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CECIL PONSONBY SPOILS THE RACE!

(A tense moment Tor the rival eights in this wesk's grand story of Harry Wharton & Co. at Qreylriars, insida.)
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HIGHCLIFFE V. GREYFRIARS ! Sixzteen blades strvil:e the waolter simullancously as the starier’s pistol breaks the
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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
The Challenge !

[ HEW !

P “Great pip! I'm melting !"
“Bame here! Groooch! It's
hot 17

Rather '™

The Greyfriars racing eight glided to

rest, and with a rippling swish of
feathered oars on the shining river,
eight red-faced and perspiring oarsmen
agreed that it was hot.

And it was—there was no doubt about
that! It was a drowsy September after-
noon—a clondless blue sky and swelter-
ing heat. On the shimmering Sark, and
under the broiling sun, rowing was
gruelling work. At all avents, the Re-
move crew at Greyfriars found it so
that afternoon, They groused, and even
voung (atéy, the coxswain of the Re-
move crew, groused also.

But practice was practice, and Harry
Wharton, skipper of the Junior Boats at
Greyfriars, was proving & hard task-
master. Heat or no heat, ho kept his

erspiring men up to scratch.  Haery
?‘thrtun took training very seriously.

On the shimmering river there was
hardly a craft to be seen save their
own, As a pleasure, rowing was de-
cidedly “off ¥ for that afterncon. Fel-
lows who had taken boats or canoces or
punts out that afterncon had tethered
them beneath overhanging  trees, or
drawn them up high and dry on prassy
banks. At their ease, in the welcome
shade, they lazily drowsed away the
afternoon  with nothing* but flies and
gnats to worry them.

There was no drowsing or rest, how.
over, for the Remove crew. Like gal-
ley slaves, they were kept to the job
in hand, and it was with gasps of decp
relief that the perspiring oarsmen
obeved young CGatty's shrill command
to " Easy, all!” at the end of the train-
ini spin, _ _

s the light “ship” glided to rest,
Harry Wharton twisted round in his
sliding-seat, and turned a grinning,
heated face to his crew, most of whom
were lving in various stages of collapse
gver their oars,

e

Mot bad!™ he remarked, with a
gasp. “Not bad, at all, 'vou chaps!”
“Not bad!"” echoed Bob Cherry, with
& groan, and purposely mistaking his
skipper's meaning. I call it jolly bad
—wicked, in fact! Grooch! Oh, for a
cool, grassy bank bencath a shady tree,
and gallons of foaming ginger-pop!™

“Hear, hear!”

There was a panting chorus of ?FEE'
ment with Bob's sentiments, and Harry
Wharton chuckled.

“I wasn't referring fo the heat, Bob,”
he grinned. “I was referring to the way
we're shaping, old chap. We did that
last streleh 1n great style”

“It wnearly proved to be my last
stretech ™ murmured Bob  Cherry.
“Great pip! There'll be nothing but
a wet splash on my seat soon !

“"Ha, ha, ha!'

“"You're soft, Bob—out of condition,™
grinned Harry Wharton. “What you
need is more exercise.”

“Oh, my hat!™ :

“And you're going to get it," went on
Harry grimly. “We did that last run
in spanking stvle; but I faner we can
do better.”

“ZHome other day, then!”

“No; to-day!" declared Harry Whar-
tou firmly. “We'll do the full course
back agan, and we'll put our beef into
it this time.”

“0Oh, help!

“ Great pip!”

A chorus of groans and dismal ejacu-
lations ran through the racing eraft.
They had expected that last “run™ to
end practice for the day, and Harry's
remarks filled them with dismay,

“Have mercy, Wharton!” pleaded
Vernon<Smith, from the bow thwart
“It's too thundering hot for rowing.
We'll ba melting and swamping thg
boat 1"

“ Rubbish !"

“Let's mutiny, vou chaps,” sugpested
Bob Cherry, in pretended desperation.
“Let's mutiny, and chuck the giddy
skippoer overboard ! Dritons never shall
be slaves!™

“Ha, ha! That's t£!"
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silence, sixteen yonthful oarsmen putl all they know inlo the stvokes that mean cither vietory or defeat. Whowins ¥

p———— ]

e

arton

& Co. of Greyfriars, introduc-

ing Frank Courtenay & Co., of
Highclifie.

By FRANK RICHARDS,

But even such terrible threats did not
move Harry Wharton., He was smil-
ingly deal to grumblez and expostula-
tions. He spoke to Gatty, of the S8econd
Form, and Gatty chuckled and ran his
eye over the crew.

“Are you ready?"”

A pathetic groan ran through the

boat, and there was a hurried doffing
of sweaters, as Gatty's shrill order rang
out. Next came the order to *Coma
forward !” which was obeyed instantly,
and the oarsmen settled down for the
further order to * Paddle!”
It never came, however, for as the
juntors waited, tense and expectant, a
sound reached their cars—theé measured
click of oars in rowlocks., The next in-
stant, another eight swept round a dis-
tant bend in the river, their blades
flashing and glistening as they rose and
fell in the sunshine.

“Half a minute, cox!” said Harry
Wharton, staring hard at the approach-
ing boat. “We're not the ﬂ'll}}’ chaps
out, then. Who the dickens are thess
fellows "

“Those Higheliffe bounders,” grinned
Frank Nugent, whose oyes were excep-
tionally keen. * They mmunst be as mad
as we are to be out now !

Harry Wharton's eves gleamed as he
watched the oncoming racing craft.

“Two's late, and bow's shavelling
frightfully,” he =zaid critically. “M
hat! We'll knock “em into a mc'km'\;
hat! Here's a chanee to show what
we can do, you fellows. Let's give
those chaps a run®”

*“Good whoeze !

At the thought of a race with the rival
school's crew, the juniors forpot the
heat, and their eves gleamed with eager
excitement. ‘The Foarth I'orm at High-
cliife had only recently formed a crew,
and the Remove were eager to test their
mettle,

As the Higheliffe boat swept towsavrds
them, Jdiarry Wharton sent a cheery
hail across the water,

“Ahoy, you eripples!" he called.
“Back pedal a minute, Courtenay, old
=on "
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Frank Courtenay,
of the Fourth at I-E hclhiffe, had already
“"hack-pedalled.” Even as Harry called
put, the racing craft slowed down, and
eight grinning faces were turned to-
wards the Grevfriars crew.

“Cheerio, Wharton!” shouted Court-
enay, a trille breathlessly. * What's the
giddy trouble? Want us to tow you
along ¥

“That's it, T bet!” grinned Benson.
“They're plaved out, poor little fel-
lows!  We'll tow "emi home, Franky.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!*

The Highcliffe crew laughed,
Harry Wharton lookéd grim.

“It isn't & tow we want, my pippins,”
he retorted, “but a race. What about
a race to the bridge, Courtenay? First
boat through the arches wins?'

“I thought that was the wheeze!”
grinned Courtenay. "1 was golng to
suggest that myself—at least, I was
going to suggest a sort of procession—
us leading the way and you ecripples
trying to catch us up.”’

“Dh rats!, Laugh away, you assesl”
grinned Harry Wharton. “We're keep-
ing our laughs until the race is aver.
Well, what about i£? Yeu'll want a
rest first, 1 suppose 1"

“Rot! We're ready, if you are!”

“Who's going to start us, though? 1
mgeests one of the coxes,”

“That's the wheeze!"” zaid Courtenay.,
“That kid of wours will do—young
Tubb., We cin trust him all serene !

“Right! Getr your boat ready, then!”
snapped Harry.

He nodded to young George Tubb,
and the fag’s volce rang out:

“Touch ber, bow!™ ;

A single stroke of bow’s oar straight-
ened the Greyfrizrs boat, and in less
than a minute both boats had been
jockeyéd into position by the orders of
the cox. Then the fag's keen glance
gwept across the river, and, when guite
satisfied that both boats were level his
ghrill voice went up again:

“Are you ready? Gol”

A single . simultangous

and

splash  of

blades, and they were off, both boats

getting away well, At the end of the
guick start gﬂﬂi boats were dead level,
and they remained so for fifty yards,
and then the Greyfriars eraft began to
edge to the fore.

“(io it, you cripples!” hewled Tubb
gleefully. “Youw're leaving ‘em! Well
rowed !

There was little doubt about that, and
the vells and exhortations of the High-
clife cox beecame frantic. The High-
cliffe erew quickened desperately.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Saving the Major !

1 O it, Groviriars [ yelled George
G Tubb. “Up, up, up! Bend io
it, old sons! Great pip! The
beggars are creeping up again |

Pull your socks up!”

To the accompaniment of howls and
vells from the cox of both boats the
race wont on, searcely a foot to choose
between tha rivals now.

And slowly even that distance waa
eaten up as the Higheliffe spurt sent
their ship inch by inch enward, gradu-
ally reducing the Greyfriars lead,

‘]'F]:my wera level at last, and for the
next few lengths the race was ding.dong,
neither crew retaining an inch gained.
Harry Wharton & Co. were more than
a littie surprised and startled, They had
heard the Ill-{i heliffe erew were & fairly
hefty crowd, but they had not expected
them to put up such a good tussle.
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the genial captaing

The old stone bridge was in sight now,
and both crews had settled down to the
grim strugele in deadly earnest.

"Tw-:r.fumdrcd & more!” yelled
Tubb excitedly. “Great pip! Get on
it, you lot of Hopping pillow-slips. Pick
it up! Up, up, up!”

rry Wharton spurted then, apd his
men picked it up with a will. Young
Tubb's velling became triumphant as
once again the Greviriars ship began to
edge slowly to the front.

Courtensy, in his turn, spurted then,
and his men responded, every man
rowing all out. The muscles on their
backs swelled as they stooped and swung
and drove desperately. But, try as they
would, they could neot regain an inch.
There was a good length between the
boats now, and the Greviriars herocs
looked likoe keeping it. _

“Keep it up, you cripples!” hooted
coung  Tubb  gleefully. “My  hat!

ouw've got 'em! Only fifty yards now,
chaps! Now! Give her ten!. One—two

. —-threae——"

Younyy Tubb never finished counting
ten, for just at that moment his eyes
glimpsed snmething ahead, &nd he
stopped- counting suddenly, to give vent
to an angry howl at the top of his shrill

Great Scoft!

voicn

“ Boat ahead! Out of
the way there, you idiots !”

At the same moment the Higheliffe
ecox also gave & howl, using practically
the same words as Tubb had used. For
just emnerging leisurely from one of the
arches of the bridge was a small skiff
full in the coursa of the racing boats.

'There was just .time for the pleasure
craft to get out of the way, and both

coxes naturally expected it to do so

after that wild yell of warning.
But the pleasure-craft made no
attempt to do so. At the sculls a youth

was seated—an elegantly-attired  youth

sporting an eyeglass—and he seemed
obhlivious of the apprauchinﬁ Tacers.

Pulling idly at either scull alternately,
the " youth sent his boat =zig-zageging
across the river, making it impossible
for eithor Tubb or the Higheliffe cox
to tell what side he intended to take.

There was nothing else for it but to
stop the race, and both coxes acted in
the nick of time.

“ Kasy all! Hold her! Back her, bow
and two!”

The arders came in frantic yells from
both coxes, and their crews obeyed
prum‘ftlz.r. realising something was wrong
ahead.

Amid a swishing and splashing of
hurriedly-plied blades, the two boats
pulled up, and the carsmen, panting and
exhausted;, twisted in their seats, and
looked ahead. _

As they recognised the three figures in
the rowing-boat that had stopped them
their faces darkened, and theve avose
angry exclamations.

“ Ponsonby 1"

“That ﬂmf Ponsonby !

“He's stopped us on purpose,
rotter!" :

“The howling spoil-sport !

CAs the angry yells went up, Ceeil
Ponsonby—for the youth at the sculls
was he—turned, and smiled blandly at
the two racing-boats a few yards from
him.

“Good gad!™ he gasped, in pretended
surprise. “Are we in the way of you
fellows? Bo sorry!”

There was a soft chuckle from Gadshy
and Vavasour who were lounging in the
stern, and Harry Wharton's face wont
dark with fury. To be robbed of victory
at the last moment like this was dis-
appointing, to say the least of it. Mlore-
aver, knowing Ponsonby's reputation as

the

alarm.

‘as they like

| & cad and spoilsport, Harry did no

doubt for a moment that he had stopped
the race purposely. The Highcliffe cad
would know full well that the boats
would have to stop—their cozes would
never dare to risk smashing up ‘theie
{rail craft in a collision,

“¥You—you howling rotter, Ponl™
thouted the Greyfriars skipper. *"This
18 another of your rotien tricks!™?

“My dear man,” remarked Ponsonby
pleasantly. “What are you talking
sbout? Do you happen to have pur-
chased the dashed river, Wharton 7%

“You stopped the race on purpose, out
of spite, you cadl”

“What an idea!” said Ponsonby,
grinning at his chums in the stern.
“They think we stopped the race, you
fellows! Fancy that, now! Did you
chaps see these strenuous merchants
coming !

“Not at all!” said Gadsby,

* Absolutely not!” chimed in Vava-
sOur,

“"There you are!”
blandly. “These cha
coming, 80 how coul
to you—eh "

“Yeou rotten fibber!” yelled young
Tubb indignantly., “You saw us when
yvou came through the bridge, and then
vou started dodging about from sida
to side! Yah! You beastly spoilsport!™

“That's it I agreed the Highcliffie cox
warmly, “The cads must have heard
us yelling, anyway! ‘It was done pur-
PDSBlI -!u

“Of course it was!” shouted Harry
Wharton angrily. '"Look hore, you
chaps, we're going to make those cads
sit up for this! They might easily have
caused a serious accident and a lot of
damage! Let's duck the sweeps!”

“Good egg! After them!”

said Ponsonby
didn't see you
I with my back

“Touch her, bow "side! Come for-
ward [
Tubb gave his orders quickly, ar

Pousonby & Co. realised their drnngn.r
a8 the Greyfriars ocarsmen stooped to
their oars. with the obvious intention of
pulling towards the skiff.

““Here!"” roared Pnns-unh:g, in great

“1 tell you we didn't know you
chaps were coming, hang wyou! Look
here, Courtenay, back your ewn school
up! Don't lot thosoe Groviriars cads do
|28

Bui if Ponsonby had hoped for rescuas
from Courtenay & Co., he was soon dis-
illusioned,

“You rotten sweep!" snorted Courta-
nay. “Back yon up—eh? If those Grey-
friavs chaps don’t duck you, we will1”

“Yes, rather!”

“0Oh gad! Get the dashed boat round,
you chaps!"

Ponsonby gritted his teeth, and, prabe
bing his miﬁia, he fmirly wrenched his
boat round. Ile was always on the
woritk of terms with Courtenay & Co.,
and he knew there was no help for him
from that quarter now.

There was still a chance te reach the
shore and escape if they were smark, and
Paonsonby meant to be smart. A rowing
gight wis not an casy boat to handle,
and he felt fairly confident of being
able to pive his encmies the slip,

I'onsonby, however, hadn’t counted
on accidenls,

The rascally Higheliffe junter pulled
fa_-ant.ica.lif for the bridge, and the Grey-
friarg eight pulled in pursuit.

“Look out, cox!”™ warnod Harry
Wharton, glancing over his . shoulder.
“He's making for the bridge, hoping to
slide along the stonework, where wo
can't follow! TIie'll do uws yet if we
aren't 3]111}!‘13'

Wharton's snspicion was soon proved
to be right. On reachine tha firsk arch
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abruptly and shot alongside the stone-
work towards the second arch.

S Easy, all! Hold her, chaps!™

The Greyiriars ei ht pulled up
promptly, as did the Higheliffe eight
which was creeping up behind, It was
just at that moment the accident Pon-
sonby hadn’t counted upon happened.

Ho engrossed was Ponsonby in  his
frantic offorts to cscape that he failed
to hear or hoad the chug-chugging of a
rapidly approaching motor-launch. It
WAS B WaATning ‘sl:ell from Harry Wharton
that awokened him to the danger.

" Look out, Ponsonby, you fool I'*

Ponsonby saw it then—a small motor-
launch just shooting under the shadowy
half-circle of the second arch. At the
same instant the man at the helm of
the tiny launch—an elderly man in
white flannels and panama hat—gave a
wild yell ag he glimpsed the skiff moving
scross his path.

Quick as lightning the old gentleman
swung the tiller round, and the launch
swerved violently, missing ramming the
skiff by a hairbreadth.

But though it missed ramming the

skiff, it did not miss it altogether,
catching it & glancing blow thaf caused
the skiff to lurch violently, bringing

yelps of fear from its ocoupants.

at was not all. As the launch
struck the skiff the sudden jolt caused
the old gentleman to loose his hold on
the helm.

The result was disastrous. TUnecon-
trolled, the launch swopt round in =
halfcircle and smashed into the wall of

bridge.

Crash !

“(Good Harry

harton.

With a splintering crash the little
launch struck the stonework, and s
slender bows crumpled up like card-
board. In a flash it had sunlk, leaving
ita occupants—the elderly man and a
young girl—struggling in the water,

"Et’g %Iigjﬁr ;.I:"}'l}:'ﬂsiler and his niece [
panted Harry arton, jumping up in
the racing-shell, “Help me, jgau%hal]‘;a s

Without further ade Harry Wharton
dived over the side and went forging
towards the spot. In a flash BDob Cherry,
Johnny Bull, Vernon-Smith, and every
man of the crew Jeft their craft to take
oare of itself and went in after Harry.

At the same moment from the High-
elifie boat eame a sucecession of splashes
as Frank Courtenay led his mon to the
rescue, also.

“0Oh gad!” gasped Ponsonby.

Like his chums, Gadsby and Vavasour,
Ponsonby stood up in their rocking boat,
staring hellpies.alf at the struggling
figures in the water. It never seemed
tp occur to them to attempt o resecue—
or, if it did, they did not care to risk
their skin.

By this time the launch had vanished

heavens!”  gasped

m‘mglelﬂtf, and only the heads and
shou

ders of Major Thresher and his
riece showed 4n the shadowy water be-
peath the arch, The {allér.pt old gentle-
man was Eu{spar{f.mg the girl, though it
was ohvious
to support himself,

“Leava har to me, sir!” panted Harry
Wharton, forging up like a hungry pike.
“AI right, sir! TI've got her!”

He todk the little girl from Major

hresher's  reluctant  clasp, and  just

ent Dob Cherry and a swarm of eager
helpers came forging up.

“The Dboat, Bob!™ gasped Harry
Wharton, treading water. “Cet the
boat—quick ™

Johnny Bull, the Dounder, and Peter

Todd had already swum to the help of L

¥ as much as he could do
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ol the stone bridge the skiff turned

il

Ul

' - L |

“* It's Major Thresher and his niece ! ** panted Harry Wharton,
chaps ! " Without further ade, Wharton dived over the side and went forging
towards the spot. (See Chapter 2.)

“ Help me, you

the gallant old soldier, and Bob obeyed
his cglum in a flash.

A few swift strokes took him to the
Highcliffe skiff, and after a moment's
gtruggling he managed to clamber over
the gunwala. Then he snateched the
sculls from Ponsonby's nerveless grasp.

In vext to no time he had the light
eraft round, and a couple of pulls sent
it gently towards the struggling figures
in the waler.

By this time Courtenay and his men

‘ware on the spob, and tha rest was easily

accomplished. " Sending the trembliu
Ponsonbhy sprawling among the legs a%
hiz chums in the stern, Bob leaned over
the sida, and, with many eager hands
to help, lifted the girl into the boat.
Then he helped Major Thresher into the
boat, also.

Luckily, the boat was a roomy one,
and the old warrior and his niece col-

lapsed on the floorboards in two drip- |

ping, gasping heaps.

But, though wet through and ex-
hausted, they were obwviously hLittle the
worsa otherwise for their immersion.

“Good gad!™ gasped Major Thresher,
his moustaches dripping and drooping
like the whiskers of & walrus. *“ Thisg—
this is the limit! You ell right, Phyllis ?
My dear girl—"

“Right asa rain—only wetlar, uncle!™L

Ponsonby.

said the girl, coughing a little. BSha
was already smiling, and Bob Cherry
eyed her nci'mirin_;n;]y. “What a ripping
adventure, uncle [

The major stared at her as if about
to have an apoplectic fit.

“Ripping adventure!” he hooted.
“My deéar girl, it was an exceeding
narrow escape for both of us! An
what about my boat—heay 7"

“ Accidents will happen, unecle—"

“ Accidents—bosh 1" snorfed the irate
major, glaring round him. “It was

“duie ‘to nothing less than criminal care:

lessness and reckloss buffoonery. What
d’you menn by it, hey?” he hooted,
glowering at Ponsonby & Co. in the
stern. “What d'you mean by acting

“the 'fool in the middle of the river like

that, confound you 1™

“It wasn't our faults, sir,” mutterad
“It was these [ellows—they
were chasing us, or it wouldn't have
happened.™

“I guessed az much !” snapped Major
Thresher. “Gad! You'll hear more of
thiz, my fine fellows! My dashed boat
gone, and-—"

“Bhsll T pull you ashore, &ir?"” inter
rupted Bob Cheérry politely. “You're
both rather wet, you know. There's an
mn just by the bridge.™

SGool gkl OF fotrse widse ek
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ang. led the major. " Put us ashore at

onee, wvou young rascal! Drenched
through, and my beat gone, begad!
You're swre youre all right, Phyllis,

my dear?”

“Quite all right, uncle!” ]nuﬁhed the

irl, smoothing her wet and bedraggled

air. “It's teo bad of you to slang
these boy: who saved wus, though,
unele, ™

The major grunted, and glowered at
the jumiors as Bob Cherry pulled the
boat &wiftly shorewards. The danger
was over now, and most of the carsmen
roeturned to their boats. DBut Harry
Wharton and his chums, with Courtena
and the Caterpillar, escorted the ski
to the bank, and helped the wrathy
major and his niece to alight.

After thanking the juniors smilingly,
the cdrenched but cheery TPhyllis was
rushed up to the inn by her uncle, wav-
ing her bedraggled hat behind her at
the juniors as she went,

“My hat!” grinned Harry Wharton,
staring after her. “Isn't she a brick?
Many a girl would have wvelled blue
murder &t getting wet, never mind i!;:rli}'
nearly drowned. DBut—— Obh, my hat!
Thhe old major will play Hamlet over
this.”

“Bure to!” gmoaned Bob Cherry.
“We ghall get blamed as much as that
cad Pon.”

Frank Courtenay nodded,

“1e lives just next to Grevfriars,
doesn’'t he?” he grinned.

* Our next-deor neighbour!” groaned
Harry. “"And he's hot siufi—always
grousing to the Head about something,™

“Doesn’t seem- to like ns smashing his
cucumber-framos with ericket-balls and
footballs,” grinned DBob Cherry. " Any-
viay, if we arve booked for trouble, we
c¢an make sure of one consolation.”

“What's that?"

“We can do what we intended to do,”
said Bob, turning to Ponsenby & Co.,
who wore still in the boat. *“We ecan
give these cads a thundering good duck-
ing. At 'em, chaps!™

*What I 1"

A glance showed that the major and
his niece had vaniched into tllm inn
chove the bridege, and Harry YWharton
and Courtenay both nodded their agree-
nent to Bob's suggestion.

“Here, what's this game?” yelped
Ponsonby, as the ﬂniﬂrﬂ Jumped into
the boat again, “Look here——"

But the oarsmen did not stop to
“lock here.” They grabbed Ponsonby
& Co., ono by one, and sent them head-
foremost over the side.

