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" WINGATE MINOR GOES THROUGH THE MILL!

A painful five ninudes for the young scamp of the Greyfriars Third! (See the grand school stery inside.)
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A NEW SERIAL!

Magnelites can look forward to @
topping new  mystery serial, featoring
Ferrors Locke und young Juck Deake,
which will start the week alter next.
There 1« a football interest in this
comimg varn that will blend well with
the latest mystory that falls to the lot
of Ferrers Locke to solve. The title ot
this new scrnial is

“THE MYSTERY OF LONE MANOR,"

and I have not the slightest hesitation
in saving that this varn will rank &3
the finest the good old Mauxer fhos
ever had, which indeed is saving somnc-
thing. Look out lor the hest chapters,
Im_l,.n;

—— ey

OBSERVATION !

Quite a crowd of my loyal chums are
keenly interested in the above subject,
At Brst glance it nught appear ridicu-
lous to be interested in a thing we do
all day mand every day from farce of
habit. But do we? How muany people
will walk along a pavement, for in-
stance, and be able 10 give a fair
account of all that they have seen when
they get to the end of the thorough-
fare? Not many, I'll wager. The eve
will see all that comes within its range,
but unless the brain is working closely
with the camera of the eye the “ pic
tures ” are never ‘developed” sufhi-
ciently te be of amy usze. But the fel-
low who stores- away what he sees finds
it of great use to him later on. It
sharpens him up, 400, and quickens his
perceptions, anvvay. My correspond-
ents rot only “preach " about observa-
tion, thev practise it. It 15 their cus.
tom o waIL in twos or threes along a
certamn strect, and then compare notes
at the ond of the beat. They remark
that it is surprisimg how many things
the most observant of them miss. 1
cany quite understand it, but it's a
splendid mental training, anyway,

SNORING !

A Magnetite who is one of a family
of dix, writes and tells me that his
brothers are always chipping him be.
cause he sporés,  What can he do 1o
cure himseli of snoring? Well, the
first thing I advise him to do is to
practise breathng. He adonts himselS
that he sleeps with his mouth open,
and, try as he might, he cannot get
put of that bad hl%)it. But he must!
It's not adenoids he's suffering from, he
informs me, because his doctor has
satisfied him as to that., It is sur-
prising how many people don't know
tkat the proper way to breathe is to in-
hale through the nose and exhale via
the month, If" my chum Ppractises
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deep-breathing exercises every
ing and last thing every night he'll
soon get out of thalt habit of snoring.
PBut the: nostrils, like olher exposed
parts of us, must be kept clean, thus
allowing of a free air passage.

“BY HOOK OR BY CROOK!™

No, this bhas no bearing on anvthing
shady : 1t's simply the exclamation of &
loval Magnetite who 1s keen to possess
the " Holiday Annual.” At the present
moment he hasn't enough monev to
buy s copy, but he's “putting by ™
for 1t, and 15 determined to bag a copy
“by hook or by crook.” BSplendid fel-
law | There's one thing, he couldn’t
spend his money to better advantage,
for already a bateh of Jetters have
reached this office from satisfied readers.
But 1 must advise those of vou who,
too, are “ putting by " vour vennies, not
to leave it too Iate, The rush this year
to secure the " Holiday Annual " has
been, and 1s still, “terrific,” as Inky
would say

HOBBIES !

Any reader who 1= inleresied 1n fret-
work will find the 1926 catalogue,
1issued by - Hobbies, Lid., Dereham,
Norfolk, of particular interest. It has
236 pages, covering 22 pastimes, and
showing over 500 fretwork designs, and
all the -tools therein are of British
manifacture, A 1s. 6d. design of a

Jarge Cabinet Dookease is given f{ree.

e

FREE COLOURED PLATES

Railway FEnginos Past and FProsent
pod How a Looomotiva Works— Freo
COLOURED Plate and Falding Chart
given this week and next week wilh

CHILDRENS
PICTORIA

On Sale Tuwesday, Oct: 27th: 2d.

Mot -

WRITE TO YOUR EDITOR ABOUT IT!

|\ Seclion).

’#?:’ Intevested readers can obtain a cony for

'-EJ':LL nt any brauch or agent, or direck
trom the publichers, post free, 1s.

BURNT CORK, ETC.

_ Magnetites are going strong just now
i amatenr theatricals, and us a conse-
Hence l d1K T'DOeCIy Mg .'.l"'n-'F‘I'ﬂ] ':]li{'r.ll"h
a: to the best make-up for a * nigger.”
Che best and simplest method that 1
know of is burni cork. Get some cvorks
and char them in the fire or in the flame
of a candle and mix the powder thus
obtained with vaseline. This “mixture "
18 easily removed from the face by soap
and hot water, and is not injurious to
the skin. Another query concerns the
colours required for & Chinese make-up.
If those who desire this tip ask for
No. 5 Make-up Stick—supplied at all
chemists—and use this Ihght yvellow
colour as their background, afterwards
lining in and shading with a touch of
brown—No. 10—and an ordinary
“black liner,” they will have all the
colours they need.

——

HERE’S YOUR CHANCE !

This s not to be missed! - The
“ Boys' Friend " is offering a top-notch
apportunity to all interested in [oothall.
This takes the form of a Top Scorers'
Competition, complete cach week, and
the prizes are £5 and Bix Match Foot-
balls. The best advice to ba given is
to get busy and win one of these splen-
did prizes. What vou have to do is
simple enough. Fix your attention on
the performances of the crack teams
Then set down which two teams will,
in your opifion, compile the biggest
number of goals, that 15, the combined
lotal of both sides in a spescified match
in Divisions 1, 2, and 3 (Southern
It is the name of the teams
who put together the Ilargest 'united
figure which are wanted. Whatever
you do, don't miss the,k Top Scorers’

Competition in the “ Boys' Friend.”
Have a shot at netting one of these
splendid prizes, and also of showing

vour probeiency as u forecaster,

Next Monday’s Programme.

“THE CAPTAIN'S ELECTION!"™
By Frank Richanrds.

A magnibicent new, long complete
gtory, dealing further with the Win-
gate brothers, and the election of a new
captain now that Wingate has resigned
from the job.

“THE PHANTOM BAT!"

The concluding instalment of this
amazing mystery story, featuring the
famous detective, Farrers Locke, and
his boy assistant, Jack Drake,

“GUY FAWKES!”

A special supplement, dealing with
the Fifth of November celebrations,

PORTRAIT GALLERY !

Another topping portrait of a Grey-
friars celebrity to add to your gallery.

your €ditor.
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THE STRUGGLE!

PRIGE 3
TWOPENCE.

