all wnderstoed,. We're wiping up
the courts with all comers !

MGood old Franky!” chuckled the
Caterpillar.

"My hat, ave you. thoogh!™ Nugent
velurned warmly., ““Why, vou blessed
IILHB{.‘]I”D AE805———r"" :

" Begad " murmured the (aterpillar,
conghing, * Didn't T understand some-
body (o say *pax " or somethin’?”

Nuogent blushed s beautiful shade in
beeiroot-red.

“What we want to know definitely is
the time we all begin.” Russell jumped
in - hastily, and flled tha awkward
breach.  © Nothing, so far as we know,
has been settled. " And then after that,
if you don't mind, we'll be petting back
to calling-aver.,”

Two-thirty was the time arranged;
and then Nugent and Ruszell threw a
leg over their msachines.

“Expect us over about two-twenty,”
Nugent called as they pushed off, “and
mind you look out for & terrific licking.
Uheervio for the present!”

“Ta-ta, cinldren '

Nugent glanced at his watch as High-
cliffe fell away behind them, and staried
a3 he noted the time,

Y My hat, Russell! Only seven blessed
minutes o call-over! We'll need to put
the pace on, if wo're going to do it "

And put it on they did, A small two-
seater car in front of them, set the pace,
and the hedges simply  whizz by
behind them.,  When they. had eovered
half the distance between Highelifie and
Greyiriars, Nugent felt behind his back
a freshening breezo from the sea, and
promptly inereazed the speed. Russell
was coming along nicely ten yards in hia
rear. The car they had done their best
to keep wp with suddenly swerved off
into & lane that ran at right angles to
the main road.

And then, just as Nugent passed this
lang, theve oeccurred something which
caused him desperately to jam on the
brakes and call wildly lo Russell to stop
himself.
~ Not five yards from where the two
Jjuniors now stood against their bicyelos
staring at it, and stretched right across
the quiet lane, was a rope. The rope was
stretehed taut, at about two foet from
the ground. Lucky indeed that Nugent's
sharp eyes had not failed to pick
it ouf from among the shadows. Lucky
too, that the car they had followed had
branched off inte another road. In the
dusk the rope was barely perceptible at
all. Had cither of them run inte it he
muzf, without possible bhope of escape,
have been hurled headlong from his
machine, At the very best that would
have meant severe inyury, perhaps con-
eussion, for him; at the worst—

At the worst whe knows what terrible
thing might not have happenoed !

The juniors, trembling a little, put
their machines against the bank, and
walked vp to inspect that dastardly trap
closer. Avd then, when they wore
within two fect of it, another amazis
thing happened. Vrom among the thie
bushes tweo forcign-looking men sprang
out suddenly, one from ecach side of the
lane, and each in his right hand clutehed
a cudegel of thick wood.

*Orh, look ont, man !

But there was no need for Nugent's
warning., for aftee one look at the
juntors 1w two men furned and jumped
back fmo the bushes.

“ih, my hat!” exclaimed Russell.

“YFo pods velled Nugent, in blank
amazement, ““Cwmne on, Russcll—aftor
them !

But by the time the juniors gained
that gap in the hedge too, tho men had
renched the shelter of a thick bell of



EVERY
MONDAY.

trees across o Qeld, and pursuit was
abandoned as heing hapeless.

“Wall, I'n blessed 1 Nugenl gasped.
“What do vou make of it, Russell?”

“Thev're foolpads, Lravky! Thoy
wore both ¢ frogpic’ men, too! 1 reckon
they Baed that vopo for the car we fol-
lowed.™

“The dangerous rotlters! brealbed
Nugent, and he bogan to eut down 1he
rope. _

Although neither thick nor beavy, it
was  immenzely strong, and il
toughencd  strands took o suwrprising

amount of work [rony his pockethkuife
before ther Boally parted.

“lreat pip, Russell,” he was calling a
moment later.  “1 say, what do you
think? Thiz is part of a8 blessed elimb-
ing-rope! You know, the kind of rope
ehappics use to shin up and down cliffs
with! Now. what wore those two Toregn
bards wp te with it, T weonder? Look
here, we'll cart it along to Queichy as
evidence.”

The rope was draped across Nugent s
havdlebars, and then they remoanted,
and began fthe relurn journey to Grey-
frinrs—this time moch more h:i.aurri;n',
for they had missed call over,

When they buarst at length into Stuady
o. 1. that famous stwedy, in the person
of Harry Wharton, was scttling  down
solitarily to pren,

“Well, here we ave, Harry, The
wierry prodigal returns to the aocestral
ange-out.”

Hearry Wharton logked up from his
proepe and sweiled.

“Quelchy's  thirsting for yonr gore,
I'm afraid, vou chaps.  Whal's lept
wouw

“ Footipads " said Nugent,

Y Fooipads 1™

“"Footpadz ! Nuogent repeated firmly.
“And wpow we must buzz along 1o
Quelehy, Wim on, BRussell ™

They “buzzed along ¥ 1o AMr. Queleh,
and that astonished pentleman, vpon
iearing their story, telephoned straight-
way to the Courtheld police, 1¢ was,
Mr. Quelel intimat grimly, indu-
Litably & matler for police action.,  And
the Courthield police indicated smugly
that to such old hands as theomselves
the capiure of the two scoundrels was
tmerely a small matter of hours,

Later on, after prep, while Nuogont
and Russell were recounting their sdven-
ture to o crowd of excited Removites,
Billy Bunter rolied inte the Rag,
Bunter was wearing a fat, satisfied
simuirk—an ireitabing prin that Harold
Skinner itched to knock yards!

The Owl had some wurgent varn of
having fallen in with ooe of the
engineers from the wireless station, and
of having pointed out iru-li;;rm,utlz.:r to
that gentleman how bitter jealousy and
opposition from his Form-fellows was
preventing a certain budding broadeaster
from making his initial bow before the
micrephone.

It was all very vague and silly. But
then nobody took much netice of Bunter,
Nobody, for that matter, ever did. A
Russcll and Nugent, frowning at the
i{ltﬂrmptmn, resumed Cheir 10int navra-
1%,

e e o e

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Invitation !

(1] E1TER in the rack
Buntoe 1™
“Eh? What'a that, Skinny 7
The Owl of the Removoe
turned upon Ilarcld Skinner a faintly
suspicions look as that youth tapped
kim on the shoulder before Mg

sthool.
Wednesday

for you,

Truc. morning  usually

_THE MAGNET LIERARY.

brought with 1t for Bunter a small re
mittance from home—a very small re-
mitkunee, it must be told! Buat this
wag  Friday merning, the  weekly
"'.1.'!1111:'1-: Y from Bupnter sewior had duly
arrived on the Wednesday, and, for all
his= extravapant yarns of 19073 and
chogues,  aoll  monevarders “in the
posi,” even Buntes's fat brain really
refused to entertain the possibility  of
tnde thau one “whack ™ per  weck,
Anid there was no one olre who would
e likely to weite.

Bo, knowing his Bkioner, instead of
sentiling straightway lo the letter rack,
e hesitared, eyeing the cad of (he
Bemove and his two cronies throagh
iz big prlasses wilh stern suspicion.

"You—you ain't pulling my les,
skinny, old man? be gasped at last,
with an anxiows blink, “I believe
you arg, vou beast!”

Hareld Bkinner turped (o

Qi ain i,
iell the

hits two

IS )
Sutopy Y he grunted,

“Honest Injun, Bunty!” said Sidoey
James Snoop. CAin't it, Statty "

“That's right,”  assented  William
=totd.

“Perhaps vou'll believe a chap now.
Dathied if vou deserve a fellow trying
to do vou a good turn, veu dashed fat
freak!™  Skinner grusted virtuously.
Apparcuily  Skinner had quite forgng-
ten that threat of his to  get !u-.-?:;.
“Come on, you chaps! Next time the
far bavrel of lard can discover his own
tlaslied correspontlence !

And, I;*IETil.ﬂllg Liis thin nose, Harald
Skinner linked arns with his cronies,
and the cads of the Remove stamped
away fromn DBunter in righteous indiz-

TR LAY,
dropped -

fat  unbeliever,

Bunier'zs  fat jaw
wiatched them go.

s

PRIG.w 7
TWOPENLE
A Biott  and Snoop  dutifully

prinned konowing prine.

RBacing headleng info Tlall, Dunter
hrought  un breathlessly - before  the
better-rack, his glistening cyes ranning
urgently  over  the " R's U—Bolsover.
Fiall, Bulstroade - Brnler !

There the  befrer was, just as ol
Shinny had =aud, and plainly addressed
to L dn an inei=ive business “hnw”

WL, Banter, T,
Lireviriar: School,
Near erardal-, Kent”

Buouler's fat littie
grepadily as b read 1t
ot recogonixe the Lhandwriting,
taindy il was ot Diader semor's,
ossilily it was somo
sitherto guieseent, who,  saddenly
retsternbering  his nephew’s  oxistonde,
had turped up tenmps! So long as the
frtior contained & remittanee, DBonder
vaally cared very litile who it eawme
Il'{:lllr.

Withh imputient fingers, he snatched
it quickly from rthe rack, as if, like
fairy gold. it wmight vawsh swldenly
from his sight,

“W. . Bunter, Esg.) Not just
“ Master W, G Bunter,” Lol “W. (I,
Puntor, F=q."! Tt was not very often
that  Willimn CGeorge Bunter found
bimself thus addressed, and he purrwd
with content as he mwumbled over to
himself  the unfamiliar designation,
Why, it was a cortain fiver, ot logst,
There eould be no doubt at all. This
was something like !

Fle slit open the flap. And then,
when he bad drawn forth the contents,
Bunter’s fat  face fell suddenly in
disinar,

“Why, it ain't a whack—it ain't a
Idessed fiver after all! Blow! Crumbs,

eves  glistened
True, lie did
Cer-
Bul
wnknown  uncle,

“Blessedif 1T don'k {
think there really
15 a letter for moe!”"
e ajaculated finally,

As  thar thought
struck the Owl he
positively  jumped,
zad  seb off  like
sttam down the Re-
move passage (o got
hold of that pre
cions  lebter before
the bell for morning
lossons sounded.

Bkinper & (oo,
had  Bunter bt

known, stamped sol-
phurously awav no
farither then  toolk
them well out of his
VIEw, anwl there
their  indignation
fell from themn like
a  mantle, When
they reached the ond
of the Hemove pas-
sage  they  halted
suddenty  in their
stricle, turned an
theiv ™ heel, and
chuckled hugely
among themnselves,

“Runty on the| and taste will always e
irail ™ murmured . e
skinver, as  they give you ,I?Ff_Lial:ue_. X Smann
watched the Owl's =
retreating  figure, :

* Come on, chaps; S Or

we'll get along to
owur  stiady, leave
the door open, and
wait for him to
come  back.,  Just
time before lessons,
A lob of the chapa
will be about soon, ™

A Cadbury Bar for
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though, it's »ll typewritten! Wonder
what the thump it can be sbout?”

He began to read, blinking shorl-
sightedly at the typewritten lined
through his big glagses. Then he gave
vent to & sudcgiren, startled little gasp;
and moross his fat face spread an ex-
pression of absolute incredulous swsze-
ment. This increased in intensity, so
to spesk, until by the time he reach
the quiet, authoritative sighature at the
foot of the communication, his fat little
oyes were positively popping from his

head, .
“My hal?” he muttered. . Bunter
wes aa one in o dremn. “Whew |

Won't the fellows be jealous when they
hear about this ™

In Study No. 11 Skinner grew reck-

Jess, and he walked across to the door.
Mo stood for & moment, and then ho
stood and beckoned to his cronies,

“Clome on, chaps!” he murmured,
with a deep chuchle, " Bunter
returnoth. Mind, now, not & blessed
word ¥
And, even as Bkinner had said,
Bunter was returning—in top gear and
treading on the gas! lle tore l.ll:ﬂ:;j;
the Remove pessage like one demented,
uiﬁq% for breath, faco red, his podg
ittle logs going like eloekwork., And,

in one grimy paw, for all to sce, he
grasped a letter, which he waved aloft
triumphantly !

“Halla, hallo, hallo!” roared Baob
Cherry, emerging from Study No. 13,

. Mark Linley c¢lose at his heels. " Stop
Bunter, somebody! Bunter's gone
dotty 1™

“The dottyfulness of ihe
B?*I:IEMEEE terrific I T

8 ' murmuere auly sleepily.
“What a din!”

Fellows who had dropped into their
studies to glance over prep for a few
minutez betore morning school heard
Bunter rage like & tornado, looked at
ona snother with & wild surouse, and
forthwith poured out into the Remove
pasiage on all zides, demanding indig-
nantly to know what the row was about.

“It's only Bunty,” explained Eob
Cherry humorously. “That Kruschien
fealing’s got him!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Skinner & Co. stood apart, chuckling.

“Yah! It's come! I'm fixed up! [
might have known it would be all

ludicrous

Ti. t-!"

%nwling at the very top of his voice,
Bunter waved the letter aloft again.

Peler Todd, framed in the doorway
of Study No. 7, stared out at the

tacle in blank samazement.

“What's the porpoise burbling about,
chapsa "' Bunter being in Toddy's study,
Toddy always felt the weight of re.
sponsibility. “ Anvbody know? One of
his titled relations kicked the bucket
and left him a fortune, or something ™

“ Perhaps the osteemed and FETIE]‘EghIQ

Bunter postal-oeder haz arrivefully
turned up,” suggested Huorree Jamset
Ram Singh.

Vernon-8mith chuckled.

“Perhaps!" he said.
not !

“Ha, ha, hat”

Peter Todd rushed suddenly into the
passage, and, seizing Bunter grimly by
one fat shoulder, grabbed at the letter,

*Ow, you rotter! Gimme my letier!
Ow, vou beast, Toddy! Blessed if I'll
let any of you read if now! Serve you
right- yoii grinning rotters!"”

And Bunter turned upon the hilarious
Removites a. glere thatf: came neoer to
eutk'&g his glasses.

wi un'ehviﬂ & h"ﬂﬁﬂ".}ﬁﬁ! from
pocket, rrY is eyes,
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“ And perhaps

his

“1f—if that historic postal-order really
has turned up at last, O fat Bunter,"” he
sobbed entreatingly, * keep not the news
thereof from thy countrymen! Leave us
not In suspense ! .

And the Removites roared again,

“Hs, ha, ha!” ;

Bunter sniffed in deep and bilter
contempt, and waited patiently.. He
was inured by long usage to this treat-
ment—in fact, hiz fat leg weas pulled
hourly, from the rising up of the sun
unto the going down thereof, so td
speak,

“If you heasts don't shut up,” he
howled again desperately, “I  shall
simply refuse to tell you a thing!” And
his big spectacles glimmered indignantly
round. :

Skinner glanced at his watch. It had
oocurred to the cad of the Remove that
if Bunter didn’t get a move on, the
bell would supervene ere he could got
the letter off his fat chest, .

So he poked Bunter severely in the
ribs.

“Let's have it,
irged,
Go it 17

“Here, you can read it out, Toddy,”
said Dunter, magnificently wnd unex-

old fat man!” he
“Spill the gravy, you know.

.pectodly, stuffing the letter back into

Peter Todd’s hand again.
Poler Todd glanced over the letter,
sarted shghtly, and read:

i Dear Mr. Bunter,—Furiher to your
conversation of last evening with our
Engineer, we have carefully considered
the matter, and guite appreciale the
very unfortunate position you are in of
vour school, due to Form jealouay.

“ ¢ 7f, therefore, you would come along
to this Station on Saturday next at
#30 p.m., you will be given am oppor-
tunity for displaving wyour undoubted
talent as entertainer.—Yours very truly,

i Pege Wiralsimet_ {E:::E?rimnntal}
ation.

Thisz was followed by a signature in
a business-like slash, which Taddy could
not decipher,

The expressions of amazement on "Wha
Remavites’ faces as Toddy read aloud
that startling communication grew
apace, and Bunter's fat chest swelled
importantly. It was fortunate, really,
that tha leiter was no longer, or the
Owl might have burst,

“Whew!" gasped Bob Cherry.
Peter Todd finished reading. ' Let's
have a look, Toddy! I thought it was
only Bunter's rob last night !

He tock Bunter's letter and glanced
at it.

“My hat, it's right enough, chaps!
This makes five giddy broadcasters, from
tire Remove now. JI"E‘I'ut-ru}‘ﬁ; old Harry,
and now there's Bunter, and three
othersto he chosen after morning school.
Well. my hat!¥

HTypewritten and signed,”™ put in
Orilvy, looking over Bob's shoulder.
“The fat frand ain't pulling our logs
thiz time! Well, good luck, old fat
man! Fanev, & whole affernoon, very
likely, 1o himsclf—broadeasiing and
looking over the apparatus! 'Who
wouldn't e Bunter?™

i Form jealousy,' " guoted Skinner.
“The secrotary-jobnny who wrote the
lotter 13 right enough there, anyway.”

Vernon-Smith  was staring at tho
letter, & thoughtful look on hiz face,
when bell for morning classes went, and
Bunter snatehed it rudely from his
fingers. Immediately there was s
stampede in the direction of the Form-
room, Bunter tucking his precious com-
munication carefully inte an inner
pocket and scuttling away hastily to

a3a

collect his books. = Mr, . Quelch's sum-
mary method of wreaking his wrath
upon the latecomer was, as the Owl
knew only too well, decidedly painiui
ic a fellow,

Vernon-Smith was following Bunter's
fgure with his eyes and chuckling.

“Hallot  What's the little joke,
Smithy ' Wharton asked, in surprise,

“0ld fat man i3, if I mistake nat,”
murmured the Bounder, with another
chuckle, as they pazed on down the
Romove passage. “Didn't you fellows
twig the merry typing on that letter of
Bunker's?" 3

Wharton puckered his brows. .

“Can't remember that anything
peculiar struck me, Smithy,”

“That letter was typed out om Mr.
Quelech’s machine,” declared the
Bounder coolly. “Ddndn't you notice
how the capital letters blur slightls?
Then the colour of the ribbon—there's
not a single doubt, Wharton t"

The captain of the Remove uttered a

aIp.

“Then—then it's a fraud, Smithy?
But—but the signature—surely that at
least indicates the genuineness of the
letter, doesn’t it? And besides, Smiﬂig.
the Pegg Wireless Station people might
quite casily have got hold of s machine
aimilar to Quelchy's, vou know.™

Vernon-Smith smill:-g. . -

“Toddy baulked at that Eyem-:ms. 51g-
nature, Wharton, if you think, And
why? Purely because it's not a signa-
ture at all. What Toddy tfock to ba a
heast];; illegible signature is simply =
serawl. Bunty, being short-sighted,
hasn't spotted that, of course.”

" Well, I'm blessed | Wharlon gasped.
as the Bounder's ezplanation dawned
upon him, He cuulpd se¢ now Lhat
about that letter there was something de-
cidedly fishy. Broadeasting engineers
were not very likely birds to be taken
in by William George Buonter's silly
fabrications of Form jealousy debarring

him from the school brosdeasting, As
well miiﬁt Lunter have tried “touch-
mg " the Head for a loan on the

strength of his famous postel-order!

“You're vight, I reckon, S8mithy,” he
said at last. “It stands to reason.
And wait a minute—Skinner & Co. had
a hand in this business, I reckon! 1
recollect now, Bkinner was nudging
Snoop and Stott, and chuckling all the
time  Bunter’s letter was being read.
By Jove, you chaps, that's it! Bkinnev's
behind thiz business, possibly because of
that row in the Rag, when old North
looked in and nearly bowled him out.
There's a rod in pickle for old fat man,
it strikes me. When he goes along to
broadeast—"

HThe picklefulness will be terrific!™

“Tla, Jbha, ha! That's it, Inky!
'Bhush, now ! We'll keep it davk, Not
n blossed word fo Dunter! He's asked
for whatever Bkinner's gob in store for
him "

And, siill chuckling quictly to them.
aalves, Vernon-8mith and the Famgus
Five took their places, just before Mr
(nelch swept in.

As for Bunter, in order completely to
assure himself that it was all really and
henestly frue, and not just some pleazant
dream fromi which he would presently
wake, that fatnous youth kept fingering
the lefter in his jacket pocket lovingly
at short intervals during lessons, =&
beatific smile playing about his fat
featnres.

What he would have said, had he even
dimly suspected that thet precious mis.
E1VE Was t}}'{lﬂd out, not at the Pegg ex-
perimental stotion, but very surrepti-
tidusly upon his own Form master's
typewriter, during that gentleman's
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temporary nbaenee in Friavdale the pre.
vions evening, might have been wordh
hearving !

But  he dido’t  know—and  hetice.
Harold Skinner. stealing s sidelong
glance st Bunter's seraphie visage, de-
vided that the shilling he had “tipped &
a pagsing farm-labourer, just before bod-
titne the pwevions evr.-nmfg. to post &
cortain letter in Pegg vil :u%\e far him.
would prove, if all weut as he intended
it zhould go, to be well and wisely
sprent.

— — —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Plenty of Offers!

MMEDTATELY after morning school

I the adjourned mecting of the Re:

move sclection committes—which.

in actual fact, meant. the entirc
Form—took place in the Rag.