There were three distinct and hearty
splashes as the Higheliffe cads soused
under to the accompaniment of terrified
vells, and then the juniors jumped
sshore sgain and started fo pelt the
struggling Higheliffie cads as they tried
desperately to wade ashore.

Turf after turf rattled about the once
elegant heads of the Higheliffe dandies,
and theie yolls of pain and fury brought
only yells of laughter [rom the rival
earsmen. For onee Greyfriars and
Higheliffe combined forced against the
spoil-sports,

They had mercy on the three juniors
at last, however, and leaving Ponsonby
& Co. to bemoan their plight, the oare-
mer dived inte the river again and
swam towards thoir boats,

It wae no easy matter to regain their
placez in the slender ships, but they
managed 1t at last without aceident, and
then both crews turned and started back
down river. For that afterncon the
race wes decidedly off, and hoth crews
were angry and disappointed in conse-
quenee. The ducking of Ponsonby &
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Co. had certainly been some little satis-
faction, but Harry Wharton & Co., at
all cvents, felt that the matter was not
dane with, They knew the peppery old
major only too well, and they fully ex-
pected that trouble would follow from
that guarter.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Great News !
i HARTON I
" Yes, Wingate?”
“Head’s study at once,
kid I

“0h, my hat! That's dane it "

Harry-Wharton & Co. looked at each
other and groaned.

It was some time since the Homove
crew had returned to Greyfriers, and
the Famous Five were just clearing tea
away In Study No. 1, whén the captain
of Greyfriars looked in  with that
SONNoNS message.

To the alarmed juniors the summons
to the Head’s sarctum could only mean
one thing—that Major Thresher pro-
posed to call them to account for the
accident on ‘the river.

“What's the matter, Wingate I asked
Harry, anxious to make sure. “Is it
trouble

“¥You'll know soon enough, kid,™
smiled Wingate. “Cut along—sharp
now. ™

“Is Major Thresher with the Head,
Wingate i ;

“Hallo! You've got a guilty con-
sclence, then, Wharton ?” grinned the
captain, “No; the major’s just gone.”

“Oh dear!”

Wingate grinned and departed.

“Belter just tell the facts, I suppose,”
growled Harry Wharton, “We ncedn't
mention the names of Pon or his pals,
blaw them !

“Dash it all, it's & bit thick if we got
blamed for it!"” grunted Johnny Bull.
“It was Pon’s f{ault—though the old
buffer himself couldn’t have been keop-
mg much of a look-out,”

“That’s s0,” agreed Harry. “Byt,
after all, we wore chazing Ponsonby,
and it will look like larking to the
Head. You know how strict he is about
fellows not acting the goat on the river,
Anyway, I'd better buzz off.”

ith  another dizmal groan, Harry
Wharton hurried to the Head’s stody.
He found Dr. Locke alone, and he was
astonished to be greeted with a genial
smile by that scholastic gentleman.

“Ah, Wharton,” began the Head,
fairly !hea.min at the surprized junior.
“I have just had a visit from our neigh-
bour, Major Thresher., He has just
told me of the acecident on the river this
afternoon, my boy.”

" ¥-yes, sir.”

“1 was very pleased and gratified in-
deed,” went on the Head, “to learn that
boys of this school were parily instru-
mental in rescuing the major and his
niece from a position that might have
had wvery serions consequences. The
major has assured me, Wharton, that
but for your timely intervention, the
accident would almost cortainly have
ended in a tragedy.”

“0Oh, sir!”

* Naturally,” proceeded the Head,
smiling, “Major Thresher iz most en-
thusiestic in regard to your conduct,
and insists upon showing his appreeia-
tion in & practical manner. To thiz end,
after conzultations with Dr. Voysey, of
Highelifie, and myself, he has decided
to offer a silver cup to be rowed for by
crews chosen from the Fourth Form of
both schools,”

“0Oh!" gasped Harry.

He was thunderstruck.

“HBoth Dr. Vorsey and myself think it
an excellent iden,” smiled Dr. Locke.
“He has agreed with me that all
arvangements for the race shall be left
in the hands of the juniors themsclves
to decide wpon. I trust that Greyfriars
will have the honeur of winning the cup,
Wharton.”

“Oh—ch, yes, sir!” stammered Harr
Wharton, lus eycs glistening, *“It's
splendid and awfully decent of tha
major, sir. Dloes it mean that both
Forms aro to compete, sir—the Upper
Fourth and Lower Fourth?"

“I presume that je the major's inten-
tion,” said the Head. *1 have alread
discussed the matter with Mr. Quele
and Mr. Capper, who agree with me
that representative orews from the
Upper Fourth and the Roamove can meet
at an earlier date to decide upon the
erew to row in the race against High-
eliffe.  That is all, Wharton. I have
posted o notice on the board in Hall re-
lating to the matter already, but as you
wero apparcntly the leading spirit in
this afterncon’s adventure, I felt it
would give me great wpleasure to con-
gratulate you personally on your gallant
behaviowr, Wharton.”

“0h, thank you, sir!” stammered
Harry Wharton, And az the Head
nodded & smiling dismissal the captain
of the Remove backed nervously out of
the study.

Outside the door, however, Wharkon's
nervousness vanished, and fie executed
an impromptu dance of delight. It was
amazing news, but  undoubtedly true
enough. Instead of trouble, nothing
but good had resulted from the accident
an the river. He could scarcely under-
stand 1t  yet. Instead. of playin
Huamlet, as they had fully expected,
the gallant old major h abviously
vigited the Head only to ‘Fraisﬂ_ and
cxpress his pratitude.  And if he had
cxplained the facts, ho had not, appar-
ently, sttached the slightest blame to
the Ii%ernm-e oarsmen or Courtenay and
his men,

Qutside in the passage Harry's chums
were anxiously awaiting him, and they
eyed their leader's extraordinary actions
in astonishment.

“What the thump does this mean
Harry " ejacolated DBob Cherry. wi
expected the giddy Head would make
you dance, but not like that, old chap.”

Harry Wharton stopped dancing and
cxplained the position excitedly.

“Well, my hat!” breathed Frank
Nugent. “Who would have expected
the old buffor to take it like that”

“T always said hizs bark waz worsoe
than his bite,” grinned Bob. “And I
rather faney that brick of a niece of his
has talked him round—what{”

“¥Yes, rather "

“T think so, too,” agreed Harry gleoa-
fullg. *“'This is O.K., chaps. Wae wanted
a race with Higheliffe, and now we've
got it—with something worth racing for,
too. It's great.™

“We haven't licked Temple's lot yet,
though,” #rinned Johnny Bull warn-
ingly. *They're a tough handful.”

“Rats! We'll lick them all serene,™
said Harry confidently. " Here, lot's
go and talk things over with them now.”

W and SRR B

The juniors wended their way in an
oxcited erowd to the Upper Fourth
passage, and knocked at the door of the
study accupied by Temple, Dabney, and
Frv, the cheery leaders of the Upper
Feurth,

All thres TFourth-Formers were at
home, and they jumped up in alarm as
tha Removeo juniors filed into the room.
Temple promptly grabbed the poker,



EYERY
MONDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE "‘l'
TWOPENCE.

Dabney picked up a handy ericket-
stump, while Fry grabbed a cushion
and held it at the readw. There was
always a state, more or Jesz, of warlare
between the rival Forms, and a visit in
force by Removites could only have one
meaning for Temple & Co.

“All serene, Temple, old dear,” said |

Harry Wharton, with a laugh. “¥You
can put that giddy poker down. No
need to get fnghtened—"'

"Wha's Inghtened?” snorted Temple,
"You cheeky little kids——"

"MNot so much of the kids, Temple,”™
enid Harry, looking suddenly grim, *1
said you'd no need to be afraid, old
chap. It's pax. We're here on n peace-
ful mission.”

“Then chuck hinting that we're alraid
of you kids,” sniffed Temple darkly, “ or
you'll jolly zo0on find it a far from peace-
ful mission, my lad. What's the trouble,
anyway, youngster?”

Harey Wharton Lreathed hard, as did
his chums.  Beeause Ceecil Reginald
Temple and his chums belonged to the
Upper Fourth—a Form higher than the
Remove —they were wont to assume airs
of superiority, and to look down on the
Removites as mere fags, & fact that was
a cause of condless rows. hetweoen the
juniors of other Forms.

DBut az he waz anxions to get the
arrangements for the boatrace sottled,
Harrr decided to overlook Temple's
avorbearing manncr for once.

“It's about the boatrace,”™ he said. “1
muippose vou chaps have heard the news
—about Major Thresher's cup, T mean ™

Clecil Reginald grinned and  theew
down the poker.

“Oh, that!" he remarked carclessly.
#My dear man, we've not only zeen the
notice on the notice-board, but wo've
already cleared & epace on tha sztudr
mantelpicee to hold the cup.”

“Why, you cheeky. cocky nss—"'

“"Why not?™ nasked Temple blandly.
“We're absolutely  eertain to knock
Courtenay’s lob of tub-pnllers into a
cocked hat, aren't we? T dan’t eall it a
boatrace: it's just the kind gift of a
silver cup from the major to us.”

"But what about uwe?' hoated Dol
Cherey. “You cheeky diot——"

Ay dear man, I wasn't considering

1 n]mps at all,” said Ceeil Reginald,
inn pretended astonishment. “ Yon don't
mean to suggest that you youngsters are
thinking of trying to %ﬂg that cup®

“*You—you—"

“I1f you are,” went on Temple kindly,
“do ecut it out. TDrop the silly idea.
You Remove kids are amusing enoupgh
without posing as oarsmen. You'll make
evervbody split their sides when wou
get monkerving about with cars. I'm
blest if I know why the boats committes
allow vou youngsters to go out in any-
thing but a punt.”™

“Ha, hn, ﬁa‘." -

Fry and Dabney roarved at the expres-
sions on the faces of Harry Wharton &
Co. They were simply glowering at the
humorous Cocil Reginald.

“You—vou silly owl!” hooted Harry
Wharton, getting his lbreath at  last,
“You—you checky cad!  Why, we've
licked you coneeited Upper Fourth fops
before, and we'll do it again.”

"My dear little follow, please don't
show your 'iekle temper like that,” said
Temple soothingly, “Now run away
and play marbles,  T.eave aports like
rowing to your elders.”

" ¥ou—voru——"

e run away., there's good kids™
paid Tomple, waving his hand.  “Your
fag tronlles don’'t interest us,  Yar
resol ! Ow-wow! Groongh!™

Ceeil Reginald’s bland remark: ended
in a fiendish yell as ITarry Wharton's

sald Harry Wharton, grinning.
peaceful mission I

Temple & Co. jumped up in alarm as the Removites filed Into the study.
grabbed up the poker ; Dabney picked up a handy crickei-stump ;
grabbed a cushion and held it at the ready.
““No need {o get frightened—we're here on a

—|

Tem
while
“ All serene, Temple, old dear !

{See Chapler 3.)

fist smote his rather uptuened nose. The
Famons Five liad rome on a peacefil
mission, bub there was a limit. And
Cecil Reginald had passed that lint,

With his hamndsoine nose running crim-
son, Temple staggered back, howling,
and his chums=1labney and Fry—also
howled the next instant az Dob Cherry
and  Johnny  Dall  followed Harry's
example and vapped them on  their
1‘{‘5[}0'-"‘['"'-"(‘ NOERS,

“That's right, von chaps!” snapped
IMTarry Wharton., *Mop the thumping
study  with the conceited cads! YWe'll
tearh Ihe silly swanks fo lord it over
ns! Take that to go with the Liff on
fhe boko, Ceorl, old mant™

And Tewmple took it—a hearty thump-

in the chest that zeated him with a
thump on the carpet.  He jumped up in
a fash, however, a warlile gleam jn lus
CYOF.

“Back up. you
furionsly. * Ioscue,
This way, Fourth!
vheeky Ing ™

Tlis  fist clumped  home on ITarry
Wharton's chin, and the nest moment
the two leaders of the rival Formz were
vunching each  other frequently,  and
bhard. Dy this Lime Tob l'imr']‘}' ancl
Johnny Bull were at grips wilth Thabneyx
and Fry, and the fon grew Fast an
furious.

Cecil Repinald's voll for aid had been

chaps " he  wolled
Fourt i—roeeuo !
Take that, vou

heard, for there saonded 1the opening of

doors and a rush of feet in the pessago
without,

“Quick !" gasped Ilarey Wharkton, as
he heard the ominous sounds. ** Lock
that blessed door, somwone, or wo're
done! Oh, my hat!"

Dut Frank Nugent and Hurree Singh
had already realised the danger, and in
n fash Frank had jumped to the door
andd Jocked it Then they piled in to
aid their clhums. The Famous Five
woere trapped in the enemy’s country.
but they were resolved to rag Temple &
Co., nevertheloss,

There came a sudden thumping at the
locked door, and Temple velled again
for atd uutil Harry Wharton rammed a
handkerchicf into his  open, yelling
mounth.

It was soon over, With the odds ak
ive to three, the Fourth-Formoers stood
no chance whatover, and in a very few
soconds they were flat on the carpet,
with the trinvmpbant Removites scabed
on their heaving choests,

“Liive 1, vou theeky cada!™ panked
[Tarry Wharton, *“1lere, let's tie the
idiots up, chaps!  Wo've got to go
through it before we get ont of here, I
suppose, =0 we'll make these beauties go
through it first I

“Ma, ha! Yea!™

After a brief, frantic struggle, tho
hands: of Toemple & Co. were scotured
Boehind thewn, amd then IMarry  looked
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about him for inspiration. His eye
caught sight of the fireplace, and, leav-
ing Frank Nugent to attend to the
prieoner, he walked across and scraped a
handful of soot from up the chimney.

“Gug-grooh ! choked Temple frantic-
ally. * Don't shove that beastly stuff—
grooch 1—on me ! ;

But Harry was unrelenting. He drew
an_artistic moustache acress Temple's
wripgling features, finishing up giv-
ing the Fourth leader a pair of side-
whizkers in soot. Then he walked over
to Dabney and Fry, and tréated them
likewise,

“There ! grinned Harry., “You're
always calling ns kids, and fancying
pourselves ancient johnnies! Now you.
really look the part of giddy ancients
with those whiskers and moustaches !’

“Ha, ha, ha!*

The three hapless Fourth-Formers
looked sights, and the Removites roared
at them. But Harry was not satisfied
vet: After fumbling for some rmoments
In the study cupboard, he brought cut
a jar of jam, a tin of treacle, and &
pot of bloater-paste.

In & handy basin Harry ecarefully
mixed a quantity of each; afterwards
adding generous amounts of mustard,
salt, and pepper—to “taste,” as he ex-
pressed it )

Armed with the basin_and a spoon,
Harry walked over to his rival. He
scooped out a spoonful of the hurrlhila
mixture and held it out above Temple's
sharing eycs. .

i H{Er,bﬂumﬂ, old scout,” he remarked

pleasantly, “vou're going to say you're-

gorry for having libelled us by calling
ue kids and fags! Are you sorryf™

Harvy snatched the handkerchief from
his rival's mouth, and Ceecil Reginald
spluttered, ]

“ Mo, you howling rotters!” he
“T'Il ba hanged—— Groooh !
mam ¥ .

He spluttered frantically as Harry
shoved a spoonful of the mixture into
hie open mouth. .

“That's to be going on with!" re-
marked Harry cheerfully. “Are you
sorry, Cecil?”

«“(rooh! Rotters! Will I thump—
Ow! Take that beastly stuff—why, lll,,l
—here—yes, T'm sorry !' Oh, you cads!

“Yeu're sorry! Good!” grinned
Harry. *“He's sorry, you chaps! And
the Remove is top form, isn't it, Cecil,
dear boy "

“Grooch! No, you cads!
I just— Heére—mum-m-mum

’]I.‘e:mple.’s defiant outburst ended once
again in a frantic mumbling and gurg-
1:'r'|g:h a3 Hnrfr:,-l Wharton gave him
ancther spooniul.

“ Are we top dogs?” asked Harry re-
morselessly.

“Ow-ow !

ing—— Ow!

a-a.]:i-eﬂ.
um-me-

Oh, won't

[H'

Grocoh ! No, you howl-
I mean, yes, yesl!”

“That's good enough, then!” said
Harry, with satisfaction. “He's ad-
mitted we're top dogs, you chaps.
HRemember that, won't you!”

“Ha, ha! Yes, rather |”

“And now about this boatrace busi-
ness,” went on IHarry., “We came to
discuss asrrangements with you, Ceeil,
and we may as well discuss them now.
What about the date, old chap?™

“Ow! You—yon rotters!” gasped
Cecil Reginald, wiping his mouth des-
perately with his handkerchief. * Oh,
won't we just make you sit up for this!
Wait, wvou cads! You won't laugh
when these chape outside get you. You
can’t eecape !

Cecil Reginald Temple was wrong
thore. Even as he spoke, the thumping
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by the rescue-party at the door suddenly
ceasod, and a voice was heard,
“QOpen this door,

I¥youn
licar me ™

Temple !

"Wingate !” Fﬂ.ﬂped Harry Wharton.
“h, my hat!’

“Hetter open it!” groaned Bob
Cherry.

_ Haitry crossed to the door and opened
it. Into the study walked Wingate, and
he almost fell down at sight of Templeo
& Co.'t extraordinary appeararice.

“Well, you young rascals,” he gasped,
“up to your games again, eh? Yhat's
this game, Wharton? What are you
chaps doing here, anyway "

“Wa came to discuss the boatrace,
Wingate,” said Harry. meckly. " Just a
peaceful visit, you know !

“OhY ejaculated Wingates, staring at
Temple & Co., “it looks like it, kids!
Well, you can take fifty lines each for
kicking up a disturbance here, Wharton.
Cut thosa fellows loose at once!™

“ ¥es, Wingate !”

The Removites released their fumin
prisoners, and Temple & Co. staggere
to their fedt and glowered, Qutside the
‘doorway stood & crowd of "Fourth-
Formers, but Cecil Reginald knew better
than to call for “rescud,” with Wingate
there. =

" Now, you kids,” enid Wingate, ap-
parently decidin Irtd::r---l'a[&:u} nug further
notice of the little “rag,” "“I've come
along to see you about this boatrace,
We may as well settle matters here and
now. You both know the conditions, 1
suppose i he added, leoking at Wharton
and Temple.

“Yes, Wingate,” said Harry; and
Temple nodded grumpily,

“"Right! I've scen both the Remove
and Upper Fourth erews out a lot la.tale
| and 1 suppose you're both in trainin
said Wingate. " There's no reason why
vou shouldn't meet each other very soon,
is there?" i

H.. ‘1J

“ None
Wharton.

“We'll lick these Remove kids with-
out any training!” snorted Temple.
“Don't you worry about us, Wingate.”

“I'm not worrying about you,”
smiled Wingate grimly. *“But I fancy
vou'll be making a mistake if you take
things too easily, Tomple! Anyway, I
want to explain that Major Thresher
wishes tha final to be rowed off very
gaon. The old i3 going away
shortly, T believe.
objection to rowing
Tuesday, say "’ :

“That'll suit wus nicely, Wingate,”
said Harry eagerly. * How about. you,
Temple 17

“Any time will suit us!” growled
Cecil Reginald, “It's only a waste of
time and <¢nergy, in any case. The
Upper Fourth’s bound to win ™

“"That remaing to be seen,” grinned
Wingate. “Zhall we say next Tuesday
evening, then "

The rival leaders nodded promptly.

“Right 1" zaid Wingate. “'Lhat leaves

ou less than a week, though, so you'd
Ecttm- make the most of your time, kids.
That's zettled, then. Now, you Remove
chaps, get back to your own quarters,

at

vours off next

gharp |

"artaiﬂ]y, Wingate ! grinned Harry
Wharton., )

“ With pleasure, Wingate!” chuckled
Bob Cherry.

And with that the Famous Five
grinned cheerfully at the fuming Cecil
Reginald & Co., and marched out of the
study. With glowering looks the Fourth-
Formers found the doorway cpened out
to let them pass—they could do nothing
else with Wingate there.

Once clear of the study. however.

grinned Harry.

cha
H].:.ra you chaps any

& CO. EVERY WEEK!

Harry Wharton & Co. took no chances,
thﬂl_rg' took to their heels instead, and fled,
velling with laughter. They had ragged
Temple & Co, successiully, gnd they gll-ﬂ
by sheer luck, escaped unscathed from an
awkward corner.

- Temple & Co. watched them go with
feelings too deep for words, but when
Wingate had gone they fairly danced
with rage.

“Never mind!” vowed Temple, as he
led his chums to the nearest bath-reom
amidst the scarcely-concealod grins of
their fellow-Fourth-Formers.  * We'll
jolly well get our own back for this, you
chaps. Oh, blow Wingate! As for the
dashed boatrace—well, we're bound to
win that.”

“ ¥ed, rather ? _

Yet that, as Wingate had remarked,
remainoed to be seen,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Fon & Co. Again!

ELDOM had any sporting event
aroused 50 much keen interest and
excitement among the Lower
Bchool at Greyfriars as did the

forthcoming boatrace between Higheliffe
and Greyvfriars for Major Thresher's
silver ceup., FEven the lofty seniors took
a'mild interest during the next few days
in the training “epins ™ of the respec-
tive crows,

These were frequent and hard. Both
the Hemove and the Upper Fourth had
vowed to “bag " the honour of repre-
senting Grevfriars, and Wharton and
Temple- worked their men hard, giving
them no respite.. Not that they desived
any; they were too keen to win, and
every moment of spare timo was spent on
the river.

© "To meet Major Thresher's wishes, the

final ‘évent between the rival schools was
fixed for the Wednesday afternvon
following by mutual eonsent. It was
short notice, cortainly, but all the crews
concerned had been more or less in strict
training for some time, and no objeo
tions were raised by any of the juniors.

It was generally agreed that the fight
botween both schools would be e stiff
one, Greyiriars had had more experir
once, certainly, but, on the other hand,
Highcliffe, only having one ‘Fourth
Form, were faced only with a single race,
whereas the Greyfriars Fourth, being
divided into Upper Fourth and Remove,
had their own little race to row off first.

Greyfriars did not worry about that,
however, far from it. And when the
Tuesday came round at last both crews
wore trained to a hair, and fecling
supremely confident.

Az the Remove came out from after-
poon classes that day, Harry Wharton
called his men together, and made a
suggestion that surprised them.

“ Wow, you fellaws,” he zaid calmly.
“Tva thought of a jolly good way of
making use of the timo before the race.”

“If it means work,” growled ]
Cherry, “then I vote .you bury your
thumping suggestion, old chap.”

“ It needn’t mean any work—not hard
work, at all events,” Jaughed Harry.
“ Anyway, what about a Jittle run as far
as Popper Island, u light tea there, and
o gentle paddle back in time for the
race ' i

“Great pip Y :

“DBut the race 13
objected Peter Todd.

“I know that. But we can take it
very easily—just o gentle paddle to
stretch our muscles,” said Harry. "It
will keep you chaps out of mischief, too.
T shall have my eyes on you, and I'll

at six o'clock,™
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jolly well see you don't eat too much
at tea-time."

“Oh!” grinned Bob Cherry. “That's

the idea, ¢h? You're afraid of us
guezling at tea? Well, it's a jolly good
wheeze, I'm game.”

“Same  here.”

“It's a good idea, so long as we don't
slog and tire ourselves,” said Vernon-
Smith.

“I°Il watch that we don't do that”
gaid Harry grimly. "I think it's better
than lozing about, and perhaps getting
nervy, at all events. You're all game;
then 7"

“Yes, rather!"

"Then the sooner we get our war-
paint on and get going the better. Come
on! You chaps can be getting changed
while I hunt young Tubb out.”