George Wingate, Captain of Gregfriavs, finds it hard to do his duly in regard to his errving minor

for that goung scamp has deserved the ** sack ' a dozen times over and will, if he is reported to the Head, undoub-

tedly get it !

g = A

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Trouble in the Third !

UMP!
And a howl]
Harry Wharton smiled as he

came along to the door of the
Third Form-room at Greyfriars.

It -~as quite a sudden and startling
explosion, of sound from the Third
Form-room; but it did nol startle the
caplain of the Remove. Such sounds
were not uncommon in the quarters of
the Third when a Form master was not
presont.

Evidently a row
smong the Third.

It was Saturday afternoon, a hali-
holiday at Greyfriars, and after din-
wor the Third had their Form-room to
themsalves. Mr., Twigg allowed them
to use 1t as a Common-room, and they
preferred it to the Rag, where they
wers overshadowed by Remove and
Fourth and Shell fellows. To judge
by the uproar in progress, a good
many of the Third were there, and
they were expressing their feelings
after the exuberant manner of the
Third Form. A heavy bump, a loud
howl, and a roar of excited voices
showed that the fags were going
sirong.

But Horry Wharton had come along
an business, and he pushed open the
door of the Form-room. That after-
noon the Remove were playing the
Third at football, It was not an 1m-
portant mateh; the Third were very
ernall beer at footer,
on the game, which they played rather
in Lthe kick-and-rush styvle, with a
happy disrepard for a good many of
thie rules. ﬁftill, they plaved hard, as
most Greyfriars men did; and when

was 1n progress

the Remove had a vacant date they did]

not mind fixing up & game with the
Third. It was as good as practice,
anyway.

Tubb, the captain of the Third, lived
in hopes of beating the Remove some

They were keen |

day. Every form at Greyfriars had its

captain, even the fag Forms; and
Gicorge Tubb captained the Third
great style.  Some day, ho was con-
vinced, he was going to beat Harry
Wharton & Co. of the Remove., That

day had not, however, yet dawned.

Wharton looked into the Form-
room,
What looked like an indistinguisle

able mass of arms and legs writhed
and wriggled on the floor, between the
forms and Mr. Twigg's desk.

On closer examination, it proved to
be a fag sprawling, with five or &ix
other fags sprawling over him,

The underneath fag was not to be
recognised. Very little of him was 1o
be seen. Paget was sitting on his
head. Bolsover minor was sitting on
one leg. The other fags sprawled,
while the hapless youth um!l}ernﬂ.nth
struggled and kicked.

(ieorge Tubb stood looking on, with
his hands in his pockets, and a deep
frown on his face. George Tubb,
evidently, was angry; and, like the
prophet of old, he felt that he did well
to be angry.

“(ive him some more!” said Tubb,
a: Wharton looked in, with a smiling

face. *Serag him1" )
“Almmmmmmm !” came in a breath-
less gasp from the wretched youth

wriggling under the fags.

“Having a good time,
asked Harry Wharton cheerily.

Tubb glanced round,

“Don't you butt in, Wharton!” he
said,  “We don't want Remove cads
butting into our TForm-rooam! Cut!”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ All serene, Tubby! I won't linger
long in the bear-garden. But 1 wanted
to speak to vou about the footer.”

“(Cough it up, then,” said Tubb.
“We're ready for the kick-off at hali-
past two, as arranged.”

“SQamo here,” said Harry. “ But A

“We're going to beat you this time,”
said Tubb. * lLook out for squalls.”

what 7"

A magnificent new

long complete story

dealing with the two
Wingates at Grey-
friars.

“1 thought 1 heard & squall as L
came along,” said Harry. “Are you
killing that fag?” )

“0Oh, rats! I'm caplamn
Form!" said Tubb darkly. “When a
fellow won't pinir for tim_ Form, as
prdered, I give him something fo re-
member it by. See? Don't you butt
in. AWhat do you want?”

“] was going to speak to you about
Jack Wingate.”

“Wingate minor?” Tubb
“What about him®"

“Of course, it's not for me to
gest how you should make up
team——"’

“I should think not,” said Tubb of
the Third emphatically.

“But I was thinking that young
Wingate is a good forward, when he
likes, and he would be a good man
for you,” said Harry. “I don’t know
if you've got him in your eleven, but
if vou haven't you might do worse.”

Tubb stared at him.

Some of the fags laughed. Harry
Wharton did not quite see what there
was to laugh at, but he smiled agree-
ably. As a matter of fact, Harry wos
rather keen to see Wingate minor play-
ing football that afternoon, Wingate
major, the senior of Greyfriars, was
taking the first eleven over to Red-
clyife for a senior match. Wharton
knew that he was worried about his
minor; the scapegrace of the Third
had given him much frouble of late.
Occupied in a football mateh, Jack
Wingate would be too busy to think of
“playing the goat ™ in the way he bad
developed of late.

Certainly, it never occurred te Win-
gate of the Sixth that a Remove fel-
low was bothering about him or his
troubles, or concerning himself about
his troublesome minor. DBut no doubt
he would have been grateful if he had
known. Undoubtedly he would have
been glad to know that his young
brother was innocently occupied for
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that half-holiday, while Wingate him-
self was away. y _
“Good of you to come in and give
ug o tip!? said George Tubb, with a
touch ol sarcasm. “Dut we can
mnapage our football atfairs 11-1t110_u:t
any help from the Remove, thanks!”
“Many thagks, old bean; but we
can manage!" assented Paget.
Wharton nodded. 1t was necessary
to wse tael in dealing with these in-
dependent  young  gentlemen  of  the
Third Form. So Wharton did not
take Tubb and Paget by their collars
and knock their heads together, aa
they really deserved, for speaking to
the captain of the Remove in such o
fachion.  Instead of that, he smiled
chearily.
“ Well, ung
when we played last time,” he
“He's got a good pace, and

I noticed young Wingate,
said.
knows

sopmething about the game. (Md "h\:'!rl
gile would be p'lu:u.:u.-f.l, ton. Old Win-
eate™s a good man’ ‘
t,II"“.I agtﬂe to that,” said Tuhb.
“Wingato's the only prefect 1 can
stand.” <

“Quite a good man’ assented

Paget. ""We piss Wingate.” B

wWell, then,” said Tlarry, “old Win-
pate would be pleased, and you'd like
to please himi: and yonng Wingate can
play. I thought I'd drop in and men-
tion it, Tubb.™

« Awfullv kind of you!” said Tubb,
etill sarcastie. It hasn't ocourred to
you that 1 know a fellow’s form as well
as & Remove chap. That's young Yin-
gate—there !” R

He pointed to the wriggling heap on
the Form-room floor.

“Oh!” ejaculated Wharton. .