“Now then, chaps,” Harry Wharton
began in bLusinesslike tones, " just time
Lefore dinner to get this little matter
of who really 1z going to represent the
Remove settlod. e Vacancies, as
you are aware, remain to  be filled.
Since the last mecting you've all had
time to think it over. So come aliung,
gentlemen,  please, Al supgestions,
however fatheaded, are welcome !

“IHa, ha, ha!”

Donald Ogilvy was the first to take

the flcor. ‘

“1 move,” he said, *“that Micky
Desmond be included, If the Remove
is out for variety in the programme—
and I take it that we nre—some of
Micky's Irish songs would go down like
hot cakes!” .

“Sacondor, please!” said Wharton;
and Squiff obliged.

“Tt is now proposed and szeconded,”
Wharton said, “that Micky Desmond
broadeast on behalf of this Form. All
those in favour, pleasze signify in the
usual way.”

A forest of hands shot into the air.

“That's carried, I think! Next gent,
please,’

Vernon-3mith stood up.

“If we want to get off the beaten
track, Wharton, 1 propese that Hurree
Singh should broadcast a song or two
in Hindustani—hiz own giddy native
language. No; I'm quite serious. A lot
of these Indian sonpgs are really first-rate.
Mobody'd understand the lingo, of
course; but that wouldn't maetter at all.”
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ST socond that ! cried Moenty New-

lavel, = It's a first-rate wheese!”

Inky rose to his feet, and Havry
Wharton rapped upon the table for
silonce,

“The candidate desires to address his

constetuents
Ha, ha, hat”

“My worthyinl chums—"

“Hear, hear!"

“The csteemed and grateful thanks
for this honour.  Unfortunately, lhow-
¢ver, the desire on iy part iz not great.
The ludicrous Skinner, I think, might
perhaps sugeestfully feel called upon to
remark that, with the 'l.';'t}!"'thj" Wharton
already broadessting, my rndiculoos and
vnworthy sell would be one too much.”

What the sensibive Tnky was trying (o
point out was that, with only four
vacancies among the whole Form, iwo
inclusions from the Famous Five would
senreely be “ericket.”

Wharton saw what he was driving ak.

“Twok heve, old man,™ he said, * you
broadeast, and I'll stand down, We'd
all be jolly glad to hear some of your
songrs.”

“XNo, my worthy chum!” Inky stood
firm. **You are leader of the esteemmed
Remove, enid the stand-dowofulness on
my part is the proper caper.”

“Well, look here,” Vernon-3mith in-
terjected, *if we can't have Inky, what
price & Chinese song from Wun Lung?
How would that do®'

“Allea !i?‘ht, top-hole 1 chuckled Wun
Lung, the little, almond-eyed Celestial.
“Me szingee plentee pood song. Ie
lostee all evening.™

“YWhat!™

“D-do vou honestly mean to tell us
that dyﬂu know a Chinese song which
would last all the evening?” stuttered
Wharton, in amazement.

“¥es. Ploenty esong.  Allee pgood
fellow. One lasiee seven hours, 'nother
one lastee ten hours, and thles I know
lastee all night!”

“Well—well, my only giddv hat!
Look here, Wun Lung, before we decide,
suppose vob treat us to a sample. Turn
on & bit of the chorus, you know ™

Beaming with pleasure, Wun Lung
began:

“_dLi-n_i_-ui_-ai;ui_—ai-nf—u?-ai— Chong !
Aj-ai-ai-al-gi—="

“Srop Y

“Smother him, somebody—quick 1"

Wun  Lung, breaking off soddenly,
sppearcd amazed at the reception his
Chinese song had been accorded.

“You ne likee song?" he demanded.

“Bong " =aid Johnny DBull, with a
anort. V' It sounded to me more like the
tune the old cow died of 1™

“That velly gleat Chinese rong,™ said
Wun Lung. “People only sing him
when they velly happy! Tt lastes &l
night long !’

“Well, if there 1:0't too much more af
that Blessed * Al-mil-m1’ husiness in it
ilere’s no reason why  von  shoulde't
broadeast 1it, Wun Lung. After all, it's
soanething nobody  hazs heard  before;
and, Lesides,  when  that Iol  {rickles
throngh the hewdphones  Listenersan'll
think thex've suddenly got FHong Kong,
or somcthing ! What do you fhank of it
chaps, 1if Wean Lung ecan dish up ten
minotes of 0"

“Ti'z nn worse than Jobuany Bull's
month-organ, anyway ! Vernon-Smith
vhirekled.

“Why, you roller, Smithy!"  ex-
chatmed  Johony. “U—TN DLurst vou!
Just ous 1 was woing fo sugrest o omeoath-
organ turn. foo!”

“Well, shove up your hands, then, all

b
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those 1 faveuwr. In faveur of “Wun
Lo, L senn ; we woulde't have Johnny
Bull's Dlessed mouth-organ on ithe pro-
gridneae o1 any price

“Ha, L, ha'"

Siiithy counted the hands.

“All right.” he nodded. “Carcied!”

“Now, then, chaps, one more vacaney !
Lot Nuntber Three—one vacaut spot be-
fore the aerophone.  Chappices to pro-
vidle their own chaperon and organist.
Now, pentleanen of the Remove, what
ame 1 fud¥”

1 pucss——

“Ha. ha, ha!"

1 guess and calenlate, Wharton,
that these here wircless fans might
kindev take kindly te a sovter 1i') rﬁiu-
wag on 1] old Noo Yark. I kinder
reckon that if any galoot knows Noo
Yark village right from the word ‘go!
that galoot's before you right now!
Yep, sirree! Boys, listen Lhere! When
it coner Lo real gilt-edged, go-ahead
burgs, I'll say that 1i'l old Neo Yark's
the cat’s pyjamas!”

“1 reckon we ain’t ronmng a tourist
ageney, Fishy, Tuake W'l old Noo Yark
outside and baey @i !

*“Ha, ha, ha!™

When the lnughter subsided, Bolsover
lunbered to his feet.

“I beg io proposg-—-"

"GﬂmF old DBolsy I

“1 beg to propose "'-—Bolsover glared
round defiantly—" mysell! I've got a
little lecture ready, called * Bemigis-
censes of the Prize Ring """

“Boil it

“Dury 1t with the cat’'s pyjamas, old
nan ™

“Ha, La, hat"

And the meeting in the Rag rocked
again with laughter.

“Dow! Yow-wow!"

That sudden squeal of pain geded
from Alonzo Todd, Immediately all
cves turned upon that bony vouth, and
George Bulstrode, who was sitting noxt
to i, pot to his foct.

“1t's quite all right, chaps!” Bal-
strode  explained soothingly,  “Old
Lonzy wanted to broadcast seme re-
marks upon ‘'The Quasi-psychological
Influence in Determinism; with Selected
Chapiers from Professor Otto Btrumplf.’
1 punched his blessed head for him, [

trust iy action s approved by this
meeting, "
“Ha, ha! Rather, Bulstrode! Dot

him another one!"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Harry Wharton rapped the table for
silenee,

“Come along now, wou chaps!"™ hao
urged.  “Let's be serious!  Dinner-beil
will be going in a few minutes, One
vacancy still remains to be flled. See
ing that the talent of the Remove is
somewhat backward jn coming forward,
I will put aside for one moment my
positton s auctioncer-~cheirman, |
mean—and  propose IMict Delarey 1o
brogdeast some South African songs,”™

“* Hurrah !"

“Good old Wharton !

“Jolly pood wheeze, man!"

Piet  Delarey, the Sonth  Afriean
junior, rose to his fect with a smile.

“Thanks very much for this great
opportunity, vou chaps! I someonco
will second Wharton's proposal, there
wre some stunning Veldr choruses. In
the ten mninules I could get thoough
nearly half a dozen of them, I beliove,
P osare von'd like thom ™

“1 secomd Wharton'™s proposal!™ a
dozen voives shouted,

“Wo need for o count, I think!™ satd

Wharton, with a =nile at {ihe on-
thusiastic forest of hands,
HAnd wpew  at's all osettled,  then,

Tue Maiaxer Lipnaky.—No. 991
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Desmond is to-broadeast Irish airs, Wun
Lung is doing what you might eall a
jrolonged howl “in C sharp, and then
there's Delarey with his songs of the

Yeldt,
of the Remove—to

“(Fentlemen .4
dinner! The meeting is closed ™

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

A Stariling Discovery !

Bi A'l' T broadcast ze French song

Z to-night, Doctaire Locke say.

Bien! It shall be done! Manis,

gue chanson est-ce que je

chante? Vat song to &ing? I vunder.
“at I 2it me here viz me and zink."

And, sitting himself down upon a
fallen pillar of masonry near the top of
the vault steps, Monsieur Henri Char-
pentier, the dapper litile French master
at Greyfriars, proceeded to * zink,” an
anxious expression on his face.

‘The previous evenming Dr. Locke had
invited Mossco to contribute to the
broadeasting - programme one of his
French songs. 5o Mossco was walking
before dinner in the empty Cloisters,
torning the problem of that seng over
and over in his Gallic mind.

““Ha, at last'I 'ave him!"

The tune of a song had flitted across
before his, mind, and Mossoo, sitting
there on the fallen masonry, began to
hum. Then, after & moment, there
came back to him the words of that old
song, and presently he began to sing it:

“: Combien j'ai douce souvenance
T joli lien de me naissance |
Ma_ soeur, qu'ils etasient beany,

jours,

lca

De France!
O mon paya, sols Tes Rmours,
Toujours " "

And ass he warbled that old song of
the mountainecr, in  exile., © Mossoo
thought of hiz beloved country, of his
France, and his voiece trembled up and
down with feeling. When he cared to
sing, the little French master had a

ood, powerful voice, and there in the

Jloisters he clected to wsze it.  Firmly
belicving himself to be quite alone and

secluded, Mossoo sorl of opened out on

all evlinders, as it were, and fairly let
the angient walls have the benefit. The
way Mossoo looked at i, he had sought
that cloistered calm in order to ilvink
of & song, and. having thought, he saw
no reason why he should not sing.

But in hiz judgment that he was alone
Mossoo was utterly mistaken. As it hap-
pened, he had not the Cloisters quite
to himself.

For that morning Willlam George
Bunter had preyed upon the aristooracy,
He had proyed to the extent of five
bob., Relling purposefully into Study
No.“12, Bunter had put it very firmly
to Lord Mauleveror that no fellow, after
heing specially invited o face the
microphone as he had been, could pos-
sibly be expected to maintain the ropu-
tation of Greyiriarz upon an cmply
stomach,

Mauly hadnr't guite been able to zoo
wlhat it had to do with him; bos to
save argument, hoe hoad  capitulated,
fishing a couple of half-crowns from hiz

pockat  and  sleopily  requesting  that
William George would shut the door
behind him. :

Bunter had clutched the twe lalf-
crowns with a firm cluteh, he had rolled
stratghtway across to the tuckshop, hae
had seated hiz buiging form at the [itilo
counter, and then %m had called wagni-
ficently for tuck to the tune of five bob.

Tee Magrer Lisaary,—No. 991,

And then, like Nemesizs in his wake,
Samuel Tuckless Bunter had rolled in
after him. - with a starving expression
upen his podgy little face and a shrill
request for *° Halves!™

Bynter meajor, quaking in his very
shoes lest he 3!u:u||?| have lo give some-
thing away to his hungry mingr, scted
with the prompiness of despamr. Hur-
riedly ordering the remaining pastries
to" be put into a huge papoer-bag, he sat
the unsuspecting Samuel Tuckless sud-
denly and with great foree down upon
the hard and unsympathetic floor.
And then, elutching the pastries, he
belted out of the door for dear Ilie!
Before Sammy eould pick himself up
Bunter major was steategically around
& corner, and Bunter major ncither
paused nor looked back until he had
gained the old ruined chapel in the
Claisters., Thers he hoped he would ba
leit alone,

Samuel Tuckless issued tucklesa from
the tuckshop, mfuriated, and breathing
sinughter.

“Ow, the rotten
gasped,
~Bob Cherry waz standing outside the
door. Hob had witnessed the little
episode of brotherly love between the

unters with a deep chuckle, and very
thoughtfully he put Sammy upon the
right trail.

 Sammy came upon Billy suddenly,
hike a bolt from the blue. In a dark
corner- of the Cloisters, Bunter major
was hopefully attempting to conceal him-
eolf from sight behind a2 narrow stone
columnn, nt, considering that guite
fourteen inches of Bunter major's person
bulged on either side of the colummn,
the attempt was hardly a success,

“¥ah, you mean beast, Billy!"
shricked Bammy. “Come on, out of
there! Come on—halves! Hand over!”

The Owl was beaten-—beaten on the
post: and he knew 1t. That breathless
dash from the tugkshop, faken immedi-
afely on top of a lemonade, two gingey-
pops, two cream-buns, and six. jam-tarts,
had left him in ne Of conditton for sue-
eessful fistie argument with & revenous
minor.

Bullenly  af  his mino¥'s
William George came forth.

“Come on, Billy. Here, {ake that!
Now will vou hand over?”

mingy beast!” he

behest,

"Ow! Yow! BStoppit! Ow, dow't
puneh  me. Sammy, vou rotten little
beast.  ¥ou—you'll bust up =all the

hlessed tarts in & minute, you will!
Yow-ow-soooop! I--I say, I'll stand
vor 4 whack if—1f yon'll only leave oll
pitclung wito me, you awiul bully !

“Halves, thent”

The Owl hesitated. Bub it was only
momentary, before he gave in, Billy
know onily too well that he really hadu't
an carihly.

“All—-all right, then. Halves!™

sammy grinucd, procecding to pile in.

“My bhat,” he muombled joyfully, with
o anouth Tull of tarts, "These arve prime,
Billy "

gtut Billy said riirt & word. -

ammy was Just granting pigpishly
ever his fifth tart when Massan, ﬁ prilo
farther away down the Cloisters, .but
behind some fallen mesanry from the
old chapel, began his Fronch song.

Mosson's (Gallie voice rese and foll
round the old Cloislers in weird, un-
carthly cadences. Tt fell uwpon the old
stoncs, and it fell upon the cars of
Bunter major and Dunter minor.  And
Bunter major and Buuter minor stared
at one another, and moved uneasily.

Y Urumbs,” muttered Sammy, © what-
ever 1s if, Billy?"*

They  both stopped  eating, aad
together they listepned. Then Billy
Bunter burst suddenly into a wide grin.

“I've got it,” he chuckled. ““It’s zome
chap -stuck - down in the blessed vaulis.
He's howling to be let out, you know.
Listen! Yes, that's wheres the row's
coming frem! Come on, Sammy, we'll
go and have a look!” i ]

Curigsity burning within ham, Billy
Bunter set off to investigate, and Bammy
followed at his back. The sound now
was very low, and they ercpt round the
cloisters softly. But almost as Billy
and Sammy were upon him, and only
that huge pile of fallen masonry sepa-
rated them, Mossoo rezched the last line
of his song. And he reached it full of
baans, It swept round the dark and
gloomy Cloisters, did that last line, in
one awiul howl of darkest despair, like
the wailing of a lost soul.

“Well, I'm blessed ! said Billy, ss if
fell upen his disgusted ears. 1 don't
helieve it's an v stuck in the vaults,
after all. I believe it's somebody kitling

sed moggies on the other side of this
ASONTY. Have & look, Bammny!
Couldn't be a chap singing, with a voice
hike that.”

Dutifully, Bammy hed a lock. He had
one look. That was enough; and mare
than onough, He apotted Monsicur
Charpentier just around the corner, as
it wers, not_two yards from them, and
one peop upon the hornfied expression

radually suffusing  DMossoo's Gellia
eatures was gquite sufficient for Sammy.
All too evidently évery one of Billy's
incautious remarks had been overheard,
had carried round the madonry.
Hammy, leaving tarts and pop and
everything, flew! He stood not upon
the order of his ninﬁ. but he went--
as fast as his podgy legs would cafry
him. And Bunter major was left alohe
to bear the brunt.

* Buntaire

Billy Bunter had been blinking in
petrified amazemant aiter the -!gling
bgure of his minor, But as that com-
mand fell upon his ears he jumped, and
spun rournd.

“Ow! Yes, Mossop "

“Come here viz you, Buntaire!”

“Ohy, ves!” Bunfer trotted round the
MATOnryY.
dat—zal you make ze hi%- laff at my
snging, Buntaire? Zat—~"

“Me, sir? Oh, no, Mossoo, Not at ell!
I'_“I 1¥

el! Taisez vous! Zat is Lo say,
silence! Aat is very beautiful French

song, DBuntaire, and I make you =it up
wiz yourself, hein? You will write out
for me two hundred times—-""

With that imminent prospect of find-
ing himsell landed with o couple of
hundred lines when he was booked to go
broadeasting, Bunter got desperate.

0w 1 he squirmed. I never! Ti—
it must have been Samimy, you know, if
you Imi)[n:nud to hear anyvthing, you
rotten French beast., Yow, sus-sorrs,
sir! J—1 mean——"

What he meant, Bunter was not given
time to put o words. Muoszaon
houneed to his fect: Mossgo dancod;
and finally Mossoo breathed hard.

“Vat, Bunlaire! Val is zat veu say
of mo? Vat is it you say ol your
mastera?  Ciel!  Write live hundred
times, I omosat not make insolences to
r||_1,r FFL’I“_!IE] iljﬂ.ﬁ'.ﬂr,; ?ﬂ“ “i" I'H':iTIF_' LK
lines to me aftamre dinnaire wigont fail,
Nﬂw”tﬂl{ll voursell off wiz you, will
oot
} Bunder tonk himsaelf off, TarionsTyv,

Subscquent voon his  exif, Monsieor
Charpentier’s Gallic wrath evaporated
rapidly, departing from his brow like
tlie izt before the morning sun.  Actu-
ally the hittle French master was among
the mildest of men, For several monients
after DBunter’'s  departure Mossoo
appearcd o be  considering, and his
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[ Diok Russell eaught the ball with a beautiful half volley, lifting if low across the net. Courtonay made a dn;;mh :ﬂam;t'l

at returning, bat the ball was hopelessly placed for him, and he falled. (See Chapter 10.)

glance turned often towards the stone
etepa lesding down and giving acoess
to the vauits,

No one could have called the old Grey-
frianrs crypt, an ideal place for singing-
pnﬁon_ . But Mosoo badly wanted to
try his somg over again, and ‘hé wented
to try it this ttzm. without fear of inter-
ruption, and fnally he made up his
mind. Going quickly acroea to the

ter’s lodge to demand of Gosling the
ﬂfﬁ* he found Gosling not .there, so,
helping himself from the -hook, Mosseo
traged his steps baok to the Cloisters
and proceeded to descend the short flight
of worn, mossgrown steps.

It was tricky going: and then _
at the bottom of the old steps, iv!nmii:rn

t a s ise. Feeling about in the
arkness for the kevhole, he discovered
with 2 start that the big door, which
wid supposed aiwniya to kept closed
and locked, actually stood partly open.

Then it dewned upon him.

“Ha ! ho smiled. “Ze bad juniors,
rey go exploring viz zemselves, hein—
and zey forget to shut up ze door again.”
“He switched on a little pocket torch,
pushed open the door, and entered the
vaults, cold and dank as the tomb
itself. And then, s thought crossing his
mind, Mossoo switched the light =ud-
denl;i’ off again. It was extremely
possible that the exploring juniors, whao-
BYer th%g were, might still be down
there. ot in that vault, perhaps, but
further on,

On tiptoes he crossed the fOrst of the
vaults. For the moment the matter of
the song was dismissed from mind.
First he would discaver if he were alone,
He had no intention whatever of allow-
tng himself to be so rudely interrupted a

down

anyone at Greyfriars.

second time. Of course, he admitted to

himself, there was the possibility that

the door had been standing open for
days, or even longer than that, The old
vaults was a spot - seldom visited by
ddut he would
soon make sure.

ilm!ll

Muossoo, arrived at the end of that
frst vault, was about to pess on into the
second, when there esught his eyes from
ahead & faint glimmer of vyellow light,
and he paused. Low voices were
audible, too, talking together in sulw-
dusd whispers. By keeping perfectly
still and straining intently, Mosseo
could just detect the sounds.

Tho juniors, then, were still down
there, and exploring at the farther end
of the next vault, gI'hual; much was now
settled, and ‘the little French mastor
stood for o brief moment irresolutp,
He had little taste for scting the part
of & spy, but unless he could pet near
encugh to catch a glimpse of the juniors’
faces before he was discovered, it was
hopeless atMempting to bring the culprits
to book at all. For, as soou as his fool-
steps were heard, whoeever was in the
next vault had but to plunge the place
inte darkness to make his escape quite
easily.

His wind now made up to the duly
before him, Mossoo ged forward,
Hore and there at short intervals along
the whole streteh of vaults were big
stone ¢olumns which carricd the roof,
And it was from behind one of thoso
big columms ashead of him that the light
was sending forfh its guttering rays,
s0 that Mossoa could not sce the Botual
light itself, nor yet conld he sec who
TWas ta.llnngi; round it. 3o Mossoo hugged
the deep shadows and stole steadily on,

until at last he came within six feet of
it ‘and the low voices,

And then Mossco jumped.

For what was being spoken belind-
the big stone pier was in Frendl, and
in fow French, teo, such as French sca-
men use.” The intfuders were not Grey-
friars juniors at all, but men—French,
and apperently seamen !