Without further ado Harry Wharkon
hurried away in search of the Remove
coxswain, and his erew made for the
changing-room. Harry's idea agpeuled
to them all upon reflection. Watting
before a race was always a brying busi-
neszs, and a little stretch could enly de
good. Moreover, the thought of a little
picnic on the i1sland was a pleasant one.

In next to no time the juniors were
changed and ready, and well within ten
minutes of reaching the boathouse they
were afloat . and pulling up stream.
Harry had seen to the arrangements for
tea, and he had been very cautious and
sparing in his arrangements, Sand-
wiches and dry biscuits and cold water
in ginger-beer bottles for each man was
pr:r:tieal!_v all Harry allowed them to
take.

Harry's main idea in suggesting the
picnic’ was to get his men out of doors
after o day in the stuffy class-room, and
he set o very easy pace, and kept it up,
with soveral rests, until the island was
reached. It was not a hot day, and all
the crew were cool and fresh as paint
when they landed on the island at last.

As Harry Wharton stepped ashore
after hiz chums he glanced about him a
trifle uneasily,

“What the thump's the matter,
Harry " demanded Bob Cherry, noting
his uncasiness: " Afraid of savagés or
wild heasts, or what ¥"

Harry Wharton grinned.

“I'm thinking of old Popper,” he said.
“You know he ¢laims to own this island,
and that it’s out of bounds.”

“My dear man,” said Bob, “that’s
tre enough, but we don’t admit the old
hunk’s claim. Ms hat!
it often enough before.”

“You're gotting nervous in your old
age, Wharton,”" grinned Peoter Todd.
“Buck up!™

“T'm not nervous, yon asses!” laughed
Harry. “Only—well, I fancied I spotted
someone through the trees over there
when [ was jumping ashore.”

114 ﬂh !.'l!'

“Tt may have been faney, bhut we can't
risk gotting collared by Bir Hilton or
hia keenors just now,” said Harry.

Blightly startled, the juniors followed
Harrv's glancs, and stared hard into
the trees and greencry. The island was
of some size, covered with treez and
thicketz, and might easily bhave hidden
a small army.

"Wo'lll soon the

sottle matter,”

chuckled Bob Cherry, and he sent a lond”

aeross the island.
allo, hallo! Anvhody at

hail echoin
“ Hallo,
home!”
“You burbling
Harry Wharton.
But all was silent on the island fol-
lowing Bob’s vell, nor did the juniors
see anrything at all suspicious.  Even
Harry was sahished and reassured then.
Had anyone been on the island they

azz, Dob!" snorted

We've risked

{ energetic in their old age.

rotters ! '* gasped Temple.

mouth.

“ Now, Cecil, old scout,’”” remarked Harry Wharton pleasantly, ““ you're going
to say you're sorry for having libelled us. Are you sorry # " * No, you howling
“I'll be hanged—grocougeh ! : X
He spluttered frantically as Wharton shoved a spoonful of the mixture into his
““ That's to be getting on with I ™ chuckled Harry.

Mum-m-mum ! *

{See Chapler 3.).

could searcely have failed to hear that
terrific bawling of Bob's.

“ All serene!” said Harry, Aushing a
trifle: a2 he met his chums’' grinning
lances. “I must have been mistaken.

felt certain I spotted a movement
thron A
how, let's get down to the job.

With cheery faces the Remove crew
ot down to it with a ‘will. They were
ﬁun v, and very soon the wherewithal
for the pienie was taken from the boat,
and the juniors seated themselves on the
soft, warm rass 1o
welecome meal.

They were still busy disenssing the
meal  and their chances in the race
when a sound reached them from the

river, and a small pleasure craft #ashed

into view.

In the boat were three Greviriars
juniors, and Bob Cherry blinked as he
recognised them.

“Skinner and his pals,” he remarked.
“My hat! Faney those slackers pulling
up as far a8 this! They're getting quite

“Got some game on, I suppose,”
grunted Johnny DBull. _ )
“The cads are awiully thick with
Ponzonby and his lot these days,"” paid
Peter Todd, shaking his head. s |

expect they're off to meet those beauties

now.”

“{3h, blow them!” said Harry Whar-
ton frowning. i

And Harry took his eyes from tha
pleasure boat, shrugging. his shoulders

as he did so. The Captain of the

those trees, though. Any-old-

the scanty bub

{ fallaswe

Remove never had much patience with
Skinner & Co.

Peter Todd chuckled.

g ME dear man, I wouldn’t even waste
my breath in blowing them,” he
grmn’?d. “ Pass the biscuits, Bob, old
man,

Bob Cherry passed the biscuils—or,
rather a bisonit. He tossed it across to
Peter Todd, and more by design than
aceident it caught Peter Todd on his
rather prominent nasal organ.

“Yooop!” roared Peter Todd.

Trouhla started then—trouble usnally
did start when Bob Cherry was in one
of his merry moods. Jumping to his
feet, Toddy made a wild rush at tha
irrepressible Bob, The biscuit was hard,
and it had hurt, and Peter was bent
upan returning the hurt with interest.

“Oh, my hat!™ gasped Bob. “Here,
keep off, you ass!’

Seeing that Peter had no intentiom
of keeping off, DBab leaped to his feel
and dedged away, with the irate Peter
in hot pursuit. A chorus of chuckled
them.

Round and round the circle of pie
nickers dashed Bob, and then fhnding
Pater waz in deadly earnest, he mads
a desperate dash for the shelter of the
belt of trees.

Poter Todd went after him in a flash,
and for fiflty yards or so he chased the
humorous Cherry through the frees.
Then he gave it up with a grunt, and
started to retrace his steps to the picnio
party.

Tae Macxrr Tanpary.—No. 518.
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But he never reached them. As he
tramped back through the trees his ears
caught a sudden rustle in the under-
prowth, and he stopped and turned—
too latel .

With startling suddenness something,
or someone sprang on to his back, and
brought him crashing down on to his
face &.'ncn.vil_-,-.

What happened after that Peter Todd
was too bewildered and dazed to grasp
clearly. .

He felt a hand clasped t1§ht!;: rennd
his mouth, while many hands held him
fazst. Then a coat was whirled round
his-face and head, temporarily blinding
and gagging him,

Peter wakened up then, and began to
hit out as best he could.

His first blind blow struck home, and
he had the satisfaction of hearing a
strangled yelp follow it. But he had
teft 1t just a szhade too late, and his
struggles after that availed him little.

One by one his threshing legs and
arms were pinned down, and then cords
were passed swiftly round wriste and
ankles, rendering them helpless.

This done the coat was wrenched from
his head, and as he twisted his head and
blinked round he caught a swift ghimpse
of several figures wearing flannels an
blazers, and with handkerchiefs over
their laces, It was only a lightning
glimpse, however, for the next instant
they vanished amid the greenery. .

P{zter heard the crashing of their
retreat, and then he heard a half-stifled
ery in Bob Cherry’s voice, followed
instantly by faint sounds of a struggle.
Then these sounds died away, and
gilence fell.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
What Did It Mean?

{ ALLO! Tt isn't l:rld_ Pon after
H all—it's that cad Wharton and

his 5, said Stott.
”Sﬁll'du’t- vou see that!”

sneered Harold Skinner. " They're in
rowing togs, aren't they? I spotted
thom and their boat long ago. What

rotten luck !”
Skinner scowled across the water ab

the picnie pafty near the river's ed
on Eﬂpper pfslfnd. On sighting the
roup at some distance away Skinner
ad recognized the Remove crew, but
apparently his chums had not.

“Rotten luck ! echoed Sidney Snc}ur.
“What the thump does it matter, old
bean? We've as much :1?;111- on the
dashed island as they have.” _

“1 know that,” grunted Skinner.
“Put we don't want those cads hanging
round for all that. Wonder what on
earth they're doing here at all? The
dashed boatrace is at six.”

“Tooks like 2 picnie,” grinned Stotf.
“Tf vou ask me Wharton's making
Temple and his lot a present of the
racey acting the goat like this.”

" ’fruat hiz dashed magnificence not to
do that” grunted Bkinner, eveing the
distant figures savagely. “Anyway, the
cafls ean't be staying here for long.
We'll atcer clear & bit and land higher

up.

;:‘Wl'mt rot! DBlow the cads!”

“Keep her out!™ snapped Skinner.
“We'll land higher up, 1 tell you. Pon
must be somewhere on the island now.
He'd have shown himself if he'd wanted
vz to land here, you fool 1"

Snoop grunted, and kept the boat on
a straight course. Skinner and Stott
continued pulling at the sculls, The
river was very wide hereabounts, and
Skinner & Co, kept their boat well away
from the island when approaching it
But they could szee the Egums by the
wafer's  edge clearly, and Skinner
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seowled blackly as he saw Bob Cherr
chase Peter Todd into-the wood inland.

“0Oh, hang!” he muttered. ' Let's
hope those cads don't stumble on Pon
and his lot."

“I'm blessed if T can see why they
shouldn't,” sniffed Stott. “Afraid of
Wharton catching ‘em  smoking and
plaving nap, or what?"

“Don't wulk rot.” sneered Skinner.
“Can't you see? If Wharton sees Pon
here, he'll know we're coming to join
em, And the less we're seen with Pon
the better.”

Y Dnt why——"

“I'll tell you. ¥You know what hap-
pened a week ago? Those cads pitched
old Pon into the river. Well, vau know
what a goer Pon is for getting his own
back. I—%e*ﬁ vowed to get his own back,
and he jolly well will, too! You can
bank on that. He's vowed to muck up
this boatrace bizney somehow.”

“Billy ass 1"

“I know that. PBut you mark my
words—he’ll be plaving one of his uszual
dangerous tricks s=oon,” said Skinner
quietly. “When he does, we're going
to k out of it. Less Wharton sces
us with him the better just now.”

“0Oh " said Stett and Sncop almost
together.

They wunderstood now., Cecil Pon-
sonby was noted for his spiteful, re-
vongeful nature, and for the fact that
he would go to almost any lengths to
“got hizs own back.” On more than
one oceasion their friendship with the
black sheep of Highcliffe had dragged
them into trouble with the Famous Five
over tricks plaved by Ponsonby.

Stott and Snoop made no further
demur. The boat erept on, and the
Ei-mm party passed from their sight be-
ind leafy branches. Skinner gave the
word at last, and the boat was edged
towards the izland.

It touched ground at last, and as the
three cads of the Remove sprang ashore
& figura came running down to the
water's edge to meet them.

It was the dandified fimure of Cecil
Ponsonby, and Ponsonby had a hand-
kerchief to his mouth.

“Oh, here you are, Skinny ! he said,
removing the handkerchief and reveal-
ing & cut lip from which & trickle of

red ran. “You saw Wharton's lot, I
suppose i

Skinner nodded, eveing Ponsonby
curiously.

“"Yeg: we didn't let 'em sce wo Were
coming here, though,” he grinned.

“Have the cads szeen you "

“ Mo, eaid Punscml‘{:.', his eyes ghnt-
ing. “Look here, 8kinner, the dashed
picnic’s off—here, at all events. Wa've
got something else on. You're just in
time to lend & hand. Got any rope in
the boat?”

Skinner's face fell, and he also looked
a trifle uneasy. The promised picnic at
the wealth ﬂuaunhrﬁ expense, with
smokes and nap to follow, had been well
worth pulling hard up river for, The
thought that 1t was “off ¥ filled 8kinner
& Co. with dismay.

They were also alarmed. What was
“gn ”* in place of the pienie, Skinner, at
all events, could easily guess. It was
abviously something “*up against” the
Hemove oraw.

“Look here, Pon,” muttered Skinner
uneasily, “"what's the game? What do
vou want roape for i

“To tie up Wharton's lot,” said Pon-
sonby calmly, eveing Skinner sneeringly
through his gleaming monocle. ”F‘uni
the idea, what?”

Slkinner stared aghast at the sneering
H ithliFf-a junior.

“Tie Wharton's lot u1l:;I” he repeated
faintlv. “You must be potty, Pon!

There's eight of them besides the cox.
You're potty, old chap!” )

“Your mistake, Bkinner,” said Pon-
sonby coolly. “There are only six, with
the cox. We'va already accounted for
two—Cherry and Toddy, That's how I
got this."

Ponzonby tapped his split lip, and s
cyes glinted again.

Skinner staved at him in alarm. He
saw that his fears had been only too
well grounded,

“Look—Ilook here, Pon,” he said
slowly, “we're keeping out of this, It
—it's all very well for you uha%s’l. But
we've got to face Wharton. The ead
"--'lll_iguess we had a hand in it.”
“You're going to help, my pippins !”
snapped Ponsonby, ks face setting
resolutely, “If you don't you'll be
sorry for it!"

*“1'd rather not, Paon ! _

. "I know that,” snecred the Higheliffe
junior.  “But you're helping for all
that. I shall have to turn rusty sbout
that five quid an' more you owe me if
you don't. I'll make it hot for you in
more ways than one if you don't, too.
Got that?”

of

Skinner & Co. had. All three
them were afraid of the strong-willed
but unserupulous Ponsonby.

“What is the game?” muitered
Skinner.

“Quite simple and safe—if all goes
well,” smiled the dandy blandly., “It's
the race between your Form and the
Upper Fourth at six o'clock, T belfove 1™

Skinner nodded.

“Well, this 1z the game,” went on
Ponsonby coolly. *That race isn't
going to be rowed, you see. If any-
one meets our crow to-morrow at all it
won't be Wharton's lot. If they dom't
turn up in time for the race to be
rowed off to-night what will happen,
Skinner P

“Temple's lot will row to-morrow, I
suppose,” growled Sfkinner. _

“Exactly. The race to-morrow is at
two o'clock. Your giddy Head isn’t
likely to let 'em off classes to row it
off in the morming, is he ?”

“Great Seott! Not likely I

“That's what I theught,” smiled Pon-
sonby. “I'll fix Wharton's lot nicely.
I don't mind if Temple's lot do win”

“But—but how—" began 8kinner
in alarm.

“T'I tell you!” snapped "Ponsonby,
looking round him swiltly. "I saw the
chance when 1. spotted your crew land,
and I made my mind up to do it some-
how. I knew we couldn't manage the
eight of them at once. [ knew our Dﬂ]3
chance was to try that giddy Roman
Horatius' dodge—tackle the three
Ciriaci one at a time, as it were,
was just wonderin' how to do it when
Todd and Cherry came running into
the wood.”

“My hat!” said Skinner. “'That's
how you did it, then? You collared

them ™

“Exactly,. We bowled ‘em over
nicely, and they're now lymn" tied up
in little bundles in the wood, old.bean.
Now, what about that rope of yours?”

Without  waiting for Hkinner's
approval, TPonsonby sprang into the
Greyfriars boat, and, taking out his
pocket-knife, he hacked through the
painter and Lumpad ashora with if.

“This ought to do_with what we've
got ! he grinned. " Luckily there was
a good length round the dashed picnie-
basket. Now, come on—sharp ™

But Harold Skinner still Hung back,
his face pale,

“TLook here,” he stammered, "it—it's
too thundering risky for wus, FPon.
We'd stand no chance against the six
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ﬁjt:!mm: and that kid Tubb's a hand-

““Leave it to me,” grinned the High-
elif black sheep. “It should work like
& charm. Those chaps will get tired of
waiting for Cherry and Todd to come
back, 'They'll get windy and go to
bunt for them—at least, one or two of

thema will. It isn't likely they'll =ll
soarch, though, 18 it ¥
#0h!” gasped Skinner, “I see.”

Ponsonby chuckled and started off at
s run for the trees, apparently taking it
for granted that Skinner & Co. would
follow. Skinner & Co., after looking
at each other in a scared way, did

follow. )
“Com on " runted  Skinner.
“We'll have to help—old Pon will
make it hot for us if we don't. Yom
know what he 1s. In any case, we can
keep out of it as much as possible.”
Stott and Snoop modded dismally, and
followed their leader as he ran after
Ponsonby. That worthy led them into
a little clearing where they found Mon-
gon, Vavasour, and Gadshy awailing
them, All three of the Higheliffe cads
wore masks made of handkerchiefs

scross their faces.
Through holes in the handkerchiefa

their eves gleamed curiously, and Skin-
ner grinned with sudden relief. Had
ke not known who they were he could
not possibly have recognised them.

Ponisonby tied his own handkerchief
across his face in a similar manner, and
Skinner & Co. followed suit, aiter cut-
ting hcrleTahin tgm linen tnl anahl:gﬂ;gﬁ

a ir fears were lessenl _
t-—uwsfﬁl suchu"masks  on they felt fairly
safe.

“ Now, you chaps,” said Pm:.mnbgi
grinning. “We've just got to wait unti
our. chance comes. Then we've got to
act swift and Isure, I fancy we sha'n't
have to wait long.”

Ponsonby wasga true prophet there.
He had scarcely spoken when an echo-
ing hail rang out. All the juniors re-

cognised Wharton's voice, and they
chuckled.
“(Cooee! Bob, you ass!”

The echoing shout died away, and
gilence fell once again, But not for
long! Several minutes passed, and then
s choris.of shouts went up.

“Taddy, you idiot!”

“Buck up, Cherry!™

“Time's up. Where are you?”

Apparently, the rest of the Remove
crew were getting impatient,  Pon-
gonby detected an angry note in Whar-
ton's voice, and he chudkled again.

“The little fellows are gettin' impa-
tient,” he remarked. *“They'll be alon
goon, my pippins! You chaps ready®”

“What-ho!” grinned Gadsby., “Let’s
hope they won't come in force, though,
or we're done.”

The rest of the juniors hoped that,
also, and they waited rather anxiously.
Skinner, Stott, and Snoop were feeling
far from happy in tho adventure. De-
spite DPonsonby’s ccol assurance, they
knew it was a dangerous fask;
slightest mistake they know might re-
sult in fatlure, or, at least, the dis-
covery of their identity.

But they had no need to fear, as
things turned out. Luck was with the

lotters on that aftcrnoon. As Gadsby
inished speaking, shouts were heard
ahead, and three white-clad forms came
flisting through the sparse trees.

“Three of them !" Lroathed Pongonby

leofully. “Oh, good! Couldn't be
witer ! Steady, and keep out of sight,
for goodness' sake!™

The plotters erouched among the un-
dergrowth as the three oarsmen came
nearer, shouting the names of Cherry
and Todd as they advanced. It was

the.

clear from their wvoices that they were
not only impatient, but jJust a bit
alarmed in addition.

“Wharten, Vernon-Smith, and Buall™
whispersd Skinner.

“Shut up!™ hissed Ponsonby. “Here
they come!"”

As he spoke, Pansm:h{l removed his
straw hat, and slipped his blazer off.
The next moment the three ocarsmen
came tramping by, scarcely a couple of
vards away, hittle dreaming of danger.

Wharton's [aco was dark and angry.
It was already past time for startin
back, and the thought that Cherry an
Todd were
the island filled him with wrath.

The attack came sudden and swilt,
and it took the three ocarsmen com-
pletely by surprise. There came a sud-
den rush of feet, and before the three
could grasp what had happened, they
were down on their faces with har
knees grindiug intoe their backs.

It was over very quickly; against the
seven attackers the three juniors stood
little chance. Ponsonby, Gadsby, Vava-
sour, and Monson knew exactly what
to do, and thev did it like lightning.

Skinner & Co. also fought hard for
once. Failure for them meant serious
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trouble, and they were desperate, Harry
Wharton was the first down, but he was
also the first to realise the danger, and
he gave a wild yell for help.

That was the only cry any of tho
thrae were allowed to give—I"onsonby &
Co. saw to that., In a flash, Ponsonby
Skinner, and Gadsby had wrenched
Harry's hands behind him, and in a
flash {‘m;mnby had passed a cord tightly
round his wrists,

Then all three juniors left Wharion
to his own devices, and jumped to aid
their companions,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Ponsonby's Strategy !

HERE was good reason for haste

I now, for that shent by Harry

Wharton had brought an answer-

ing shout from the distance, and

the plotters realised that only prompt
victory could save them.

In lesz than a minute all three juniors
wore down, gagged with their own hand-
kerchiefs, and rendered helpless. Loav-
ing thom lying in the long grazs and
ferns, Ponsonby and his rascally friends
moved cantiously ahead,

From the direction Wharton & Co.
had come sounded the erashing of hur-
ried fect, and DPousonby chuckled.

larking somewhere across

Things were working very well indeed
for Ponsonby.

“TThe same again, old beans!" he
panted breathlessly, “My hat! 1It's
easier than I expected, begad ! Shush!”

Once again three white-clad figures
showed through the ‘freem-rr. and I"on-
sonby & Co. erouched down and waited.
Puzzled and bewildered by their chums'
ahsence, and by Wharton's shout for aid,
Bulstrode, Linley, and Nugent. the
three remaining members of Harry's
crew, came running to the rescue. heed-
less of the crecpers and Lrambles that
tore at their bare legs.

They dashed right into the ambush,
ond they succumbed gquicker even thano
the other three had done. In falling,
Nugent had struck his head against thes
trunk of a tree, and he was capturad
without a struggle. And against -the
seven, DBulstrode and Linley had no
chance whatever.

The three juniors found themselves
gagged and helpless withnu:t even hiav-
g caught a glimpse of their assailants,
who vanished amid the trees the instang
their work was done,

When some distance from the spot,
Ponsonby halted. He was breathless,
but t;uhﬂnnt. He lifted the handker-
chief from his face, and tucked it in &
bandage on his forehead, showing a grin-
ning face to his fellow spoil-sports.

“Done it, old beans!™ he chortled.
“At least, we've only one thing to do
now, and that's to deal with their giddy
coxswain and sink their dashed boat,

“3ink the boat?" echoed Skinner, in
alarm.

“I don't mean do it in altegether”
grinned Ponsonby. “We'll just sink it
near the bank—to place it out of sight.
If anyone comes along, it wounldn't do
for it to be found here. Oh, dash it all
—it's just struck me! Did anyone know

the crew were coming here, Bkinney?™
Skinner shook his head.
“I don't think s0,” he said, "I didn't

know, anyway, and U've heard nobody
mention it. Nothing to worry sbout,
though; if anyone comnes searching,
they'll only lock for the boat; they
won't dream of the truth.”

“That's s0,” said Ponsoubsy, his frown
clearing away. “Gad! It's working
like'a charm! Now [or that little sweep
of a cox.”

Ponsonbr started off, and the rest of
the gang followed him as he tramped
theough the trees., Ponsonby did not
trouble to be cauntious. He emerged
into the open at last, and grinned as
he sighted the boat, and the Greyfriars
COXSWAIN.

Young Tubb was taking it casv; he
was lying on his back in the warm grass,
drowsing as he waited for the crew to
return, He heard the sudden rush of
fect, and as he lazily twisted his head,
he got the shock of his life.

Just a lightning glimpse of masked
figures he got,, and then he started up
with a startled squeal. The next moment
he was on his face in the grass, dazed
and bewildered, while swift hands
gagged and bound him.

It was done at last, and Ponsonby
and Gadsby lifted his helpless form and
dropped him amidst the ferns and un-
dergrowth some vards inland.

This done, the plotters hauled the long
craft farther along the bank, where
trees and bushes overhung the low bank,
and there they sunk it in the shallow
waler, hiding the ocars in the long grass,

Fverything had gone off without a
hiteh, and even Bkinner & Co, were glee-
ful now.

“That’s that!” grinned Ponsonbsy.
“We can now go and enjoy our own
pienie, Skinney. old top. Plenty of
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places on the mainland., The thought
of those chaps rolling about in the wood
there will keep us merry and bright.”

“Ha, ha! Yes!"