“I've put him down to play!” said
Tubb sulphurously. “Put him down,
you know, in my eleven! And he ve
fuses to play!”

itﬂh:n

“SQavs he's got an engagement for Lhe
afternoon, and can't play,” said Tubb,
“Well, if ho kecps that giddy engage-
ment, ho will be feeling a Little tired, I
think! He's going through it."”

“(rroogh! Mmmmm!? came in
miuffled accents from the midst of the
sprawling, wriggling heap,

“Now, don't you bother any mare,
Wharton,” said Tubb.  “1'm dealing
with this young cad, and T've goi uo
more Lime ta waste. Now, then, young
Wingate——"

“CGrooogh! Gerrofl!™ ‘ )

“ Are you plaving for the Third this
altérnoon?”

“ Mpunmmm ! _

“(Get off his head, Paget—he can’t
talk while you're sitting on his head,
old ahap.” )

Percival Spencer Paget vemoved him-
self from Wingate minor’s head. A
Hushed and furious face came into view.

“You rotters! let me alonel!”
panted Wingate minor.

“Are you playing—"

“No!¥ yelled Jack Wingate,

“We want you—"

“(io and cat coke!"

“So you're letting down the Form,
are you!" roared Tubb.

“Blow the Form!™

“Irog'sanarch him round the Form-
roow, and bang his head on the desks,”
gaid Tubb, exasperated,

“Good egg!”

“Hold on a minute " exelaimed Harry

Wharten, pushing among  the [ags,
“Let me speak to hun!”
“Rats !

I-"Rnt !lj

“Get cut

™ Look here, young Wingate,” said the
captain of the Remove, unheeding the

,‘l.l-:Hz Macxrr Lisrary.—No. 925,

objurgations of the excited fags, "“you'd
better play this afternoon. It will be a
good pame——"

“Oh, shut up!"”

“Wha-a-ut?"

“Shut  uwp, and mind your

oWl
business !” bawled Wingate minor,

Wharton’s face crimsoned, and there )

was a chuckle from the [ags.

“That's the thanks you get!” grinned
Tubb. “That's his bootiful manners,
that is—they spoil him at home in the

holidays, and he comes back to Grey-|

friars like that! But we don’t take that
gort of thing in the Third! Frog's-
march, you ::‘hn.Ea.”

‘* Hoar, hear!

“Let go!” shrieked Jack Wingate.

Harry Wharton walked out of the
Formi-room. Evidently hia kindly inter-
vention was wasted on Wingate nunor.
Ay he went down the passage, a terrific
din followed him from the Third Form-
room. In the grasp of the angry Third,
Wingate minor was onjoying—or other-
wise—the delights of i.im Frog's-march,
imcluding the banging of his haplesa
head on the desks. The uproar was
tremendous; and Harry Wharton, as he
walked away, was not surprised to see
My, Twige heading for the Third Form
room, with a cane under his arm,

—————

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Oft to Redelyffe !

i A{.}.ﬂ. hallo, hallo! Enjoying
H ife

Bob Cherry asked that gues-

tion rather humorously, as he

came on Wharton, a little later, in the
doorway of the House.

Harry Wharton's face was clouded
with thought; and he was suffering from
a feeling of annoyance. His visit to the
Third Ferm-room had been well-inten-
tioned ;: and the uneeremonious *check ™
of Jack Wingate had irritated him
keenly. It was rather an honour for the
fagr to have his unimportant existence
noted by the eaptain of the Remove;
and the fag had shown a striking lack
of appreciation of that honour.

But Wharton was thinking more of
Wingate major than of Wingate minor.
The motar-coach bad arrived to take
the Greyfriars lirst eleven over to Red-
clyffe, and Wingate and his merry men
were coming out to board 1,  Harry
noticed that Wingate was looking about
him, as if in search of somebody, and
guessed that he was thinking of his
minor. But Jack Wingate was not to
be seen. +

“Penny for "em, old bean!”™ went on
Bobh Cherry, as he joinod Harry in the
doorway.

Wharton smitled faintly.

“ Nt bothering about our little mateh
with the Third?” grinned Bob. “Tubby
is going on the war-path this time, 1
hear, and going to make ducks and
drakes of us, But I'm not fceling any-
thing like cold feet, [ think we shall sit
on the Third.” [

“1 was thinking about vyoung Win-
ate.”

“That’s all righl—De's playing for the
Third,” said Boh, *“The young scally-
war will be out of mischief for this
afternoon, al any rate.  Yon sea, he's
a pood kid at games when he chooses,
and Tubb is bound to play him. He
wants a!l the quality he can get, to keep
hi=z end up apainst little us”

“He's refused to play in the match”

“My hat! If I were Tubby, I'd scrag
him."

Harry Wharlon laughed.

“They were seragging him when 1
saw him last.” he said. “ But vou know
what an obstinate little beggar he is. I

—
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IIBulI'a voice,  Johnn

|

‘don’t think they'll be able to rag hin

into playing. e told Tubb that he hac
an engagement for the afternoon.”

I}ul'ﬁs rugged face became ver:
serious,

“That's all rnt—faqrn don't hav
engagements that eaan't be chucked
That nieans, —_"

“That the little idiot is playing il
goat again,” said v, "I know. It -

not come out, but we .ﬂappen to kno
that he was at the Cross Keys one after
noon, though 1 believe he only wen
there on a message for that hllcimmz--
Loder of the Sixth. But if it's somc
thinq of that kind again—"

“Not our business,” said Johnn
Bull and Frar.
Nugent and Hurree Jamset Ram Fing
joined the two juniors in the doorwa
All the I'amous Five, of the Remov
had turned up to see the first eléven ofl

“"Young Wingate's not in the Remov:
Harry,”  saud Nugent. g k|
wants kicking: but——"

“The kickfulness is the proper eaper
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, 1.
us soek him out and kick him a
togetherfully I

“Not our business!"” repeated John:
Bull.

“Well, no,” said Harry. “ Bnt I knov
that old Wingate is worried about his
and old Wingate's such a jolly decen
chap, He's done vs a lot n‘:lltJ good turn:

L one way or another!™

“That's so!"” agreed Nugent. .

“Let him give his minor a thumping
good licking, then,” said Johnny Dull.
“that's what the young rascal wantsz."

Harry Wharton did not answer that
He agreed that Wingate minor woull
be none the worse for a good lcking,
s0 far as that went. He was, indecd.

etting one from the exasperated Third
Eut he understood the natural repuog
nance of Wingate major on the subjic
Wingate was head-prefect and eaptain o
the school, and as prefect and captain 1
was his duty to come down hard and
heavy on lhis minor, as on any othe
fag, if he kicked over the traces. Nove:
theless, the fact that Jack was his young
brother had to eount.