In Mossoo's youth he had served with
the French Army, and he had hLis [ull
ahhare of courape. Without & moment's
hesitation tho little Fronelh mastee
began to edge still nearer. Ho badly
wanted to see, and he badly wanted to
hear—buf most of all to hear. What
was the secret thing that French sca-
faring men should ggﬁ to the risk of
cntering the vaults beneath a publio
sohool to discusa?

It did occur to Mossoo s ho crept
ncarar and nearcr that they were per-
haps ounly after a night's free lodging—
destitute seamen, very likely, trampin
it from one port to another to cate
n boat, If that was so, then tho
emotional little Fronchman's heart
went out to them., But— -

It was a big buat.

At last only the big stoue piler itself
was between them, Thero was Mossoo
on one side of it, crouched in the doep
shadows, and on the othor the unkoown
nien.  Ever zo cauwtiously Mossoa peered
vaound the huge stone column., And
what he saw there cavszed him to catch
his breath in amazemcnt.

Thero were two men on the other side
of that stone pier, and before them on
the ground was spread a large papor—
a plan, it zecmed, or & map. li‘n low
tones they were diseussing it, pointing
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again and again to one particular spob
marked upon i oin red,

(e, the fellew nearest {o Moszno, was
clean-shaven and tolerably well turped
out, But this was just a little more
than rould be said IJn:'ar his comparnion,
In place of collar and tie ithis other wore
vound his rough neck a  dirly red
mufilor, knnttes:, and the scrub on his
vhin proclaimed that it was days sinee
he had shaved. Theve was, ton, a dir!.?'
peaked cap beside him on the ground,
and from his cars came o Mossoo the
ghint of gold earrings.

They looked about as wnzerupulous
& patr of scoundrels as one could pos-
sibly mect with—unserupulous  and
crafly. Mossoo behind his stone pier
listened feverishly with streining cars,
And very gradually, as he listened,
there came first to hLis Tace an expres-
sion of sheer stark increduality, and then
ona of absoliete horror.

For that which he overheard was
sufficient to blanch the cheeks of the
strongest man slive. That gueer liitlo
mgignificant rod mark he could seo upon
the map represented nothing less than
the experimental station up on the cliffs
between Black Pike and Pepgp village.
And it was doomed to be destroyed--
blown to sioms! 'The whole rock be-
neath Was heavily mined. These men
were foreign agents. At the mere touch
of & button wireless-station and all was
to go shy-high, And ecight that very
night was the houy fixed upon. Eight
o'elock, when the Greyiriars hroadcasi-
ing would be at its height, when D
Locke and half the masters and a scoro
aof fellows would be there!

“Chiel ! pasped Mossao disivactedly.
“Ciel 1M

JFrom the other side of the big stone
er came a sudden startled sculfling.
and a quick ery of alarm in French.
And next moment both men were upon
h!m. That incautious exclamation of
distress Moszoo had ultered had given
him eway. They were fighting now
tooth and nail. Mossoo made one des-
perate attempt to kick over the candle,
but his foot swept by il. The next
momeni he was pinioned, and the brute
with the exrrings was glaring savagely
down into his face.

“Twe merciless blows from  lLehind
smashed down wpon his  head, and
Mossoo felt his sensez swimming away.
Hiz legs grew strangely wouk, as if they
could no longer support hiz body. Ha
remembered falling helpless to his knees.
Then another brutal blow was aimned
at the back of lis lLead, and Mossoo
knew no more,

e —

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunler Goes Broadeasting !

UNTER, with that dazeling ap-
gintment for  two-thirty vivid
efore his mind, wez in o foitter

of  excitement. © My,  Quelch
g‘lanﬂﬂd curiously at him several {imes
uring dinner, and when Bunter pushed
away a fourith helping of pudding un-
touched, Mr. Quelch nearly died of
shiock on the spot.

But Williem George Bunter had other
and more urgent husiness en hand than
?uddmg. Before dinner, in hiz usual
aboriouz serawl, lwe had succeeded in
churning out half 1he lines Mosszoo had
awarded him, but thore still remained
itwo hindred and lifiy to be done. And
with Mossoo in the frame of mind in
which DBunter had parted from him,
Bunter came glumly to the conclusion
that lie simply dare neot “chance it
with him, lest worse hefall,
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“I mnst not make insolences to my
Fronch master.” Bunter, long beforo
he  zerawled that line for the five-
hundredel time, positively loathed the
very signt of ik, and wished with fervour
that he had never “made insolences ™
to his French master., YWhen at last he
linished and shrew dewn the pen, his
podgy hand ached, his head ached, and
he bent upon the innocent clock o savage
glare. Nearly two o'clock!

Snatching up the serawled sheets of
impot paper, he collected his cap hur-
ricilly, wnd raced along te Moszoo's
study, into which he burst without tho

reliminary coremony of o knock.

05800 was not there, perhaps very for-
tunately for Bunter, and so, only stay-
ing to hestow around Mossoo's den a
spiteful little glare, Bunter dumped his
lines upon Mossoo’s desk and bolted.

As he rolled across the Close towards
the gpates the hour chimed from the old
clock-dower. ‘There was just comfort-
able time belora two-thirty in which to

et down to the wireless.station. Pass-
ing the tuckshop, his pace for 2 moment
slackened from sheer force of habit, and
lie pansed to gloat in at the window.
{hocolate-fingers,  cream-slices,  and
meringues!  After  all, he reflected
Jowly, there was no great horry,  They
couldn't cxpect much of a show before
the microphone from o chap who was

ractically starving.
g Eesid&ﬁ? having sold Peter Todd's
penknife for sixpence tb Smith terting
of the Second just before dinner, there
wis money to burn. Bunter groped in
hiz trousers’ pocket, .

“Chap must keep wup his blessed
strength |’ he muttered to himself, and
brought out the coin.  Not that vou
could keep up much on a measly
lanher. - But -there it was. The entira
sum total of his financial resources was
represented by that sixpence, and Mrs,
Mumble knew him only toa well o
trust him for tick,

So, clutching the precious sizxpence,
which stond alone, as it were, between
the inper Bunter and starvation, be
rolled into the little tuckshop, and
hanged it down majestically upon the
counter,

" Buns,*
lemonade

BIrz. Mimble, behind the |hiiile
connter, threw up her hands in sheer
horror,

* Lawks-a-mussy, Master Dunter, you
agein! And after all thosc vich jam-
Lartzs and things this morning, too!
Where you put id all T don’t know

Jam-tarts] Jam-tarts! Then, in a
fiash, Bunter remembered. That inter-
rupted bag of farts and pastries in the
Cloisters!  Why, unless Samiy had
dodged back and devoured them they
must still be where he had left them.
And the gmger-pop as well!

Nunter decided rapidly that f 18 was
fo he a little snack before rolling down
fo the broadeasfing station, he could
not do betier than put his sixpence
back again:in his pocket and recon-
noitre the Cloisters, In faet, with the
Premier and the Chancellor of  ihe
Fxchequer averlastingly howling at vou
o save money, 1B was positively a
chap’s daty.

So the sixpence was picked up, and
disappearcd into o pocketd, ﬂ.;ra.r|'P ithen
Bunter calmly procesded {0 posh the

*.
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he ordered,. ®¥and somo

buns and lemonade JMrs. Mimble had
brought back across the counter to her.

“I—1 don't think I'll have anything,
after ail,” he said. “I—I've changed
my mind, you know.”

And, leaving the astonighed Mrs
Mimble, gasping, he trotted auda-
clously out,

nee away from the luckshop, he
broke into a gentle run, croszed the
Close, and, reaching the shady

Cloisters, made divectly towards the
spot where the bag of tdrts had been
abandoned.

“0(h, thank goodness they ain't
gone!” Bunter heaved a sigh of reliel.
“That young rascal Sanuny must have
forgotten them, too'!”

Iite plumped down with the bag.

“ My these are prime!”

Whether it was writing out the fve
hundred lnes for Mossoo, or whether
it was because ha had restricted himself
to only three helpings of pudding for
dinner, Bunter found himself ravenous,
and his fat jaws fairly worked over.
tinmc. :

“After all,” ho grunted to himself,
“it'll be guite easy borrowing one of
the chaps’ bikes to get down to Pegg
on. A chap must eat—that's & blessed
duty, I reckon. Oh, crumbs, what—
what ever's that®

“Help! Help!"

There it was again.

“Oh, eritkexy!” muttcred Bunier,. in
awe. “It—it's somebody stuck n the
vaults, really stuck in this time! Ow!
I thought at first it was 2 blessed
spook !

He got to his feet, serewed up his
eourage, and blinked his way uncer-
tainly through the gloom to whero the
vanlt steps went down inte the earth.
At the top of these he came to a stand-
still, peering uncerteinly down into the
unﬂamuri,; darkness,

M Crumbs ! he multered again, be-
ginning to tremble, “1 ain’t going
down that dark hole alone! Mo blesscd
fear! J—I'd better go and—-"

While he still blinked uncertainly
about him, a furious rain of blows was
showered upon the door ab the bottom
of the old stone steps, and from the
hlackness to which he dared not des.
cend came once more the faint cry;

“Help  Help!t”

And, lo, the voice was the voice of
Measzoo !

Mossoo! Several smoconds it took o
dawn fully upen his fat intelligence,
but when at last he did come to realise
that Mossoo was really and truly and
hopelessly stuck in the vaulis—Mossoo,
for whom he had just slaved out that
beastly impot five hundred times—Billy
Bunter actually danced with joy.

“He, he, he! Well, blessed if I'm

oing  down to let him out!” he
chortled gleefully. *“*Serve the rotten
Froggie vight, I reckon, for giving me
hines !

And William CGeorge Bunter fetched
the remainder of his tarts ‘and pop,
calmly settled himseif down upon that

lop step, and unconcernedly proceeded
with his repast.

At intervals Mossoo would zend u
from the vaults below a terrific howl,
and then Bunter smifed bappily. The
way Bunter looked at ik, Meossoo had
got bimself into the mess, and while it
lastedd Bunter zaw no reason whatever
why he should not thoroughly cnjoy
the unexpected entertatnmend.

“Buppose e went down exploring, or
some  such balmy  game, and  the
Blessed  door slammed on bhim. It
dovs sometimes '™ Bunder chuckled =
deep, fat chuckle, and finished the lass

of ihe larts, “Well, that’s belter,
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anyway. Just time lo borrow a bike,
and then I'll bo t.ﬂﬂl-ltl?.”
the erumbs from his month,

Brushin
he gave the stops a fAnal, hesitating
blink. And then he turned resolutely

BWAaY.

“MNo," he murmured. “Dashed if I'l]
let him out. Mebady's likely to hear
kis howls, and for all I worry he can
stay there all the afternoon, the Froggie
blighter! Crikey, that's the wheeze!
Leave him stuck _&-:rwn there, and then
just before bed-time I'll acmidentally
discover him, and—and earn hiz un-
dying gratitude. He, he, he! What &
lark! Ounly wish T counld stop here,
though, and listen to hizs blessed howls
to be let out!™
_And William George Bunter, burst-
g every now and again into- a deop,
deep chuckle, proceeded to roll away iu
the direction of the bike-shed.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
“ Reseue, Remove ! "

it HAT price getting over
Highehiffe, you chaps?"

Thus Frank Nugent, ad-

dressing Harry - Wharton,

Johnny Bull, Bob Cherry, and Inky in

Study No. 1. It was the afterncon of

the tennis championships,

Dick Russell, who was also in No. 1,

?a.uscrc_l in the act of unscrewing a rachet
rom tts press and nodded aszent,

“Just what I was thinki We may

a2 well be getting along, as Franky says,

A breather before play will do vs good.”

“One moment!" ejaculated Harrey
Wharton grimly. “Pretautionary
meacures, first, against the merry
Bunter-inrd. We've half a plum-cake in
that’ cupboard, you know, as well as a
squtiffy tin of sardines. We'll lock them
up.. fety first, you chaps.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

And a3 an act of additional precaution
the study door was locked, too, and
Harry Whartoh pocketed the key. When
Bunter was about, you never could tell!

But the Famous Five need not have
wortigd , themselves ~ about William
Goorge Bunter thit afternoon-—at least,
not on the score of tuck, For'as the
chums strelled slowly toward the bicyele-
shed, Bob Cherry espied the Owl from
afar off, as it were, clumsily straddling
a machine near Gosling's lodge. Ap-
parently, Willilam George had some
urgent engagement out of gates.

ob Cherry gzvh a chuakle,

o

“Wonder whp's been fathead enough
to lend old fat man a jJigger, you
chaps?"” he murmured, *Mauly, maybe,
to get rid of him."”

nd the humorous Bob proceeded to
send after the fat eyelist what was in-
tended to be.a shout of encouragement,

But as that stentorian hail of Bob's
fell wpon his emrs, Bunter jumped as if
he had been shot, and the next moment,
in amazement, the Famous Five watched
him digging frantically at the pedals,
Down the drive and out through the
gates he shot like an arrow. And then
they saw him swerve his way madly into
the lane in the direction of Friardale.

“My hat, vou chaps!" Bob Cherry
burst out suddenly. “I've got it! Old
Bunty's off to keep his merry broadeast.
ing appointment. That's it! Now I come
to think, I did nolice Skinner & Co. pop
offl helf an hour ago, chuckling and
carrying big bags. When Bunler walks
into their trap—whatever it might be—
it strikes mo there's going to be ructions,
Skinner's shill nursing that episods in
the Rag, of course, when North butted
in and Bunter nearly got him bowled
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out. However, it's none of our bizney;
old barrel deserves all he gets.”  Bob
broke off. *Hailo! Here's old Prouty,
you cheps, What's he want, I wonder?"
. The master of thoe IMifth was bearing
down u thern across the Close. Im-
portantly he puffed hiz way up to the
little group, inquiring of them in anxious
tones if they had seen Monsieur Char-
pentier. :

* Monsieur did not take dinner with us
as usual,™ Mr. Prouot explained. * Per-
haps yon boy:s noticed, He was absent
from his place. Probably there is ne
reason for alarm, and meonsieur hag only
gone out ol gates for a long stroll.

“But if you boys should happen to en-
counter monszieur while you are out of
gates,” hea went on, * you might perhaps
tell him that Dr. Locke particularly
wishes to speak with him as soon as
possible regarding some examinafion

papers.”

ENOUGH TO MAKE
A CAT LAUGH!

This is a * special request "' story deal-
ing with the early ndventures of Harry
Wharton & Co. and, of course, Billy
Bunter. If you are in need of a laugh
this is the yarn to do the trick. Ask
your newsagent for
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HThank you, my bovs., Dr. Locke
will be deeply grateful. You are play-
ing foothall this afternoon?®?

“Tenpis, sir,” IHarry Wharton ox-
plained. “It's the Publin Beliools
Championsiups, vou know, sir, ab High-
cliffe. Frank MNugenl and Russell are
representing Greyiriars,”

“Oh! Ah, ves!  Actually, Mr. Paul
Prout was not one whit the wiser, but
he turned upon the Removites a benoevo-

lent look.  ** Well, best of Juck, my
hova! May the best cleven win, ¢h?
Beep a look out for monsieur, re-
member.”

¥ Yas, sir."

It was Bob Cherry who reached the
eycle-shed first, and he threw open the
door, and the rest filed in after lum.

“Mum-my giddy hat!” he blinked,
“L say, Bunter’s been stirring things up
some! DPick up that jigeer, Inky. old
man. It looks like Peter Todd's.”

Johnny Bull gave an indigoant snork,

“The fat villain ought to %e burst for
leaving the bikes in this condition!”

But Harry Wharton had thrust his
hands deep down into his pockets, and
he was regarding the bikes queerly, a
frown upon his face,

"I know now why Bunter bolted when
you hatled him just now, Bob,” he said
Jquietly,  “That jigger the fat thicf
wént out of gates on was mine 1"

“Well, of gll the nerve!™

“Ihew "

“No wonder he dug away at the
pedalz " said Bob grimly, '

“Look here, Wharton,” Dick usseli
put in, * Bunter ought jolly well to be
taugitt & lesson. You take my machine
and go after him. Prouty held us up
for ten minutes, but he can't have
travelled far, and fuu know where he's
geing, Johuny Bull and Inky and lchb
will go along with you. Franky'll step
me over lo Higheliffe on his bike, and
then when you’ve caught the fat rogue

and wiped ulf the road with him, yon
fellows can follow on and join us. How's
that?"

“Russell’s right, Harry,"” grunted

Johnny Bull, **Take hia bike, sz he
suggestz, and-lot's pet after Bunter. My
waord, I'm fairly aching for the hlood of
that porpoise |™

The captain of the Remove considered.
C Y Very waell,” he agreed, his oyes
gleaming, “We'll follow Bunter. He's
gat to be tanght the difference between
meuwn and tuum. Thanks for the trusty
sieed, Russell. We'll be over as soon. as
we'ves slaughtered Bunter, Come on,
you chaps—after hjm !

Hurriedly the juniors wheeled out
their machines and mounted, Down the
gravel drive fercely and out through
tha big gateway they swept, even aos
Bunter had done, and rode madly into
the Friardale lane. Within & very fow
mimutes they reached the narrow foot-
»ath where nearly twenty minutes be-
ore them, William George Bunter, on
his way to falfil that momentous engage-
ment at the wireless.station on top’ of
the oliffs, was bound to have turned off
upon his borrowed mount.

_And here the avengers spread out into

single file, riding one behind the other,
Wharton in the van and Inky bringing
up & resolute rear.

There was a grim, set expression upon
the face of t'he_cru.ptnin of the Remove—
an expression which boded ill for the
Owl when they should come up with him,

I'or a few minutes they rode along in
gsilence., Then Wharton, gazing ahead of
him with shaded eyes, suddenly applied
his brakes.

“Halle! he catled quickly. * Halt,
vou chaps! DBuntet's roturning., My
hat, but he hasn't been long, thnug}l:.
Cet off and stick the bikes over tha
hodge out of our way, and then we'll
ambush him, Here, behind thesa
bushes !"

Quickly concealing their machines, the
Removites ecrept behind  the bushea
Wharton indicated, where they were
completely hidden from sight.  Then
all eyes wore Lurned upon Billy Duhter,
toiling lowards them from the distanes.
The jpuniors could see plainly enough,
Liuai: they eould not ba seen.

Very slowly and very painfully Bunter
drow nearer and yot nearer that waiting
ambusrade, Wharton following his pro-
press with sot tecth. Over the bicyele's
movements Bunier appeared to be axer-
cising no conbrol whatsoever.  First to
one side of the narrow lLittle lane and
ihen across to the other it zig-zagged
ifs way; amd at any moment 1t scemed

(Tontinued on page 170
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DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL'S
DILEMMER !

(Continued from previous page.)
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“Yes, wos!" gasped the Head, in
sobbing tonos of relesl. :

““ Very well, You ses hers my son and
air, Cuthbert. A very fine boy, Doctor
Birchemall, and the apple of my eye.”

“Why does he wear such horrible
trowsis ¥ " interposed the Head.

Mr. Tweedy frowned.

““They arse the latest stile and cut”
he said bruskly. ' And they have been
duly paid for, which is more than you can
sy of own. But to continew. I
have grata’ ambitions for Cuthbert. T
want him to go far. How can 1 best
acheove that object, think-you 1"

“ A eharge of dynamite would make him

go far,” ted the Head.
“Tyr-tut ! You don’t grasp my mean-
ing. I wont my son to suck seed and

oaper,”

i ﬁft him in a bizdeage,” ventured the
Head.

Mr. Twesdy snorted.

. For & headmaster, you are about the
deteeat spessimen I ever mat ! " he zaid,
* Can't T make my meaning cloar to you 1.
1 want Cuothtwrt. to carve. out a nitch for
himgelf—to jump shead of all his fellows,
and got into the jull glare of the limelight.
I want him to be a Big Nopme !V

The Head was about to remark that
thore was slready far too much noise
st 5t. Bam's, butr Mr. Tweedy's hand
gtretched towards the birch-rod again,
and the Hesd's jaws.shut with & snap.

* Cuthbert has already been to several

schools—preparratory schools,” went on
Mr. Tweedy. ** He has been eggapelled
from all of them.”

“My hat ! "

“Not for miaconduct,”’ said Mr. Tweedy
hastily. * They sacked him bekawse he
was far too brainy and intelligent, and
knew & jolly sight more than his teachers,"

SR ORI

“1 now propose,” said Mr. Tweody,
““that yon take Cuthbert into this school
as & pupil, in part payment for the trowsis.
That is to say, instead of paying term-
foas, I shall deduet the amount from your
aceount. "

The Head had gessed what was coming ;
but he was not at all pleased ab the prospect
of heving Cuthbert Tweady as a pupil.
Cothbert seemed a. cheeky woung cub;
and apart from theat, his remarkab
trowsis woulid be pretty certsin to create
& breech of the piece,

“You will e my son i’ said Mr
Tweedy, his hand closing siggnificantly
upon the. bireh-rod,

“It's a casa of Hobaon's choico,” said
the Head. * 1 wish you'd step toying
with that bircl, Mr. %'w-e-e-:i}n It gives
me  ping-and-needles down my back !
Yes, cortainly I will take your son; but
—er—not in those trowais "

Cuthbort's frowsis scemed to be rether
a zoro point with the Head.

Mr. Twoady frowned.

¥ You will take him in those frowsis,
or nons at all 1 " he saad sharply.