“Look here! said Skinner, with
sudden alarm. “You—7you don't mean
to leave these chaps here—all night, 1
niean ™

"My dear man,” smiled Ponsonby,
"what do wyou take me for? I know
I'm wicked, but I'm not quite so bad
ag all that, old bean! I happen to
know of a merchant—a boatman—who'll
gladly come along and release 'em for
hve bob or so. DBut that won't be
until late, my pippin! I'm taking ne
chanees 1 .

“It's just struck me,” ‘muttered Skin-
ner, “Wharton 0’'t the chap to give
in without a fight, ' Suppose he manages
to persuade the Head to let 'em row
i1t off early in the morning, say 7"

“T wanted to talk to you about
thet possibility, Skinner,” said Pon-
gonby, hiz brow darkening.
heve. Wharton's lot are not going to
row to-morrow—or, if they deo, they've
got to lose. Got that, SBkinner? If
n.n:rthing hall:vpena like that—if Wharton
meets Temple's lot, after all, and licks
therm—you've got to let me know at
once. Seel”

Skinner nodded.

“Why * he muttered uneasily.

Ponsonby grinned—a nasty grin.

“Tll tell you,” he said, showing his
teeth, “It isn't only a matter of
getting my own back, Skinner. I've
got a gpood bit of cash on this race.
Highelifie's simply got to win. They
will win casily enough if they meet
Temple’s gang of duds,
udge of rowing form, and I Lkoow
Temple hasn't an earthly.™

“I think that, too,” nodded Skinner,
locking still more uneasy. DBut—
aunt——*

“But Wharton has,” went on Pon-
wnby seriously. “His lot will lick
Courtenay's crowd for a cort—if they
meet "em, They've not got to meet "em,
Skinney. I'm done if ihey do and
Greviriars wing, That's where you come
in, Skinner. If this dodge doesn't prove
a success—if, by any chance, Wharton
gots the chance to row, after all—you've
got to let me know at once.”

“Buat why—"

“"Thera are wavs and moans of see-
ing a cerlain erew doesn’t win,” said
Ponsonby, his eyes glinting, "All I
want you to do, Skinner, 15 just to let
me know in time. You can telephone
ensily enough, Well 1"

Skinner shrugged his narrew shoul-
ders. He was neot such a complete
blackguard as Ponsonby.

“T1'd rather have nothing more to do
with it, Pon,” he muttered. "I don't
lika it.™
O ¥ed'll do o, for all that!™ smiled
Ponsonby., “If vou let me down you'll
be sorry, anyway! And look here—
back me up in this and I'll wipe that
bit of cash you owe me clean off the
slate. I'Il zew Stott and Sncopy don’t
lose, cither.”

“You just want me to let you know
st once if Wharton's crew happen to
be rowing, after all?™

“Just that. It isn't likely. I fanecy
ihis little dodge has worked the oracle '™
grinned the black sheep. “ But, as you
gay, there's a chance. I'm taking no
chances, You'll do it #*

Skinner looked at his chum, and then
ke nodded.

“Good wan!” said Ponsonby, "Let's
be off now, then!”

The Higheliffe dandy led the way to
rhere their own boat was moored
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among the willows some distance along
the bank, leaving Skinner & Co. to
board their own boat and follow, The
Highcliffe junicrs were grinning and
chearful, but Skinner & 5.;.. wera not,
Evon the prospect of a picnic at Pon-
sonby's expense, with smokes and cavds
to follow, did not cheer them much.
Enemies of the Famous Tive, and cads
that they were, they did not like the
idea of doing anithmg to help High-
cliffe to win the boatrace—to play the
traitor to their own school,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Who Did It ?

ABRRY WHARTON had never
been so startled and amazed in
hiz life as when that sudden
and unm-:}mr:ted attack fell upon

him like a bolt from the blue. ' Even
after his assailants had vanished amid
the thickets «t took his dazed brain
several moments to grasp what had
happened.

. But he understood now, and as silence
fell on the woods he glanced about him.
Yet he could see little, for the grass
and ferns grew high sbout him. He
could hear a choking gurgling close by,
however, and he rolled himsell with
difficulty towards the sound.

The painful roll brought him up
against & figure bound .Emg gagged like
himself, and, twisting his head round,
Harry. recognised Vernon-Smith.

That jynior's eyes were almost start-
ing from his head as he rolled and
writhed and strugpled with the bonds
that held him.

A yvard or so from Smithy was Johnny
Bull, who, like Smithy, was struggling
fiercely and savagely. And, taking his
cue from them, Harry wasted no further
time in pondering on the unpleasant
situation. He set to work with might
and main to free himself.

It was a far from casy task, howover.
FPonsonby & Co. had taken no chances;
they had done their work only too well.
The cords and ropes ent eruelly into the
juniors' bare flesh, but they stuck to it
grimly, desperately,

It proved to be a hopeless task, how-
ever. FPanting, and with beads of per-
EEII'-EI_“{JI:I rolling down their heated faces,
the juniors gave it up at last as if by
mutual consent. -

Despite the pain from their bruised
and aching wrists and legs, the pain was
as nothing to the misery and discomfort
of the gags.

Breathing noisily  and infully
through their noses, the hapless cap-
tives rested, eveing each other dllmhﬂf
and despairingly. It was already past
the time for the race, and all three of
the juniors were seething inwardly with
helpless rage and dismay. They had
plenty of reason to suppose that no help
wasg at hand. It was only too clear
from the silenee on the island that their
attackers had gone, and that the rest
of the Remove crew wore somewhera
about in the wood, undoubtedly just as
helpless as themselves.

One thing was clear enough to Harry
Wharton, at all events. Whoover was
rasponsible for the outrage had done it
to keep them away frpm the race. That
much seemed clear. There zeemed no
other way to account for such an ex-
tracrdinary happening.
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Yet who could it be? Whe ocutside
Greyfriars would take the trouble or
would dare to attempt such a trick?
Harry first thought of Temple, Dabney
& Co., but he dismissed it {vom his mind
istantly. Temple & Co. were sports-

-men to the core, and it seemed impos-

sible to suspect them,

Again  and again, with rests in
between, the juniors struggled savagely
to free themselves, but without avail.
Several times they heard the faint splash
of oars in the distance, and once they
heard distant shouts—shouts the mean-
mg. of which was only too clear to them,

he fellows were searching for them
—Removites, possibly. 'The thought that
help was so close at hand and yet so
far almost drove the captives frantie
with rage and dismay. Harry remem-
bered, in deep relicf, that Hurree
Singh, wha was not a member of the
crew, knew they proposed to pienic on
Popper Island.

But that hope vanished as the shouts
died away and the island became silent
again,

At last, however, Harry had an in-
spiration as he sighted a jagged spike
prutruding from a tree-trunk near the
roots, and he rolled over to it. After
& struggling time he wormed the spike
under the twisied handkerchief round his
head, and tugged away with might and
miain.

He won through at last. The hand-
kerchief slipped off, though it almost
tore hizs hair from his head in doi 4
In utter and heartfelt relief, i'f;rr;
emptied the rolled-up gag from his
mouth,

For some seconds he lay gasping and
resting his aching jaws, and then he
rolled over to Bmithy. He was just
about to set his teeth in Smithy's
knotted handkerchief when he paused
and listened, his heart thumping.

. Through the wood rang distant shout-
g and a faint erashing of bracken.

“0Oh, pood!” breathed Harry thank-
fully. “That's old Inky's voice, you
cha?s. It's all serene now.”

The shouting approached rapidly, and
all three juniors recopnised it now. And
to it was added another voice—the shrill
piping of Tubb, the coxswain.

"The next moment Harry Wharton was
shouting with all the force of his lungs,
and within a2 minute the ures of
Hurree 8ingh, the Indian junior, and
Tubb, the cox, burst through tho trees.

They neither seemed much surprised
at the plight of the three, and without
wasting words they soon cut the captives
loose.

“Where are the others, Harry, my
chumn?” asked Hurree S8ingh, his dark
cyes gleaming., “ I will soonfully release
the hapless chaps.™

“They're near us somewhere,” said
Harry Wharton, rubbing his stiff and
aching limbs vigorously, My hat!
Somcehody  will suffer for this, youm
follows ™

“Yes, rather!™ said Smithy, his eyes
glinting.

Hurree Singh and Tubb hurried
away, &carching the place keenly, and

[.Hl

very soon a shout told the three that the
others had been found. Tt was zomoe
moments before Wharton, Bull, and

Smithy felt like walking; but when they
limped towards the sounds at last, they
fomnd  Bulstrode, Nowent, and  Linley
already free, busily chafing their limbs.
U Never mind gassing about this busi-
negs now ! snapped  Iarry  Wharton.
“Tet’s find Bob and Toddy. Come on '

It was no easy task to trail Toh
Cherry and Peter Todd, but all the
juniors were keen Sconts, and very soon
Harry Wharton picked up the trail
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Eagerly the juniors followed it up
thrhugﬁ the trampled ferns and grass,
and sure enough 1t led to the nussing
OATEFTEET.

As they expected, the excited Bob
Cherty was in a state bordering on
frenzy, eand for some moments after
being released he fairly let himself go
on the subject of their wunknown
atlackers.

"It's that howling rotter Ponsonby,
ns sure as fate, I tell vou!" vowed Bob,
hiz usually good-humonred face red with
wrath and strain: “He and his rotfen
pals would do it if only to speil sport,
the beastly cads! Oh, just you wait
until I get my fists near him "

“Better make sure it was Pon before

cut start on him, Beb,” said Harry, "I

lieve you're right now I come to think
of it, though.”

“Tt could scarcely have been Temple's
lot,” muttered Johuny Bull hesitatingly.

“I don't think so for one moment,”
said Harry emphatically.

“What about Skinner and his pals?”
said Smithy suddenly., “Wo saw them
pass in that boat, and thoy saw us. They
daren’t tackle us alone, but they might
have helped Ponsonby.”

“Tt's possible,” said Harry, his brow
darkening at the thought. " But—but I
hardly hke to believe that even Skinner
would be such a howling cad. Anyway,
it must be after lock-up now. For good-
neas’ snke let's get back! We'll have to
explain the facts to Quelchy, of course.

at hagpeued when we failed to turn
up, Inky?” ] ,

“MThere was the fearful consternation,
ray chum,” said Inky, in his weird and
wonderful English. “The esteemed
Temple and hiz esteemed and fatheaded
chume crowed. They said that you
gcarefully funked the contest. DBut our
worthy Form-fellows were angryfully
waxy. The amazed dismayiulness was
terrific.”

Harry Wharton nodded and set his

teath.

*# And Wingate. What did he do®”

" He was likewise waxy, my chum.
He woited a long time, and then, as
vou failed to turn upfully, he did the

oful bunk, saying it was the esteemed
ﬂamc:m’s own funeral, and that the dis-
gustful Upper Fourth could claim the

EE..H‘

“ But didn't our chaps do anything 1"
snorted Harry. “Didn’'t they protest?”

Hurree Singh nodded.

“They protested vigorously, and =&
gwarm of uz came up the river scoot-
fully to search for you, some on hikes
and some in boats. I myself came up to
this unfortunate island, and rowed round
it elosefully, and shouted bawlinlly.”

“"Bnt didn't you see our boat?”

“"There was no boat, my chum. T
then rowed on up-river to the locks, and
the esteemed lock-keeper told me you
had not been there. It was when I was
returning speedfully back that I hap-
pened to lookfully glance at the island
and saw the esteemed and ridiculous
Tubb.”

“You managed to get loose, then,
kid?” said Harry, turning to the cox.

The fag-shook his head ruefully.

“Wo fear!” he growled, rubbing his
swollen wrists. “But I rolled myself
out of the thumping wond. Jolly near
rolled into the river, too. Anyway,
In!:ly wouldn't have spotted me if I
hadn't.™

“Jolly good thing wvou did, kid,” said
Harry grimly. "My hat! Suppose we'd
have been left there all night. Anvway,
lot's got going new. The dashed boat
must be somewhere about.”

At a trot Harry led the way through
the trees, and very soon the spot was

o

Vemmon-Smith, and Bull !

the trees.

“ Three of them ! *' breathed Ponsonby to his masked ecmpanions.
Keep out of sight, for

three carsmen came (ramping by, little dreaming of the danger that lurked hehind
; {See Chapler 5.)

** Wharton,
goodness' sake !" The

reached where they had sat down to the
picnic. Harry had his own ideas as to
what had happencd to their boat, and
hig suapicion proved correct.

A hurried search along the bank soon
resulted in success, and Harry Wharton's
face went dark as he saw the submerged
boat elearly visible in the crystal clear
water,

“In wou get, chaps!"
“J.ot's have her out !

The eight ocarsmen splashed into the
river without hesitation. It was scarcely
n couple of feet deep there, and though
it was no easy task they very soon had
the boat raised, and hfted on the bank.
Then, when all the water was run out,
they rubbed the sliding seats dry with
their sweaters and made things ship-
shapo.

By this time Inky and Tubb had
found the ocars, and within ten minutes
of finding the boat they were pulling
downstream homoewards.

Hurree Singh, who had come in a
racing skiff, paced them, and it did not
take them long to reach the boathouse.
They found the boathouse still open. and
with the boatman's aid they housed the
boats at top speed.

Just as the juniors were hurrving ont
of the boathouse, Old Joe, the school
boatman, called Harry Wharton hack.

“Excuse me, sir,” he said, “but I
found this in one of the pleasure boats
to-night. Tt belonga to cne of you

snapped he.

young gents in the Remove, 1 reckon,
Master Wharton, Young Master Skinner
booked that particular bosat, so I s'pose
it belongs to 'im, or one of the young
gents oz was with 'im—Master Stolt and
Master S8noop they wers.”™

“I sow them up-river,” satd Harry.
“ Right, Joe! I'll hand it to Bkinner.’

He took the handkerchief old Joe held
out to him with a smile. It was the
boatman's job o take any articles left
in the school boats up to the school. But
Harry was liked by the staff for his good
nature, and they often asked him
favours they would never have asked of
anyone else,

The boatman thanked him for saving
him a tramp up to the school, and
ambled away. arry was about to run
after his chums when something curions
about the handkerchief caught his atten-
tion.

Two of the ends were knotted to-
gether, and the rest of it was folded
as 1f it had been used as a bandapge.

Harry shook it out, and then he pave
a violent start.

In the fabric were two round, jogged
holes about a couple of inche: apart—
holes that had obviously not been worn
through, but cut out roughly.

Hiz eye gleaming with sudden exeite.
ment, Harry dashed after his chums,
(Continved on xage 16.)
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BILLY BUNTER:
My faverite part is Falstaff, and 1

piagr it to perfeckshun. I don't ‘have to
myself out, and give myself an
:rtlfshul plum ness. I'm a natcheral
Falstaff ! Eelm‘:*.'n old Shakespeer
must have m'-*ﬁntﬂd the part speshally
for me. Whenever a slim fellow tries
to play Falstaff he's a garstly failure.
But please. don't run away with the
notion that Falstaff is the nn'ﬁﬁ part 1
can plav. I am equally at home as
Chew Chin Chow, the Merchant of
Vennis, Charlie’s Aunt, and tha.t famus
lover, Mr. Woo. DI've been “on the
boards * once, but Greyfriars couldn't
do without me, and I had to come
back. I mean to be & film actor when

I grow up—preferably in filme where,

there's a lot of gorging and guzzling to
be done. Such a life would suit me

down to the ground!

ALONZO TODD:

My echoolfellows have but a poor
opinion of mc as an actor, and I have
never even been ﬁeﬂn & walking-on
part in any of the Hemove productions.
The only part I have ever played was
behind the scenes. It was in * Tempest,”
and I plmed the ;;arb of a sllg;n
breeze | cep on blowing
whilst t'im pla:r- “ne in progress, and I
was out of breath leng before the
finish. I wounld rather have had Bol-
gover major's part. e was the Thun-
der, and his terrific bellows nearly
scared me out of my wits!

WILLIAM WIBLEY:

I think I have played pretty nearly
every part that’s worth while. TI've
been a double-dyed villain, and a hand-
seme hero, and a blushing beauty, and

a shrivelled hag! The parts 1 like best
nrﬂ those with plenty of * action,” and
I think 1 am happicst as D"Artagan, of
the Three Musketeers. I zimply love
acting, whether it's serious acting, or
merely acting the goat! T'm only an
insignificant shrub as vet in the world
of theatricals, but I hupe eventually to
bloszom inte a Treel

BOLSOVER MAJOR :

(xive me a ?nrt with a " punch ” and
I'm happy. once played the heoro in
Tae MacxeT LIBRARY, 918,

SPECIAL “PLAY-ACTING”

SUPPLEMENT !

play called “The Pride of the
Riug‘," and the stage was simply strewn
with my victims in the great * knock-
cut ” scene. 1 mada 4 great hit that
urnnmi-ln made too 1‘nan:_l."
ETEilt for thc hkmg of my fellow-
players !

WILLIAM GOSLING:

“You wouldn't never think I'd E-Eﬁ:r'l
on the stage, would you? Well, I "ave.
L once t::n::L the part uf Fn-st Grave-
digger in *'Amlet,’ an’ I was a rare
success. But hactors was considered
very small beer in them days, and in-
stead of gettin® & hundred pounds a
night like they gets now, I 'ad to be
content with an ‘umble ‘alf-crown. I
often wishes I'd stayed on the stage
instead of becomin’ an 'arassed.porter.
I reckon I should ba rollin’® about in
a Rolls-Royee now ‘instead of strollin’
about with a broom in me ‘and! But
wot’'s the use of vain regrets? I'm still
on the stage really because Shakespeare
saysthat * a.l] the world’s a stage an’ all
the ma]na an’ fieldmales me-r.'eljr players.
Thev "as their hexits .Em their hen-
trances, an’ each man in 'is time plays
many parts.” So that's that!®

.BOE CHERRY:

I am a member of the Remove
Dramatic Society, and I have played
several minor parts in their produe-
tions, What I aim at, however, is a
hero's parl‘-—l’m fed up with being

“noises off.” Wibley, who casts the
parts, ﬂl“n_*_.s shuts up sharp when I
offer to play the lend. Bunter says 1
shall never play a decent part because
of my big feet. DBut I proved he was
wrong, anyway, for m a_recent produc-
tion Wibh cast mio as “chucker-out ¥ in
a restaurant scene. Those big feet of
mine came in useful, as Bunter found
out' to his cost when I was ordered to
throw him out!

SPECIAL
“*FOOTBALL?*
SUPPLEMENT
NEXT WEEK!
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1§ EDITORIAL!

By Haxry, Winttoa.
E]IE]!EIE}EEiu.JI_‘U_IuJu_IUEEIEPEEIEEEED
OW that summer is on its lest
. legs, and the long winter
avenings are ltzm::n:rn:lngt fore us,

our thoughts naturally

J HEEREHR

turn Lo

"Plays, Concerts, and other jolly forms

of entertainment,

As President of tha Remove Amateur
Dramatic  Society, shall have my
hands full arra.ng:mg lp::*vl;:»g:ruhl'ﬂ|r||3:s and

rehearzals, There is ple uf talent to
choose from, the Remove being rich in
actors, The fincst, of course, is William

Wibley, whe can play any eort of art,
from the Prince of Denmark to ri’
Bah. Wib is one of those fellows who
live in & world of their own, and his
particular world happens to be the
theatrical world. He is versed in all
the mﬁtenes of “make-up,” he 15 &
gEnmE at get-tmg' stuff across “—in
other words, impressing and pleasing hig
audience, and &s an impersonator he
has no rival within the four walls of
(zreyiriars. Az if Hmsn achievements
were nob enough, Wik is a clever scene-
patnter, a wonderful organiser, and a
businesslike—but  rather dogmatic!—
gtage-manager. Wib 13 so wrapped up
in theatrical matters that the walls of
hiz . study are simply swarming with
pictures and photos of famous. actors
and actresses, David Garrick, Edmund
Kean, Mrs. Siddons, Huﬁ‘r:,.r Irving.
Herbert Beerbohm Tree—they are all
there, smiling or scowling down at you
as you enter the study.

Nearly every fellow gets an attack of

“stage-fever ' at some period of his
boyhood, but usually the attack is short
and sharp, and soon sputters aut like a
damp squib. But Wibley's stage-fever
is a permanent part of his temperament.

‘We shall commence our theatrical
season at Greyfriars with one of the
Gilbert and Sullivan operas—probably
the “ Mikado.” Then will come a play
which  Wibley has written himseli—you
see, ‘he is playwright as well as player !
—and after that we shall get on to more
serious work, and swot up Shakespeare’s
“Tempest.” In every case, we. shall
charge for admission, and the profits
will go to the Cottage Hospital at
Courtfield, which i3 iIn a bad way
ﬁmmeiall}'.

The Fifth and the Upper Fourth are
also gutt.lng up plays, but we do not fear
their rivalry. And if they should
attempt to wreck our rehearsals—as
they invariably do—we hereby warn
therm that they will get it where the
chicken got the chopper! Personally,
I feel confident that the HRemove
theatrical season will prove a stunning
success—right from the word go, as

Fishy would mir{'.
ARRY WHARTON
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(11 OLLY,"” eaid the Head, insinewating

his rather prominent beak into Jack
Joliy's study, “I here you are get-
tiog vup a play.™
“Right on the wicket, sir!" gaid Jack
Jolly cheerfully, *“ We're giving a perform-
wose. og Satferday evenlog in. the &mn‘!nn-
room. Admizsion free to Fourlth-Formers: a
tooner for the Shell; a bob for the Fifth
and Sixth; aod a ginoy for headmasters.™
Dr. Birchemall chuckled in hiz beard,
“You'll be lucky to get o pinny out of
me, Joll¥ ! he sald. **Why, you are = cold-
bluddéd young prophetecr! You remind me
ol the managers of some of the London

theatres! Their chffges are jenerally a
Ein[f Hr.:r Head !
“And. 2 tapmer peér junior, I suppose,

glr?" =aid Merry. “ Which iz eggzactly as it
ghould be!l?*

" Rattz!" zaid the Head, with hiz usual
decorum. * Now, what play do you propose
to perform ¥

" Well, sir,” zald Jack Jolly, “we conldn't
degide for o long time weather to play * The
Taming of Macheth,” * The Merchant of the
Shrew.' * A Midsummer Night's Tempest,” or
*Harmlet.! We fixed on * Hamlet " at Iast.?”

" A wise choice!"” sald the Head, noddiag
hiz approval. " * Hamlet® is undoubtedly
one of the best peaces of work Sir James
Barrie hias glven us. I shall fill the title-
roll to perfection.??

Jack Jolly & Co, blinked at the Head in
amazement. pot unmixed with dismay.

“You, sir!* pasped Jack Jolly. * But—
but I'm plaring Hamlet!*

“Tyush!  Likewise, toshi!™ said the Head.
"The part of Hamlet should be plaved hy
& person of diggoity aod  refloement.
Without wizhing to blow my own trumpitt *
—the Head pavsed, ond  blew
yviolently—"I can onnestly elaim to be n
born actor. When b6 comes fto' playing
Hamlet, I've pot Tree, and Trving, and
Barrymore, and all the rest of them, licked
intke a eocked hat! What are you larfing
at, Bright?

e aphem ! T wasn't Intfing, slr!® stammered
Bright. “T wos koffing!™ F

¥ Lneky for vou!** said the Head grimiy.
" Now, look here, my lwmys. I've decided to
give vou a free hand with your play, aod
to tpke the title-rall®

Jack Jolly gave a groan.  He had been
looking forward fto faking the part of
Hamlet—in fact, he had swotled up all the
Hpes. Just before the Head had ecome into
the study, Jack boad heen declaiming that
famus passidge:

" Toby or not Toby, that 1s the guestion!™

There was an awkward paws,

“1'm sorey, sie!™ blurted out Joek Jolly
at lepgth, " But we'va got everything eu
and drled, and I can't allow anybody to
queer my piteh 1+

The Head's brow grew hlack az thunder.