Loder of the Sixth came into the door-
way, and stared out at the molor-coach
with a snecr on his face. Loder had
heen dropped from the first eleven, and
he was exceedingly bitter on the sub
ject,  His pals—Carne and Walker
weare hoth in the team, and were sitting
in the eoach now—they had failed to ac
on a hint from Loder to resign from the
eleven as a protest, Gerald Loder was
left on his own for that half-holiday,
unless he cared to follow the team over
to Redelyffe—and watleh the game frem
which he had been excluded., And he
did not ecare for that,

Harry Wharton & Co. glanced at hin,
as he stood with a dark look on his foce.
Loder did not heed them: indeed, hv
did not eare if they saw the hitterncss
and malice in the glance he fxed ou
George Wingate.

Most of the senior footballers were on
board, but Wingate of the Sixth seemedl
to linger, Heo was still looking round
him, as if hoping to see someone. Th
that time, Mr, 'I'wigg had quelled tho
riot in tha Third Form room, and turncd
out the fags: and Wingate minor could
have come nlm‘f to sce his brother ofi
with the football team, if he had liked

But he had not come.

“Dunter " called out Wingate, as the
Owl of the Remove rolled up and stood
blinking at the coach through his big
spectacles.

Bunter blinked round.

“Yes, Wingate!” . 1o

“Do you know where my minor ¢

“No!? said Billy Bunter mdifferently.
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“Go and {ell him I want to speak to
him before T go.”

“Dut T don't know where he 15, Win-
gate,” objected the Owl of the Hemove,
Billy Bunter dul not like exertion 1n any
shape or form. DBut as the ecaptain ol
Greviriars made a movement, he added
hurriedly : *1—I mean—yes—all right!
I'm going !”

And Bunter rolled into the House,

“Heen that woung rotter Wingate
minor, you fellows!" he asked, as he
passed the Famous Five on the steps.

“Bomewhere in the Third Form
auarters,” said Harry, “I saw himn there
a gquarter of an hour ago.”

Bunter grunted discontentedly, and
volled on. 'The footballers were all ready
to start now, but Wingate still stood
heside the charabane, Gwynne called
down to him,

““ Anvthing to wait for, Wingate "

“We're all ready,” said Tom North.

“Just wait a minute or two, you
chaps,” said the captain of Greyfriars,

“(Oh, all right !

“We don't want to be late at Red-
elvfe!” remarked Carne of the Sixth,
and Walker endorsed that remark rather
emphntically, But Wingate paid no
Lheed to Loder's pals,

Iilly Buntey rolled out of the House
agam. There was & covert grin on his
fat [ace.

Wingate of the Bixth come towards
nim,

“Did vou tell my minor*"

“Yes: he's in the Third Form room,”
zaid Bunter.

“Well, why isn't he here?"” snapped
Wingate impatiently, “Didn't you tell
bim I wanted him ¥

“Yes. Ile savs he won't come !

“ What ?"

“He savs he won't come!"™ prinned
Bounter,  And the Owl of the Remove
puttle that statement in quite & Joud
voice, so that as many fellows as possible
should heav.

Wingate stood quite still for a moment.
Harry Wharton & Co. affected to have
keard mothing; but from Gerald Loder
there came a laugh. A good many of
the
glances—some smiling, and some frown.
mg. Coker of the Fifth indulged in a
suort. For a fag of the Third to send a
message to the captain of the school that
e would not come, was simply unheard-
of. Obviously Jack Wingate was pre-
suming upon his position as brother to
the captamm of Greviriars, as he bad done
often enough before,

Wingate's face flushed erimson, and he
went into the House, Billy Dunter gave
a fat chuckle.

“I say, you fellows, it's thick, ain't
it?" he said. * Fancy a fag sending that
nicssage to a prefect! He, he, he !
1__‘I‘IiL{1 skin him ! said Coker of the

JiTH.

“0Oh, Wingate alwavs goes easv with
his mmor!" saud Bunter, “T1 wish T had

a major who was captain of the school |
Ho. Ll_-. he 1™

lLoder walked out to the coach with a
grin on his face,

“You men won't get off vet awhile.”
he said, * You're awaiting the pleasure
of a Third Form fag!"

“0Oh, rot!” grunted Gwynne, though
ho looked annoyved. He was George
Wingate's bost clivm, Lut he did not like
bemg Kept wailting, sitting in the molor-
coach, on account of Wingate minor,

“Pretty  tluek, sn't 1t?"  sneered
Carne. " If we're late at Redelyffe—"

“We shull bo late ! said Walker,

“Rublush ! =atd Tomm North cheerily.
“We've ot lots of tigpe ! ~

“Tots " said Lawreuce of the Sixth,

“You'll need it,” grinned Loder.

¥

follows standing round exchanged
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T;'mra was a covert grin on the fat faee ol
him.

ki what ?. L

! ** Did you tell my minor that I wanted him ? " asked the Sixth-Former.

** Yes,”" answered the Owl of the Remove.
“He says he won't come !’ grinned Bunter.
statement in quite a loud voice so that as many lellows as possible should hear.
(See Chapter 2.)

Bunter as George Wingale came towards

““ And he says he won't come ! ™’
And he made that

“When Wingate's sermonising, he takes
his timne about it. ity the young cad
dicdn’t come out here for it, and let us all
hear the sermon. Might have done us
good !

Some of the senior footballers langhed ;
but there was o general fecling of rrita-
tion in the motor-coach, and all eyves
were turned impatiently on the door for
George Wingate's return.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

The Rebel ]

ACK WINGATE was sitting on a
J fortn alone in the Third Form
room. He was fecling sore and
sAVARC, '
Mr. T'wigg had put a stop to the rag-
ging. Tubb & Co. were gone, leaving
Wingate wmunor to lhimself. " 1t was
settled that e was not playing for the
Third that afternoon, Il:ll’l"l_'.ﬂ, Tubl's
Inst remark wa=, that he wouldn't p]n]r
such a sneaking, rolten oulsider m s
tean at any price, and that so long as he
wis captain of the Third, Wingate minor
wonld never play for the Formn apgain.
The scapegrace of the Tlhird eared little
enongh for that. All he wanted was to
be left alone. |
IIL" hﬂli PR ['kl:"i] out ].Illi'i- owvin “.ﬂ}.r ﬂ_ﬂ[:l

he meant to follow it—with the kind
assistance of Loder of the Sixth. Win-
gate major suspecled—more than  sus-

pected—that hiz young brother had fallen |

2 e —

under some evil influence, but he did
not vet suspeet that it was a Bixth Formn
prefeet who was that evil influence, It
would have required a good deal of evi-
dence to make Wingate believe that
even Loder could be guilty of paying off
his personsl grudges so a:-suf'.