¥ Rewlly, really, Mr. Tweady, wo must
obgorve the proprietaries!™ mermarad
the Head. cannot tale a pupil in

wa t

“Those {rowsie,” maid Mr. Tweedy,
ﬁiﬂﬁng to the offending baggs, * have

en brought to date, and thay con-
form to modern fashion. They were good
enuff for Cuathbert’s ipther, snd for
Cuthbert’s prandiather, so they are good
enuff for Cuthbert. I will' not hear
ancther word opgainst them ! You will
agree to my terms, Doctor Birchemall ¥ "

“Yes, yes—any old thing ! gasped
the Head, with an apprehenzive eye on
the birch-rod.
“And wyou will take him under your

o ¥ :
am not an angel Mr, Tweedy.”

“Lhat ia qunite obvious!" said the
tailor dryly. “ But when I nsk you to take
Cuthbert undor yvour wing, I mesn that
I want vou to look after him, and advance
him to & position’ of r and promomyin-
ence in the school. want you to make
him. captain of 8t. Sam’s!™

“ C-g-captain of 85t. Sam's £ afuttered

0L

wi

bL

the Head, wondering if he had heard
eright. . ;
Mr., Tw nodded.

“I'm not going to have my Cuthbert
playing second !%idla to anybody,” ho
said. ** He'a going to bosa the show, and
rule the roost, #nd be cock-of-the-walk
jenerally, You understand '

* But—but I cannot appoint & new h&o{i,r
captain of the school 1 gasped the Head.
It would be against all president ! And.
then, your son is much too young  to
skipper . 8t. Sam’s. And then, again,
fanoy & oaptain of 8. Sam's rolling arcund
in those awliul trowsis! ™

** Not another word about those trowais,™
said Mr. , Teargely. *F Will you do
ng I demand, or do you want to feel this
birch across your back 1" '

The Hesd groaned. He waz in the
tailor's power, and he had no choice but
to agree to Mre. Tweedy's termas.

“1 will do aa you ask, Mr. Twasdy,” |
ho said. " But it will take a littlo time.
I cannot make your son captain of the
school at & stroke. I shall ficst of all have
to find an excuso {or sacking the pressnt
captain, Then thero will have to be an
election : for it is the boys who elect &
naw captain—not the Head. This has
boen the prowedurs from time immatérial.
But I will make it my bizziness to ses that
yvour son wing the election, by fair means
or by fowl.”

“(zood enuff!™ =aid Mr. Tweadwy.
“If the hosdmastor can't wangle thegoe
things, why, nobody can. I'll leave the
matter in your hands, decter. DBut 1L
shall eggspect to ape Cuthbert captain of
tho school within e fortnight. If he isn't,
L shall have something to say to you ;
and I shall say it with & bivch-rod ! ™'

The Head crinjed in his chair,

“It shell bo done!™ he said,
wangle it somehow.”

“I'H

“¥You'd better!” said Mr. Tweads.
“1 go now, and I loave my son in your
mn '!‘!

Cuthbhert, who had been lissening to tha
conversation with grate rellish, now
ombraced his father in the doorwsy of the
Head s study.

* Good-bye, 1" he  eaid. *T'
ses that this ol ay carries out your
wishes. If he duzzent loock after me

roperly, and wangle me into the cepiaingy,
1l tip you the wink, and you'll know how
to deal with him ! "'

* Rather ! *" paid Mr. Twepdy. " Good.
bys, my dear boy—and mind you take
grate care of your troweis, snd put them
on a stroetcher every night, so that they

don't shrink ! ™

do saying, Mr. Tweedy took his
depariure, leaving hix young hopeful
at 8t. Sam's, az part payment 1or the
Head's trowsis,

The Head lissened in grate teleof to the
failor's retresting footmarks. Then he
turned to Cathbert.

“ I will do all I can for you, my boy,"”
he said. ‘' But we mustn’t rush mattors.
I can't shove you inte the Bixth r_i‘g_ht
away, or it would look suspishus. ou
muet go into the Fourth Form for the
present ;- and I will devise ways and means
of getting you promoted.”

- Rightv-ol, old bean ! " gaid Cuthberk
cheerfully,

“Beifore I send. for Mr. Lickhsm,

our- Form-magker,” said tha Haad,
"“won't you change those trowais 1"

“No jolly fear1'™ said - Cuthbert.
“They're rippin' bagge—nice an’ roomy
—an" I'm not -}h;r;?m‘ into & pair of
tights to suit any Lo

“Very well | " said the. Head, wxith &
sigh. * But I {edr you will have to suffer
Percy-cution at the hends of .your schibel.
fellows. Those trowsis are. an  OULragd
against ell the cannons of conventien,'

“ Ratts ! " _

No other fellow would have dared  to
say ** Ratts !  to the Head with impunity.
But Cuthbert was in the enviable position
‘of baing able to chesk the Head a4 raueh ag
he liked ; and he meant to make the most
of it.

The Head rang the bel, snd sont
Binding, the , with & messidge’ ta
Mr. Lickhara, ﬂugiug the. master of the
Fourth to step along to his study.

Doctor Birchomall was gratsly mleaved
to get the cheeky Cuthbort off his hands,
if only for a time; But he folt awiull
worried about the fature, and he wondara
by what mirackla he could wangls Cuth-
bert into the captainsy. It was the vory
dickenz of & problem; and the Hoad
found himseli regretting more bitterly
than ever that he had obtained that pair
of trowsiz from Mre. Tweady. Thosa
trowsiz had ceusod & lot of trubble;
and they seemed likely fto causs a whele
heap more,

THE EXNIN.

(Look cut for another Dicky Nugenl
apeeinl next week, chums, entitled » "IN
FHE NEW BOY'S POWER!" Ifaa
Juir corkerl)
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The English ©up has not been won by
any team not in the First Division since
1812, Barosley were then victorious.
Will this be an *outsider's ™ scason ?

In the long days ago the clubs which
were drawn to play together in the Cup
competition tossed for choice of ground.

Tuk Macxer Lismary.—No. 991.

0OF the plavers who have _lljﬂt;wed
through the ranks of Newcastle United
during the last twenty years, no fewer
than mnineteen have held appointments
a3 managers of other clubs.

Leonard Hobbz, the son of the famous
England botsman, plays at centre-for-
ward for his school team, and recently
scored four goals in one match,

Since the Sunderland club entered the
First IMivision in 1890, they have only
finished in the bottom half of the table
on six occasions when the final reckoning
has been made. :

The longest Cup-tic on record was that
between Barrow and Gillingham, . in
1924, The clubs met five times, and m
all plaved for nine hours before &
definite result was arrived at,

Swansea Town possess & curious sort
of maseot. It iz & hawk which hovers
aver their ground in wait for the carrier
pigeons which some of their supporters
‘make & habit of sending off when Swan-
sen score a goal. It ia considered a sure
sign that Swansca won't. score many
goals if the hawk is not there, hovering
rhove the ground, soon after the kick-
off.
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THE SCHOOLBOYBROADGASTERS !

{(Contined frem page 13.)

as if the Owl must inevitably come
erashing off. Wharton's eyes, as he wit-
nessed that crazy progress fremn behind
the bushes, flashed angrily. That bieyelo
had cost ten guincas, and that not so
very long back. )

And then, while Bunter was still
some yards from them, Bob Cherry
uttered a cry—an incoherent cry of
startled amazement.

“Oh, look, you fellows" Bab was
gibbering, with shaded eyes. “ Bunter's
fastencd to the bike hend and foot!
A“d‘_m'ﬂ.!wf at

{ireat pip, he—
Uh,

Ticd on, you know.
hiis bleszed head, too!
he's been tarred and feathered! O
hold me up, somebody—quick! Skin-
ner's had his merry revenge. Tarred
and feathered, and then tied hand and
Foot to his jigger! ©Oh, my hat! Oh
dear! Oh, my blessed ribs!™ 1
. And as his oves followed Bob's shaking
forefinger, even Wharton'z grim features
relaxed in o smile. For when he had
fared forth that afternoon as entertaiper,
the  Owl of the Remove had little
eszed in quite what way he was
estined to entertain.  Truly. had
retribution fallen upon him, swift and
B,

But worse was to follow, for sunddenly
the fat Owl of the Remove scemed to
fose hia head.  The bike wobbled more
dangerously than ever, and, as was lo
be expected, Bunter completely lost hia

alance,

Cragh! Clatter!

Bump! :
Bike and tider went in a beap to the

rocadway, snd DBunter's roars echoed
loud and long.

“Yarcooh! .My epine’s broken!
Y 1! My neck’s dislocated! Help!”

“0Oh, my hat!" sobbed Bob Cherry.

“ILet's give him & hand,™
Wharton.

The Bemovites rushed forward.

Billy Bunter was still roaring and
yolhing at Lhe very top of his lungs, sure
indication that neither hiz neck was
dislocated or his sipina broken,

“Yow! Cut me free, you beasts!” he
roarcd, as the juniors surrounded him,
“Whoooop! Look sharp!™

Bob Cherry pulled out hiz pocket-
knife, cut the Owl free from his bonds,
and proceeded to jerk him right end up
agatn.

* Yooooop |
roarcd Bunter. -
- And he set his tarry glasses straight
upon lis fat little nose, and blinked
peevishly up 1nto  Bob  Cherry's
astonished face,

“Well, I'm jiggered! If Bunter isn't
the giddy limit, chaps!” gasped Boh.
AL least, you might express a little
gratitude, vou fat clam!”

“(h, really, Cherrv!"” said Bunter.
“Tf you had heen through what I've
boen through thiz Jast twenty minutes
yvou wouldn't look so blessed cheerful!
Wi 1"

“Tell us all about i, old fat man,”
zaid Bob, with o grin,

And Bunter told.

“As soon as I got to the wireless
station,” he said, “some chap with o
blessed moustache ambled up, and said:
CCome this way, Mr, Bunter., We wore
expecting vou, of course. All
l"(:?ld}ﬂ: 11

“Go oon,” arged Dob.

"Well, T followed the awful beast, of
courae, and he led me into & sort of
blessed shod place, you know. Vah, I
thonght I was geing in to broadeast.”

YAl weren't you ¥

, “No.  There were two other beasts
inside this blossed shed, and as soon as

par

Bieady on, you Dboast

¥
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said

I got inside they slammed the door shui,
and then they all =et on me, vou know,
They---they had a big bucket of tar be-
tween "vin and o bag of feathers, aud
while two ducked my blessed nappor in

the b-bucket, the other rottor was
swamping me with feathers. What do
you think of that:"

“Ha, ha, aal”

“After all that the votters luggped me
outside again, and—and t-tied me on to
old Harry's beastly bike, and thon thoy
sot me going., Yaeh, I had to keep on
peddling away, the beasts, or T'd have
pitched off! I—I believe it was Skin-
ner all the blessed time, you know, and
-—and Stott and Snoop, 1 disguisce.
The—the rotten, revengeful beasts!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Oh, carry me home to dig!”

_ The Removites could not help laugh-

ing.

f%unter turned apon Harry Wharton
& Co. a ficndish and tarry glare.

YA right, you blessed rotters, youn
can eachkle!™

“Thanks, old fat man” Dob
turned sweetly, *we will”

And the hilarious Removites roared
again.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 wish iﬂu cha

ro-

would shut up, and
get to work and help a chap clean off
some of thiz blessed tar. After all, it
was only Wharton's fault that this hap-
pened to me ot all!”

“Mum-my fault? Why you——-—-?F""

“If you hadn't pressed your blessed
mouldy tron upon me I'd have heen all
right, wouldn't 1" hooted Bunter.
“Come on, now, what are you gomng to

do about jt?" _
For answer Harry Wharton bent
ewiftly and grabbed a fat ankle.

“Lay Iml'g, chapa!” he muttered.
“Thisg -is, what, we're going to do about
it. We're bumping.this dashed fat clam
till we dent the dashed roadwsy! FPut
it down az our little contribution to-
wards Buniy's pleasant aiterncon, Ail
together, now Y

nd, taking up one corner of Bunter
aplece, s0  to s?;oak, the Remove
avengors exerted their united strength
until Bunter was suspended ominously
above the hard, stony ground. And
fhen, still studiously sleering clear of
the tar and feathers, and callously
wnoring  franlic apprebensive howls,
they bumped him. They bumped him.
in that hard and stony lane, good and
hard and prcrpﬂrlj.r, &5 & bumping should
be administered.

When at last they deemed themselves
sgbished and- justice done, they were
breathless. The Owl was breathless,
ton, but he was far f[rom feeling
aptisficd! He was hruised i person and
hroken in spirit. And., then., to crown
all, at a signal from Bob Cherry, tha
fonr of  them let go suddenly, and
Bonter hit the ground with a terrific
vell, which roused the ochoes and
searad the rooks for miles around.

“ ¥Yow-ow-ow-nooaooop I

And there they left him.

Wharton procecded to pick up lis
sadlv-used bicwele, the rest recovered
their machines from the hedgerow. and
then all four sneedily remounted and
atriick out for igheliffe with a will,
Wharton  trundhing  Russeli’s  bievele

aglong beside hiz own.
goceer Bloe, gave a latle, ienta-

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
id I
tive glanee ai his wateh.
“All present on parade, T think, sie,™

Tennis Champions !
Frauk Courtenay returned, locking

F we are ready—""

Tha umpire, an old 'Varsity

1 T —ramJ

PRICE
TWOPENGE.
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quickly about them, *““There's the Dur-
chester follows and St Jude's plaving =
knock-up =et on the centre couri; and I
saw Tom Merry and Cardew of 5t Jim's
only a moment ago strolling about with
the Hookwood fellows. There they go.
Loolk 1"

Courtenay made a
hands and gave o hail.

“All competitors, please ]
vou fellpws! Time!”

The contestants came np ab a run.

“You understand the rulea governing
these finals, you men!” warned the
"Warzsity Blue, when they were all as
sembled round him.  “Three matches
to e plaved simultaneously ax an olimin-
ating round—three sets to the mateh.
Winners go inte the hat again, and a
bye 15 drawn and played. Then a ten
interval, and after that the final round
before dusk.  Quite clear, everybody !
Right, then! Toet's get on with the
draw, and pet going.”

Rapidly the fateful chips were shaken
together and then drawn forth in paivs.
The contestantz hung upon the winpire's
worda.

“Tighchffe and St. Jim's!" A cheer
went up. St Jude's and Burchestor !
Greyiriars versus Rookwood I

“0Oh, jolly good?!' murmured Harry
Whartonn; and Beb Cherry nodded
assent. After leaving Bunter, the chums
had gone directly to Higheliffe. *That
gives you and Russell a great chance to

frumpet of his

Come on,

bring it off, Franky, you know. Ought
to pip Rookwood, anyway.”
“Rather, HHarry! Halle! Come o&n,

Russcll. Bye-bye, you chaps! Silver's
waiting to spin racquets for choice of
ends. My hat, what a gallery we've

tt It's a regular Winbledon,
iguﬁaelil"

They were walking on to the courts,
and Russell glanced round at the crowd,
nodding agreemaent.

“Yeoz, TLook! There's Lovell and
Raby and Newcome of Rookwood, And
n crowd of Rookwooders behind them,
come to cheer their giddy champicns
llj-l‘.l-"

“There's three times 2s many of our

own chaps here, Russell,” Nuogent ob-

jected, h“IE‘-.-:} th?t‘t. if cheering on 18
ing to help at all—"

Eﬂﬁfﬁtth‘: us ];humld pull it off, eh? Well,

we shall see. Hallo! Who's this,
Franky?" _
It was Mr. Railten of 8t Jim's

Being an “outsider "—aor, &t any rate,
an omutsider so far as the Greyiners
Rookwond mateh was concerned, the
popular 8t. Jim's Housemaster

willingly heen pressed into service, so
to speak, and wds nmpiring.  Farther
along, on the end court, was the "Vaoraty
Rlue; and on the centre court Mr,
Lascelles of Greyfriars was “secing to
things.” And as the juniors approgched
Mr. Railton waved a checry hand.

Creviriars won the spin-up. Nugent
and Russell clected to “serve ™ first.
leaving choice of emds Lo the Rockwood

air.

: Mr. Railton was signalling for play,
and Dick Russell Legan Greyiriars' first
ERTYICe. ; .

There were a couple of Ilighcliffe’s
Third “fagging ™ as ball-boys; and
Kildare and Darrell of the 5t. Jun's
Sixth foot-fanlt judges and linesmen.
And ronnd the stop-netting thgre were
the contingents from Greyfriars and
Rookwonod.

Whiz!

Pl first hiall of Rassell’s serviee left
Liz racket like ithe shell from a gnn. Ik
smashed neross the net, plumped in the
service-court, and broke outward, Any-
body but the cool Mornington would

Thue Magxer Liprawy.--No. 901,
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have been hopelessly outpaced. But Val
Mornmngton, who ivas recelving, f:tiltl
rather expected thet nasty, breaking
serviee, e had watched Russell play
Lefore this. and it had been -nntiu.'lg:'tl.trlla

Guick as thought, as the ball broke,
his racket Hashed out. A tréemendous
spring, a beanfiful -half-volley, and
Russall's service was on the safe side ot
the net again.  But Nugent was upon 1t
even as it came over—was upon ik with
the spring of a tiper. And his stroke,
when he made it, was 2 lob—a gentle,
exasperating, little lob that just ::a_rrmd
the ball back across.  Jimmy Silver,
playing up to the net though he was, was
complately deceived by 1. He was
Euiek, but not quick enough, and the

rst point was lost to Rookwood.

“ Fifteen-love ™ Mr. Railton chanted;
and the Greyiriars section of the
“gallery "' round the stop-netting nearly
went mad with delight. They took it
as an omen, thet indication of first blood
to Greyfriars—a token of more to come.

Farther along, on the coentre court, P.Hd
sarrounded by & breathless, excited
crowd of partisans from the rival schools,
Highcliffe -weas. - engaged in desperate
battle with St. Jim's. And on the third
caurt, the end one, Barchester and St
Jude's were latel, under the eye of the
"Vermity Blus; at thirty-sell. .

The different games proceeded rapidly,
the scoring running up without pause.
Thirty-love for Grevfriars, then Grey-
friars loat a stroke, and it was thirty-
fifteenn. - But Nugeht won the next, and
BRussell followed it up .with -another
smashing service that neither of the

w pair really saw until it
bounded up off their court and hit the
stop-netting with a musical ﬁ}ingt{ Mr.

e

Rariton pmmed-&c! laconica te  call
1 11 G‘mﬂf'

HSammy Bunter of the Second was on
the , with & horde of fags from the
Second ‘and Third at his back, -

" Gamei” ﬁnmmi.' blinked round
blankly. “Is—is it all over, then?”

“ Ass1” snorted. George Tubb of the
Third. -“Mean to say you den't under-
stand tennis better than that, young
Bunter?

"Well, if it comes to that, Tubby,”
Paget grumbled, *“dashed if I do,
either I ;

"“Well, you couple of blessed—""

“That's only first game to Grey-
frimes,” broke in Nugent minor pacific-
ally.  “Just one game, you sco. The
aidi which firtt wins six gnmes wing the
set, and best cut of three sets constitutes
the mateh. OF course, Greyiriars'll win
the match, all serene!” he finished
confidently.

“Just becauss your hblessed major's
Phﬁiﬂ;}s' young Nugent?' jecred Tubb;
and Nugent minor flushed,

Truth to tell, Tubb was a little piqued
st having explanations taken out of his
hands. While he spoke he was fishing
in his pocket. Tubb had in his heart
secret aspirations towards tennis fame,
and surreptitiously in odd moments he
had been s_wutl:ing up the rules by way
of fitting himself for future participation
at Wimbledon. So now he thumbed the
peges of the little rule-book that had
comie to light anthoritatively,

Y Here you are, you pair of blessed
ignoramuges ! Rule 25, I'll read some-
thing out to you:

¢ The player who first wins six games
wins a set, except as follows:

“fI1f both players have won five
games the score is called games-all; and
the next.game won by r player is scored
sdventage-gume for that player. If the
same player wina the next game ho wine
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the set; if the other player wins the
next game the score 15 again called
gantes-all; and s0 on until o player wins
two games more than his opponent,
when the set is scored for that player.”

““There!” said George Tobb trivmph-
antiy. “MNow, perhaps, you know !
And the hittle book was restored to its
owner's pocket.

“IHwe ! sadd  Paget  doubtfully.
“Bounded jolly learned 1o me.  But
what abent this blessed ® love ' husiness

that keeps cropping up? Thought it was

a  tenniz  tourmement, not a blessed
honeymoon 1"
“"There vou _again, Paget, showing

off vour dashed ignorance bhefore thése
Second Form kids,” Tubb snorted.
“ Love means * nothing "—* nil *=—-
] uiz F ‘!H‘

. “Or nowt?™ quericd Nugent minor
innoeently.

“Or nowt! Now shut uwp your fat-
headed remarks, yvoung Nugent, and
wiatch, Hallo, game to Greviriars again.
Hurrah! My hat, we'll lick 'em hollow
at this rate. Your major iz some good,
after all, young MNugent.”

“What did T tell you?” said MNugent
minor happily. -

reyfriars won that first set hands
down, with the score at 6—2; and Grey-
friars, from its position behind the stop-
netting, sent up & howl of delight as
the figures went up.