# Jolly,”  he roared, “either 1 fake the
patt of Wamlet, or you rezeeve a publick
flogging in Dig Hall for impertinense!
your munny, and take your choice!™

There was nothing for it bot to let the
Head have hiz own way, and Jack Jolly

reluctantly pave' im.

#Yon ean have the park of the First
Grave.digger, Jolly,™ said the Henad jen-
meronsly,

“Thank wou for nolhing!”? mntiered
Jack, umder his breth, “I I cant be
Hamdet, T'I1 jolly well be Laertes,*™

Jeck Jolly remembered that In fhe carse
of the play there was a duel between Hamiet
and Laertes., This wonld pive him a chance

to get hiz own bock on the Henad!

Dr. Bircheroall smiled jenially upon the

funlors,

Dicky MNUGenNT.

hiz mnose.

Pay.

raltrer Svae - Yirnd ofhe
o g vy

*That's settled, then!" he said. “1I'm to
play Hamlet; and if [ don't take the school
by storm on Satterday pight, I'll ¢nt my
maorter-board !

3¢ saying, the Head stalked out of the
study, leaving Jock Jolly & Co. in a state
of blank consternation.

here was a foal-dress rehearsa’ that
pight in the Common-room, hut the Hemrd
didn't trubble to attend.- Xeither did he
attend any of the rebearsals, It was not
until Satterday night came that he damed to
put in an appearanse, Then hae  strutted
majestically into the dressing-room, which
was n screeped-off corper of the Comron-
Togm,

The Mead waz togeed vp as Hamlek, in
the approprinte Spanpizsh cosfume of the
eriod. But hiz lobpg bLesrd, trailing nearly
o tlee grownd, made him ook the most
vennerable Hamlet who had ever Hamletted.

“Row, my lads,"” sald the Head brizkly,
“follow my lead, and play up to me, and
everythiog in the garden will be lovely! I
will now take the stape!?

“ But—but Hamlet doesn’t appear in the
upening part, sir!’ protested Jack Jolly.
“It's Berparde and Fraoeiseo who set the
ball rolling.”™

“Oh, we'll eut out thelr parts!* sald the
Head lightly. And there were muttered
prowns from Merry  and PBright, who were
playing Berpardo and Francizeo respectably.
e What the audience wants iz Hamlet—
Hamlet at the sfart, Hamlet jo the middle,
Hamlet at the fAnish, Hamlet all the time!

THE
SCHOOLBOY
ACTOR.

By
DICK
PENFOLD.

WHO loves to deal in " props ** and “ gags,™
And takes the stage in bagpgy baps?
Whose zeal for acting never flags?
Why, Wibley's!
Who palnta his face a crimzon liue;
Puts charcoal on hiz eyvebrows, too,
Plays Hamlet or the Wapdering Jew?
Why, Wihley!
Who made a hit as Chu Chin Chow,
Recelving, when he made his bow,
heers, claps, snd othier sorts of row?
Why, Wibley?
Who tanght wa to perform our parts
With enterprise and eager hearta,
And how to flee when ““ragging ¥ etarks?
Why, Wibley !
Who proved a really clever fellow
As Bhakespeare’s olive-skinned Othello?
Who knows the way to boom and bellow?
Why, Wibley!
Who ecauzed a really big sensation,
And won the whole schionl’s admiration
When making Antopy’s oration?
Wiy, Wibley!
Who koows his Shakespeare of by heart,
Goes palloping from part to part,
Beciting chupnks we couldn't start?
' Why, Wibley !
Who boasts a really first-elnzs brain,
And oupght to blive in Drary Lane,
Where “atars ™ and " understidies ® telgn 7
Why, Wibley!
Wha, when he comes to man's estate,
Will he a famous man and great?
(Qood Tuck to him, at any rate!l)
Why, Wiblev!
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We will klck off with the ghost scene. Whe's
the merry Ghost?"*

“ Me, sir,” said Ekeéllivgton of the Faurth.

“De you know your lines, Skellington i

“ Every waord, sir!™

“ Then we'll pet to hizziness?™

The Head drew back the iide-curtain, and
aliﬁpped ot to-the platform io full poblick
view, :

“Hallo! Falee start!" ejackulated Bur
leigh of the dixth, whose pa‘lEr happened 1o
he o racing steward.' * Hoamilet duzzent come
on yep !

The Hedd drew bis woodén property sword
and waggled it thréttingly at Burleigh.

e cilent, Burleigh! Your rocd inter.
ruptien hns quite driven my lines out of my
hoead! Prompt me, somebody ! ™

And the Head turned appealingly to the
"wings.” Jack Jolly & Co. were there, bud
they had no mm,lnslmu of helping the Head
out of his fix. They merely grinned,

Y Frompt me!™ repeated the Head in 4
desprit wisper. “What do I have to say
first? Is‘it, "0 my profettic sole, m¥y
unele,! or * Geb thee to o nunnery '8

“Find out!™ mermered Jack Jolly, sotto
WirGey .,

The ¥Mead found out quickly enuff. He
grabbed held of Bkellington, the -Glost, and
shook him viggerusly, and growled:

“Prompt- me, you young idiot! We cag't
keep oll the school walting!™

Ekellington uttered a very unghostlike well
a8 he squirmed in Hamlet's grasp. Then. he
prompted the Head—in tones zo lond that
everybody in the audience hehrd them.

Having been given a start, the Head went
along tike » house on 8re. He strusk several
attitnides, and he also struck severnl of the
playerd, whenever they tried fo bult in with
their own parts. Ile would allew nobody to
speak Dbut himzell. He paced two and fro
a3 he dellvered hiv linex, and he cufled and
clumped his unforchunitt fellow-players till

they fled, howling, from the stage.

“ Toby or not Toby (Bif!), that [z 1ka
uesefnn !

Weather "tis nobler In the mind to suffer

{Whaek '3

The slings and  arrows  of

fortune {Wallop.!), ;

Or.to take arms against a sea of trubbles
AClomp I},

And, by opposing (Thump!), end them!*

Whatever Jack Jolly & Co. might have
thought about thele play, the audlence
enjoyed it no end. They rocked and theyw
roarerd ns they watched the Hend's amazing
anticks, Tt was agreed on all sides that
the Hend was the funoiest comedinn who had
ever heen seen ot 5t Sam's.

At lenpgth the dweel séene was reached,
The Head swung his property sword above
his head,. aud ealled wpon Laertes to come
nnd he zlowterad,

“ Hither, thoo seurvy varlet,” roared the
Head, “and I will cleave thee to the chine t?

Perhiapz the Hend Imagined that hiz chal-
lenge would not be axxepted, and that
Laertes—aling Jock Jolly—would oot dare
to come on fo the stage. But Jack Joliy
had been living for thiz moment, and he
came charping on o the platform, with his
property sword circling throngh the air.

#“Have at thee, Hamlet, thou sorrTy
knave!" he shouted. ™ Peradveénture T will
pink thee, thou presumptions Prince!??

And Laertes fairly leapt at Hamlet, doing
grate execution with the wooden sword. The
Head dodped and ducked, but he waz not
pimble enwif on his pins to dodge all the
thrustz that were levelled at him. He woas
given a rare grooling, and -he yelled with
angwish ng Jack Joliy's sword prodded and
poked lifm.

o Nenw-ow ! Jolly, vou young rascal, you
shall pay dearly for thiz. Yow- have pune-
tused me in ahout fiftcen places! Ring down
the eurtain, somebody! I declare this.farce
at an o end

AMr. Lickham. who wos a memher of the
andlence, hastily rung Jdown the curtain, to
gave Lhe Head from further hewmiliation.
and the performance of “ Hamlet * came
a sudidenn fool-atop. Loaertes heing  declared
the winper of the doel on polots.

That same evening Jack Jolly was sum-
moned to the Head'™s study, where he was
lectured, lined, Aopged, and gated. and for-
hidden to take part in amachure theatricals
for the rest of the term. Bubt Jack Jolly
didn't miod. Niz deel with the Head had
given him complete ™ sattisfaction M.

THH END.
Tae Macxer Lisrany.—Nao, 810,
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Bob Cherry looked round and stored ab

his excited face.
#What's up npow, Harry?"

“J'1l soon tell you what's up!l”
enapped Harry, “Look at that,
E‘hapa !H

“Well, what about it?”. demanded
Eu’i}, stﬁringﬁt Y.thﬂ Ir:iandtker-:hmf. “0Oh!

reat Scott ! ou don't mean—"

Harry folded the handkerchiel a
little, and then he pulled the handker-
chief over his face, with the knots at
the baek of his head, Through the
holes his eyes gleamed, and his chums
fairly jumped.

# A mask, by Jove!” gasped Johnny
Bull. \ “Where did you get that
Herry 7" 2

Harry explained, and the faces of
his fellow-carsmen went grave.

“Skinner ¥ breathed Frank Nugernt.
“If that was in the boat he used then
it's pretty clear he had a hand in it
Harry. Oh, the howling cad! The—
the rotten traitor!”

There was a deep murmur of anger.
Harry placed the handkerchief in his

pocket. His face was set hard,

“We'll see friend Skinner about
this,” he said through his teeth. “He'll
gwear he knews nothing about it, of
vourse. And as there's no name on the
thing it’ll be difficult to prove it’s his
or belonging to one of his pals. we'll
tackle the cad, anyway.”

With that, Harry led the way fo
Greyfriars, Harold Skinner waz an
exceedingly sharp youth, and ususlly a

vory earciul youth, DBut he hdad ob-
viously been very careless for once,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,

Temple’s Wheeze |

REP had been starfed some time
P when the eight juniors, with
young Tubb and Hurree Singh,

tram inte the School House.
They scarcely saw a soul as they made
for Mr. Quelch’s study to report them.

selves after changing. i

The Remove master looked slightly
relieved as he saw them.

“Oh, you have returned, then,” he
said, eyeing them sharply. “I was just
beginming to be very uneasy in regard
to your unaccountable absence, boys.
Well, what does this escapade mean "

Wharton very scon explained. e
saw there was nothing else for it but a
frank statement of the truth, but he did

not mention whom he suspected, nor the

finding of the handkerchief in the boat
Bkionner & Co. had used. Ar. Quelch
looked amazed and angry when he had
finished.

“This is outrageous, Wharton!” he
pasped. " Bless my soul! No wonder
vou failed to turn up for the race!
But did you not recognise your assail-

ants? .
“No. sir.,” said Harry, truthielly
enough. “They toock ws unawares, and

we didn't get the chance to see who
thev wore”
The Remove master nodded grimly.
Yur Macxer Liskary.—Ne. B18.

“¥ery well, Wharton,” he said. "1
will report the matter to Dr. _Ill.mke.
Wi

and, for the moment, I EOY
nothing in regard to wour having
trespassed on Fopper Island. In the

circumstances, however, I cannot, of
gourse, punish you for being late for
calling-over.”

“And—and about the race,
stammered Harry breathlessly.

“ Personally I am very disappointed
about that, as you must be yourselves,”
said Mr. Quelch. “I had hoped very
much fthat the Remove crew would
represent Greviriars in the struggle for
the cup. It cannot be helped, however
and I feel bound to point out that had
yvou not broken the rules by trespassing,
thiz, doubtless, would never have hap-
pened.”

Harry Wherton felt suddenly sick
with disappointment.

“Then—then that means we're out of
it, sir?
Fourth ¥

“Certainly not, Wharton ! exelaimed
Mr. Quelch, arching his eyebrows. *It
15 most unfortunate. Buat you failed to
appear &t the appointed time, and the

pper Faurth crew elaim the race.
That is their right.*

“But Temple iz a sport, sir,” stam-
mered Harry. “He'll meet us again,

sir 77

We ean't meet the Upper

I'mm cortain. YWhat happened WAS
scarcely our fault. Couldo't we meet
them, sic¥"

“It is quiie impossible, Wharton,"
said Mr. Quelch sharply. “Major
Thresher insists that the race be no
later than two o'cleck, as he starts for
Scotland in the early evening.”

“But—but we could row ours off
before that—in the early morning, sir.
We'd gladly get up early, so would
Temple's crew, I'm certain.”

" Nonsense ! Dr. Locke wounld never
agree to such a proposal, Wharton, It
wonld mean an upheaval in the routine
of the school, and iz out of the
question, Moreover, Dr. Locke will be
very abgry when he learns you have
broken his strict order in regard to that
island, He is not likely to grant you
such a request. You must abide by the
results of vour wrong-doing, Wharton,
unforiunate and regrettable as they
are.”

“But, sir—"

“That will do, Wharton.”

The Remove master raised his hand,
and Harry realised it was hopeless to
lead further. He led the way out of
the study, hiz face red and bitter. But
it was also set and determined.

“Ne go!” groaned Bob Cherry as
they erowded out into the pasz:age.
“0Oh, my hat! T never expected this!
I felt certain they would let uz row it
by postponing the race to-morrow after-
noon. Oh, if I could only get my
hands on the ecads who played that
dirty trick on us!”

There was a growl of assent, but
Harry said nothing for & moment.
Then heé stopped and eyed his chums
stendily.

“Look vou chaps!' he said
hotly. “We're not knuckling under to
this! I know Temple's as keen to meet
us as we were to meet him. Weé'll go
and see him now.™

“YWhat's the good of that?

“You'll sec!” snapped Harry, his
eves gleaming. “I've got an idea, and
if I'm not mistaken Cectl Reginald will
agree to it.  He's a silly ass, but he
kﬁrm‘s how to play the game. Come
on !

Harry led the way rezolutely to the
study occupied by Temple, Fry, and
Dabney, and the rest of the crew fol-
lowed wonderingly., Temple & Clo. were
at prep. and they eyed the eirht juniors

hera,

curiously as they tramped into the
room and closed the door.

For once Cecil Reginald did not look
alarmed at the vizit in force.
“Oh, you silly idiots have turned up
at last, then?” he said, grinning.
“Well, we're not really surprised you
failed to turn up. We expected you'd
funk meeting us—isn’t that so, yonu
chaps "

“0h, rather !” grinned Fry.

“ Absolutely !" grinned Dabney.

“But llust where did you put your
giddy selves?” went on Temple, eyveing
them curiously again. “I must say it
was very kind indeed of you to give us
the cup like thiz. I suppose you saw at
the last moment that tryving to lick us
was only & waste of time—what?"

“Look here, Temple!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton grimly, “I'il tell you
just what happened.”

And he did. The three Upper Fourth
fellows listened with open mouths.

“Great pip!” gasped Temple, as he
finished at last. * So—so that's why you
didn't turn up? Phew! T sav, that's a
bit thick, vou chaps. I'm blessed if I
like the idea of mlﬁring that race witn-
aut’ fighting for it, anyway.”

it | E.Et:nﬂw vou'd say something like
that, Temple,” said Harry, “You're a
sport, old chap, I will say that. Well,
are vou going to collar the glory now
vou know the facts?®”

“Nothing elsa for it, i the Head
won't give in," said Cecil Reginald
seriously. “We'd much rather have
fought for it, anyway.”

“Then you can easily prove that”
said Harry, his eyes gleaming. “I've

t a suggestion to make. What about

reaking bounds to-night and rowing it
off by moonlight "

A dead silence followed that startling

suggestion. The rest of the juniors
starad at him aghast. It left them
speechless.

“I mean 1it,” said Harry steadily.

“There's the promise of a clear moon
te-night. It's risky—jolly riskv—but it
could be done ecasily enough. It'll be a
rattling fine adventure, and it will be
nice and cool for rowing. I'm willing
to risk it if you chaps are.”

or PhEW!“

“Great pip

“ What & stunning wheaeze I

Onece the juniors grasped the idea, it
seemed to take them by storm. i
Reginald locked staggered for a moment,
and then a broad grin came over his

i

face.
“It iz a Etlmm'.nF wheeze right
enough!” he gasped. “Oh, my hat! " A

giddy boatrace by moonlight, eh? But
who's going to be the giddy starter and
umpira, Wharton?"

“We'll easily arrange that,” said
Harry, his eyes brightening as he realised
Temple was coming round io the skrik-
ing 1dea. “What I want to know is,
arp vou game?”

Temple chuckled and nodded.

"It's thundering risky,” ha grinmed.
“But it will be no end of an adventure,
as vou say, Wharton. If vou chaps are
willing te risk it, I'm game enough.
What do you say, Fry and Dah ™

Fry and Dabney grinned and nodded.
The suggestion scared them a little, but
their leader was game, and thal was
enough for them.

“I'm game if you are, Temple, old
chap,™ said Fry, i

O

“&ame here,” muttered Dabnery.

“What about the rest of your crew,
Torple

“Y faney I can speak for them,™

grinned Cecil Reginald, “They'll back
me up all sereme. Wharton. Phew!|

the giddy death, old chap!™
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What & wheeze! But, look here, Whar-
ton. Suppose your lot should happen to
win? I know they won't, of course, if
it's just a matter of rowing. But sup-
posing we have an accident—break an
oar or & neck, or something like that,
and vou chaps happen lo get home first ?
How will vou square things with the
powers that he *"

“I've thought of that," said Harry
calmly. " If yon win, then the matter
ends there, But if we win—and I fancy
wo shall—then you've just got to back
out of the race. ¥You've got to act the
generous, awmsellish sportsmen who have
the good of Greviriars at heart. You've
got to own up that we're the better crew,
and that vou feel we've the better right
17 represent Greyfriavs, Sce? If we
lick vou that will be true cnough, any-
way. You can't deny that.”

Temple pulled rather a wry {ace.

“Yes, but supposing—I'm only sup-

sing, mind—that you do happen to win
E; g fAuke, and that someone suspects
and asks questions T .

“You must just stick to that,” said
Harry firmly. “ Hang it all, you must
admit that it's only right and just if we
do prove to be the better erew. If you
don’t want to row to-morrow afterncon
they can't force you to, can thev?”

“Our chaps will play old Harry,
though.” .

“You can explain afterwards, if you
like," said Harrr.

“Put—but supposing the beaks get
wind of it #"

“Well, T don't much earve if they do—
after the race,” sand Harry, his eyes
glinting. “They can’t sack the lot of us,
anyway. I, for one, am ready to stand
o flogging to win that cup, Well, what
about it 7™

Temple grinned rueflully.
game. o e

“1'm an! I risk it, Wharton '

“Good man! You'd better get hold
of your men at once, and cxplain, old
man. Weo'll talk details over later,
before bed-time,”

" Right-ho ™ -

Harry turned abruptly and led the
way out. He knew without asking that
his crew would apgree to the amanog
ilea, arhast as they were at thoughts of
it. Outside the door he pausced, a hard
look on his face.

“Now, vou chaps,” he snapped, *we'll

and talk to friend Skinner about that
fuom'lknrfrhiuf.”

“ But what about prep?”

“"Hang prep!”

And Harry Wharton strode away to-
wards Skinner's study, and his men
followed without another word.

Skinner, Stott, and Snocp were at
home. They were seated at the table
in Btudy No. 4 doing their prep, and the
sight of the Remove c¢rew sent the
colonr cbbing from their cheeks.

To the guilty trio the visit could only
have ono meaning—that their share in
the alternoon’s affair was known, What
clee could the visit mean?

All three of tho shady trie jumped to
their feot.

“What—what Jdo you want, Whar-
ton ¥ stammered Skinner.

The captain of the Remove walked lo
the table and tossed the handkerchicf
upon it with a scornful sweep of his
hand.

“That's your property,
Skinner ¥ he snapped.

Shinner stared at the incriminating
handkerehief, and as he did so the colaur
slowly returned to his cheeks. He know
it at onee, aned he now realisod what the
visit really meant. Bkinner was an ox-
veedingly astnte youth, and his * nerve ™
was unbounded.

DBut he was

I GBelieve,
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He grinned shightly as he drew another
handkerchief  from  hiz  pocket, and
glanced at it carelessly, He had missed
his damaged handkerchief on returning
to Greyiviars, and he thanked his stars
now that he had troubled lo get a new
one [rom the dorm.

“Xo,” he murmured, lifting his eye-
brows, and eyeing Wharton hlandly.
*Iere's mine, T haven't lost ene, DBut
my tlear man, why all this runpus 7

“T'I jolly soon tell vou why ! grilted
Wharten.,  “This afterneon, Skinner,
somoe fellows collared ws on Popper
Island, They gagped and bound us, and
left ws stranded there, Thev did it 1o
keep ws from the rvace, They woro
masks made of handkerchiefa=like that
one, That handkerchiel was found by
Old Joo in the bout you had out tlus
evening, Skinnee”

“Not really ?¥ yawned Skinner, who
had quile regained his composure now.

“Yes," said Havey Wharton savagely,
“It's no gﬂnﬂ pretemding to be innocent,
Skinner. That handkerchicf ciher be-
longed to von or 1o Solt or Snoop!™

“What an  itdea!™  smiled S2kinner,
though his heart was thumping wirh
meward fear. 0 And sou think that jus
Leeansze that dirky-leoking roz waz fouml
in onr bort that we had a hand in veu

giddy trouldes "

* Yes,"

“You've pol a thumping cheek, then!™
raiel Bkinner. 1 supposze it hasn't

orcurred to vou that anyvone mighi have
clhineked it thewe * Tt =0’ weine, and T'm
jelly  sure 0t 1sn't elither Siott's ar
Huoopy's ! We know absolntely nothing
about what happeved to yvou, In facl,
e yarn's & bit sieep, if yon ask e,
Any chap might have chocked that rage

into the boat oz he was passing it to go
out of the boathansze,”

“You -vou deny i, then®™

* Abs=olutely, I'm 1.'.'i]I'L|:3p,' io go befora
the ead and deay it if you hke! 1i's
all rot, of course; but if iL's any =atis-
faction to you, I'm ready to do that.”

llm'r‘v Wharton HJ;iII!mI his teoth. 1Ta
was beaten, wid he koew it Slanner
was quite right -any chap might haveo
pitched (he handkerchief into the boat,
The evidenece was nol enough.

But Vernon-Smith was not  beaten.
The Bounder knew Skinuer well, and he
was just as astute as Skinner was.

DNefore anvone realised what was hape
pening he leapt like o panther upon
Bidney Sneop, and his hand  spateled
sotnetliing that just showed from Snoop’s
pocket.

It was a handkerchief. Emi!h}‘ zonk
Snoopy spinning away from him, and
shook the handkerchiefl out, Tt was
rumipled, as if it had been weed as a
bandage, and ino jagged holes showed
in it about two inches apart from cach
ofher.

There was o smliden =ilenee, Then,
with stariling swddenness, Stott made a
will leap far the doar. 15t Dol Cherey
was loo gquick for him.  1ls foot shiot
out, aml Stedt went -prawling downe
wards with o erash.

Tu a flash Bob was upon hun, amd hadd
tnken the handkerchiei Teenn his jacket
pocket. It was more  rampled  than
Snoop’s, and it hae tweo jagged holes in
it.

Shinner’s Toee was
turned upon hin

“Well, Skinner” said HHarry grimiy,
“whatl have yvon gol 1o say now ¥

Hkinner's nerve Sailed hime then.,

Tue Micxer Lannany,—XNo. 918,
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“That—that means nothing!” he
starimered shakily. “You can prove
nothing I

Harry Wharton's face hardened. .

“Run and fetch Wingate here, Bob!”
he said.