Left to himself, there was no great
liarm in the fag. lle was a spoiled boy,
e was wililul and unthinking, and he
seemed to believe that he was entitled to
special consideration in the school as the
captain’s brother. DBut under the in-
Auence of an older fellow all that was
worst in Jack Wingate cameo to the
surface,

It was thoughtless folly that had made
him take to smoking secrot cigaretio:;
but =ince the captain of Greylriars had
eaned him for tho offence, he was pns-
stonately  determined that he would
smoke—whether he liked smoking or not.

Aud the notice of a fellow like Loder
fattered and excited him.  Ile was
dazzled by the idea of becoming a fol-
lower and imitalor of the sporting man
of the Bixth, adinitted to some of his
excursions and wild escapades. Wingate,
to his wilful mind, represented authority
and dull routine; Loder, liborty awl
licence and adventure; and he had very
eastly made hig choice.

And his brother had been so patient
with him that the fag ecould not realise
that that patience must have a limit.

Without a thought he lad sent that
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©  BEFORE IT'S TOO LATE—GET YOUR *'HOLIDAY ANNUAL"!

impudent message by Bunter, careless of
the effect of it on Wingate, careless i
the whole school heard the
delivered. Let Wingate major get off Lo
his football match and leave lum alone,
and the sooner the better!

The Form-room door
George Wingate came in.
with a knitted brow.

The fag looked at him.

“Aren't you going to Redclyffe!"” he
asked, a little uneasily, os he saw the
prefect's expression. _

“1 sent for you,” said Wingate,

*“1 couldn't come.”

“Bunter told me
wouldn't.”

“Well, I wouldn't, then."”

“Is that the kind of message lor & fag
your Form to send to a prefect?™

“Oh, don’t give me any more of that!”

saicl Jack Win?te impatiently. _" You

can lick me, if you like. 1 can’t stop
ou.™

Wingate of the Sixth looked at him.

“You look as if you've been licked
already,” he said, his manner relenting &

L.

“I've had a row with some of the
Third,” said the fag sulkily.

“ Whose fault was it?” .

“Ob, mine, of course!” sneered Win-
gate minor. “Anyhow, I'm not com-
plaining, I'm not going to be a sneak
to please you!”

Wingate major breathed bard.

“1f any Greyfriars fellow heard me
taking talk like this from you, Jack, 1t
would be ecalled favouritism,” he said,
“You don't suppose that I should let
Tubb or Paget speak like that to me, do
ou?’ )
o There's a cane on old Twigg's desk if
you want to lick me!” retor Wingate
minor. “I'm not asking to be let off I”

“You seem to have been licked
enough,” said the captain of Greylriars,
belioving—or trying to believe—that that

opened, and
He¢ camoe 1n

you said you

of

was his reason for letting off the cheeky

fag.

“ Leave me alone, then!”

“T had to speak to yon before I went,”
said Wingate quictly., “Tt's about the
Third Formi mateh this afternoon,
You're playing for the Third 1"

“No!" muttered the [ag.

" Why not?"

“1 don't care to."

“What are you doing, then?"

“That's my bizney,” said Wingale
minor defiautly. * You've no right lo
ask. You can lick me if you find me
ot breaking any of the rules; that's
all a prefecl has o right to do.”

“T'm asking as your brother,” said
(icorge Wingate quietly,

The fag grinned.

“T don’t tell my
affuirs.”

“That means, I =uppose, that you are
playing the goat again,” said George

relations all my

Wingate. * Look here, kid! Last week
voun wont to the Cross Keys—out nof
hounls. I went there for you, and

didn't find you. I hoped I'd heen mis-
taken in thinking von were there, 1 had
lo answer lo the Head for going there,
1 practically gave him my word that
voi'd not been at the pluce. Afterwards
it came out that there was no donhbi
abont it,”

“ And vour jolly ald conscience is un-
rasy ! sneered the fag., *“ Well, yvou can
ro and iell the Head the facts i wou
like.”

“That would mwean a flogging for
VO,

“1 know that, If it's your duty, and
vou're so thumpin' keen on your duty,
pet on with it!" s=ail Wingate minor

Tue Macser Lisusry.—No, 925.

message |

coolly, “Have I asked yon to make a
favourite of me? As if vou would "
“I haven't spoken to the Head about
it,” said Wingate. “It was left to
Gwynne to inquire into, and he went
very easy—iloo easy. It's over, 1f you
keep clear in the future, Jack. But I
can't help thinking that getling off so
easily once may lead you to play the
fool apain. If so—" .
“If =0, I shall take my medicine, if
I have to,” said Wingate minor. * You
won't suffer.”
“My name will be disgraced as well
as yours,” saul Lhe caplain ol ﬂre?
friars. * But I'm not thinking of myself;
I'mi thinking of you, Jack.”
“Thanks!" said the fag mockingly.
“1 wapt you to play 1n the football
match to-day while I'm gomne over to
Redelyffe. Tubb's put you in his team.”
“To keep me out of mischief —what ?"
sneered Jack Wingate,

“That, and other reasgns. I want

ou to play. I advise you, as your elder

other, and ask you to.”

“Well, I can’t! I won't, if you want
it plain!” said the fag sullenly. *‘I've
got something else on.”

Wingale's face set grimly.

“You won't 1"

'] Nn 1“

“Then we'll drop the brother,” said
the captain of Greylriars curtly. * Now,
Wingate minor, 1 order you to play in
the football match, as captain of the
school and head of games. Catch on?”

Jack Wingate did not answer,

“Disobey that order, and you get a
prefects’ ating, and tl'mg for a
month’s holidays,” said the Greyfriars
“I'm sorry I can’t trust vou,

captain,

Jack. I shall ask Tubb, when I get
back, if you've played, If you haven't,
vou know what to expect.”

“ Look here—"

“That will do.”

Wingate of the Sixth walked out of the
Third Form room without another glance
at his minor,

His temper wus deeply ruffled, and
the fag had had a narrower escapo than
he supposed of getting the thrashing he
deserved.

Jack Wingate sprang (o his [eel and
stared after his major as he disappeared.
His face was red wilh anger.

“I won't!” he breathed Fuksinnal;e‘ly.
“Twon't! I won't! T won't!”

That passionate whisper did not reach
Wingate major's cars. Ho strode out of
the llouse to the wailing molor-coach.
His face was set, and his expression drew
many glences alter him,

“1 say, yon fellows, Wingate's waxy !"
chuckled Billy Dunter, * His minor has
been cheeking hon,  He, he, he ™

“Bhurrup!” grunted Dab Cherry.

“Are we really starting at  Jast?”
asked Walker of Lhe Siath saveastically,
us Wingaio took his seat in the big car.