The Rookwooders looked suddenly
glum, They had come to Highcliffe to
cheer on the victors. And, apparently,
it had not entered inte their calcula-
tions that the victors might be from
somne -schoo] other than Rookwood.

Buck up, Uncle Jamed!™ roared
,ﬁrthum-EElthﬂ Lovell anxiously. *Put
& !

But “Uncle Jemes” only grinned
ruefully. If “putting it across " Grey-
friars were humanly possible,  then
Uncle James, of R ood, needed no
urge ta perform thet operation. .

Bodad, ye 'Classical jabberwocks
va're ne. good at all at all” ;re!leu:i
Tcmu}y_ﬂnﬂe, the Rookwood Modern's
wild Irishman.

“Rather not!” frowned Tommy Dodd.
“Far better have left it to the Moderns.”

" Absolutely !” finished Tommy Cook
with great decision,

But the three Tommies condamned too
hastily. For, in the second set, Jimmy
Bilver and Val Momington sct their
teeth, pulled themselves together, and
played up for Rookwood like Trojana.
Val Mornington set the ball r:.ﬂlinf,
&4 1t wore, with a service sce that simply
left Dick Russell standing. And Nugent,
when hé came to face the serving, farcd
no better.

Gr{:{!rhm lost the first game, and the
second, and then the third, Then they
won & game, just seraping home nar-
rowly.

“My hat!” groaned Dick Russell.
“Three-one against us! Rookwood must
havestaken a tonic, or something.*

Apparently, Rookwood had. = Grey-
friars won the next game, again nar-
rowly, making it 3—2; and then there
hga-s_rgn a ding-dong struggle which lasted
right to the finish. First Jimmy Silver
and Morny would creep ahead, gaining
a game; and then, fighting like grim
death, Nugent and Russell would
equelise. and the score would egain be
games-all..

Then. when Rookwood had the 'van at
8—T7, Val Maorningtoni sprang up and
notched the sixteenth game %‘ﬂr %ﬂ&k-
wood with a terrific volley against which
nothing ecould stand,

“Set to wus, begad!” ejaculated
Adolphus Bmythe; and Rookwood, as

—— s

e
- Licked, dished, and di

represented round the stop-netiing, pro-
cevded fo go mad. After Rookwoosd's
decline in the first sct, this come-back
wes nothing short of marvellous.

“Hurroo!” roared Tommy Doyle,
nearly beside himself. “Bedad, the
mﬂllld_}? old casual ward of & Classical
side min't g0 bad, bejabors, sometimes,”
he admitted.

S Who's cock o the walk now, you
blessed Modern bounders? chirruped
Arthur Edward Lovell in high glee.

Set three began q&icklj‘ at Mr. Rail-
ton’s signal. But Rookwood couid do
nothing right. It had shot itz bolt,
HRookwood had made its great effort in
that wonderful second set. In the third,
it .wes nowhere. There was only one
pair in the picture at all, and that pair
was Nugent and Russell,

Smash!  Nugent's determined half-
volleying made short work of even Val
Mornington's  serving; and  Dick
Russell's smashing wvolleys killed the

cokwooders' returns every time.

Cireyiriars won five games straight
off, one after the other without pause,
and it looked like being a love-set.
Then Bookwood recovercd a litile, and
Jimmy Silver snatched a'narrow viclory.
Five—one ! Bub that was the end.
Even Val Mornington's service aoes
aveiled Rookw nothing. Love-
fifteen ; love-thirty; leve-forty; fiftesn-
forty: QGame!: -

Game! Roockwood wis Snished on the
final ‘set. ©—2;7—9; 6—1;: Three Wwoa-
derful sets. And Greyfriars had pulled
thm_;?gh, and was-in the secand rpund!

“Very good, my 5" ‘Mr. Railton
smiled. * Very good play, indeed!| And
Rmiwwﬂ.hm?mﬂ;‘in&:ﬂ be despondent
about. Raally, untii third set it was

:ngbnﬂf: g e,
“Yes, rather! Jolly well pll.y{d; you

‘men ! And Nufan# and Russali shook

myﬂly with Silver sand Vil Morping-

“First-rate,” said Wharton, as they
came pff. ““Come on, the other two
matthes are just Bmishing. Let's trot
along, and see what's doing.”

Highelifle and 8t. Jim's, indeed, had
finished, . Tom Merry and Ralph Reck-
ness Csrdew were strolling off as Harry
Wharton: & Co. came up.

“ Licked, ﬁ&lt boy I said Cardew, in

o Wharton's uns‘?nlmn ueation,
dled. -

¥ hat
that blessed Caterpillar's s downy old
bird, an’ no dashed mistake, either.”

“Four-six, eight-six, and fve-soeven,”
Tom Merry explained. “ We went down
on first and third sets. Best men won,
without a doubt. Let's atroll along and
look at the Burchester v 8t. Jude's
dust-up.”

The Burchester—8t. Jude's * dust-up ™

"came to an end almost as soon as they

took up their position: behind the stop-
netting. A 8t Jude's prefect volun-
teered the information, with obhvious
relish, that 8t. Jude's led.

“This i set two!” he expleined
cheerily. *“It's been & regular Homeris
affair so far, and no mistake. Those

Burchester  fellows are the real goods.
Wao just pulled the first set out of the
fire at 11—9, This is 10—9 for us—our
‘'van, you know.,  And it looks as if
there'll be no need to play on through
a third set—— Oh, 1 man, Tiny!
Oh, splendid!” The St. Jude's prefect
turned to the Greyfriars juniors, his face
wreathed in smiles.  “Qur mateh,” he
grinned, ' Eleven-nine again, Burches-
ter is pipped 1™

“St. Jude's and Higheliffic and our
little selves, then,” whispered Nugent.
“The three of us! Well, it strikes me
that the pair which iz left out in the
bye 13 going to win this little lot. May
it be our noble selves, Dicky. Hallo,
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there's the ref's whistle! We'll soon
know now, anyway.”

And even as Nugent said, so it was,
But, when the draw was made, it was
not Greyfriars that was left out in the
bve, nor yet Highcliffe, but 8t. Jude's.
They ﬂauﬁht ‘the Caterpillar’s rueful
glance as he grinned across at them.

“I1t’s really made lhin_gs a lot frirer,

ou know, Franky, this leaving &t
wde's out in the bye.” Dick Russell
sqijmzed Nugent’s arm as he spoke.
* You see, they ain't really up to High-
cliffe’s standard, and I'm sure they're
not up to ours. That isn’t swank,
Franky, but truth, And there’s tea to
lock forward to after this”
_ Whether or no $t. Jude's really were
inferior to either Higheliffe or Grey-
friara remsined to be discoversd later.
But there was no doubt at all that being
passed over in the bye gave them a
wonderful chance of snatching the
vioctgry, [or even after tea and a good
rest, both Greyvfriars and Higheliffe,
whichever of those two they were to
meet, was bound to be feeling the force
of the paco, Whereas, Bt. Jude's only
having had the one mateh to play, would
be comparatively fresh.

The Greyfriars-Higheliffe duel was
surprisingly ‘'mild to begin with—but
only to begin with. Greyiriars won the
first set easily at 6—3. Then things
began to wake up. Truth to tel}, duging
the Highclife—5t. Jint's mateh neither
Tom Mérry nor-Halph Reckness Cardow
had been quite up -to seratch. Cardew
had turned out in a Form fooler prae-
tice -mateh thet morning at 8t. Jim's,
and being still but the beginning of the
season, it had left him slow and a little
stiff. ‘This bhad wupset Tom Merry's
play, had affected it badly, and the
*combinatron * had gone to pieces. The

Caterpillar and Frank Courtenay had
enjoyed, almost without realising it,
what practically amounted to a walk-
over,

But both the Greyiriars pair were fit
az fiddles, and their play dovetailed
perfectly. And, for .ihat first set,
neither the Caterpillar nor Courtenay
could quite accommodate their play to
it.  But with the beginning of the
second sef the Caterpillar found him-
self. He zeemed to come, somehow,
out of a reverie. Love-fifteen, love-
thirty, fifteen-thirty, thirty-all, thirty-
forty, game!

Game for Higheliffe, though, They
won the first of that seccond set, and
they were not given pause until they
had won the second, and the third, and
the fourth as well, and it looked as if
they might run up the whole six games
of the set with no one to say them nay.

But with the score.board at 4—0
against them, Greyiriars set its teoth
and began to do great things. When
the Caterpillar zerved, backeourt play
was the only. thing possible, such was
the length and pace of hiz service. So
Hussell retreated, and killed overy bhall
the Caterpillar served as it came.
Courtenay’s service was more ecasily
dealt with, and Nugent patted most of
them just oul of reach of cither of the

T
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Highcliffe patr. And gradually things
levelled wp spein—4—1, A A,
Then Highelife spurted, and played
through the next games like Inter
national champions, and won both them
easily, with only a couple of fifteens
notched against them.

“My hat!” gasped Narry Whartow.
" One set apiece! Play up, ye eripples!
Lcn.rﬂrl They're beginning the third
gt I

That third set was memorable in
Public School tennis.  Every inch of
the game was contested lieily. Not a
point but was litorally fought for. High-
cliffe took the lead et 1—0, and secured
the next game as well. Then the {irey-
friars pair came into the picture and
carried the score up to 3—2 for Crey-
friars, Thoe Caterpillar made it 3--3
with & wonderful service ace, and next
it went fo 4—3 for the '¥riars, and theu
level again.  The next two games were
split as well, and the scoring was at
games-all with 55,

And  then to the onlocker: Dick
Russell seemied to goe mad., Courtenay
found his services knocked back to
where neither he nor the Caterpillar
vould get te them in time., Lovedfifteen,
lave-thivty,  love-forty. And  still
Courtenay eould do nothing, Russeli's
clean, hard returns were coming over

I I
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A mateh flared up, and pierced the pltch backness of the vault.
Carefully shielding the flame, Wharton stared about him.
moment both Wharton and Bob Cherry realised why Mossoo conld
not open the door of the vault, for the French master was hound
hand and foot, irussed like a bird !

The next

(See Chapler 11.)
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the net, and Nuogont's deceptive lithe
lobs, that looked =0 “soft” to the iuex.
perienced ove.  Aund neither of  the
Highelific pair could do a thing. The
game secmed entively to be taken from
their control,  Oune move stroke and thde
game was lost to thom, md up oon the

wcoring-hoard  popped  the onunons
figures G- 5! )
Greylviars® “van! Courtenay set his

teeth, determined, to do ov die, and
Caterpillar muttersd  lueid  things  to
hitnself, But their rally was too late to

be effeciive. Nugent wnd Russell were
in  perfect combination, and taking
evervilung in thoir stride.

Whiz! (lrash!

And the points swept up Lo forty with-
out the Highclife pair baving done a
thing. One more stroke and the maeich
was UGreviriars' !

But Courtenay stole a couple of
points, the tables were turned, and it
WS tilirt:,.r—fclrl'y. aml the Caterpillar’s
service. Uourtenay gave his chum an
sppealing look. If the game was
sutively to be pplled from the fire o
mutst be noaw, ‘I'he Caterptllar grinned
back reassuringly, braced himself for
the offort, and sent scross from  his=
racket such a service that would have
puzzled W, T. Tilden himself, let alone
Frank Nugent of the Greyiriars
Remove.

Ping! .

Nugent scarcely saw the ball uniil it
bounced, and he heard it hit the stop-
ueﬁ%rﬂg behind his head.

: man, Caterpillar [ ™
breathed Courtenay. " Deuce!™
“Deuce * it was—forty-forty. Caler-

pillar and Courtenay changed sides,
and Dick Russell faced the serviece,

Whiz!

It was & red-hot ball that left ihe
Caterpillar's racket, but Dick Russell
was ready for it. It hit the ground in
front of him, broke to the right, and he
caught it with & beantiful half-valley,
Lifting it low across the not, Courtenay
made n dezperate attempt at returning,
but the ball was hopelessly placed for
him, and he failed. ;

“Our 'van,” grinned Bob Cherry to
Johnny Bull. “Now Nugent faces the
music again, Hold vour breaths!”

Caterpillar and Courtenay recrossed.
The first ball of the service was a faunlt,
Caterpillar was & trifle pale as he
maeasirad 1he distance with his eve lor
the second ball, but the ball which left
his racket showed no trace of that
momentary nervousnesa,

Whiz! Straipht end true it drove
across the limply-hangiog net, and
Nugent made to play it when—

Pheop!

- The umpire's whistle was trilling ont
itz protest, and all eves were fized upon
him. Ho was motioning to the Cator-
pillar and saying something. Wildare
of 8. Jim’s, officiating gs foot-fault
judege at that end, had called to him.

“ Foot-fault there, De Courcy. You
shifted vour left foot aerross the base-
e during that last serviee., Acoi-
dental, I know, but I'm afraid we can't
disregard Rule & on that acconnt. The
stroke goes to Groyirizrs, which gives
them the mateh.”

H0h, begad!™ began the Caterpillar
dismally, " PFranky, old man, beasth
gorry ——""

“MNever mind, okl chap.” retoreied
Courtenay zoftly.  “ These things will
happen, you know, in the hest-ropubniaed
families.”

Nugent and Rozsell wors lonrevin
across,  They understeood perfectly oy
the Caterpillar minst he fecling.  and
their Nirm handgrip did more for 1he
Caterpallar then any were words.
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“Well, vou know, I reckon we'd Lave
puliod 1t off, oven withoot that [oot-
tunit of ['ulu:'pi”ur's,” Bioby Clierry 1
menrked  thonghbully, sl there it
b, and we're in the final with St Jude's
affer tea,  Boetter get old Franky endd
Bus=ell awayv from here—-fiop "em down
in a couple of deck-chairs, and brace

"o with (dlaxo, I think. Hallg! What
doez this werchant want
The “merchant” referred o was

none other than e, Vovsey, the lead-
master of Higheliffe, bearing  dewn
upon themw in cap and gown. He made
straight  for the little gloup of
Rentovires, —

“Wharton.” he wes saying. ' Which
bov is Wharton of Greviriars? There
iz a telephone aessage for him"

Wharton ar{-.ppeﬂ orward, wondering
at the strange ntervuptian,

HHere I am, s, he sald,
Wharton.”

“Tir. Lacke desives me to ask you to
be good enough to retuen to Greyiriars
at once, together with your friends. It
is somethin in econnection  with
Monsicur {..‘Earpanticr, I~ understand,
who 15 maissing.’

- T

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Prisoner of the Vault !

LIS ALLO, hallo, hallo! Anybody

H at home! Come on, show a

leg ™

) Ihe inguirer was DBab
Cherry; and, getting no response, Tiob
burst open the door of Btudy MNo. 11 by
the simple and time-honoured expe-
dient of jmnmin%hiﬂ hoot against it

* Bkinuer h, so it's vyou, is ik,
my dear old fat man! ¥You got back all
right, then. My hat! What a merry

sight vou do look. Bunty, and no
mistake "

Bunter's hatr was tousled and greasy,
and in places still streaked with the ter,
Dut it was not that which was mnost
noticeahle.  For wnder Bob's gaze he
was shuffling awkwardly, plainly 11l at
ease, His expression was that of one
who hes screwed his courage up to the
sticking -point.  Behind his back owno
hand was trying to keep something
from view,

Bob noted it all and wondered. For
Brudy No. 11 was, of course, Bkinner's
study.,

“What's
preguired,

Bunter was hesitating, and then sud-
denly he tiptoed to the door and gave
a cautious blink up and down the length
of the Remove passape,

Y Promise not to ol oon, then, if T
Fel] v

“ Righi-ho, old consptrator!”

Immediately the hand swept inlo
sight. It was a grubby hand and
sticks, and it fourished trivmphantly
beneath Bol's noze a hottle.

“It's gum ! Bunrter chuckled hap-
pilyv, " That Dbeast Skinner would
slanghter me f he knew,  Blessed af
vor ditdu’t startle e when you came i,
old chap! Just as 'd mucked up has
bleszed dezk, too. 1 upended the thing,

1 am

the little game—ch?® he

vou know, and trickled in the pgum
throngh  1he  keyhele.  ITe, he, le!
o't T hope Tve swamped all lis

bleased fags. too! Serves bim vight, the
rotten beass, for soaking me with tar,
Wi, I had the dickens of o job 1o got
it all off-—had to mb my blessed napper
with badter, wyon know, L sav, ke lo
wateie b ek g hias elock ¥

FHob decline:d il invatad ion,

=N Fionks." Jve sabd with o elnckle.
“Hatinl Who's iz

Lhowh foorstioge dand sonended onl-dde,

e

aned next moment rie door was thrown
open.

It was Harry Wharton
to his lewder,

“Auy luek:”

“Nove whatever, I'm afraid,” Whar-
ton returned with a worried look. * Iuky
and T have been searching high and
low over since we geot back from High
eliffe. Dr. Locke had phoned all tiwe
hospitalz round about Lefore we arrived,
and now Johnny Ball's gone off on los
hike to scout round Friarvdale and Court-
field and Pege. -One doesn’t know what
to do next. It's a mystery "

“1 say, vou fellows, what's up?”
Bonter ¢jnenlated euariousiy,

“Mossoo is missing,. The whole
counfryside is being ransacked for him.
We were called back from Higheliffo to
lend a hand. “The police are on the jnh,
too.” Wharton spoke curtly. He was
by no means disposed towards conversa-
tion with Bunter.  “Come on, Bob,
We'll have to cut along to the wireless-
station and tell the Head we've drawu
blank here, I'm afraid.™

“I—1 =zay, hold on a minute!™

Bunter was clawing at Wharton's
blazer with anxiows, detaining tingers.

“Mossoo missing! The countryside
being ransackedl! Why, of eourse, he
must sbill be dewn in the vaulls, a

(]

prisoner !

“Comoe on, porpoise!’” Bob Cherry
jerked ont impatiently. “ Cough it up.
What's biting you? You don't know
anyvthing about Mosseo's dissppearance,
[ suppose !

Wharton., foe, was scanning Bunter's
face with dawning suspicion,®
~ YNunno! Certainly not! But it--it
just struck me, vou fellows, that p'r'aps
he—he might have got himself stuck in
the vaults, you know. Tt just struck me,
I mean. Not that 1 know anything
about it, of course!™

~ Wharton and Cherry exchanged mean.
ing glances.

“That's good encogh, Bunter,” Whay-
{fon rapp out. " No cone dreamed of
looking down there for Mossoo. Did
your shut him in, vou fat clam?®™

“MNunno!” returned Bunter sgain,
promptly,

“Then how do you know that's where
he i7"

“ Really, Cherry, I never said I did.
Still, if he is stuck down in the vaults,
I reckon it serves the froggic little beast
jolly well right. Giving a chap lines,
vou know, just for cackling at him!™
And Danier snorted with rvightesus in-
dignation.  “Crumbs, he dide't half
pitch into that Llessed door, and he was
velling like—like anything. He, he,
fip 17 Bunter chockled & reminiscent
chuckle. “ You chaps should have heard
hirn. That is to savy, I pever hoeard him
at all, and 1 know nothing whatever
about 1Et"

“Come along, Dob™ said Wharton.
“1 don’'t know whether Bupter shuot
hime 1 out of revenge, or whether
Mossoo shut  himseli in accidentally.
We'll setile that Jater on,  Dul if
Mouspo's down in the vanlis, it's up to
us to go and get the poor beggar ont.”

To o the Close was the matier of
brief seconds,  Away ab the wireless-
station the school broadeasting had Leen
in progress for hall an hoor and move,
There were Jond-speakers 0 the Rag,
arvanged for by D, Locke, amd before
the chums turned oul of the School
Hoose and plunged into the deseried
amdd ploomy Cloi=ters, rhex had literally
to Bigght iherr way thrvongh the crowds of
Fxeiied  Jumiors,

Slasten ! breeathedd  Wharion
thenily,

Bob turned

seeef-
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They were very near the vaults now,
and at intervals & very faint knocking
sound was audible, and then & weak crly
for help. And both juviors recogniscd
the woll-kfiown nccents of the  little
Fronch master.

“Come on!” muttered Wharion, and
he plunged headlong down the dark
ai:e?s.

They were at the bottom, i the dark-
pess, There was no room to get a good
run, 3¢ they-retreated as far hack as
they could get, and then they both
rashed suddenly, hurling their strong
shoulders against the stout door with
all the foree they had at conmmand.

Crash !

‘The big door flew open quite casily,
and the twe juniors, unable to sta.f their
progress, hurtled right through and
inte the vault heyond with terrific force,
where they landed sprawlivg in the
pitch darkness.

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Bob
engrily. “T'he blessed door was scarcely
stuck at all. Why, & fag from the
Becond could have pushed it open with
ona finger. - Ow, I'm brulsed all over!
What the thump's Mossoo playing at*”

“Garcops! Mes braves enfants!”

From «lose to the two juniors came
the well-known voice of Monsieur Char-
poftier.

“Hallo, that's his toof. anyway "

A match flared wp and pierced the
pitch blackness of the vauls, Cavefully
shiclding the flamne, Wharton stared
about him. And then, next moment,
both the juniors saw in a twinkling why
Mossoo could not open the door of the
vault that s child could have opened
witg esse. For Mossoo was bound hand
pnd foot, irussed like a bird.

One hand alone he had managed io
geb partly free of its bonds, and it was
with this that he had been beating upon
the door.