But Skinner jumped before the door,
hiz face suddenly haggard. T

“No, don't do that!™ he whined.
“Look—look here, Wharton, you can't
bring the beaks into this! It meens the
pack if it comes out! It wasn't our

Paults—we were forced into it by
Ponsonby 1™ '
“My hat!"
“I thought as much!” said Harey
Wharton, ]giis curling. *“So I was

i
right-—l’unauuby% at the bottom of this,
the hound !

“But these three cads are worse than
Ponsonby,” said Johnny Bull, his rugged
face red with angry indignation.
“Fancy letting his own Form and
school down like that! Oh, you rotter,
Skinner ™

Skinner fairly trembled. e kpew the
game was up, and his only thought then
was for his own shin. i

“It was Ponsonby!” He muttered, m
s low voice. “He did it to get his own
back for that ducking the other day.
He's got bets on the rece to-morrow,
tor.. He knows the Remove crew are
Favourites. He forced us to take & hand
1

“Forced you?" echoed Frank Nugent
scornfully.

“Yes,” spid Skinner, Jicking his lips.
“We owe him tin, and he's threatening
us; he knows things about us, too. You
won't give us away, Wharton?” he
added, with a whine. "I've owned up

now.”
“PBecause youn bad to!” ‘snapped
Harry. “ You knew wvou couldn't face

that evidenice before the Head—for Witk
te would have to report it; you knew
iat] Well, we won't show you up to
the beaks. But we'll jolly well make you.
git up for this, you sweep!”

“Y¥ea, rather!™

“Tt can wait now,"” said Harry grimly.
“But after the race to-morrow the Form
will deal with you three sweeps! 0Old
Courtenay will 1{:m:ﬁ'n.'l.r how to deal with
that rotten spoilsport Ponsonby. If the
ead thinks he's beaten us he'll jolly well
find out his mistake to-morrow, I fancy
—and vyou, too, Skinner. Higheliffe
haven't won yet.”

Tt was an incautious speech, and Skin-
ner looked at him sharply. Skinner
fancied he ocould guess what Harry
meant. Obviously, the Head had given
permission for the Greyfriars race to be
rowed, after all—in the early morning,
perhaps!
 The thought brought another thought
to Skinner, He knew he was “for it"
from his Form-fellows. But he knew he
was in for the time of his life if Gray-
friars did happen to lose the cup.
Trouble with Ponsonby was infinitely to
be preferved to the trouble that wonld
follow with his enraged fellow Re-
movites if that happened. )

“ Look hers, Wharton !" he stammered.
#There's something else. I mean fo
warn you ; if this failed Ponsonby means
to try another dodge to-morrow,
don’t know what it 13, but he's vowed.
Grevfriars sha'n't win, You—you'd
better watch him to-morrow.”

“We'll see about that,” said Harry,
turning abruptly on his heel. *Let's get
out of this, you chaps!”

'The eight juniors went out, heedless
of the black, bitter looks Skinner & Co.

gave them.
Tae MacyeT LIBRARY.—INo. H18.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

By the Light ot the Moon |
R {] ERE we are!"
As he spoke,qIiarry Whar-
ton sko i the deep

shadow of the boathouse. Be-

hind Harry was a crowd of silent forms,

subdued sﬁranghﬁy by the deep stillness
[

of the night. onlight glimmered on
the bare landingstage, and on the
swiftly-moving Sark, as it murmured its

way to the sea. Only in places, near the
banks, were dark shadowe of trees that
overhung the mirror-like surface of the
river,

It was long past eleven o'clock, and
most of Greyiriars were in bed at that
hour. Only a few minutes ago Harry
Wharton and those with him had also
been in bed.

_But they were up and gbont now, ex-
cited and eager, with stern business be-
fore them—business that would probably
lisve caused the Tenasahile.Dr: Lucka to
lose his wonted serenity had he only
known of it

For Harry Wharton's great idea was
about to be put into practice. As he
had expected, hizs own crew had jumped
at the chance, once théy had got over
their amazement at the suggestion, And

‘the Upper Fourth crew had also “ fallen
for #"—though with perhaps less
enthosiasm,

But they were all “sports,” and it was
settled at last. arry had then
cautioucly approached Hilton and

Potter of the Fifth. Though seniors,
Harry knew they were fellows who
would be willing enough to act as
umpire and starter, if only for the sheer
fun and adventure of it. Moreover, he
knew they were straight as a die, and
thorough sportsmen,

The two Fifth-Formers had agreed
willingly enmough, astounded as they
wore abt the idea. But bevond those two
no outsiders were let into the secret—
neither in the Remove nor into the
Upper Fourth. They were taking no
chances of the secret leaking out,

So only the two crews with the cox-
wains, the two Fifth-Formers, and
Hurree Bingh formed the party that laft
Greviriars by the box-room window that
night, and ecrept down to the shadowy
boathouse.

““Stay here, wvou chaps,” whispered
Harry, as the rest of the adventurers
stopped with him. “I'll soon have the

doors open !

He slipped silently round to the back
of the I{mathﬂusﬂ, clhimbed up a low,
lean-to shed where ropes and broken
cars were stored, and reached a small
window. It was open, as Harry expected
and a moment later he had squeeze
throngh and was standing inside the
dark boathouse.

Harry knew every inch of the place,
and a moment later the electric lLight
flashed on as Harry pressed the awitch.
Save at the front the hoathouse was
encircled completely 'b;l.r'hiﬁh trees, and
Harry did not fear the light being seen
—from Greviriars, at all events.

It was the work of a moment then to
draw the bolts, and fling wide the great
donble doors, and soon the ecrowd of
fellows were inside, and getting to work
1n_ earnest,

Working quietly but swiftly, they soon
had the two precious racing crafts
afloat, Then oars and rudders were
carried out, and after slides, stretchors,
and rowlocks were tested, all weas in
readiness for the struggle.

The Remove  crew took the water
first, but the Upper. Fourth were soon
after them, and reaching the starting-
post they quickly jockeyed themselves

A

into position. Hilton and Hurres Singh
had already rushed on ahead tow
the finishing post, and after switching
off the light, Potter closed thé gresk
doorseaind ran up after the ecrews to tha
starting point.

All was ready at last, and Potter'a
voice, sounding strangely eerie in |
stillness, rang out over the ghmmering
expanse of water.

Are you ready? Go!™

Hixteen shining blades dipped as one,
and they were off !

The race that followed was one the
juniors were likely to remember for a
ong time. The ghostly half-light, the
silence over the river and the slesping
countryside, the absence of encouraging
yells' from spectators, and the black,
%iﬂﬂﬂlj' woods lining the banks, made
the scene seem strangely unreal to all
who were concerned in it.

But i was real enough for all that,
and after the first few strokes of the
flying start, the sixteen oarsmen forgob
overything but the stern task before
them and pligged away with might and
main.

Over the silent river & thin mist hung,
but it was light enough to see the
banks for all that, and both coxes knew
every inch of the old river.  Their sorest
trial was the necessity for curbing their
excited inclination to well, and  the
were obliged to content themselves wit
hissing their orders and blood-curdling
threats instead of shrieking them.

From the very first, Temple, setting
a faster stroke than rry. Wharton,
took the lead, and before the race was
half a minute old, the Upper Fourth
cox was level with the Remove No. 4.

Harry Wharton did not scem to worry
about that, however. Ho still kept up
hiz steady, swinging stroke, and his men
clung to it, working together beauti-
fully, their vars moving like clockwork.

But the Upper Fourth crew wera
rowing well, too, and at the willow
lantation Temple had increased hia
ead by several more feet. Hiz men
had to work like Trojans to do it
though.

Temple's face was a trifle white
despite his lead, however. Ho knew
the Remove crew were only biding their
time, and he knew he had the task of
hiz life before him to keep the advan-

o

a race would go to the stroke who
showed the bezt judgment, and. Temple
had an uneasy feeling fthat ho had blun-
dered by rushing his stroke at the
boeginning.

He had good reason to feel zo, as
events proved.  Onee past the willow
plantation Harry ecalled upon his men,
and they responded brillizntly.

They picked up the guickened stroke,
and the boat seemed to leap ahead.

“Pull, you begpars—pull!™’ hissed
George Tubb, =almost bursting  with
aupp excitement. * Steady No. 4,
Mind your ginning, bow, you assl
Steady all! Great pip! Well, rowed,
chaps! You're doing 1t!"

There was no doubt about that fact.
The Remove boat was overhauling the
Upper Fourth boat, slowly, but surely.
The Fourth cox was back now lovel wit
MNo. 4 in the Remove boat, and inch by
inch he fall back still more, though
Temple and hiz men were pulling all
they knew.

They were round the bend now, and
the long straight to the winning posk
was in sight, gleaming ahead like a
streak of silver in the moonlight.

A smart bit of steering by yvoung
Tubb gave the Remove bost a clear
quarter of a length round that bend, and
now hoth boats were dead level, sweep-
}ng 1lih:-lz well-oiled machines towards tho
1Ita
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But they did not stay long level.
Temple had spurted again, but sheer
eagerncss made the U per Fourth crew

ed in their “finish,” and their cox
yelled furiously, forgetting the need for
quietness, )

Hizs wild cries to " Steady,” and his
frantic _appeals were of little ‘use, how-
ever. His crew were going to pleces—
they had lost length and life, and thewr
graceful, easy swing had gone. They
rolled in the rougher water in the
straight which put the finishing touch to

2.

Both coxe: were yelling now in their
ﬂmitemant—vm'mF Tubb in frantic
lee, and Temple’s man despairingly.
;!['heir crics rang across the stretch of
water, and echoed through the silent
woods, i

Harry had quickened again to thirt
now, and there was hali a lengt
between the hoats. He knew there
would be no necessity to raise the stroke
higher than that.

either was there—the Upper Fourth
were done, and Temple knew 1it. He
called frantically, pantingly, to his men
in a last wild effort to get them
together again; but it was hopeless.

51. lerfgth now—a length that widened
to two lengths with amazing rapidity.
“QOnly fitty wards,"” gloated youn
Tubhk. *“ You needn't burst any blood-
vessels, you bounders! We've got 'em
cooked! Oh, well rowed, you fellows !’
The white mile-post—the finishin
t—was clearly to be seen now, an
E;?iz two dim figures were visible. One
remained by the post, but the other
ran down to the water’s edge, fairly
daneing with excitement, It was Hurree
Bingh, and his voiee rang across the

wator,

"Wall rowed, my esteemed and ridieun-
lous chums. Well rowed, my esteemed
Wharton! Hurrah!™

The Indian junior had need to shout
“Hurrah!” for at that moment the

Remove boat fashed past the post—
unchallenged.

“HRemove has it!" wvelled Hilton,
leaving his place by the mile-post.
;'Well rowed, |kids! Two clear
8 g 1"

"Hurrah ! howled young Tubb, heed-

s of noise. “Fasy alll You're not
going & tour round the world, you
idiots |

The Remove crew ceased rowing, and
their hoat eased gently and swung with
the current. The next moment the
Upper Fourth swept up, amid a wild
sp?nshmg of ocars, done fo the wide
every man-jack of them,

But the Remove men had also felt the
strain, and for some moments both
erews lay on their oars, with heads
between legs whilst the +two  boats
drifted unchecked.

“Thevy're iqﬂiug
chuckled Hilton
“Here, wake up, vou
let's get back.™

Hilton's sarcastic woice brought the
carsmen’s heads up with a jerk, and
Harry Wharton grinned acrozs at his
defeated rival.

“Hard lincs, Temple, old man!” he
called,

“1 give you best, Wharton ! grinned
Terupﬁa ruefully. "“0Oh, my hat! I'm
whacked ! Let's get back !

Nothing more was said. The victors
did not wish to crow, and the loscrs
did not feel ke talking or anything
else. In silence save for the coxwain's
orders, the boats were turned, and they
started to paddle gently back, Hilton
and Inky running together along the
dark, shadowy towing-path.

It was u.'[i' over—the Remove had
earned the right to represent Greyfriars

to  sleep hore”
to Hurree Singh.
blighters, and

—

It was a handkerchief.
from each other,

Before anyone realised what was happening, the Bounder leapt like a panther upon
Sidney James Snoop and snatched semething that just showed from his pocket.
And iwo jagged holes showed in it about iwo inehes apart
“ Well, Skinner,"” said Wharton

got to say now ? "

grimly.

** What have you
{See Chapler 8.)

in the fight for Major Thresher's eup,
and there was no more to be said—then.

Quietly yet quickly the boats were
housed, and everything put shipshape
again. Then, after a shower, and & rub
down, the ocarsmen, victors and van-
guished, left the boathouse, Hilton
switching the light out and closing the
doors from the inside. Then he climbed
out through the little window at the
back, amf rejoingd the juniers and
Potter, waiting at the front. In silence
they started for Greyiriars.

But thei did not get far along the
towing-path without incident,

Harry Wharton happened to stop to
tic his ghoelace, which he had forgotten
to fasten, and the rest walked ﬁlﬂwlg
on ahead of him. As he straightene
himzelf agam, the captain of the
Hemove heard a slight sound behind
him, and he turned abruptly.

Then he started. From a stile they
had just passed, and several yards be-
hind him, three figures dropped down
on to the towing-path, and turned away
along the towing-path. Harry saw
from their size that they were bovs, and
not men. He wabched them, struck
suddenly by their appearance.

Two of the dark figures walked on
past the Greyfriars boathouse, but the
third left hiz companions and vanished
inwards towards the dark building.

“Phew !” breathed Harry.

Buspicious now, and without thinking
of shouting his friends back, Harry ran

back along the towine-oath. As he did

Fthird unknown sprin

g0, there came a shout from one of the
two figures—a startlod shout.

“Look out !

Harry reachéd the boathouse just
then in time to-sec a dark figura vanish
round the back. Without troubling
about the other two, Harry dashed
after him. Heo reached the rear of the
dark building just in time to see the
down in alarn
fromy the lean-to shed and dart round
the building.

He vanished, and Harry set his lipa
and went after him. Hound the boat-

house he sped, but when he reached the
towing-path again, it was to eeo all
three hgures racing away into the

shadows along the towing-path.

They vanished from sight, and Harry
stopped, realising the uselessness of
pursuit., At that moment Bob Cherry
dashed wp with the rest of thoe Grey-
friars fellows stringing behind him.

“What on earth’s up? he . gasped.
“Who were those merchants, Harry ¥"

Harry shook his head. His eyes were

gleaming.

“I den't know,” he szaid. “But I
faney I can guess. They came from
that stile—it leads from Higheliffe.
Coan’t you guesa? 1 faney I recognised
onc .of them, too.”

“You—you mean Ponsonby?” gasped
Poter Todd.

“1 suspect it was he with two of hias
rotten pals,” said Harry. " They were
obviously up to no good, anyway.
SBkinner was right, then—we shall have

Tae Macyer L1BRARY~—Neo. 216
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Heo's evi-

to watch Ponsonby, cheps!
Fla was

dently taking no chances.

ing to tamper with our boat or oars,
raney.” ;
“Phew! The daring rotter ™

“!Phat settles it,” said Harry grimly.
“I'll ving up Courtenay in the morning,
chaps. DIl tell him all, and I'll ask him
to set & watceh on that dangerous worm.
Let's get home.” :

“PBut—but supposing
back " : :

“1 don't think they will—they won't
dare,” said Harry, staring back along
the towing-path. “They’'ve had 2
thundering fright, I bet. Anyway, we |
daren’t stay out any longer, you fellows.
Let’s get back for some sleep. We've
got a stiff taszk before us to-merrow, and
we'll need all the rest and &leep we can

et.”

With that Harry led the way along
the towing-path again. He did not fear
that Ponsorby & Co.—if it was those
cads—would dare to risk another wvisit
to the boathouse. But he was feeling
very uneasy in regard to the Higheliffe
black sheep for all that.

they come

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Ponsonby’s Last Card !

HE rowing enthusiasts of Grey-

I friars and Higheliffe might have

arranged the weather for the fol-
lowing alternoon, for it was
almost ideal. Certainly the sun was
strong, but a cool breeze whipped the
lapping wave-tops on the shimumering
Sark, and tempercd the heat of the day.

Long before two o'clock the banks ol
the river swarmed with jumiors from
both schools—and scores of senicts, too!
Those lofty individuals strolled about
supremely conscious of the honour they
were bestowing  upen  the  junior
fraternity by their presence at a fag
show. .

The Head of Greyiriars was there,
likewise the Head of Higheliffe, Dr.
Voysey. Mr. Quelch, Mr. Prout, and
Mr. Capper were thore, as also were
several }I}-Iighc!iﬁe masters. The fight
for Major Thresher's silver cup was cer-
tainly arousing a pgreat deal of interest.
On the towingz-path the colours of the
rival schools mingled freely, and—for
once—in friendly array.

Here are the lads to make you laugh. Talk

about ingemious stunts rib-tickling japes

e F.U.N Combine is always up to

something fresh. Read their mirth-provoking

exploits every week in the bright and breezy
PREEE ﬂf
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The Higheliffie crew appeared first,
paddling ientl:.' to the starting line
opposite the stake boat., And some
mements later the Greyiriars Remove
erew put in an appearance amid the
roars of their supporbers. ;

For Harry Wharton had been right in
his views. As he had expected, j-he
powers that were had raised no objec-
tions when the Upper Fourth crew had
resigned from the coveted heonour of
representing  the  school—astonished
though they were. Cecil Reginald
Temple's ingenious (vet truthful) con-

fession that the Remove were the better

crew, and had more right to represent
the school, was accepted without ‘gues-
tion. Indeed, the Head had personally
congratulated Temple on his sportsmian-
ship..and unselfishness—greatly to that
junior's secret amusement,

Whether Mr., Quclch, or Mr. Capper,
or Wingate, suspected the true facts of
the case, the juniors did not know, If
they did they kept their suspicions to
themselves, and Mr. Quelch had form-
ally informed Wharton that the Remove
were to row in place of the Upper
Fourth.

As &8 matter of fact, both Mr. Quelch
and the Head, at all events, were
seerctly pleased at the change. Despite
the Remove crow’s wickedness in tres-
passing that afternoon;. they could not
forget that it was the Remove erew who
had helped to save Major Thresher and
his miece, and they agreed that the
Hemove crew deserved the honour of
fighting for the enp.

But there was trouble for Coecil
Reginald in the Upper Fourth until
somehow the secret ‘of that midnight
race leaked out—how, none of the crews
concerned in it could tell—and then the
trouble ceased guickly enough.

Happily, however, the sccret never
reached the ears of anvone in aunthority
—or, if it did, nothing came of it. And
now, here the Remove crew were, fit as
fiddles, and eager for the fray.

here was a hush along the whole
course as the two crews took up their
ositions, and Mr. Lascelles, of Grey-
tPri,ars, who had been appointed starter,
took up his pistol.

“Are you zll ready?®”

A few moments' breathless waiting,
and then:

Crack!

They were. off !

The ery ran along the course from
mouth to mouth, increasing fo & roar
as the boats were sighted, fairly in their
stride. _

“Go it, Greyiriars!” _ _

“Put your beel into it, Higheliffe !™

“0Oh, well rowed !

A biscuit toss from each other the two
slim “ships ¥ eut along, side by side,
with not an inch between them, for
fully 6fty wards, amidst a roar of
cxcifed shouting.

The bright sun sparkled and glinted
on the flashing bladeés-that rose and fell
to the measured rasp of the groaning
rowlocks., Along the banks a host of
excited juniors galloped and surped,
velling and stumbling and colliding, but
careless of ought but the race.

All eves were strained upon the arrow-
heads of foam that churned and fel
away from the racing-boals’ noses.

“Greviviars! INow, the Removel
Pull. you beggars! Pull!™

“Buck up. Higheliffe!
rowed, the Fourth!”

Thiz last was a delirious howl from
the Higheliffe supporters as they saw
their boat edge slowly but surely to the
front.

“SBteady!"  roared
“Watch your time!

Oh,  well

voung Tubb.
Steady I

Jnwardly.

The Greyfriars cox had feared that
that trivmnphant howl would unsettle his
men, but he need not bave worried.
Harry Wharton had dinned his tactices
inte his crew too often for them to lose
their heads just then.

It was gruelling work beneath the hot
sitny, cdespite the cool breeze, and from
the banks the spectators could almost
see the beads of perspiration rolling
tlown the straining faces of the oarsmen,

Half a length ahead was the High-
eliffe boat now—and less than a hun-
dred yards gone! TFrom the banks
Greyiriars were appealing and velling
angrily. DBut Harry Wharton merely
Kept up his steady pace, his leg-thrusts
perfect, his swing beautiful to watch, his
blade cutting in square and clean. And
liis men behind him backed him up
stiperbly, the muscles on their backs
swelling and rolling as they ‘stooped
and swung and drove.

“Broken water ahead!" hissed young

Tubb. * Steady!”
The starboard meadows were bare
here, and the wind from seawards

lashed the tiny waveleis overside. And
here Conrtenay and his gallant map felt
the pinch. They had hag less.experience
than their Greyfriars rivals, and they
rushed it a little, working themselves
out more than they &knew.

They wera through the rough at last,
with clear water ahead. But during that
hard, wearing fight through the rough
Greyiriars bad got back that hali-length
lead. More—they were several sturdy
inches to the good, and the Greviriars
fellows soon let them know it.

“Dh, well rowed, Greviriars! You've

of 'em! You're holding them nowl

h, great!”

“Come along, Higheliffe—come along!
They're leaving you !

But Higheliffe were not losing ground
without a fight. Courtenay, a trifle
anxious now, wncreased from twenty-
cight to thirty, and his men were equal
to it. Up again crept the Higheliffe
boat, amid a perfect tumult from the
banks.

Higheliffe were rowing well—bettar
than anyone had expected. There was
no doubt about that, Level now, and
half the course run. It looked like a
stern fight and a close finish. _

And it was. BSide by side the rivals
swept towards the finishing-post, with
not a canvas befween them at any time,
Another ffty yards, and then Harry
Wharton signalled with his staring eyes
o cox.,

Young Tubb gave a wild yell then.

“MNow, you cripples! Get on to ikl
Pull! For the love of Mike—pull!”

His men did pull, though they felt
their loins were cracking. "They set their
teeth and pulled, though the perspira-
tion streamed into their smarting cyes,
almost blinding them. Harry had quick-
ened to thirty-two, though he trembled
And, as he expected, Court-
enay also guickened.

Greyiriars went away from them, for
all that, Harry Wharton and ‘his men
appoared to be made of steel and whi
cord that day. They got a lead of half
a length almost before anyone realised
it, and they kept it despite all frantie
efforts by their rivals to regain it.

Both ecrews were pulling a  trifle
rockily now; the strain was too much.
The bridge was looming ahead now, and
scarcely twenty-five yards beveond it was
the finishing-post. And Higheliffie were
actually wallowing, rolling. )

“You've ot ‘e cooked, Greviriaral
Keep it up!”

It was a frenzied howl from the banks,
and it appeared to be true enough.

But the race waz not over yet.
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They were near the bridge now; the
arch loomed up shadowy before them.

And then guite suddenly consternation
seized the Greyfriars supporters. Their
boat began to act queerly, It seemed

unable to keep a straight course.

“Wake up, cox!” yelled the erownd
furiously. “What's the matter with
you? Oh, you young idiot! Wake up!”

But young Tubb scarcely knew what
was the matter with him. ile only knew
that the sun seemed suddenly to have
become hotter, fiercer. He ‘strove to
Imaf: the glare out of his eyes, but simply
couldn't. It was dazzling,

Harry Wharton, though his brain was
swimming, seemed to grasp that some-
thing was wrang.