“Yes!™ snapped Wingate,

“About time, too!" sneered Carne.
“ Neoxt time you want lo jaw your minor
at the last minute, Wingate, vou might
givoe ws the tip in time. I can tell you
I'm fed-up with thigt”

“That's enough, Carne. ™

“What 7' exclauned Carme,

“That's enongh! Don't give me any
more of 1t; I'm not in the humour for
it 1" growled Wingate,

Carne flushed red, and opened his
maitth for an angrey reply: bt some-
thing in the Greylviars captain’s look
cartgod hitm to leave that roply unutiored,

The motor-coach rolled away. Somae
of the Greyfriars fellows sent a cheer
aftor 1t
Wingate's Tace was glonmy and ret

the foolballers raolled along  the

LS

For a time he was silent, but he spoke
at lest, Aushing as he did so.

“I'm sorry 1 kept you [eilows waiting
It was my fanlt, and I'm sorry.”
_ “Oh, rot!” saidl Gwynne, “YWha
does it matter?”

“Don't mench!” said Lawrence,

‘““ All serene, old chap!” suid Ton
North,

Walker and Carne exchanged a snec:
ing look, and did not speak. But Potle
and Greene of the Fifth, who were |

the first eleven, chimed in cheerily tha:
it didn’t matter the least bat,

“And I'm sorry I rather snap
vou, Carne," said Wingate.
youw !l excuse it.”

“Oh!” said  Carne, rather takes
aback., “Oh, all right! Nothing in 1l
Wingate. I'd forgotten it already,”

Wingate nodded, and as the vehiele
rolled on towards Redelyife he joined v
the talk of the coming match, But ever
and anon his thoughts wandered back (o
Greyfriars, and he wondered what hi:
minor was doing—his brother, for whom
his affection was strong, in spite of man:
trials, and for whom he was answerablc,
in a sense, to the old le at home—
his father and mother, who mnever
doubted that their younger son was sale
from all harm in the school in which
his elder brother was captain and heusd
prefect.

Could he do more for Jack than he was
doing—more than he had done? It was
a troubling thought to Wingate., What
could he do, against the perveree
obstinacy of a spoiled and wilful boy’
What was Jack doing now—now that
his back was turned?

ITe tried hard to believe that the fag
was pln}'inP' in the junior football matel,
No other fag at Greyfriars would have
ventured to cut the match after receiv-
ing a direct order from the head of the
games. But Wingate realised that to
Jack he was not captain of the schoo!,
not head of the games, so much as ke
was brother George, whose affection ani
patience had never had a limit.

Perhaps he had been too affectionate,
too patient. There was Carford major
of the Bixth, who had a miner in the
Fourth; he certainly never wasted much
thought on Carford minor—in fact, maido
it & rule to ignore his existence at

d at
“1 Lo

school. Carford minor never gave lim
any trouble. DPerhaps that was a beiter
systemn. At school, nobody would have

guessed that Carford major and Carford
minor were brothers—they were us
strangers. If tronble came young (Car-
ford's way, he had to deal with it with-
out any help from his elder brother; lie
would never have dreamed of coming
lo the Bixth Form studiex to speak lo
Carford major., Perbaps that was a
botter system than George Wingate's.

Perhaps it was; but it was not a
systom that George Wingate could have
followed., DBlood was thicker than
water; Jack, perverse young rascal as
he was, was the little Jackie that Georeo
had carried on his shoulders at hon o
when he was a tiny kid. He had ©.
stand by Jack, and get him somehow cu!
of the miserable wavs he had fallen into
of late. And agasin Wingate's trouhled
thoughts ran on his vague suspicion that
some evil fellow had got hold of Jack
and was doing him barm,

“Well, here we arel” said Cwynne.

And Wingate woke [rom a brown
study, realising that he had fallen into
silence, and had not said a word for a
long time; and now the footballers hadl
reached Redelyffe School.  And Win-
pate, with an effort, drove the hauntiug,

*ecounitry road behind the buzzing engine, U troubling thoughts from his mind as the
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Greyiriars footballers poured from H:Fr
motor-coach and headed for the Red-
clyffe football gronud,

il
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Good Samaritans !
i BOUT time we pulled up our
A socka ! remarked Bob Cherry.
The firet eleven were gone,
arel the little erowd outside
the Bchool House at Greyfriars broke
up. HBome of the fellows were going for
their bikes. to Tun over to Redelyfie
and watch the first eleven at the game,
Coker of the Fifth was taking out lis
motor-hike for a run to Redelylfe; Le
nwas J::ning' to beat the footballers on ”llﬂ
wav there, and arrive frst—if he did
not run into a dog, or a murket-cart, or
a hedge, and arrive in a hospital.
Coker of the Fifth was not keen on
watching the first eleven win, because
he doubted whether they could win,
with himself left ont of the team. He
was roing to see them make a muck of
the game, and let them know what he
thought of them after they had done it.
Especially he was going to sce his
chums, Potter and Greene, make fools of
themselves, Wingate baving, for reasbns
inexplicable to the great Coker, put
them in the eleven while leaving Horace
Coker oul. .

Angel of the Fourtlt was taking out a
car, with a party of friends, to visit
Redelyife for the match; Angel of the
Fourth did these things in style, He
was an expensive youth. Hobson & Co,,
of the Shell, were going over on push
bikes,

Harry Wharton & Co. would certainly
have joined the stream that was setting
Redeliffe-wards but for the fact that
the Remove had a match on that after-
noon., But Wharton was thinking that
over now, as Bob Cherry spoke.

“ Better get along, what ¥ asked Bob.
“ Mustp't keop the jolly old Third wait-
ing !'-_'nrl their {it-hing.”

“I'vo  been thinking,” said Harry.
“ There's no need for us to play to beat
the Third. Of course, they've got to be
licked, or they will get their ears up.
But we'te not needed.”

“But we want to play!” said Beb, in
surprise. “My hat! Taking to slack-
ing in your old age?”

“No,” said Harry. “I was thinking
we might take the bikes over to Red-
clyfie and see the first eleven play.”

“Hem! The first are the first, of
course,” admitted Bob. “But I'd rather
play than look on any day.”

“Well, it's a chance to give some of
the second-rate talent & look in,"” said
the captain of the Hemove. * Smithy
will eaptain the team 1f 1 ask hiun,
and—"

*And he'll be glad of & chance to put
in s pal Redwing," said Bob, with a
laugh. ““ But what else have you got in
vour mind, old man? You're not think.
ing of cutting the match simply to wateh
Wingate's crowd. Out with it !"

Wharton coloured a little.

“Well, I was thinking that as young
Wingate refuses to play for the Third,
wi might take him over to Redelyffe
with us, He ought to want to see his
major play for Greyiriars.”

“The oughtfulness is terrifie,” mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh dryly,

“Well, any kid in the Third ought to
jump at the chance of a day out with
lig guns like us ! said Harry, laughing.
“T'Hl put it nicely to young Wingate,
and make him come.”