“Wharton! Sherry! 51 vous savios
COMme Jo ::mtl"frnf 'l.gu-:rr.-k! Zerc is vat
you call *leetrie torch dans ma poche—

in my pocket! Coot ze rope, mes
enfants! Zat I am mooch .glad to see
}-ﬂu"l

Moszon's voice was weak and ox-
hausted.  Wharton was down on his
knees, directing the beam of light from
the toreh.  Bob Cherry slashed at
Mossoo's bonds frantically. One by one
the ropes parted and fell away, and
Mossoo was freel

“Les matelots, zey do sis!” Ope on
each side, the two Removites were
chafing his wrists and oumb  limbs,
striving to set up the circulation npain.
“Les matelots—two of rzem. Hailors—
vat you vould call ze jolly Jack Tars!”

}Vhar’tan gaaped in amazement. Two
sailora! Nugent wnd Ruassell in the
lane returning from Higheliffe, and now
Maossoo! It was beginning to be serious.

“Cos sont scelerats—scoundrels! 1
spy on zem, hein! I listen. Zoy catch
me and tie me up!™

Wharton gave 2 nod.

"It vou fecl able 1o walk now,
Mossno, ™ he said kindly. “we'll get yon
up out of herve first. and then you ean
explain.  Tako Mos:00's other arm,
Bob. By the way, Massoo, you're broad-
easting to-night. Do vyou think wvou'll
foel up Lo if, after this?™

At the words of the caplain of the
Remove the little French master startod
suddenly  to  his  fect.  clutching  his
temiples. “There burst from his lLips a
wild ery of horror.

“Wom d'up mony '

Wharton stared. woendering blankly if
Mowsoo had suddenly fakeu leave of his
SO050S.

“ Ze broadeast! Heavens, and I forget
all about him! Zose scoundrels, zey go
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to blow him up! Zere iz explosives in
caves beneath, all ready for it. Heavens,
le coup a tete—ze blow on ze head, it
make me to forget!”

Harry Wharton’s cheeks were pale
with horror. '

“*What's that you're saying, Mossoo?
LThe wireless-station to be blown up
from the caves—destroyed? Why, our
f:ha;;s are there, and—— Are you abso-
lutely certain of this thing, Mossoo !

They had climbed the moss-covered
steps, were in the gloom of the Cloisters.
Mossao nogotiated the steps in a pain-
ful, agitated hurry, The clock above
them in the old tower chimed e heli-
hour, and in the unacewstomed light
Maoszoo blinked uncertainly.

Breathlessly he eclutched Wharion's
ai1'm.

L T N
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“Vat time is zal, Wharton—threo-
thirty—four-tharty 7 Fat we must hurry.
I must see ze Head queek, belore zese
boys leave ze schoel.”

In blank, incredulous amazcmenti ihoe
captain of the Remove stared again at
Mossoo’s ashen face. Obvicusly the
deep boom of the honrs from the clock
above them had entirely failed to pene-
trate the decpness of the vanlts, It was
oither that, or elwe that the laog con-
finement bad affected the Itle Freneh
miaster’s mind, Ilarey had more than
i suapicion that that might be the case.

Deliberately he pushed bis watch under
Mosson's eves.

“The time s half-past seven,™ he zaid
steadily., " And I'm afraid ihat T
Locke went down to the wireless-stalion
more than an hour ago, together with
most of the masters, There's onlv AMr,
Hacker and Mr. ‘Capper here.”

Mosseo waz wringing his hands:, and
Messoo uttered &8 wail of despair,

— .

“Zeven-thirty ?  Seven-thirvty, you say !
Cliel, zen it is too late! We cannot get

there in time ! Zose scoundrels, zey blow
him up at eight o'clock !”
THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
In the Caves |

ré 00 late ™
Awsy at the -broadcasting-
station it was Coker’s turn be-
fore the inicrophone, and in the
Rag at Greyfriars the loud-speakers
were blaring out the comic song Coker
was singing with wonderful faithfulness,
so that you thought old Coker himself
was there,

“f And the night shall be filled with
musie,' ' quoted Vernon-Smith, and
there was a chuckle from a cluster of the
mighty Fifth who stood near by, and
knew their Coker. “Listen! Here, ]
say, Wharton, what ever's up? Why
man, you're ghastly 1”

“Cut off to Queleh’s study, Hob,’
Wharton jerked out. *Try and get the
broadcasting-station itself on the “phone,
If you can't, %ut hold of the police at
Courtheld. Tell them to rush over i
the fastest car they can find, and get our
fellows out before the whole blessed
place goes up !

My hat!” gjaculated Vernon-Smith,
1n amazement. * What's up, Wharton?
Anything a chap can do i

Squiff had rushed up, too, secing from
Wharton's agitation that something was
wirong, and Frank Nugent and Johnn
Bull eame after him. Mark Linley, Red-
wing, and Bolsover dashed wp hurriedly
the next minute.

“We passed Thob on the steps,” Linley
explained hreathlessly, “What s
wrong ! Bob looked as if ho'd scen &
rhost.?

Very guickly and briefly Wharton put
the juniors into poszsession of the facts.

There were cries of horror when he
finished.

“Good heavens! What are we going
to do? We can’t stand idly here,
Wharton., The police—"

“Bob's telephoning them now.
e comes !

“It's no go, Harry! The wireless-
station’s not connected up, it seems,
being there temporarily, Dut I got the
Courtfield police all serene, and a car is
heing rushed over there straighiwary.
It's twonty to cight now; with luck they
should get through in time I

“Thank gooduess! Oh, thank good-
ness i Harry breathed. " But we're
inking no clhapces!™ he added grimly
the next monent. Get out jiggers, you
chiaps, and be rveady io ride like the
wind. We're going along to those caves
beneath the wireless-station. There'll be
no  death and destruetion while the
Remove can prevent 161"

Vaguely through the darkness the stecl
masts and cape aerials of the wircless-
station loomed into view ahead. About
five hupdred vards from the wireless-
station, just to the leit of thom, there
was a little, narrow, winding path which
dropped precariously down tha very face
of the oliffs to the narrew =pit of shors
below,

Forsaking Lhe lane as they drew lovel
—the lane where, carlier in the day,
Buuter had Lecen attacked—Wharton led
straight towards this path, the rest of
the juniors traiiin_g behind hini, bump-
ing their way with unslackened pace
pver that hummocky oliff-top. Not till
they were come to the very edge of the
cliff did they pause and spring off; snd
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then Veroon-Smith consalted his wrist-
watch coolly,

“Exactly twelve winutes: to ihe hour.
dear old warriors. i voa ask me, it's a
Hemove cyeling record we've pul op
wo-night ™ )

“welve winotes o go¥’ YWiharion
was panting desperately, " Look here.
Sroith, we cun spare one! You hop on
vour jigger sgain, and tear up to the
wirelessstation along the top of the cliffs
here., The polipe-car tmay not areive--—
mar be delayed on the way by road-
traffie, or anvrhing—and we just daven’t
visk anvthing happening now, Get
sveryone ouf i” :

It was dangerous vidling at any tine
along the clifftop.  But now, in the
darkuess, it needed o nerve of steel. One
ralse turn, s wrong twist of the handle-
Liarz, and there conld only {ollow instant
destruction upon the rocks below, Bul
it was & visk, as the Bounder recognised,
that someone had to take, so, as Whar-
ton spoke he nodded, coolly throwing
one leg over hiz machine again,

Then Wharton iilungud ahead down
that perilons path, leading the way at &
mad pace, and calling to the others to
follow him.

Somohow, panting and breathless, they
got to the bottom, and seb off at a Tun
along the narrow spit of shove. .

Redwing waz in front, and presentiy
he halted them, pointing ;

“Here we are, you fellows,” Redwing
was Lreathing, *“'This eave must be the
ene the scoundrels are using, Look!
Vou can see the aevigls of the wireless.
seation above us on the cliff-fop!” ‘

“There's just seven minubes to fo”
Wharton said, **They daven't begin the
firceworks before L'igilif. because of an
accomplice in the wiru!c**ﬁ-ﬁtul.-mﬂ—cjml.*
who's pineling the plans, or something,
Mosson was saying—who's got to get
well elear of the neighbourhoad. Cowme
on, Remove! We'll dp it yet !

At that. Wharton plunged instanily
into the black, myvsterioas mouth of the
cave, followed by the rest in 2 silewt
litele Land at his back. Now that they
were within an ace of conung to grope
the juniors realised vividly what a das-
tardly plot this was, how awful were the
possibilities. ]

Inside, the cave fell away rapidly,
narrowing, until it was litkle more than
a winding passege in the rock. T'or the
first twenty yarns the beam from
Rozsoo's toreh danced ahead, illuminat-
ing the juniors’ path. The fleov of the
passage was blanketed with a fine, firm
sand, washed in by the zea at high tides,
and, treading this silent carpet, the feet
of the juniors made no round whatever,
Only the alternate lull and voar of the
breakers out upon the beach followed
them, and gradually this grew fatnter
and fuinter,

Suddenly Wharton pulled up dead:
the little toreh wae switched oul.

“Hist !" he breathed.

Turning & twist of the tunnel, the can-
tain of the Remove had come strangely
upon a dimly-burning  storm-lantern,
The storm-lantern was on the ground
Lefore them, quite unattended, and
dgirectly in the middle of their path.
And there, appavently, the tunnel came
to an end, fI;r the light was burning
before a wall of solid rock, like a candle
before & shrine.

*Well,” satd Bolsover, “ we've got the
right blessed cave, all right. But the
birds appear to have flown.”

Wharton was nodding dumbly, without
speaking. This seemed the end., There
was the lantern, and there bevond was
the solid rock, and apparently that was
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ali. Ile had not reckoned on this even-
fuality, and 1t was biteerly, gallingly
disappointing,  The police-car, suppose
it failed to arrive in figne, suppose——
But Redwing. seiting up the lantern,
had been swinging it high overhead,
showing itz light high up round the
walls, and suddenly be gave a shout,
“Look '™ he cried out, waving it alell
that all might sce.  “ There's the way I
And there, above the Greyfriavs
juniors’ heads, nine feet high dnd more
i the solid rock. was another davk
opening.  Hurriedly Wharton switched
on the toreh, Aashing the beam of light
upward and into the very touth of it
and the juniors saw that it led up and
ap into the vory heart of the cliff.
Iolsover was the biggest wan, and
Holzover braced himself against the wall
of rock beneath that davk cavity, Harry
Wharten, catching on lo the idea,
swarmed up upon his shoulders, and next
woment was lost to sight.
A moment later he was calling down
to them, ;
“Look out, down below there!
‘There's a rope-ladder fixed up here.
T'ma going to let it down!™ .
One by one the juniors joined him. :
“ Just four minutes to go, you chaps !
Leave the ladder swinging there, anil
come on. Look, there's a number of
natural steps here in front of us now!
And, myv  hat, vou chups, there's a
light at the top! That's where our

birds are. Come on, Remove!”
Silenely  as whosts ‘l.'u‘El.l}illlg‘_.. the

juniors crept up the ernde  stairway,

with niu'.-a{F of them at the top the

beckoning vellow glow,

“'Shush now! Steady!™ ]

Thevy were at the top now, fhe =lan-
wayr Dbelind them. and the steps had
opened out on to a wide Sheli'qolf rock,
n gallery in the heart of the c¢liff which
branched right and left.  Aund above
their  heads, swinging ond  swaying
from rusty old hesks fixed into  the
roof, were lanterns, similar to the one
they had come wpon belew, easting all
along the lengih of the gallory 2 yeilow
lipht. But of occupants, apart from
the fact of that significant siring of
lighits, there was neither sight nor sign.

“13t of a mess!” Wharton muttered
grimly, “ Which branch are we going
to take—Ieft or right? There's two
and a half minutes to go.”

“Hplit forees, then,” came the quick
sngoesiion {rom Linloey. X ot
tale—~"

“Havk!™

Redwing had raised o warning hand,
aml the Greviriars juonlors listened
with bated breath.

“That's enongh! snapped Wharton

stlddenly. “They're  down  here!
Follow np, Remove!”  And he crept
off down the lefthand passage, the

juniors ot his back, silently grim and
dotermined.

Ahend, coming from the distant e
of the tunnel, was o =ubdued murmur
and buzz of voices. Very, very faintly
had it come at first, indeed, barely
peeeeplible, but  growing  londer and
lander az they stole forward. And
then, when perhaps thirvty vards had
been traversed, there came an abrupt
and unexpected twist fo  the tunnel
and, without warning, it widened ioto
n big chamber.

So unexpectedly was it come upon
mdeed that Wharton, who was in front,
staved his progress omly just in tho
nick of time, or inevitably he must
have pitched precipitately  into i,
%Iunp:lng headlong down  five steps,

ut he did manage to check himself
and very cautionsly he peered round

the bend,

—THE * MAGNET"!

2=l1, e = e —

Ti was an astonizhing sight that met
the juniors’ eves.  Lrom the roof of
the chamber there were lighted lan-
terns, swinging, similar o that siring
of lights behind them in the gallery,
casting over the rongh stono walls a
vellow glow,  But 1t was nob only
uport the walls that ithe yellow hgld
fell.  Theve was a tangle of insalated
wires upon the floor, straying in  atl
diceetions; but, still more than  the
wires, bending over them anxiously,
werg the burly firvres of two uen. |

Oy twoe  satlormen ™ Nugent
breathed  tnto Wharton's  ear,  amd
Wharton nodded, turning and glapcing
back over the juniors. All had scen:
and not onoe but was ready and eager
for the fray.

At that moment the man who wore
carrings poi (o his feet, and, crossing
io a rough wooden }}ackingfasﬂ, logked
at a little clock which stood upon il
‘Then Wharton saw that the timo was
conw. There was nol a second morn
to be lost, and, giving the signal to
attack, sprang down the five short stops
and into the chamber,
- Behind  him in g
poured the rest.  The quarry swung
round with a sudden startled crv, =
siving of ogths falling feom hiz mouth
az he furned to fsce the Removites.
He had only time to scize up a span-
ner, and then

Biff ! Crash!

The captain of the Remove was npon
him, grim and intent. Whartou's left
connected with the man’s jaw, while hi-
vight, takinz the other man., who had
sevablod upon his feet, fully between
the eves, strefched him down again
upon the pround.

“Go for the rofiers!”

resolute body

roaved Whar-

toa. "Come on!™

“Hurrali!  SBlaughter  the  lblessed
rotters 7 velicd Dol Cherry, # Bile
it "

The chamlicr echoed and  re-cchoed

wilth the excited Removites' eries. The
men got desperately to theie feot again,
and the jumiors piled in with  grim
dotcrmination. There was standing oul
vividly 19 the minds of all the thought
of their schooliellows abeve in the
wireless station, and the realisation of
what might have huappencd to  them
lent power to their blows. While the
fight tasied it was fierce enough, but i
could not last for long. Burly as the
man with earrings vwas, he was dragged
at last to the floor with five juniors
clinging to him.

As for the other seoundrel, he was
not much of a fighting.man, as fighting.
meh go, and, fivally, a smashing lofi
to the point from Nugent knocked all
the battle out of him, and ho sank to
his knces wilh o gosp,

Bolsover and Bouilf  promptiy
pounced upon the man to keep ?ﬁm
down, but really there was no need.
Tenderly caressing a rapidly darkening
cye, Nugent grinmed down upon him.
el Pt‘ﬂ{'éedfd to unwind from aboul
hiz shoulders & thin rope that he had
Lrought.

“Here  wou  are, Sgquiff!™ e
chuckled, az he foszed the rope over
“Truss therm up with that, It's theirv
own merry rope that they used on us.
so0 they oughi nob to mind!®

“Weall,” grinned Squiff, when the
men were bound, “we've saved the
giddy wireless station, you chaps. 1L
ought io be a knighthood and a pen-
sion all round for tﬁia‘-. I reckon, Look
at all this junk lving ahout—it's like 2
Llessed electrician’s  shop!™ Souift
began poking curiously about. “Look.
vau chaps, there's wires ronning  all
over the place ™

The juniors, =itting on the man with
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Giving the signal to attack Wharton sprang down the five short steps imnthe_ a;hmnher. Behind him, in a resolute body, poured

the resi.

The quarry swung round with a sudden startled cry, and faced the Hemovites.
time only to seize up a spanner, and then BIff !

Crash !
(See Chapter 12.)

The man with the earrings had

The captain of the Remove was upon him, hitting out Aercely.

carrigge, felt him give a sudden con-
vulsive shudder.

“SBacre bleu!” he howled desperately.
“Do not touch! You keel us allt”

*Chuelr it, Squiff " Wharton directed,
and procecded to turn upon the man a
leok of utier seorn. “It didn’t matier
50 very  much about ocur own school-
fellows who are broadeasting from the
wircless station above, apparently !™ he
said contemptuously,

The other, his companion, started
with surprise.

* Bohoolfellows ¥ he said in English,
with just the trace of o foveign accent.
“There is no one whatever in the wire-
less station after seven. Claston, who is
our friend there, say so. Besides, no
onc.can wake ze broadeast from  that
station. It 15 not for ze broadcast at
all=it is joost for ze experiment.”

“You scem to know 2 lot about it !¥
Wharton observed curtly.

The man shrugged hiz bound shoul-
ders, :

“Bhall we sav, monsiour, zal it is iy
business to know, and leave it at that?
1 serve my country—mno, it i3 not
France, though I speak ze French. We
m our eountry have been making ex-

perinents similar o yours” For a
fleeting  moment  the  man's  eyes.
leamed, "It will revolutionise wire-
esd, this  discovery. You make ze
suocess, monsteur—we do not. 3ye in

our country cannot allow that you make

zee sueeess. L oam apent—I have what

i,'r:ru call ze free hand, I decide it is
wet that we blow vour cxperimental

station up, destroy him, apd———"
Wharton cut him short,

“"What good conld that do you?"’ he
borst out angrily.  *"The results of the
experiments, whatever thev are—the
formulp—will have been put into
writing, ! suppose?”

“True, monsieur—true,” returned the
man softly. * But they have been stolen.
Custon, he steal them thiz cvening, I
have not seen Gaston, but I know he
keep his word. By now, monsicur, he
s miles awav, and the =0 valugbie
formulie with him.”

“ Heotland Yard will goon have Gaston,
den't vou make any mistake, iy pippin!
And even sapposing yvon had been sue-
eessful to-nipht, and the wirvelessstation
bl Eong Eh;\'-l‘tigll, dan't ¥ think we
conld have repeated the experuments—
1,'h?”

“Mais oui, monsicur! Yes, ves, ves!
But it would take years—two vears—
three years, hein? And by that time it
would be too late. My countey would
have the world™s markets: our factorics
would be turning out {the new proadoei
m rrllionz. It 15 the race Jor trade,
YO 200, '

“I suppose that vour spyving Fremch
Master has been discovered. and that iz
haw you found us here? Well, )T iay as
well tell vou now. TE ean do no larvm.
Wo bave been living in the vaulis 2t
vour school for two-thiree weeks!

"It was longer than we expectod, amd
our supply of money ran short. Ho we
attemptod to obtain more by holding
up yvour English motorists. Ze rope
across ze road, you know— :

“You scoundrel!” breathed Wharton.

“And now vou bave uz in your hands,
monsienr, bound and helpless; bat

r¥

Craston is free with the formmlee, and so
[ do ngt mind—we have won! And
becuuse I know that we arc successful,
you Eoglish pigs, I laugh at youl”

Wharton jumped suddenly to his feet,

“That's cnough!”™ he rapped out.
“Jerk them both up, you chaps”

Helped by Bolsover's boot, the men
were hauled to their feet, none too
gontly, be it said!

“Now narch, you
them  down, chaps. I've just spotted
wire-cutters, I'l! cut these blessed wires,
jiset to he sure of th'tugﬁ, and follow you
chaps down in a jffy.”

Icft to himself, Wharton boent to his
task rapidly and carefully. 'Uhe roof of
the chamber eould not be so many feet
below the wireless-slation, and Wharton
judged that the whole rock above his
bead must be heavily nined,

Suiff had referred to *junk,” and
FL'LL‘J':,I Wharton, h:lmﬂ-drt;p anong the
wele of wires, conld zce that thore were
powerinl batteries, carefully eonnected
up, which woypld explode the Mdden
charge at the moere fouch of o baiton.

But this puzzled the captain of the Re-
move. Suarely the scoundrels were not
intending firing the charge from (hat
chamber?  Why, the roof would come
down on the moment, the gallery outside
world be tmpassably blocked, and even
if they escaped being killed instantly,
they would be liopelessly entombed by
the falling rock. Then, as Wharton
sevoered the wires, he saw,

The wires—all the wires—led nlti-
mately out of the door and back along
the pallery. but bunched overhend, so ‘as
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ta be out of the way, and guite out of
sight.

Wharton whistled.  Obviously, the
seoundrels had but been making final
adinstments, for all was in readiness.
Equaily obviously the scheme bhad been
to fire the minec{ cliff from the foot of
the rocks below—probably
ghelter of the first cave.

And when Harry Wharlon got down
there and rejoined his chums, he saw
that he was correct. For in the cave,
up out of sight on a shell of rock so
that they had passed 1t wnnoticed, was
the firing-cabinet, the box te  which
all the wires ran down. Sguiff discon-
nected the vile thing, and they took it
and pitched if inte the sea, and after
that they reatly felt safe.