“What 13 it, kid? What's the
matter, vou fool? he panted hoarsely.
T Eiﬂﬂ-ﬂ,}' !IJ

“The sun—it's right in my eyesl I
een't— Oh, great Scott!”

Quite suddenly young Tubb realised

that it was not the sun in his eyes.
I was something else. Someoune was
playing tricks!
. At tﬁ.ﬂ- thought the youngster clenclherd
his teeth hard. Heo jerked and wobbled
his head about, shutting and operiing liis
eyes agﬁin and again in a frantic elfovt
to avoid the flashes of light that dazzled
and burned and blinded him, Vaguely
be saw the arch looming ahond—hknow
that unless he stecred a straight course
the boat would be smashed up against
the stoncwork.’

He hoad almost lergotten the race now
—the rival boat straining with might
and main to recover what they had lost.
Hizs one -thought wes to steer his ship
safely through the yowning gap ahead.

In his ears was a roar of voices—
voices shouting at him, he knew, though
he scarcely heard a word. At all cost
ke must do it. He must! YYharton was

shouting at him almost hysterically,
terrified at cox's sudden fidgeting and
wild steering.

Only a few yards now. And then
quite suddenly & weight seemed fo fall
from his eyes and the dazzling flashes
vanished. He saw clearly—and only
juet in time he dragged on his rudder-
inea,

A dark shadow above the boat, and
the next instant they were through—
safely. Then young Tubb remembered
his job, and g]u'-ru a gasping yell:

“MNow, you lubbers! Get on it! Give
ber ten! One—two—three—four—five—
pix—"

He stopped yelling then, for at that
moment there sounded loud above the
tumult two reports, sharp and clear.

Bang, hanﬁl

“"Easy, «ll! he howled huskily.
“Great pip! We've done 1!

The raco was over. Thoso two reports
meant that Greyfriara had won. '!'E?mg
Tubb scarcely troubled to glance at the
rival ship that came lasbouring along
the next moment. Greyiriars had won,
and that was all that mattored,

L] L ¥ " "

It was all over. Greyfypiars had velled
themselves hoarse, and Harry Wharton's
hands ached with handshaking, as did
the hands of his fellow carsmen. With
his honours thick upon him, the eaptain
of the Remove led hia men out of the
boathouse at last into the bright* sun-
shine. As he did so, a Higheliffe fag
came hurrying up and handed him a
note, It was [rom Frank Courlenay,
and it was short and to the point:

“Dear Wharton,” it read,—"If you'd
like to sece an interesting it of *sport,’
will you come along to the bridge at

once '—Yours,
“"Frank Courtenay.”

“MAGNET” PORTRAIT GALLERY.

No. 2.—Robert Cherry (of the Remove).

A sunny, good-natured fellow whose smile is as proverhial as his large feet.
A good all-round sportsman, which qualifteation makes him a [ormidable

member of the Famous Five.

Full of energy

, Bob has a stimulading effect

upcen all who come Into eonfact with him. A great pal of Mark Linley, the
scholarship junlor, who, with Hurree 5ingh, also a member of the Famous
Five, and Wun Lung, the Chinese junlor, share Sivdy Neo. i3 with him,
White all through, it is to be doubted whether Bob Cherry has an enemy in all
Greyiriars. Lessons don’t exactly appeal to him, neither do bis efforis in
this direction evoke special praise from his Form master, but, scholar or no
scholar, Bob Cherry is a plodder, and puts his best into everything he does.

e e e e e Tl

Harry read it blankly. He had only
parted from the genial Higheliffe skip-
per less than ten minutes ago.

“ 411 screne !” he told the fag., "“We'll
comes along.”

Harry Wharton and his men went
along at a trot, wondering and curious.
They reached the bridge at last. High
up the steep bank, against the side of
the bridge, behind a sercen of high
thickets, they found Courtenay. With
him was a swarm of Higheliffe juniors.
On the ground, with several juniors pin-
ning them down, were three other High-

clifte juniors, Harry started as he
5i$hte their white, terrified faces.

They were Ponzonby, Cadsby, and
Vavasour,

“Oh!" gasped Harry.

Az he had decided the night before,
Harry had phoned to Courtenay cthat
morning, but since then he had com-
p]etﬁly forgotten Ponsonby and all his
WOrks.

He remembered him now.

“Hallo! Here you are!” said Courr
tenay grimly, as Harry and his chums
hurried up, staring, “ i‘le:ﬂ‘s something
that'll interest you, Wharton., I've dis-
covered what happened to vour cox dur-
ing the race, Wharton. The kid swore
somcbody was playing tricks, didn't he?
Well, he was right. These three cads,
these erawling worms, were playing
tricks, They were lving dogge up be-
hind these thickets, and when you came
along they foeussed the giddy sun on
that poor kid's eves with magnifving-
glasses.  No wonder the kid ecouldn’t
steer |

Harry Wharton and his chums stared
speechlossly at the shrinking trio in the
ETass.
| “Bo—so that’s it!"” gasped Harry, st
ast.

“That was the game,” said Courlenay.
“ And it tf'g:all;n.r nearly came off, Wharton.
But it didn't quite come off. The

(Continued on page 28.)
Tue Magxer LIBRaRY.—No. 018,
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“THE PHANTOM BAT —STARTS IN A FORTNIGHT'S TIME!

THE WILEL TO WIN! A fight against death in mid-nir in an aeroplane that has been fampered with, a jorced Tanding
in & barren, almost unichahited counfry where water is as scarce and precious as diamonds — even these sefbacks
Heen as ever he hils —

are hot sufficient to doamp Ferrers Loche's ardouwr.

A Powerful
Mystery Yarn
featuring Ferrers
Locke, the world-
famous scientifi¢
investigator, and
his boy assistant,
Jack Drake.

Bristow Tries It On |

OR some seconds after the
machine had touched ground
Ferrers Locke sat rigid, like a

statue,

The strain of the last few minutes had
beén terrific, and the perspiration was
streaming down the detective's face aus
the result of his life-and-death battle in
the air,

Then he leapt quickly from the cock-
Elt-, followed by Jack and DPyeeroft;
othi severely shaken and white-faced.

“Near thing, guv'nor!” muttered
Jack, with an unsteadi laugh, while the
Yard man mopped his face with a shak.

ini hand.

ocke did not answer at once. He
whs busy searching for the cause of the
trouble.

But. at last he faced round, a grim
pxpression in his eyes.

‘Elevator wire broken,” he jorked;
"and she's sheared a pin in the magneto
timing '

“Rotten luck, old man,” said Pyeoroft
sympathetically. “But you can't always
foresce these aceidents——"

“This was no accident!” Locke's
voice cut in sharply, eausing both Jack
and the inspector to jump.

The detective signalled to them to
come forward, and a moment later he
was pointing out certain significant
details in the region of the mechanical
trouble~—~deatails which caused them both
to whistle softly under their breath.

“Tha machine’s been tampered with,”
said Locke in a tense voice, “and who.
ever did it was an expert in aeronantics.
Why, he must almost have timed the
breakdown to an hour or so. You sce
where we've landed, don’t vou?”

They glanced about them, noting the
bleak, arid sand, dotted here and there
with sun-scorched, dead tufts of grass
and masses of rock and boulders.

It was a wveritable wilderness upon
which the red dise of the heavens blazed
down incessantly, burning the life out of
everything it touched.

“The scoundrel whe did this,” went
on Locke, " was out not so much to cause
our desths as to strond us all in the
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in horrified dismay.

DAFT

midst of this desert, and that's a living
death in itself. It only wante® s bit lass
skilful handling, and even if we'd
escaped ourselves, the machine would, in

any case, have been jiggered up beyond
all hope of repair I
“I'm &afraid that's the coase now,

guv'nor, or a3 near it as no matter,”
said Jack Drake suddenly.

And Locke whipped round.

The detective's young assistant had, in
the past moment or so, been nosing
around the asroplane on his own account,
and now he drew the attention of the
detective to something which Locke had
not so far nobiced—something that
caused the blood to drain from his face

R ETILITE F

WHO'S WHO

FERRERS LOCKE, the world-famous detee-
tive, who iz engaged in eolving the
mystery surrounding the tragic end of

SIR MERTON CARK, a South dAfrican
mining magnate, whoe has been murdered,
uncle of

GERALD BRISTOW—alias Arthur the Dude
—ant escaped conviel, whe ha: made hix
way over to Johannesburg to geék the
treasure of the Golden Prramid.

GRIGES, the valet ot Sir Merton's lowse
at Parktown, a suburk of Johanneésburg.

STEPHEN JARRAD, the Ilate haronet's
private secretary, whoe har mpslerfously
dizappeared, thereby leading the Jo'burg
police to aqasume that he is guilly of the
wmnrder.

DAVE, a local half-wit, whe appar-
ently knew the true facts of the murder,
but dies before he can make a full con-
fessfon.

JACK DRAKE, Loele's capable boy assiztant.

INEPECTOR PYECROFT, a Scotland Yard
deleetive,

INSPECTOR VANE, a member of the South
African FPolice Force.

The treasure of the Golden Pyramid—
which, fncidenbally, svpplics Lhe molive of
the warder of Sir Merlon—turne ound lo be
a rich asbestos réef in the veégion of the ruina
at Great Zimbabwe, Rhodesia, Locke, Drale,
and Pyecroft set out for the ruins by aero-
plane, fearing thal Dristow and Griggs hare
got ahead of them. Mozt of the journen is
accomplished without incident, and then
suddenly $he aeroplane gels ont of control,
More by Iuck than anything elve Locke mue-

+

-polee,

rome

roeds it bringiﬂg the plane safely to earth.
(Now read on.)

“Why, the steering-gear's been doo-
tored ! he gasped. “See here, Pye-
croft ! It's a sheer miracle it didn’t snap
clean in two while we were trying to
land a fow moments ago! It's been cut
two-thirds through !

“Good  heavens !
"That means we——"

“It means that we can't go on, except
on foot!” answered Locke in a dfense
“And as we've dropped down
Heaven knows how many miles from
anywhere, and—well—"

He shrugged his shoulders helplessly,

They stared at each other in horrified
dismay for somc moments. Then Locke,
whao was far from being of the type that
gives way, began to make immediate
preparations for their unavoidable trek.

Fortunately, they carried a large seal:
map in their kit, and, by studying th s
carcfully, with the edditional help of the
compass in the pilot's seat of the aero-
plane, for some minutes they contrived
to get a more or less approximate idea
of their bearings.

“Dur best ﬁin,” said Locke at last
“would be to try to strike a native kraal
and pick up a ?uada. Thera are hound
to be some of these kraals dotted about,
cspecially as we're fortunately only on
the fringe of the desert land.”

They started out at last, each carryin
a kitbag containing a fair division o
the supplies which bad besn placed in
the acroplane prior to leaving Bulawayo,

Abont an hour after they had com-
menced their journey, when their hgures
were little more than tiny specks against
the horizon, the rays of the sebding sun
glinted on something that rose in ' a
swoop from the shadow of a distank
mountain and soared, like a great bird,
into the steely heavens.

“Bo far so good!” muttered Gerald
Arthur DBristow, a5 he deftly manipu-
lated the controls of the monoplane he
was now driving., ** And now to pick Up
that greasy old nigger, Mafuzu!”

Bristow's acroplanc—which he had, in-
cidentally, appropriated from the asro-
just outside Dulawayo—soared
aeross the sun-swept heavens, and finall
came down just outside a straggling col-
lection of wattle-and-daub huots which

eried Pyeeroft.
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marked a large native kraal, or com-

und, about twenty miles east of the
arming district known as Lapanzi.

Mafuzu, true to his word, was wmtmg
in readiness, and, after a brief whisperec
conversation with DBristow, ths wily
native zot off at a run, taking an oblique
line which would cut clean across the
path of Locke and his companions, and
80 intereopt them, in accordance with
Bristow's plan.

" (] * - Ll L

The sun had slready set, and night
had fallen with the almost startling
abruptness peculiar to South Africa,
when Locke and his companions halted
at the base of a bleak, rocky mountain
and propared to make camp for the

Jﬁ%‘hb.

hey were utterly worn out and
gching in every limb, and the fact that
they had not struck so much asz a sug-

gestion of water during the whole course
of thoir trok had begun to tell heavily
upon them.

But they had barely settled down when
there came a movement in a large
dried-up bush a few yards away, which
cansed Locke to start to his feet.

Next moment a big, burly native had
appeared as if from nowhere, his face
expressive of blank surprise as "he caught
sight of tho three white men,

“Inkoos, he lose the way, perhaps?”
asked Mafuzu, speaking in the Tebela
tongue.

Locke stared hard at him
moment before answering. _

he said
know about

for a

“Bupposing we have,"”
guardedly, “what de you
i i

The native shrugged his shoulders.

“Mafuzu szee the three white Ingoosi
trekking *across desert,” he replied.
“ Desert no place for white man, and
white man stop plenty time to read big
map paper.”

Locke gave a short laugh. Thé
average African native, as he knew, was
a marvel when it came to stalking, and
eould follow anything, be it human or
snimal, for miles, without his presence
even being suspected. Evidently - this
native had done something of the kind
in the present mstance.

“What did vou follow us for ! asked
Locke, with a quick glance. :
C4 Maluzu just want meake sure Il:li-i.ﬂ_-tﬁ.:l.
is loat,” answered the native, civilly

enobigh. “Then Mafuzu come and sa
p-arha;:s can help. Maluzn plemty muo
first-class guide.

“1 say, Locke, old man, that's a piece
of jolly good luck if you like "’ said Pye-
eroft, who had overheard the conversa-
tion, and now joined the detective along
with Jack Uraf:e.

Locke did not answer,
again to the native,

“Where do you belong 1 he asked.

The native pointed away to the left
acrogs the bleak, moonlit veldt towards
a range of low-lying mountains.

“Mafuzu come from Victoria district
—from Great Zimbabwe,” he said.

“Why, that's just where we're making
for !” oxclaimed Pycoroft delightedly.
“ This chap ean show ug——"

He broke off as Locke threw him a
quick glance. L ]

“Wea camp here for the night,” said
the detective to the native. “"We con-
tinue our trek at sun-up. You stay here
and be our puide—eh "

The native hesitated, seratching his
woolly head doubtfully.

but turned

“ Ratter you come now plenty quick,
baas,” he suggested. “Not too far to
iﬂr ﬂ!"l{] n

Bnt Locke shook his head.

“We po at sun-up,” he insisted.
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“You stay, and then go along with us,
savvy 1"

The negro still hesitated, but hnally
nodded.

“Lungeli (all right),” he =aid shortly.
* How much you pay I

Locke. smiled. Ewen in thizs remote
part of the world the question of money
was all important,

*Ten hn]b"i” he sweid.

And even Jack Drake gasped. The
amount was absurdly inadequate.

But the native simply nodded again
in prompt agreement, and then began at
once to prepare his bed for the night.

Much to his companions’ surprise,
Locke insisted that ﬂmf should take
turns at sentry-go throughout the night
—n most unusual proceeding when there
was the native guide present, who, in
the ordinary way, could always be relied
upon to act as patrolman.,  Pyecroft
somewhht indignantly reminded Locke
of this fact; but the detective, for
reasons he chose not to explain, re-
mained stubborn on the point.

The sun had barely begun to peep
over the eastorn horizen ere a start was
made, with Mafuzu taking the- lead.

‘Within an hour of starting the native,
much to their relicf, led themm to a
stream of crystal-clear water, where they
quenched their thirst, with
clamations of genuine delight.

Then the journey was resumed,

It was almost night again ere Maluzu
led them through a narrow, precipitons
pass between two rugged mountains,
whose penks were lost in & mist of clond.

“Wheare's he jolly well taking us to?"
asked Pyecroft impatiently. o Yard
man was beginning to feel a bit worn
out with so much* tramping.

But Locke shot him a meaning glance,

g

many ex-,
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and he =ubsided, without, however,

guite realising what the detective was
driving at.

They were traversing a narrow, rocky
path now, with a sheer drop down one
side to & green valley beneath. Mafuzu
was some yards ahead, plodding away,
chanting some weird dirge to bimself

a8 he went,
Locke at  Jack

Suddenly
Drake's arm.

“Don’t stop angd don't look round!™
he whizpered. *“Just take a look down
into the valley—there, beyond that line
of hﬂu'l’ders standing out just ahead of
you,

Jock did as he was bid, wonderingly
at first. Then he stifled & sudden gasp
of surprise.

Through the foliage at the spot indi-
cated by Locke Jack had just caught thoe
merest  flecting glimpse of something
that glinted grey and white in the sun
and then sccmed to be swallowed up
again in the foliage itself.

“Looks like the wing of a stationar
acroplane, Fu\"nnr," he whispered bac
ulous

plucled

m ¥,

Ferrers Locke smiled pgrimly and
nodded, 1

“Hit -it first time, my boy!® he

muttered,

At the zame time he thrust something
cold and hard into Jack’s hand—some-
thing that caused Jack to give a stari
of surprise.

“"Hang on to that,” muttered Locke;
“but don’t use it unless you're forced
to do so!"

He turned back to where Pyecroft was
stumbling along behind him.

“Got vour automatic?” he whispered.
_ Pyecroft stared at him in amazed

INGuITY,
]
f;_ ;fﬁ%{

native d
below.

“Put up your hands, quick !’ hissed Ferrers Locke. Gaping with Iright, the
?ﬂ as he was bid, and next moment Ferrers Locke had snatched a long,
ugly-lgoking knife from the fellow’s loincloth and sent it spinning into ke valley

(See page 24.)
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“*Course 1 have!” he answered at
Inst. “But why——"

“That's all right!” sna Locke.
“ Keep it handy in case of trouble, and
be ready when 1 give you the word!”

“But—but what the thomp——"

he.g;n Pyecroft.
is words died on his lipe in & gasp
of sheer amazement. _

Locke had suddenly skipped ahead of
them both, moving with the silence and
agility of a panther, till he came practi-
cally abreast of the all-unsuspecting
native who was leading them.

Then, without the slightest warning,
Locke jabbed the muzzle of his auto-
matic inte Mafuzu's thick neck, causin
that worthy to emit a loud squesal o
alarm and jump back so that he nar-
rowly missed pitching headlong over the
narfow pass into the valley beneath.

“Put up your hands!" hissed the de-
toctive, speaking in the native's own
language. *“ Quick and lively, now, and
no funny business [’

Gaping with fright, the native did as
he was bid: and next instant Locke had
snatched a long and ugly-looking knife
from. thae fellow's loincloth and sent it
spinning into the air, to fall inte the
valley below.

“And now,” zaid Ferrers Locke, with
o grim Emile, “you're going to lead us
straight to your scoundrelly master—
Mr. Gorald Bristow. I've got a littles
asecount to settle up with him 1™

Ferrers Locke Springs a Surprise !
OCKE'S two companicns wabtched
the great detective in breathless
amazement.

They had been taken ag com-
pletely by surprizce as had the burly
native guide whom Ferrers Locke had 20

romptorily ordered to put up his

TLcES.

Throughout the bost part of the day
Jack Drake and Pyecroft had followed
Mafuzn, the guide, along with the de-
tective, suspecting nothing at all, accept-
ing the native as a pukka guide, as
indeed they believed till now that Locke
himself had done. And the detective
had given them no cauze, by word or
act, to think otherwise. He had behaved
as normally as they had done; vet now,
with the swiftness of a lightning streak,
he had pounced upon the native withount
g0 much as a word of warning or ex-
planation.

-your

under pain of

Mafuzu was staring at Locke now,
the whites of his eyes rolling in atark
fright and no little amazement.

“iWhat for you play like this?"” he
stuttered in broken English. * Mafuzu
plenty gpod mission-boy, no can ferstan

{understand) #7

“¥ou ferstan anll right!” snapped
Locke, lmkin% at the fellow squarely.
“¥You'ra in Baas Gerald's pay. You
come from Bulawayo, not Zimbabwe,
and it's no use trying to pretend other-
wise ! Get a move on now, and lead us
t?fﬁ:mr master, or this thing will go

He jerked his auntomatic forward
threateningly, causing the native to give
a sharp.squeal of fright.

But whether Mafuzu was even more
afraid of PBristow's wrath than he was
of Locke's automatic is not certain.
The fact only remains that, instead of
abeying Locke's command, the guide be-
gan again to argue n that injured,
apparcntly  innocent tone which the
average Rhodesian nogro knows so well
how to simulate.

“ Mafuzu no ferstan,” he repeated.
* Mafuzu perfect good boy, no work for
Baas Gerald—Mafuzu not know Daas
Gerald. Mafuzu just plain, or'nary
guide boy from Great Zimbabwe—"

“Mafuzu is ,Lust & plain, ordinary
liar, you mean!” barked Locke. “You
say you come from Great Zimbabwe, yvet
lain-cloth
clay-mud, which yon never see in Zim-
babwe, but which 15 found evervwhere
in Bulawave! Also, vou agreed to
accept ten shillings as guide-pay, with-
out any argument, whereas any ordin.
ary guide-boy would have marched off
in disgust at such a mean price. But
that's not all. What about this, which
I took from your kitbag while you were
sleeping last night "

And Locke suddenly produced a large
mera of blue, nﬂinia.l-lnaking paper, at
sight of which the native's eyes goggled
again in blank dismay.

Even Jack Drake gasped at sight of
it. Though he had been .in South
Alfrica move than a few months, Locke's
assistant knew that this blue paper was
what was called a “stupa,” or native's
cmployment passport, which the laws of
the country demand shall be taken out
by any emplover of coloured labour
heavy penalties,

‘This stupa contained all particulars
regarding its holder, from his tribal

L]
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name and parentage down to his finger-
prints and details of any special marks
or gcara on his body by which he could
be identified.

It also contained the name of his
employer, details of the period of em-
ployment, rate of pay, and s forth, In
short, it comprised a sort of miniature
“"history ” of the native on whose behalf
it was issued by the government regis-
trar.

The little group of four was now
standing on a rocky ledge, or platiorm,
which jutted out ever the cliff adge and
afforded rather more room than the
narvow, tortuous path along which they
had up to now been traversing.

Ferrers Locke unfolded the passport
and held it up. Jack and the inspector,
standing just Lehind him, took in the
particulars at a glance, noting that the
passport lLad been issued In Bulawa
barely & week previously, and that in
the column hoaded “employee ” the
name * Arthur Gerald ¥ appeared,

“ Evidently even Bristow’s cool au-
dacity was not equal to his giving his
own surname in this case,” said Locke,
“though he might have dene so with
comparatively no risk of detection ‘at
such a distance from the chief business
ntrs But I suspected
this johnny from the start. Ha appeared
rather too ‘magically * for my iking-
One doesn't usually meet stray guides in
this part of the world, and— g‘.i’e gods,
leok out!*

_ ITe breke off abruptly and sprang
forward.

The native gunide, taking advantage
of Locke’s momentarily distracted atten-
tion, had slipped noisclessly forward,
and, with a quick jerk, had sought to
snatech the detective’s automatic' from
hia hand.

But Locke was even quicker.

His arm shot up, though not quickly
enough to prevent the native from
knocking the gun from his grasp. It
went sailing through the air, to. be
caught, with amazing dexterity, by Jack
Drake, who, in doing so, almost pitchéd
backwards over the edge of the cliff.

But Pyeeroft’s suddenly outflung arm
eaved him by a hairsbreadth, and now
Locke had sprung at the burly native
and engaged him in a fierce struggle.

The. average Rhodesian native is a
marvel of physical strength, and in any.
ardinary contest with a white man ecan
usually be relied upon to put up a
winning show.