“I'm rather fed up with young Win-
gate ! grunted Johnny Bull.
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and he did not reach them.

Coker grinped the spanner and made a rush at the halted cyclists, But the Famous
Five did %ﬁwnlﬂ;ﬂ waste time handling Coker. They shot off again at once,

Coker was rushin
freed one hand, turned in his saddle, and hurled an apple which collided with
Coker’s nose with considerable foree. (See Chapler 8.)

after them, when Bob Cherry

“Same here!"” said Nugent frankly.
“We had our study wrecked through
voung Wingate and his cheeky rowa
with Coker."”

“Well, that young
Wingate'a fault.”

“Oh, bother him ! said Johnny Bull.

“The fact is, it's plam enough for
anybody to see that old Wingate 1s
worried about him,” said Harry. “If
we can lend a sort of hand without a
lot of trouble, I don't see why we
shouldn't.”

“Hem! Good Samarilans,
that,” said Bob.

““If vou fellows dan’t like the idea—
began Wharton, colouring a little.

“0Dh, I don't mind! I'm on!”

*Any old thing!” yawned Johnny
Bull. “You can talk to the cheeky
roung cad as nieely as vou like; Il
eep mum, So long as he doesn't give
me any of his lip, T'll be eivil.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's 8mithy,"
said Bob.

The Bounder of Greyiriars came up.

“Jolly near time for the match,
Wharton,” he said. " Nobody dropped
out of the team at the last minute, 1
suppoes ¥

“Eh? Why®"

“Well, I'd like you to give Redwing
a chance," said VernonSmuth, with a
laugh. *“ He swots too much, and a
game would do him good. Even if he

wasn't exactly

and all

L3

isn't top noteh in forin, he's good enough
for the Third.”

— =

“T'Il leave it tn.}*uu,'_' said Harry,
with a smile, “I was going to ask you
to captain the team, BSmithy, this

Lime—"
“Good egg! I <hall
You'll

play Redwing.™
“Play him! That's all right,
have five places to fill, and you can
begin with Reddy.”
“You lot cutting it allogether ™
“We're going over to Redelyffe.”
“All serene. I'd rather play mysell.
Every fellow to his taste,” said Vernon-
Smith, “Leave it to me to beat the
Third—when you come back you'll find
them done to a turn.”

And the Bounder walked away in a
very sabisfied frame of mind. The Co.
looked a little nncomfortable, Evidently
the Bounder looked on their excursion
to Redelyffe that afternoon as rather in
the nature of slacking., Had they been
needed in the Form match, nothing, of
course, would have nduced Harry
Wharton & Co. to give it a miss. Dut
Smithy and his team would beat the
Third easily enough.

“We ought to have told Smithy Whﬂ
we're  really poing,” grinned Bo
Cherry. *“He thinks we're "simply
mooching, and doesn’t even begin to
guess that we're doing Good Samaritan
stunts.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“QOh, rot!” said Harry,
and dig up Wingate minor.”
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I''m your man !

“Let’'s go
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* ___ TOPPING FOOTBALL AND DETECTIVE SERIAL ON THE WAY!

'l wait,” wsaid Johnny
Bull, “The less 1 talk to that cheeriul
voung merchant, the less I am likely to
punch him."

“Oh, all right !

Four members of the Co. proceeded
to look for Wingate minor, Tubb &
Co., were gaing down to the football
growml now; it was quite settled that
Jack Wingate was nol to play in the
Form mateh. The four Removites went
1o the Third Ferm ropm, where they
expected to find the fag.

T'hree of them were smiling a little,
and Wharton was looking a T

“You Q.

ittle con-
scious, It was true enough that it was
not exactly any business of his to keep
an eye on a rebellions fag; and he had
all a healthy boy's dislike of seeming
to be rvighteows or over virtuous, Dt
he felt that he was right in this. Win-
pate major waas one of the best fellows
breathing, and he was troubled about
his voung brother. And il was not as
if Jack Wingate had been a young
rascal like, for instance, Skinner of the
Hemove, or Angel of the Fourth. His
faults were mostly superficial. And
IHarry knew what Wingate of the Sixth
did not know—that Gerald Loder, the
blackguard of the Sixth, had taken up
the foolish fag; and he knew what
Loder's influence over a reckless lad was
likely to be.

Jack Wingate was about fo leave the
Form-room, when the Removites came
n,
* Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here you are,”
eaidd Bob Cherry cheerily.

“Here I am!” grunted Jack Wingate.

“You're not pﬂ}'ing for the Third,
after all " asked Ilarry.

The fag set his lips.

“No! I won't! If vou've come to
give me some of your precious advice,
rou ecan keep at.”

“1 haven't!” said Harry mildly.
"0, that's gooa!” saul Wingate
minor mmpitiuu-ﬁ}'. “What do  you
want, then?”

“Wo're going over to Redclyfe tlis
afternoan, to see the mateh theve,” said
Harry, in his very pleasantest manner,
apparently  oblivious  of the Tlurd-
Farmer's sullen secowl. “I thought vou
might hke to come along with ns.”

Wingate minor stared at him,

“What rot! The Third don’t go about
with the Hemove ! he said, * Whal the
thump do you mean "

‘Hem ! That's so as & T‘11I|i‘1 and a
wooil rule; but there are exeeplions to
every rile,” said the captain of the
Memove. “ We'l] really Like vaur com-
pany thisx alternoon., Wingate minor.”

“ Pleasod 17 said Tob Cherry solemuly,

“Delighted 1 sand  Frank Nugeunt,
with equal solemnrty,

“"The delightiulness
my  estesmed  and

will be terrifie,
ridiculous  voung

fl'rIL"SIHi.'” declared Huwrree Jumset RBam
Singh.
“Oh, an it!7 smd Wingate minar

gruffty. “Think I can’t sce what vou're
up ta? I =nppose George has told you
to koep an cye on me.”

“George hasn't said a word to us
abhout vyou,” said DBob, winh a grin,
“George i=n't a pal of ours.”

“Then you're hutting in of your ewn
acvord, becanse you're a sel of meddling
as<e«7" zaid Jack Wingate,

i \H'hart ':::'J

“Meddling asses 1™

The fonr juniors looked at hun, It
was, perhaps, fortunate that Johnny
Bull had not come there with s

friends, It was very probable that at
that point Johony would have weighed
in with a boot. The Co. felt powerfully
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moved (oo do so, bt they restrained thut
narural Jesipoe,

“lt's a jolly elterncon for a spin,”
said Harry Whartan, after an awkward

panze.  *We'd lu_-ip YO LI the lulls,
kidljl
“T shooldn't want any help.*

“Hem !
oychist.”