Vernon-Bimith came pattering up, his
eves shinitrg,  Smithy had eome down
from the top of the cliff, and at his back
thore were half a dozen stalwart men,

from the

who took over charge of the two
foreigners.
“(ireat news, vou fellows!" Smithy

gasped ont. " Nugent's been telling me
about Ciaston, and Gaston has been cap-
tured, and the plans recovered ! It seeins
he drove things a little late &t the wire-
less-station, was discoversd tight in the
act “of pinching the merry documents,
and pursued. He pinched the chief-
engineer's car, though, and got clean
away. Weepin' an’ wailin® an’ gnashin’
of teath!”

The Bounder paused.

“ZSroane Two.  Arrival of the police-
car from Courtficld,” he continued. “In
it these lali-dozen stalwart merchants

hebind mo. . They'vre detectives from
Seotland Yard.” :
“Detoctives from  Scotland Yard—

from Courtheld, Smithy?

“Yez," Thers was the light of fun
in 8mithy's eves. Despite his air of cool
nonchalance, Smithy waa as delighted
as any of them at the way things had
gone,  Perhaps more thankful, for the
Bounder was deeper and older and moro
diseerning than any of them., What he
had gone through in agony of mind
during that mad dash across the cliffs
to the wireless-station no one would ever
know. But now he was again the
Bounder, cool and mecking.

“¥Yes " he repeated. *The Courtheld
police were bein' honoured by a de-
monstration, Seotlond Yard was showin’
'am how wireless can track dowa the
merey eriminal. They were wsin® port-
able transmittin’ and receivin® sets on

fast cars, vou know.”
“Oh !

“ One of the carswasout at Wapshot,”
went on the Bounder, “(Gaston, in his
stolen car, wai unwise enoingh to take
the same direction. A message was sent

by wireless, an® Gaston was led away,
like Eugene Aram, with gyves upon his

% FF

wrists,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Before the Dierophone !

HARTOXN tapped upon the deor

W of the Hitle studio. Wuon

Lung and Piet Delarey and

Micky Desmond had broadeast

ecarlier in the evening, ‘[here was a

freckle-faced, athhtic%ﬁnhiﬂg fellow in-

side, who grinned genially as the cap-
tain of the Remove gntered.

“Trot right in!” he said cheerily.
“Yau're the fellow whe saved us from
poing skyv-high just now, aren’'t vou?
Pub it there, old son! Now, all you've
got to do is to stand in front of this
beastly gadget and speak slowly and dis
tinctly—just as though you're in the
Form-reom churning out Latin construe,

¥'know,  There's nothin’ in it—really,
thero isn't.”
Wharton waited while he was an-

nounced, and then stepped forward and
took his stand before the box-like object
which was the microphone.

As the friendly announcer had re-
marked, thers was reaily ““nothin’ in
it.” Of “nerves " Wharton had not the
slightest trace., His talk on-the sporbing
activities of the Lower School was quite
extempore. Porhaps it was better, the
more natural, hecause of that. And he
finished by anncuncing that ouly that
very afternoon the Remove had carried
off the DPublic Schools’ Hard Courts
Championship.

The announcer touched a switch as the
captain of the Remove stepped back,
and grinned. .

“Jolly good!" he said. " Now there’s
a two.minntes’ break, and then a few of
vour Sixth are putting soinething across,
1 think. We'll have a little jaw.”

Mr. Proug looked in at that moment,
rubbing his hands affably.

“Ha, Wharton, my lad!
coverod ~ Monsieur
Who would have dreamed—— But what
have wo here? They tell me that the
microphone is in this reom. Surely this
weird contrivance——"'

“¥ez, that's our microphone, sir!”
interjected the wnnounecer, with a grin,

“Ha!" said Mr. Prout.

“One of the chicl points in eonneckion
with the c¢hoice of & microphone,
vknow, 15 ecqual response over lhe
whole range of audible frequencies.
That i« to say, from 50 to 8,000 cycles a
second,”

“Ha, quite!” interposed Mr, Prout
hastily, bezinning to sidle towards the
door.

" And the main A.C. supply 15 stepned
by means of transformers, and is then

Qs wa diz-

Next Monday’s Bumper Programme !

«THE FOOTPRINT IN THE SAND!”
By FRANK RICHARDS.

A magnificent new !m:m' complete story of schoolboy mdventure, featuring Harry
Wharten & Co., the Chums of Greviriars.

“IN THE NEW BOY’S POWER!”

By DICKY NUGENT,

A mirth-making short complete tale of Jack Jolly & Co.—the boys of 5t. Sam's

“THE TRAIL OF ADVENTURE!”
By LIONEL DAY.

The opening chapters aof & powerflul new serinl. iatreducing Jack Horner and his wall-dog

Squall-=s stery in a thousand, Urder this bumper twopsnayworth

to=day, chums—Ed

Charpentior—eh ?.
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rectified by large valves and smoothed
out'" the announcer rattled on cheer-

fully, *That gives us a direct correny
= 1%

[d—-—-.

Mr. Prout fairly bolied from fhe
room,

“I—I will go now and examine the-
the aerial system, I think!” he gasped.
“You--vou must oxcuse my  runmng
““_a?',_u

“Thought I could get rid of Jum!”
murmured the announcer. *YWe had n
master like him when I was at school -
St. Jude's, it was. Knpow 1t at all*”

“Know 1t?" said Wharton, © Well,
we licked yvon in the finals at fennis this
afternoon. Not casily, Tl admic, bl
we dig it!”

“The deuce, vou did!” ejaculated e
announcer.  “The Hard Courts” Cham-
pionship, of course. 1 Deard you
mention it just now, but, somehow, 1
didn't connect the two., Well, I'm
Li]g‘{.;frmdi Tf that ain'i just like your

essed nerve!  Oh dash!™

A tap had come to the door.

“The mighty Sixth, if T mistake wot.
Look here, old man, you needn't ron
away. Yonu can stay here and listen, of
vou promise not to breathe a - blessed
word. In fact, don't even breathe, if
you can help it!"”

“Right-ho!" Wharton promised: amdl
Wingate and North and FPatrick
Guwyrme of the Sixth trooped in.

Wingate gavae the captain of the Re
move & genial nod, and then the an-
nouneer was busy cxplaming to thein
where they had to stand, and apolo-
glﬁ:ﬂ{p;ﬂ that there was really * nothu
in it.

Gwynne faced the microphone fest,
and then Tom North. North had spent
hiz holidays in Norway, and he sang a
couple of Seandinavian folk-songs with
wonderful effect. When Wingate had
spoken the announcer swiiched off.

“Bravo, Wingafe!" vxclaimed
Wharton.

“ Dashed good!” murmured the an-
nouncer; and then there sounded o dis-
crect tap at the deor, and Dr. Locke
himself, accompanied by Mr., Quelch
and Monsieyr Uharpentier, enbered,

“Doe we intrude?” Idr. Locke was
Murinuring.

““Not at all, sir!”" The freckled an-
nouncer hastily jumped to his feet and
pushed forward chairs. *Walk right
in! The—er—doings 18 switched off
for a moment. You won't be heard."

The masters disposed themselves. D,
Locke leaned forward.

“ Monsicur Charpentier i3 hoping lo
iransmit & French song,” he smiled.
“ And, by the way, Whartoen, we have
to thank you and your friends for
monsicur's  timely rescue  from  the
vaults, and alse "—Dr. Locke's wvoice
assumed a graver tone—* for what you
and your friends have done to-night 1o
save this station, and possibly very
many Jives."

“h, rot, sic! I meap—-'

“It was dashed plucky!” put in the
annouticer. “If the French geotleman
is ready-——"'

“ Parfaitement ! r-:s-;]tromled Mossoo,
springing  up  with alacrity; and a
moment later the Rag at Greyfriars was

L -]

cehoing te  the  strains  of  "The
Mountaineer in Exile.”
After that DJMr. Queleh fook the

hoards, as 1t were, and spoke on Grey-
friars in the Middle Ages, which he
had culled from his famous * History.”
It was an interesting talk, not a bit dry,
a3 Wharton had rather anticipated upon
hearing it annouoced, and the Remove
master was glowing with pride when he
stepped down.

(Continwed on poge 28.)



BRAYVO THE SHERIFF !

Ferrevs Lacke maokes good his boast to lay by the heels the mystery mon of Welf Qoint,

und his identily cornes as o shock to the ranchers upon whom he has preyed !

The concluding chapters of our Wild West Detective Adventure Story featuring

The Capture of the Wolf !

ITHOUT taking his eves [rom

W Ferrers Locke's face, the

rustlor groped behind him

for the %‘mudiﬂ of the door.

His hand closed on it. Next moment

the door swung open, and the rustler

backed slowiy Inte the room, followed
by the detective.

A masked man, bending down at a
safe against the wall, looked up with a
startled ejacalation,

L 8tay just where you are!” grated
Ferrers Locke. " I've got vou covered,
Wolf !

" 'There was a
stleneo 1n the room.
broke it harshly,

-1 shall fre at the first  hostile
move,” he warped., “You," o Lhe
rustler in front of Inm, “stand over
thera!™

Obediontly the man shuffled back-
wards till he stood against the wall
near the safe in front of which still
crouchod the masked Walf,

“HBtand upt"

'The words came like the. crack of &
whip, but the Wolf still remained
eronched, glaring at TFerrers Locke
from behind his mask.

“1 ghall give you
warned the detective.

With an oath the Wolf rose to his
feat.

“Yuh skunk!" he gritted.
Henderson |

“I am! Come here!

The Wolf advanced a step.

“It'zs yove calll™ he said snarlingly.
“T wish ter blazos thet I'd killed yuh !

“¥eos, I have no doubt! Keep your
hands away from yoor belf " -

The Wolt glared at the sleuth in
silence. From ontside came the crackle
of rifie and revolver fire. It sounded
very closo,

“They'ro coming this way., Wolf !V
said Ferrers Locke sternly.  “It's the
end of the trail for you!"

For & moment the Wolf turned his
head away., He appeared toe be liston-
ing. Then he nodded.

“As—yuh—say!"” he

mament  of  inlensa
Ferrorz i_.fmlm

two scconds !

“Yore

said  slowly,

Locke and Jack Drake.

haltingly. “They're shore comin’
nearer ! Rockon—it—is—th'—end—{er
ma!"”  His wvoice rose to a screani.

“An' fer yuh, curse yuh!”

His hand streaked for his gun. Dut
Forrers Locke's finger tightened on the
trigger of his own weapon. There
came the ghort, vicious bark of his auto-
matic, and the Woli's gun, hall drawn
from itz holster, slipped hback, whilst
the Wolf gave a yell of sheer agony and
clutched at his wrist.

Hlen't try that
Ferrers Locke grimly.
alive IV

He stepped forward. :
ning movement he thrust one of his
guns in his belt and whipped the Woll's
gun from hiz holster,

The firing outside was very close
indeed, almost on the outskirts of the
camp itself.

“Reckon you were just going to make
vour get-away, Wolf ! he remarked.

The Wolf snarled out an oath,

“DBy heck, Henderson, yore not
through vet! I reekon—"" ke broke
off as heavily-booted feet came runming
down the corridor. Ferrers Locke had
only a few szecond: in which to act,
He grabbed the Wolf by the front of his
shirt, and, wheeling round, BLterally
dragged him to the table where, with a
rapid movement, he turned out the ol
lamip, plunging the room into darkness,
The next moment the door was thrown
open, and a voice cried hoarsely:

“We're on th' rum, Woll!
bhoat 1™

“Henderson's gotien Wolf 1" shouted
the rustler, whom Locke had disprmed,
* Henderson—-" :

errers Locke fired a sharp burst in
hiz direction. He aimed high purposcly
as e had ne wish to shoot down an un-
armed man,  The fellow who had
beought the warning sensed thal some-
thing was radically wrong, for the
door banged shot and his running feol
were heard vetreating up the passape-
way, his votee ramed shouting an olarn

S0 your men are on the run, Weolf!"
=aid the detective quictly, easing his
revelver from the prewsure with which

again ™ warned
"1 want vou

We're

With a light-

Ferrers

he had jabbed it against the Woli's
ribs. * Reckon the ranchers ard round-
ing up & rotten herd !™

“Ferrers Locke,” said the Wolf
guickly, “it’s not too late. Baxy, there's
a mighty fine pile of dollars in that
safe. Lepune go, an’ stuff 'em in yore
pocket ! Locke, I'in askin® yuh! Yore
a Dritizsher ! Can’t make no dilference
to yub if I poes loose now, My pack
iz seattered | Lemme go, an’ yuh stand
to rake in & pile!” :

“Be quict!” snapped Ferrers Locke.
“You're wasting your breath!”

His land on the Wolf's shirt tight-
ened. Someong was coming stealthil
down the corridor. Pressing Lis revol-
ver in the Wolf's ribs, lie moved to the
wall near the door.

Someone fumbled ot the handle, The
door was thrown open. Ferrers Locke
waited in silence. He eould hear the
stranger breathing beavily, and could
visualise himn peering into the darkened
room. Then & voice said huskily:

“Shoriff 1 Sheriflf, are yub hyar®™

“That voun, Hiffler!” replied Fervers
Locke., “How are thinfs going

“Wea've gotlen 'em! 1 heered a feller
serecelt thet Henderson hed gotten th'
Wolf, so I streaked along hyar!™

“Thanks, Hiffler ! replied TFerrers
Locke, “1f you've got a match you
might light the lamp !

The Unmasked !
HIFFLER stepped forward, and,

striking & malch, lit the lamp.
The rustler whom Ferrers Locke
had dashed out
cover of  tho

had dizarmed,
of the room, under
darkoess.

“Tot him po!™ remarked the detee-
tive. “IHe won't get far!”

“ Mossic " responded Hiffler, " Guess
us hes rounded them up proper !

“Yah  skank ' snarled  the Wall.
“¥uh blamed traitor! By hoeck, thar's
a bullet comin' ter yuh some day fer
this, Fliffler!”

Hiffler strode towards him.

“1 doen't reckon so!™ hie sand quictly,
“Yuh knowa plumb wuaal thet 1 niver

TieE MagXeET LiBRARY.—No. 591.
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cobttoned onter takin' sarviee wit yoh, T
odugged at sheriff, onect, but my slawe
war shore clean ‘eept fer thet. Guess
it war fear, plumb fear of what war
mebbe’s comin’ ter mae thet made mo act
thet away! Waal, he give’ me a chance
an’ vit yul roped me in again! I'm no
rreat shakes, but, by heck, when a
feller treats me winte [ don't stan’ ter
see him murdered, nolfbw!™

“Hifller,” said Ferrers Locke, " get
Jack, Cal, Jake, and Spud, and bring

thent hers if the thovw's over!

“Shore!” grunted Hifler, and do-
nacted on his ervand.
“Wou'd better sit down!” remarked

Ferrers Liocke quietly, when he and the
Woll were alone. .

The Woll looked at him steadily Erown
behind his mask.

Y ¥uh knew me, Ferrors Locke?™ ho
asked, a hoarseness in his voice,

“Yes!"

The Wolf nodded.

Reclion some fellers 13 due fer a
ghock 1" he replied, slumping into a
chair.

He put his elbows on his knees, and,
eupping his chin in his hands, staced
sombrely in front of him.

“Ferrers Locke,” he said,.after a few
moaments of silence, I played fer Lig
stakes, an' I've'lost! Reckon it's mighty
funny when a feller's world comes
a-tumblin’® about his ears like this!”

“What mede vou do 1t¥" asked tho
Baker Btreet detective, watehing him
curiously. :

“1 dunno! T allus war a wild hombre,
an’ I guess th' monoy-bug hed bit me
real bad! Things went well wi' me at
fust, till wubh comed ter th' cattlo
country! Reckon I thought-mighty Ll
of a Britisher at fust, but after I'd tricd
ter git yuh an’ eudn’t, wanl T kinda
reclkoned I war up agin a feller what
hed brains, an' I got fidgety! DBut yuh
ha:il luchi," Ferrers Locke!™

ow

* Hifler ;
Ferrers Locke shook his head with s
smile.

ORDER YOUR *'MAGNET" EARLY—SAVES DISAPPOINTMENT !
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Mo, it owasn't Iuck, Woll!
ever possible I look for the
in a man, Hiffler was a mighty poor
ltar. He was just what he was, am
ordinary, honest old-timer. But he had
fallen into vour clutches, Weolf, and was
working for you under fear of deathn.
I turned him loose, but I did not loso
sight of the fact that some day he
tight turn up trumps. In his way, he
owed me & debt, and by the rigid code
of honour of the real Western that debt
had to be paid, Well, he paid it!"

“T wish, by heck, thet I hed let him
go when us got hink second time !

Ferrers Locke shook his head again.

It would only have meant that you'd
have run free a little longer,” he re-
plied; "I left an envelops with my
assistant, to be opened on my death!
In it was fhe secrct of yvour identitv.
They were bound to have got you then,
It was by your working in the dark,
behind the zeenes, 1that vou have escaped
g fap ™

The Wolf sat silent.

“How yuh rumble me®" ha jerked,
after & full munute hed passed,

Before ' Ferrers Locke could answer
the door was thrown open, and Jake,
{*al, Jack, and Spud cntered the roon.
Thev looked curipusly at the Wolf, whe
rose from his chair and returned their
gaze deliantly.

“You all might, Jack?” asked Forrers
Locke anxiously.

“Yes, sicl In the pink!”
dack, “Had a great time !

Cal Taughed rumblingly.

“He's & real he-man!” he drawled.
“By heck, shertff, von shud be proud
of him! He-far eais %unpuwder!“

Jack grinned and flushed.

“We've gotten ‘emn all  corralled,
sheriff ! went on Cal. “One or two
mebbe's slipped way back ‘long th’
gulch, but us hes th® exit guarded, an'

Whoen-
good points

replicd

us'll git ‘em in th' fmornin' 1™
“Qur casudliies heave?”  inquired

Ferrers Locke.
“Nossir! Not omch!™ ecut in Spud.
“Reckon a few fellers'l bave ter lay up

- e ———

i week or two. One or {wo's got their
last packet, pore fellowsz; but we cudu't
round up a gang like this, nohow, wi'out
a foew goin® west !

There followed a silence. The vves
of the ranchers were turned again $o the
masked figure which stood facing them
in the contre of the roon.

“Waal?™ drawled Cal zoftly.

Thersa was a world of. expecianey in
the voice. At last they were face lo
face with the Wolf, the mysterious
eriminal, rustler, and murderer, who
had brought e trail of death aod terroe
to the cattle country.

Nob one in the room but zensed the
tension in  the air. Ferrers Locke
stepped forward, and every man stilfencd
into immobility.

Hiz hand fumbled with the fastonings
of the Walf's face mask. Then with a
jerk he whipped it off.

Dead gilence followeg his  action.
Then Cal Jefferzon whispered the one
word ¢

*Caister 1"

Feorrers Looke Explains !

N the living-room of the Flving V,
two nights later, sat Ferrers Locke,
Jack, Cal, JeHerson, Jake Deters,
and Hank Herman. The latier

had just agrived back from Engiand
that day, and was locking fit and well
again.

“T'm blamed sorry I missed h
fightin' 1" he grumbled. * But, by heck,
I'm shore glad th’ cattle country’s elean
onee more! Caister—hevy?  Caister,
yul tell me? Waal, how'n blazes dil
yuh rumble him, sheriff?™

“Yep!” grunted Cal. “Ts's bin so
busy zinge then thet us hasn't heersd
Eit j:.ist how Mister Locke got wise ter

!mll‘!

“Well, gentlemen,” replied TFerrers

ke, “you will remember that you

told me this Wolf was getting informa-
tion which could only be known to your-
selves, and that he knew of things which
were discussed by vou behind locked
[Continued on next page.)
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A BOY IN A MILLION!

Make the acquaintance of
these two happy - go - lucky
characters 1n next week's
Magnet, for they are going
to roam the broad highway
in search of adventure.

And the adventures they
meet with will fairly make
vour hair curl.

Don't forget—the trail starts
in next week's 1ssue of the
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tdoors,  F, therefore, considered thae
pogsibility-—i you do not mind my say-
ing so—gf any ong of you bheing fho
Wolf. - I wish to be |iar[e¢ﬂ:.r frank. Mr,
IHerman, of course, I ruled out at onee.
~al and Jake I dismissed, for obvious
reasons, but Caister strueck me as some-
thing rather different!”

“Jest how, Mister Locked?™ drawled
Jake interestedly.

“Well, you wﬁl quite understand that
the study of psychology -is of primary
mmportance in my work., (alster inter-
ested me.  He talked glibly on every
oeeasion, a3 to how he and his men stood
for the law and were hehind the law!™

“He did that?" eut in Cal.

“Yes, and ho rather overdid it. The
night Bud was killed during hiz attemps
on my lifa he whispered, before he died,
“The law of the Wolf!” He ohviously
thonght ha had been shot by the Wolf.
As you have dmscovercd from some of
the prisoners we have taken, the law
of the Wolf meant that ome failure
hrought death.” Dud had failod in his
first attempt to geb me, and he Lhought
the Wolf had shot him, HHavdly had
he said the words than Caister rode up
the sirect. Now it seemaod a coineidencs
fo me that Caister should be in the
vicinity when Bod cither thought or
knew that the Walf was in the vieinity.
Bt wasz the weakest possible svpport for
any theorw, but it was snpport rather
than negation.