But the case was different just now.
What this native gained in sheer brube
strength he almost entirely lost through
his lack of knowledge of the science of
boxing—a knowledge which Locke pos-
sessed to the point of expertness,

The struggle was sharp and brief in
the extreme. At one breathless momeat
it scemed as if both contestants must
pitch headlong over the cliff; but next
instant Locke had forced his adversary
back and then by a gquick turn, coupled
with & weat trick, quile umexpbe on
the part of the negro, the detective had
suddenly turmed the tables.

Wext instant Mafuzn gave a shriek of
amazement and terror a3 he found him-
solf lifted clean off his feet and held
easily over Locke's head, his wriggling,
squirming bady poised over the wvery
edge of the cliff,

T MNow," breathed the detoctive, ™ yon
are aither going to take me to your
boss maningi chetcha (instantly), oz
ci're going to join vour fathere in the
iapp}r unting-ground. Which is it to
bel-;lil

Mnfuru's eyes nearly fell out of their
sockets, e ceased wriggling ont of his
stark fear of being dropped over the
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eliff. His whole body became almost
rigid—frozen with sheer terror.

“¥Yahoo!” pasped the native in a
frenzy of femr. “ Me take you all same
too quick, my master! Me all same
your willing slave, (¢ inkoos! Me no
more work for DBaas Gerald any more,
inyanesi, bayete !"¥

ke set the fear-stricken native
guide on his feet, at the sume moment
recovering his autometic from Jack,
who, despite the gravity of the situa-
tion, was almost doubled up with
stifled laughter at sight of the guide’s
positively comic [right.

“We'll get along right now, then!”
waeg all that Locke said, his own ex-
pression as grim and inscrufable az ever,

And  the native, snivelling and
whimpering now, started forward. IHis
sutomatic held at the ready, Foerrers

Locke and his companion: followed
cloec behind.
The Show-Down !
HE remainder of the journey

I proved, as Locke hiad expected,
to be a very briet one.
The little party, headed by
Mafuzu, noew tumbling over himself in
his anxiety to obey the detective's
slightest word, zoon came to a decp
descent down the rocky side of the
mountain to the valley beneath. YWhen
they had traversed a little more than
h;::f-v.'a}r, the native turned aside and
came to & halt at a great, yawning hole
in the side of the mountain itself.
“A cave, by Jove!” muitered Locke.
He signed with his automatic to the
native, who fell back, hiz hands still
held high above his head, Then the
detective .turned towards Pyocroft.
“¥You might stay here, old chap,” he
said, “and keep this black  trash
covered while Jack and I have a lock
inside. I don't care to trust the native
to lead us through that pitch black-
ness.”
Pyecroft nodded, Etﬂppini forward
and taking Locke's place before the
native guide.

The detective and his young assistant
moved towards the entrance of the
cave now and passed within.

Jack's eyes were gleaming. with sup-
presscd excitement. They were ncaring
the end of the chase now, and at long
last were to come face to face with the
clusive Bristow.

Locke's nssistant cropt forward, close
behind the detective, and they picked
their way through the darkness with the
silence of panthers stalking their prey.
Ik was a difficult and pertlons task, the
darkness growing more and more in-
tense as they got farther in, and Locke
dared not risﬁ the use of an electric
torch.

But presently they came to & sharp
turn in the passage, and as
sworved round a faint glimmer of light
camo percolating thiough the blackness,
revesling another long, straight pas.
gage, at the end of which was appar-
ently a vast cavern hewn by Nature out
of the solid rock. As they drew nearer
they saw that the light was coming from
an oil-larmp suspeuged by a length of
raw cowhide from the roof of the cave.

They moved with even more elaborate
caution now. To Jack it scemed anm
gternity cre tho end of this last passage
was reached.

Quddenly they halted dead in their
tracks 03 the sound of & movement

*A term of the highest  respeet:
“Inyanesi " meanz “I solemnly swear
it 1" and Tayeie ™ 15 equal lo a Roxral
title, such os O, King!"

they.

ahead reached their cars
and o vague shadow flitted
across the orbit of the oil-
lamp.

“That yvou, Mafuzn?"

The voice was only ico
familiar. Locke answered
instantly, mimicking the
deep, bass voice of the
native guide to perfection
and replying in fanltless
Tebelo,

*“1 have returned, O my
master,” he said; and theve
came & grunt of satisfaction
from DBristow, who was still
out of sight.

“And you have brought
VOur three prisoners?" was
Bristow’s next question.

“"Yebu, Inkoos!”
swered Locke gravely.

“Good! Don't hang
abont out there —come
along in at once [*

With these last words, a
figure appeared at the end
of the passage, and Locke
and Jark caught a Aeeting
glimpse of tgle inevitable

an-

eyeglass which glinted
:'!'L_amentari]:,' in the lamp-
Light

Next instant Locke had
darted forwardd his auto-
matic thrust unerringly in
front of him,

“Put ‘em up, Dristow !"
he brdered curtly.

And Gerald Arthur Bris-
tow fell back with a sudden
shout of sheer dismay.

The monocled rrook was
s0 completely taken by sur-
prise that for the space of
a moment or so he conld do

easily over Ferrers Locke's head.
hunting-ground. Which is

Mafuzu gave a shriek of terror as he found himself lifted clean off his feet and held |
** Now," breathed the detective, ** you're either
going 1o 1ake me to your master, or you're going to join your fathers in the happy

it to be? ' (See page 24.)

nothing but stand aud gape at the
figures of Locke and Jack Drake, who
now stood well within the cavern.

Then suddenly Bristow's eyes became
shot with vellow, and blazed In &n
accoss of almozt uncontrollable paszsion.

“You!" he breathed, between
clenched tecth. * Heavens, I might
have guessed the uselessnessz of trusting
to a confounded nigger——*

ITe gave a sudden roar of concon-
trated fury, and, ignoring, in his blind
rage, Lthe faect that both Locke and Jack
wore fully armed, made a mad ruesh
at thoe Baker Btrect detective.

Locke's oyes fAashed, his lips sefting
in a grimm line. This was no time for
hezitation.

The detective's finger  tightened
ronnd the trigger of his automatie.
There came a flash of flame and a
report that sounded like the crazsh  of
thunder in that narrow, confined space.

ILocke had firedd point blank, and
evon Jack jumped and gave a ery of
snrprise amd horror,

But, elusive cven to the lost gasp,
Pristow saw it coming. and, with extra-
grdinary presence of mind, stopped

dead, and then dropped Hat on to his
face at the deteotivo's feet.

It was all done in & split second, and
the bullet from Locke's gun went
sercammg  over the crook's prostrate
body, to bury itsell in a fisspro of the

rock which formed the wall of the
caveril.
Next instant Locke gave a ecry as

Bristow's long, thin hands closed in »
vica-like grip round his ankle. A sud:
den, vicious ing, and the delective wan
jerked eonpletely off his balaneo,

He fell hackwards, only Jack's swiltly
extended aviiz saving him from o bad
crash an lo the solid reck Aoor,

Locke lnnged out fercely, wrenching
ono foot froe at the samo instant, Tha
toe of hiz boot must have eaught
Bristow in some vital part, for next
instant the crook had given a wild howl
of agony, and, releasing his sole re-
maming grip on Locke's other ankle,
rolled over, clutching his jaw in an
cestasy of pain,

Pvenls moved swiltly aftor thet, and
in almost less time than it takes o
tell, the detective and his assistant had
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pinioned Bristow's arms to his sides
and dragged him to Lis foet.

He looked & sorry, bedraggled spec-
tacle a3 he stood belore them, his
clothes smothered in dust and grime,
hie aveglasz hanging, a mere shattered
fragment, suspondeod from its t.nl:iﬁ.

“You win, Locke—as per usual!” he
said hoarsely as he survered his captors
with a baleful glare.

“I think =0, murmured Locke
gravely, “and I might as well tell you
that the story might have had a dif-
feront ending but %ﬂr & series of stupid
blunders on your part. When I left
Bulawayo, I had quite made up my
mind that you must have come this way
by another route altogether.

“It was only after the accident—to
eall it by no harder name—to my aero-
Eianﬁ, that T discovered your hand be-

ind everything. When you went to all
that elaborate trouble to fdoctor’ up
my gbeering-gear, you quite overlooked
the fact that your fugerprints must in-
evitably be left in & regular trail all
over the place., I picked out et least
a dozen beautifully clear imprints on
the n]u.uhi:m, and, as 1 happened to be
carr}';:g a photograph of your prints
obtai from my friend Inspector-Pye-
oroft, of Beotland Yard, it only needed
s quick comparison, plus a little imagi-
mation, to put two and two together
and make four of them, as usual.

“It was a pity, too, that vour native
guide was so thundering well rehearsed
that he rattled off his speeches like a
parrot. Natives are not usually so well
primed, so ready with their answers,
gapecially wyour raw country native,
such as this particular beauty pretended

-

o5
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—

=

-

to be, and the fact struck me as sus-
picious. Alse, you failed to take the
very ordinary precaution. of relieving
Mafuzu of his stupa before letting him
loose on te our trail. Fwery picture
tells a story, you know.”

Bristow's glare changed to a lock of
frank admiration as Locke briefly out-
lined these simple yet terribly ominous
facts. A slow smile crept over the
crook’s features, and something of his
&ld urbane coolness came back,

“It's ar honour fo bhe beaten by a

man like you, Ferrors Looke,” he said.

at last. “ Sorry I can't offer to shake
hands, but it's your ¢own beastly fault,
don't ¥ know. Those confounded
shackles—" e

He tugered s tively at the lengths
of rapngﬁ'hichughiﬂuﬂnd his arms to his
sides and sighed regretfully,

“But even if you have got me at
last,” he went on, with a sudden show
of fealing, “vou can’t jug me for the
murder of Sir Merton. I didn't do 1t.”

Locke, who had been busy looking
ronnd the cave, turned abruptly at these
words and looked straight into the
other's eyes.

“T1 know you didn't,” he answeraed

quiatly.

“The dickens you do!” gasped
Bristow, falling back a step in surprise,
which -was shared in scarvcely less
measure by Jack Drake, “ But how on
carth——"

“"I'm not going to waste fime palaver-
ing about all that now,” eut in Locke
somewhat curtly., “DBut I'll just say
this: Even if you hadn't come to me as
vou did, a few hours after the murder,
and told me a story which I knew at
the outset to be true, I should have
eventually come upen the one piece of
avidence which relieves you of the
charge of murder. You forget the
dagger—the weapon with which the
crime was committed,”

“I never even saw it"
Diristow, staring at Locke,

“1 am not suggesting that you did,”
retorted Locke. *“The dagger was seen
and touched by two people only—first,
by the hand that sent it into the heart
ai‘? ong of the fineat men who ever lived
—a man who might have been your
greatest friend, DBristow, had you only

anzwered

given him a sporting chance and
played the game! And, secondly, by
another, who removed it from the

body and deliberately buried it under
the floorboards of Stephen Jarrad's
room, so that when it was eventually
digcovered poor young Jarrad would ba
accuzed.™ .

“What was the name you spoke just
now 7" aaid Bristow tensely. *.Jarrad,
did you say?”

Tocke nodded.

“I know what you're thinking, Iris-
tow,” ho zaid guietly. **The similarity
of Sir Merton's secretary’s surnama to
your own Christian name of Gerald had
not escaped me.

“TListen! Daft Dave, the inventor of
that super-dictaphone affeir in which
your uncle was interested, was ona of
the principal causes of all the mystery
that has hung like a pall of fog over
this case from the outeet. Daft Dave it
was who appeared on the scene of the
crime’ after it had been committed, after
even vou had turned up, th-::!ugix you
were not to know about that.

“Daft Dave it was who furtively re-
gained possession of the dictaphone and
the small ebony box confaining spare
* records.” He {md been lying in wait,
had actually witnessed the crime from
start to finish, had heard those amazing
words of 8ir Merton's as the poor fellow
was struck down—those words which
weare automatically recorded on the still-
running instrument,

“And Daft Dave, like the cunning
serpent that he was, saw a double chance
for gan.

“TFirst, he could kee
and records, and use them as a black-
mailing instrument agninst you; and
then, i1f that failed, he could turn his
attentions upon Stephen Jarrad, whose

the dictaphone

name is &0 strikingly similar when
uttored quickly, as Sir DMerton had
uttered 1it.

“ And, to make assurance doubly sure,
Daft Dave himsell took the dagger from
the dead body, and at the first con-
venient opportunity —on the next day, in
fact—then sneaked into Jarrad's room
and hid the dagger under the feor-
boards, leaving the carpet upturned so
a3 fo attrack Jarrad’s attention axd
make him blunder upen the discovery
whieh eventually put the fear of the
dickens into his soul and caused him to
teke to Aight”

{Dan't mizs the concluding chapicrs of
thizs yarn, boyz. Order next Monday's
MACNET now f)

Ferrers Locke gave a cry of amazement as Brislow's long, thin hands closed in & vice-like grip round his ankle. A
sudden, vielous tug and the detective was jerked completely off his balance, only Jack's swiltly extended arms saving

L him from & bad e¢rash on the solid rock Aoor. (See page 23.)
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TOO MUCH BUNTER !

Y daily mail-bag contains letters

of all sortzs and sizes, and 1

tackle it with enthusiasm frst

thing every day., Most of my
correspondents  speak  highly of @ the
MaGxET, some make useful suggestions,
while others azir their grouses. - You
will-alwavs find a small percentage of
the dissatisfied amongst the satisfied.
Ilere’s a complaint from a “‘loyal”
reader, who doesn't either sign his
uame or give hiz address. In his town
—a large town, wherever that might he
—he has heard a lot of complaints about
the Maiexetr. To beil it all down, he
says that there is far too ruch Bunter
Now, that's surprising, for the majority
of my. readers who take the trouble to
corvespond with me say the opposite.
Buntep undoubtedly-figures a great deal
in the Greviriars yarus., - But where
would they be without the one and
ouly William George? My dissatisfied
correspondent wants to hear mor of
Titton, the deaf juni{:r, Brown, and
Squiff. e will, if he only . possesses
Itis- goul 1n patience. Again, ha com-
plains that Wharton, Bob Cherry, and
the rest of the Famous Five are too
simple. I don't quite understand what
he means by that, Neither of these
characters can be called simple, They're

typical schoolboys, prone to all the
nnschievous tricks of the average boy.
But never simple. Apparently, my
disgruntled reader wants Greylriars

stories without the Famous Five, with-
out Billy Bunter, etc. I'm afraid he's
asking too much.

——

TROUBLE AT HOME !

A London chum of mine tells me he
iz much perplexed as to the best course
to adopt. Ilis stepfather is ruining the
home, for instead of working he wastes
his time in public-houscs, drinking with
his frichds. My correspondent asks
whethér it would be wrong for him to
go away and live by himself, things
being ~ pretty miserable at home. He
says he 15 only carning fifteen shillings
per week. of which ten go te his mother
for his board and lodging. Ie winds up
Ly saving that his mother would get on
minch better without him. 1 take leave
to doubb it.
duty iz by his mother. We are often
told that the bov's best friend is his
mother ; contrariwise, the mother's best
friend should be her boy. If my chum'’s
mothér even supports him in the idea
of leaving, he should ignove her ad-
viee, Tt would ouly be bher unselfshness.
She will be prouder than she iz now af
her zon stands by her in these sad days,
and he will be glad enough he acted so,
hoth new and later. Let him vemember
that, come what may, he is wanted
where he 13

I think my chum’s place of

BRAVO, ST. SAM’S |

My friend, A. R. Balfour, 24, St
Mary's Street, Stamford, Iines., wants
to know what about 8t. Sam's. Counld
not Wharton get®Dicky Nugent to write
a Bt. Sam's story each weck for the
MaoxET? Those stories, he s=ays, are
most amusing, especially when they are
about the Head. I am giving this bright
notion my best attention, and have
ordered in a supply of wet towels. By
tho way, this keen Lincolushire reader
says good, kind, encouraging words
about Bunter and the “Court,” which 1s
wise and seemly, for Bunter iz a par-
ticularly useful bird,

GRAND NEW SERIAL !

I have a special new detective -adven-
ture story, fealuring Ferrers Locke and
Jack Drake, billed to statt the week
after next. It's o topper! I won't say
more at this juncture; I'll just leave
vou curious. Look out for further par-
ticulars in next week’s Chat,

——l

THE “HOLIDAY ANNUAL ™!

Magnetites should not let the week
run out without ordering a copy of this
world-famons annual, Without exag-

‘geration, the new “Iloliday Annual®

beats anything in the way of annuals
that has ever seen the light of day., It
ljeats its own high-water mark of quality.

torics by Frank Richards, dealing with
Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars, are
there in abundance. Tom Mearry & Co.
of 8t. Jim's, and Jimmy Silver & _Co.
of Rookwood, too, are also inclulled.
For lovers of adveufure tales, sporting
varns, artigles, hobbies, poems, eotc., the
“Holiday Annual " fills the bill, while a
mention must ba made of the superb
photogravures and gorgeous. coloured
plates, And <the index! ' Magoetites
will be pleased to see this new feature
te what has always been an otherwise
perfect annual. Six shillings i5 the price
of tha * Holiday Aunual "—a real valne-
for-mouey proposition. Youw'll not suffer
A weary roment as you peruse its three
hundred amd sixty pages.

THE “GEM*!

Juzt a few words about pur topping
Companion Paper. Mr. Martin Clifford
ha: been persuaded to write longer Bt
Jim's yarn5—a move that has pleased
tho vast public of “Gem ™ readers no
end. Mognetites would be doing them-
telves & good lurn to buy a copy of this
woek™ *Gem.” It contains a topping
varn of Tom Merry & Co., with Baggy
Trimble and a new fellow at the school
playing lending  parts, In  eddition,

i ':;— adventure.
', "5 \ ]l.

there is an excellent “ 8t, Jim's Nows®
contributed by Tom Merry & Co.; and
an amazing serial story of mystery and

il

“THE SCHOOLEOYS' OWN
"~ LIBRARY *

There are two extra-good numbers of

‘thiz new library now on =alo that reall

should not boe missed by lovers o
school stories. MNo. 12 deﬂi‘; with Gray-
friars and the early adventires of
Alonze Teodd. Readers, lately, have
clamoured for a yarn featuring the
arrival of thoe gentle dulfer of the
Remove, Wall, those readers have had
their wish granted. This particular
tale is a winner from beginning to end,
Alonzo is every sort of fbol, but there's
one thing in his favour, namely, his
heart iz in the right place You'll read
haw cager Alonzo is to help hiz fellow-
greature:, You'll lenrn, too, how some
of those “fellow-creatures ™ helg ”
Alonze! But Fm ringing off at this
stage. If vou are keen to know more
you'll certainly reac

“ THE DUFFER OF GREYFRIARS | ™
By Frank Richards.

No. 11 i3 a topping yarn of Jimmy
Silver & Co., the heroes of Bookwood.
Silver, the captain of the Fourth, finds
hinidelf in & nasty entzoglement; Lus
he's a Gghter, is young Silver, .and he
endeavours to pub matters right in his
own way. Ilis way is slightly unor-
thodox, but thers's mervit in it, for
Jimmy does the trick. You'll be able
to put two and two together when you

read
“ EXPELLED ! ™
By Owen Conguest.

mm——r

Next Monday's Programmse. |

“SCHOOLBOYS versus *PHO'S'I™
By Frank Richards,

A magnificent story of Iaery Whar-
ton. & Uo. at Greyiridis celebrating the
opening of the footer season. 'This yafn
has z real kick in it, and will be ves
membered for many s Tong day.

[ e

“THE VELDT TRAIL!'™

The elnﬁiﬁg chapters of this amazing
detective story staged in Seuth Africu
is o strong item in noxt week's bumpeér
issue.

FOOTBALL !

What move appropriate thon a specisl
“Herald * supplement by Harry Whar-
ton & Co. with tha above subject?
Stand by for the kick-off !

PORTRAIT GALLERY.

Billy Bunter figures in this new
feature pext Monday., You won’t miss
his fat and cheerful chivvy, anyway.
Till next week, chums,

your €ditor.
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RIVAL OARSMEN!

(Continued from page 8L) .

Leauties wore canght in the act by Tad-
pole and several other chaps. 1 pro-
mised you this morning I'd set a watch
on our-dear pal Ponsonby. I set these
chaps o thadew 'em at “noon, and
they've done their work jolly well.- They
tracked the beautics here, and watched
*ofr, It wasn't umntil your cox nearly
bauged you into the hrid_ﬁe that they
spotted the game. . Then they went for
the qirl-:‘l;}-.! spoil-apotts like one o'elock,:
That's why. the giddy dazzle left the
kid's eyes all at once.”

“And a jolly near thing it was, too,”
grinned Tadpole.. - “Another second,
and :,-?n'd %:avﬁ b&i::n 'Eumtﬁlhﬂd up against
the piles—besides losing the race. Hera's
the pnmri‘jé' ald tiiug'lfl,giﬂg'-'gﬁs’sus the
cads uwsed.” :

And Tadpole took three glasses from
hiz pocket and showed them round.-

“Sh 1" gasped Harry.

He understood now. e locked -at
the trembling Cegil Pongpnby, .and then
‘he held out his hand frankly io
Courtenay. _

“You're a brick, Courtenay 1™ he said

l howling cads. out. g
| known it would lose Highclifie the race”
Aaf -they stepped the game. Yet they did

gtiietly. “And a jolly good sport, too.
Bo are these chaps who bowled these

. 1
They must have

it. Seme chaps wowmldn't have been so
generous to do at.™

“"Hear, hear!” came a hearty chorus
from Harry's chums.

Courtenay grinned.

“Don’t mention 1t,” he said cheer-
fully. "It was a -bit .of a pill, losing
the race: but you wait until next year,
We'll get that cop yet. And now,”
went on the Hi hc{;ffq skipper, his face
and voies suddenly hardening, “what
about these sweeps? They've disgraced
their- school. We're thundering well
ashamed to own the blighters.  You
chaps are. just in time to lend a hand.

sOUr !

.. Ponsonby & Co. went through it!
Ponsonby had plaved his last care, and
lost. The Higheliffe fellows were angry
and more than-disgusted, and they let
Pousonby & Co. know it: - Those follow-
ing ‘few minutes were like a horrible
nightmare to the three shady schemers.
They were rolled in the mad and pelted
with sodden turfs, and after that they
were ducked one by one into the river—

[ their share in

no new experience for Ponsonby & Co.

But it ended at last, and Harry Whar-
ton & Co., at least, wére glad when- il

.did so. By that time the once elegpue

dandiss Were weeping with rage aud
despair, and they presented pitiable
spectaclos,

Laiter that evening, the Renjove crdw
attended z far more pleasant coremony,
when Mator Thresher’s charming hiece

presented them with the challenge cup- ~

which proved, indeed, to be well worth

the winning—to the accompaniment of

chears from both Highcliffe and Groy-
friars fellows.

It. was a happy evening altogether for
Ha.rri;_ Wharton & Co., and they even
felt disposed to forgive Bkinner & Co.

the platking. DBut the

Ponsonby,. my lad, you're going to En__'l'-ESt- of the Bemove hdid other views,

._thlmuﬁll iﬁatid vou, Gadsby and Vavd-

and that mght, in the Remove dormi-
tory, Skinner went. thirgugh it as Posm-
sonby & Co. had done,

By the time their ang% Form-fellowe
had finished with them, Bkimner & £o.
had plenty of reason bitterly to reprit
their Lim;;]&rimm share in the affair of
the rival oarsmen,

THE EXD.
(There 18 another grand story of the

Greyfrivrs cluns tn nezt week's bumper
izauc of the Macwer, cntitled: * Sefiool

boys versus ‘' Pro's’!" Den't misg it/)
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