“Then I found ont Phat Caister's sbory
wa=a lie. He told me that he happened
io be riding throngh ths fown beeause
el been faking a drive across
count ey, ITis ronml-un, the only one e
hasl lixed, was nol schedided tn come off
for amother week.  Then during the
fight at One Tree Creck his man gquit,
Clertainly he displayed an overwhelming
angaer abwint it, bot (hat part was casy,

PRICE
TWOPENCE,

The rustler backed slowly into the room,
followed by Ferrers Locke. A masked
man, bending down at a sale against}
the wall, looked up with a startled ejacu-

a=F

o

It all fitted i, fo

But yvou follow me. ]
an oxtent, with my itheory that he might
ba tha Wolf,

“However, it was far from actual

roof, The niiht he rode out when I

ad been attacked by the wolf which I
killed, he fired thtee shots in rapid suc-
cession into the wolf's carveass. Why!
Could it be 2 signal to someone out on
the range who had unleashed the brode?

lation.
ordered Ferrers Locke.

-

““ Slay just where you are!™
“I've got you|

covered, Woll ! (See page 25.)

few honrs later. He had come to teol]
me that he had shot one of his men.
He came in the middle of the night to
do it.  An extraordinary time it seemed
to me.

“Imention these points o let you sea
how iy suspicions  were gradualle
strengthened Lill they evalved.inta rﬂ'ﬂr_ri:
conclusive with the ﬂm]in;;; of the simis
larity between the hullets, ™

Tt could, certainly. It was, otherwise, a “Hut his faked death " inlerposed
motiveless aclion for a man whe had E::L!, _ _
himself wnder control as  Caister That was easv, (Caisler was begin-

ﬂh\riﬁu:ﬁif had. DBut still I had no proof
atb all,

“Phen Monty Earl was murdered. [
have the bullets here which were fived
at him by the murderer, That was, of
course, the Wolf. T confess I was sup-

rised when (alster offered to stay and
Eﬂ]p me keep off IPanzales’ men in the
cherifi’s office. But he gave himsell
away then. He said, * What would fhe
ranchera think of me if I left you ¥
Certainly there would have been come
guestions asked.”

“Thare shore wonld,” drawled Jake.

“ Another thing, he had sent Alf for
help.  Alf got in touch with the gang,
and they rode into Woll Point with Alf
az leader. YWhy zhould the Weolf let
Cfaizber, who stood for law and orvder,
go free as he did on that ocension ? Tk
LT F"'i-l'_]if"llll‘}l.lﬂ. h’l:‘f Illf\'”rf Wil ]'!..!Illﬂi"-l:.
corlainly fhea,

“However. the  mght I released
ihiffler T got Caizier's gon whilst he
zslepf,. e blamed Hhifler for thar, T'm
afranb, 1 firedd & haellet onf of 1, I i2
'H_'! i, I_Jri[l" r 1 h{: "li':' rt:l."ii_'“‘l.“: 3"“ \'L'H |
fied that the markings of the hollet
mace by the bhaveel eaging--yon can see
them plainly nnder the inicroseope—are
absolutely 1dentical with the hulleis that
killed Monty Earl. The might Earl was
Lilled (faister was there on the =pot a

ning to suspect 1 knew him. The bhody
they bronghl here was some poor devil
trampled and of all recognition. Then
Al tried o frameup on me, prompted
by Wnuller,™

“Wha war thet hombre$"

*Chizter. ™

“,ﬁ-"h-ﬂ.t.fu

“Yes, atsler,
ritrmed spreeineles,
had bLeen shaved off, and ihe high-
brideed  nose  conld ecazily have been
made by injecling wax under the skin
with a syvinge. It's an old trick. But
littla mavnerisms gave him away. He
had previously deited the disgeize out
on you chaps, atd you had nat tnmbled
to it, <0 he knew he was veazonably
spfe, 1 snggest Phat {he beard he wore
Iaiterly was o falae one. He conld
I"i'l*'-:il-:,' et one made o osa like lis
original one as lo dely deleetion.™

Hilrash DT Leeathed Cal, Bal why Qi
e do it

e wanied  vaur  ranehes,  Tle
wanivd e <core von rlghL aut. of them,
lasten ! 1 have been rnnl{ing iuq:n'riE:ﬁ,
prul <omne ddawv, in the near fofure, o
ratleoad will, in all probability, be con-
-\.Irtlﬂ'uill rpsitn” _"|."ﬁ'|||' ].'1“[}.. Il.!.ﬁ \'H.]Ilﬂ,]rif_!'
B o, bk 0 will he worth infinitely

i€ aniimued on pege 28.)
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Hne 1.1.'Iﬁl'i_' thiek horn-
His goatee heard
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“THE SCHOOGLBOY BROADCASTERS!”
{roniinued from puge 24.)

e balle, everybody! D, Locke, the

Headmaster  of  Grevieiars, 'niill MW
conduet evening prayer. Adter that the
sention eidses down linally, Aud h.

Locke stopped guictly dito place. .

That pight in the Remove dormitory,
long after lights were snpposed to be
ont, Lhere were great things done,  As
saon as the broadeisters got bacek to
Lees frinrs the entive length and breadil
of the Bemove pasibge was raided for
tuck. Aml before the jumiors  werc
shepherded to bed, this was stealihily

conveved upstuirs to the donmitory, and,

stowed away beneath the beds. :

It was nol, peehaps in accordanee with
the best traditions for a Fifth-Former
to oncoarage a junior orgy. But Horace
Coker, learning with a deep shudder
how wearly they had all taken tho
long jump to eternity, positively n
sisbid upon being alldwed to weigh in
with a plum cake.  And Coker's’ ]plu!r:l-
cake wad recembered alfecticnately lov
weeks, LD was an ontsize tn plum-cakes
It was nearly, in fact, the father and
nother of all plum-cakes.  Though un
deniably he wus _several Kinds of &
e, of was equally undeniable also
that Horace Uoker possossed 2 heart of
wald, i i
HﬁHut that was not all.  For Ceol
Rewinald Temple went forthwith to the
Litelens, late as it was, and bribed the
cook into supplving hun with a ball-
dozenn cmses of minerals,  that thore
shionld be no lack of wine in the land of
the Remove dormiiory. ;

T and down the Remove studies, ail
enntributed to the coununon weal, Maul-
evreorer, a: it Lappened, had only thet
aftermonn o 1n o goodly supply of
ek, Manly had rather been expecling
an aunt. and the aunt lLad failed fe
maleriatise  When it was all assembled
and candles lighted, the spread was of
tealy  wagnificent proportions. so  tha
pven Billy Dunter " was satisfied, and
prosently iz pramblings that he  had
not been sllowed fo partner Ruossell
Greyfriars lenniz representative ceasmd,
antl he evon stopped mutiering aboal
heing kepe ool of the bropdeasting.

e
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And o My Quelch and Idr. Lecke,
talking togelher in v, Locke's stady
hefore tarning i, detecled cerlain an-
fnwful  noises  proceeding from the
direction of Lthe Bemave dormitory, why,
what was there to deo Lut smile one to
the other and affect net to hear?

And sappose behind the vell of ine
smile there was the trace of tears, who
could wonder? For Greviriars had been
nearcr to tragedy thal maght than pro-
bably « it had ever been. Most of ihe
broadeasters  themselves realised  fhat,
carcless and  thoughtless though they
ustably were. Bub in the hearts of Me.
":QLI'D‘{‘!I and Dr. Locke Lhere was o feel.
ing only of deep thankfuloess that dis.
aster had been averted,

THE EW.

(Fhere will be another topping long
complete story of Harry Wharlon £ (o,
o wexl AMonday's NMagKET, entitled :
g T:FIE FOOTPRINT IN PHE SAND !
Thiz e wilfl o down fike hof ealcos—
T wias 3, whalever you do, boys!t)
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\Conedinwed from pe riows poged

more when the ratlroad company ap-

proach you fo etther lease from you
or buy.’

“Waal,” remarked Hank qeaelly,
“he's dead now., He's shore paid th'

pemaliy, an' s0's lus foreman Al Did

all his ranch ruan wi’ him 7"

“No.  Only picked men, and even
they did not know all. Onle Al knew
him as Knuller az well as the Wolf.™

“Gosh " memored  Cal,  rising.
“Waal, us is shore obliped ter yol,
Mr. locke. T's bin a mighty loogh
trail, but yuh've won  throngh--you an'
th' boy. What're vore plans?®

“To-morrow.” replied Fervers Locke,
with n smile, “wo leave for England”

“That'll mean a new sheriff for Wol
Point,” grunted (Cal,

“.?El‘l! CReckon o2l vever gt sich
a dinghuster agie as Sheeilf Hender
son, " replied Jale heavkily:

“Yore rigin ™ lowgrhed Fluole 1
heek,  they've eotten s Blajosd polite
How :L}'.L'_n_*.':u'vel o shertff i Waoli Paint
thot o heenbre vaized Liis Tul foer e {oer-

night.  Gosh, T onesly fell oll’n my
ligas !
THE EXD.
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ANCGY Crazh ! Wallop !
w Tubby Barrell, the fat fellow
of the Fourth, gave a timmid
ratter-tat on the door of the
Head'a atudy. o

“ Come in ! growled the Head, in his
guttering tonew.

Tubby turned the hiandle, and stepped
jingerly into the sacred departmernt.
He was shaking inhis shooze, and he darted
a nervus glanes towerds Doctpr Birchematl,
who sat at hizs desk, biting his claw-like
finger-nalea. : "

“ You—1yonu sent for me, sir ¥ "' feltered
Tubby. ]

“ Right on the wicket ! " said ihe Head,
jenially. He rose lezzurely to his feet.
* Just hand me that birch.rod, Barrell t 7

* (Jh, erumba!" gasped the quaking
fat junior. ** You——you're not gong to

birch me, sir ¥ "' .

“0Oh, no!" said the Head, with
ermghing sarkazzam. 1 meerly want
the bireh-rod in order to sweep the cob.
weba off the gealing 1™

The Head's bantering tone then changed
to one of sollum sternness.

“ Hand me that birch-rod ! *" he repestad.
“Ta1 Now get acrozs that chair!™

Tubby Barrell blinked at the Head in
blank dismay. .

* But—but I hawven't dons anything
trrong, air!' he protested. “You've
not had a bad report about me, L take
" ; .

*No,” agreed the Head. *"But I
beleeve in doling out a joliy good birching
now and sgain, as a sort of preventive

mezzure, You knew the old saying,
Barrell ¥ *Spare the rod snd gpoil the
child "t "

“But I den'i fancy if, sir | ' said Tabby,
with a shudder. * And it duozzent do
me good, either. A fellow with my frail
and dellilcet constitution ought never to bo
birched, Let me off, sir, and send for
soraebody else ! Jack Jolly con atand o
birehing batter than I cen : and Merry and
Bright are pretty thick.skinned.”

“Enuff 1 said the Toad
% (lat aeross that chair £

Vervy reluctantly, Tuobby Barrell put
himself in & konvemient posture for
reseeving corporal punnishment.  For
goveral apggernized secomds he  waited
thusa, while the Head fondly cavessed the
instrument of toreher.

* Wislt he'd buck np and got it ovor !
thought the unhappy Tubby.

e Macsxer LaRrary.-—-No. 091,

stornly.

Lrs

The Head drew aside his gown, and swang

the birch back over his sholder, He was
about to bring it dewn u Tubby's
plump person, when suddenly there was
# whitning and a clanging from the corner
of the study. .

* Oh, bother the bedatly Eﬂw?wi:
growled the Head. " Ii's always inter-
fering with business."

He tossad the birch on to his desk, and
strode across to the tollyfone.

Tubby Barrell scrambled to hir feet,
hia hart beating high with hope. While
the Hand's back was turned, and he was,
engaged “at the .tellyfono, Tubbly might
find it poasible to slip.quistly out of the
atudy.

Tho Head picked np the ressever, and
with the aid of & bottle of gum, he glued
it to his ear. .

** Hallo ! ' he eggaclaimad.
calling ! ‘Who are you ™

A very grim voice sounded oveor the
wirea. :

* 1 am Mr. Tweedy, the tailor,” it anid,
“ Am T addressing Dootor Birchemall 1™

* Oh, erumba !’ gasped the Head, his
fdice blanching.

 Ard you, the doctor " insisted the
grim voico.

“¥.p-e-d," quavered the Head. *“"What
have you rung me up about, Mr. Twesdy 1 "'

“1 wish to speak to wou, air, in the
mattor of o pair of trowsis. A mmonth
ago, I supplied you with a puir of Oxford
baggs, made to mezzure.”

**Ah, yes! T hawve a dim reckerloction
af the transackshon,” mermered the
Head.

“Thoso trowsis,”

“ 3t. Sam's

zaacl My,

e er

“ Halla ! ' eggeclaimed Dr. Birchemall,

qluing the reseever to hig eare. 8¢.

Tweedy,

A  Sensashunal Side-splitting
Story of St. Sam’s.

his wvoiee grimmer than eover, ' are npot
yvet paid for

The Head groanod. He wipad his
perapiring brow with the sleevo of his
gOWI. .

" Tt—it wasz an oversite ! "' he mutterod.

**In that case,"” said Mr. Tweedy, *'1
suppose it will be &ll right for me to come
up to the school now and eollect the
munny ' : . .

“No, no!" %E"Em the Head. . *1—
er—hum—the fact is, Mr. Tweedy, I'm
not In & position to settle with youo at
the moment. I have beeq disappointed
about a postle-order I am eggspecting.
I will pay wheri I can; .but give me
time IV :

* I daresay the megistrate will
do that, when . you appesr
before him on & charge of :
obtaimlng a pair of
baggs by {alse pre-
tencea ! V' said Mr.
Twoody. :

* How much are
the troweia ¥ he  in-
quired. !

*.Three - end - eleven - three,””
waa the reply. ‘' They area s
Bond - Street cul, garantee

cial
not to

+ shrink when they go througlh the washtub,

You -had better find the munny at once,
Doctor Birchemall, or I shall have io take
mezzures,”

“But you've taken my mezaures
once ! ' said the Head.

“ ¥ mean different mezzures—mezzures
for the recovery of the dett;' said Mr
Tweedy, * But we need not discuss this
matter further on the tellyfone. I.am
coming up to the seohool right’ now, to
ecllect the dibba 1

“Hold on!” cried the Head swildly.
“I tell you, I cannot pay you gt the
moment ! ¥ou must give me a few years'
grace. Do you hear me, Mr. Tweedy "

But Mr. Tweedy had rung off.

Jith & deep groan, the Head stepped
away from the tellyfone, He [orgot,
in his agitation, that the rescever was still

lued to his ear; and as he stepped to

mmm desk, he dragged the whole box of
tricks pfter him, & instrumoent bumped
and clumped on the floor of the study.
With @ savvidge wrench, the Head
unstuck the reseever, and flung himsell
mto his chair. .

He did not notiss that Tubby Barrell
wea no longer in the study. He had
forgotton the fat junior’s eggsistence—
forgotten everything save this new trubble
whial threttened him.

Tt was no new eggsperience, for the Hoad

Sam's calling. Who are you 7 "?

to owe munny. He had eredditors

=cattered Uiwroughout the sivvilised world.
But most of them were too far away to
be able to call at St. Sam’s, and demend
their munny mwz..mu:m:m. Mr. Tweedy,
however, was a loenl man ; and the Head
bitterly regrefted his folly in dealing with
.ﬂ tradesman who lived practically next
OO0

“ h, why didn't I have the sense to
order my trowsis fromm New York, or
Hong Kong!* he cried. *“'Why was I
such a fool es to place my=eli in this man
Tweedy's power ¥ He will thretten and
abuse me ; he will be for ever waiting on
my doorstep. He may cven resort to
personal violence ! And supposing he
insigts  upon heving the trowsis ik,
n default of payment ¥ Dash it all, a
man of my dignity and importance can't
walk about in his pantz! A headmaster
iaking the Sixth Form in pants! It is
unthinkable ! %'

The Head was sitting at his desk,
chewing the cud of bitter refleckshun,
when the door-dpened, and Binding, the
ﬁﬂﬁﬂ-.ﬁﬂﬁ.—m IMla

" There's two blokes to gee you, sir,”
said the page. * A big bloke an' a little
bloke ! "

The Head frowned. |

* How many times have I told you not
to use that horrible word * blokes,” Bind.-
ing ! Bhow the coves in!" .

‘ith a jerk of his thumb, Binding
ushered in the Head's vizziters.
A tall; Mﬁﬂuli_u_.f&_ﬁﬂ& TN
stampe into the study,
leading by the hend =
fellow. of about four-
teen—a most nut-
tily -dressed
. youngster,
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*  Dr. Birche-

mall was about

‘té bring the birch

down upon Tubby's

plump person whan the

tallyfone -_ui__ started ring-
ngs

F

His coat fitted him fo perfeckshun ;
but the most remarkeble thing about
him waa his frowsia. They were wvery
brosd in the beam—ealmost naughtycal,
in fact. The Head, gaping &t those
amazing baggs, half eggspected their
wearer to'etart dancing a sailor’s hornpipe,
and singing :

“We sala on the geean blow,
And our sorcy ship's & bowty 1 *

The Head was atill staring at the youth’s
trowsis, when the big man’svoice suddenly
bhoomed in his ear.

“Tam Mr, Tweady, sir! T have comp,
g#a ‘per our tollyfone conversation, to
collect my dues—or, rather, my overdusa.
I will trubble you to fork out the-sum of
threa-and-eleven-threa ! 7
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| of & dettor’s

“ 1 am Mr. Tweedy, ths tailor. Those
Oxford baggs you had from me about a
month ago. Can | come up to the school
now and collect the munny for them 7"

The Heod sank back in his chair, with &
despairing jesturc.

“You are waisting wvour time, Mr.
Tweedy,” he said. ** Nothing would give
me pgreater plezzure than to squars up to
Was|m mean, with you-—but I am broke !

ut I prommis you that the moment my
postle-order comes I will
aceount.”’

Mr. Tweedy sneered.

“I've heard that teil before, sir,”” he
said. I might hava t0 wait donkeys’
voars before your postle-order turns up ;
and I don't propose to wait bnother hour |
I want my munny ! .

“¥You cannot get blud out of & stone,”
zaid the Head.

Mr. Tweedy shrugged his big sholders.

“There are more ways them ‘one of
killing a cat, or collecting a dett,” he said.
“ Unless you pay me at onee, I shall levy
distress upon you!”

The Head sighed.

“You've pgiven me onuff distress
alréady,” he esid. I wish from the
bottom of my hart that I'd never bought

settle  your

-these beestly bagga!l™

Mr. Tweedy larfed sardonically,

“Xou fail to grasp my mesning, sir.
Distross, in this case, moans the -wmﬁw:um
e el e
of payment."” ' The er glan COUE
$hin nindy, ot hevn Hoin: el ¥utt
here, Doctor Birchemall. Thiz Pershan.
carpet is & bewty ! It will look very mice

in my shop—eh, Cuthbert, 1 |

“ Yes, poppa!™ said the boy in the
bulging baggs.

**And these chaire look jolly cos
comiy,” went on Mr. Tweedy.
bookcase fires my fancy, too;

and

“to BAY

nothing of the hansom clock on the mantle-
peaca !

The Head jomped to lus feet, his face
agarst.

“You dare not touch my fernituwo !*
ha cried. “I got it on the higher-
purchass sistemn, and 1 must not  Le
rermoved T

“Well, well 1" gaid Mr. Tweody, in
tones of resiggnotion. “If T can't got
my pound of flash that way, I must tuie
it out of your hide!"

So saying, he stretched out hig powerin
erm, and picked up the birch-rod from the
Heond's desk. :

“ Now, then, DBirchomeall!" he said
briskly. * Toueh your toes !

The Head glanced wildly round tha
study, like a hunted animal.  He liad been
in & good many tight fixes in the corse
of hig eriminal caresr, bnt nover in such a
tight fix as ths,

To be birched in his own study, with bis
own birch-rod ; to suffer the shame and
vewmiliation of corporal punnishmoent.
upon his sacred person, in the pressenro
of this bratt of & boy. Ok, it was
galling.

The Head dared not ring for help, gr
the whole mizzerabls story would como to
light, and 8t. Sam’s would -know that its
headmaster wes weaning & pair of trowsis
which he had not paid for. He woull
nover be able to hold up his head again.

Mr. Tweedy swished the birch through
the air,

-* I sm waiting, Birchemall!" he said
grimly. .

- The Head turned to his crool credditer,
with outflong arma.

*Ie thera no alternative ' he eriod
horsely, “ I will do anything you wish,
Mr. Tweedy-—anything short of %ww..:

the munny ! Btate your terms, and I wil
faithfully adeer to them.! But spare mo
from fizzical violence; spare me from

being -walloped with my own birch-
rod | Anything but that ! It would be n
shoek from which my pride and digegnity

would never recover 1™

II,
mfuﬁﬂ.h....ﬂﬁﬁﬁﬂ laid down the birch-
) :..._‘:._ - Now we're talking ! "
he said. ‘' Shall I proseed to

“ That | state my terms 1

(Continued on next papge.)
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aptainasy I'il tip you the wink ! "

that this old fogey carrles out your wishea. Il he duxzent wangle me into ths