“Quite as good as wiy Bss in the
Romove, anvhow. But 1'm not louking
for a ten-mile =pin this afterncon.”

“T'H tell vou what,” said Nugent, as
if strack by p sodden happy ﬁmug}tt_
“We'll go by train if vou like™

“And we'll stand the fare,” saud Boh
heartily,  * Aund, look hore, wo'll tuke
a bag of tarts in the train.”

“You'll come, Lid? said Harry,

Wingate minor grinned sovrly,

“No, I won't cone,” he said
“Thanks all the same, but I happen to
have an engagement. And I'm rather
late already.™

He moved towards the door.

“ Better come along with us,
said Harry.,
“Rats!™
Wingute
Form roog,
The chums of the Remove looked at
onoe another with rather uncertein ex-

I koow 3oure a goml

kid, ™"

minor walked out of the

pressions, Wharton's face was red,
and his comrades siniled, they conld not
help it.

11 suppose we can't glue him on a
jigger and make him come ! murmured
Bob Cherry.

“1've s jolly good mind——" Whar-
ton hreathed havd and deep.

“Give it o miss, old fellow. Tt won't
do any good to punch the cheeky little
sweop.”

“No, I suppose it won't! But—"

“Besides, we started out to play
Good Samaritan, not to wallop cheeky

furs'"  chuckled Baob. “The Good
Samaritan ey seems  rather  off,
though.™

“The off fulness is terrifie!"”

“Well, 1T thought the little beast

would eome,” said Wharton roefully.
“Tve done you out of yvour game for
nothing.”

“Oh, that’s all right! I'd like to see
the first eleven thrash Redeiyvife. But
let's get off, or we chull miss half the
match, We shall have to take all the
short cots and put on speed as 1t 18"

“1 suppose that's all we can do now.™

“Well, vou can't tell Bmithy to take
a back scat again after asking him to
captain the team. Come on!”

The juuiors rejoined Johinoy Bull in
the daorway. He surveyed them
i”l:llliri"gl_\'.

“Where's Wingate minor?”

“Tlem ! ITe won't come,"” suid Bob.

“Cheeky little cad! And vou asked
him?**

“ Askod him nicely: butter wouldr't
have melted in our mouths. Butb lis
lordship wa=n't taking any.”

“Then we've chucked op the footer
match for nothing!" grunted Johnny
Bull. 1 thought it was a fatheaded
wlea all the time."”

" Hean

“1 dove zay Smithy will find vou o
place if vou ask him,” said Horey Whar-
ton rather tartly, *It may not be too
late.””

“Rot! If you're all going to Hed-
clvffe, T'm coming to Redelyffe,” said
Johnny Bull ealmly. ' Buot 1 think 1t
was # fatheaded iden, and I generally
«<ay what I think. Tt wus a [atheaded
idea !"

“Well, let it go at that, and come
and get the bikes out,” said Bob Cherry,
“You talk 100 much sometines,

Johuny."

“Look here—="

“Oh, come on!" eaid Harrv, “We've
wasted enough time over that cheeky
young cad; don't let’s waste any maore.™

A | didn’t waste any!” =aid Johuny
Bull, with the accent on the personal
pronoun.

Wharton reddened, but he made no

rejoinder.  He led the way to the
i{l_hﬂ-hhutl i silence, and the Famous
I"ive wheeled out their machines.  After

that there was no time for talk. By
highwny and Lyway, by path and lane,
the chums of the Remove kept up a
racing speed, and the miles flew post
wiider the v hieels,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Loder Lays the Snare !

ERALD LODER sprawled in an
nrimchair in his study with ano

leg crossed over the other, his

hands behind his head, and blie

curls of smoke rising from the cigareite
in his mouth,

He looked like a slacker—as he was.

But slacker as Loder was, he would

have been glad to be gging over to
Redclyffe with the first eleven that
afternoon,

His eyes glinted under his Dbent

brows sz he smoked in a sullen and
resentful mood,

At the bottom of his heart he knew
that ke deserved to be left out of the
team, that Wingate would have been u
fool to play him after the way he had
crocked up in the Higheliffe match
owing to one of his “nights out " the
previous npight, and after he had dis-
graced his side by fouling a Highchite
man. But he chiose to take the view that
the Greyfriars captain had jumped at
the chance of getting rid of him. They
had pever been friends; they had meore
than onece been rivals, and Wingaie
had seen his chance and taken it. That
was how Loder spoke of the matter
ml}lpng' his friends, and tried to think
af it,

Whether he deserved his exclusion
from first eleven football or not, he dud
not mean to stand it if he could help
it. The episade had brought te a head
his bittor rivalry with the captain of
the school, and once more schemes were
working in Loder's mind of ousting the
Greyviviars rnri:nin from his place and
stepping info his shoes,

He had echiemed before, and failed,
But now he had a card in his hand

that looked like a winning card
Through Wingate minor, the seape-
grace of the Third, Wingate major

might be brought down.

It had been easy enough for ihe
Sixth-Former to play on the thounght-
less mind of the wilful, obstinete fag—
cosy enough to give a keenetr edge to
his resentment against the elder brother
who =ought to control him. In any
case, Jack Wingate would have resented
anv attempt at control; it was his lofty
will and pleasure to do what was right
in his own eyves. The mere nolice of a
Sixth Formn man fAatiered and elated
the fag: awd from Loder he had not
only motice, but soft words and eunning
flattery. From hrs clder brather he re-
coived interference and what he called
sermons.  The contrast between Loder
and Wingute, in Wingate minor’s eyves,
was very favourable to Gerald Loder.

That he was merely being made use
of to help in the downfall of the vap-
tain of Cireviriars never even occuirordl
to him. Certainly the fag, perverse ns
he was, would never have dremmed of
lending himself to any such scheme.
It did not cross his mind for an mmstont
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that there was stheme in Loder s
thourhts at all,

But. though he did net dresm of 1f,
he was the trump card that  Loder
hoped to p]n}' in his contest with the
captain of the school,

Loder was thinking over 1t now as
he smoked in his study. He had ample
leicsnre to think over it with the half
holiday on his hands. His pals were
sone with the elevon: he was at a lopse

Bny

el for the dav. For the game itecli
Loder ecared little: il he cared very
wiinch for the *"kudes ™ of a first eleven
mnn—a  Sixth Form man who was

deopped out of gamwes had to L:|1'1I':Y.r to
n prent extent out of publie considera-
While Loder

tion, |0 ocased to count,

idled in his study there were four of
the . Fifth  plaving for Greylriars—
Potter, Greene, Blundell, and Bland.
Taking a back seat, with Fifth Form
wienn i the front secats, was bitterly
humilinting to  him. And Loder's

friends wore the kind of friends whe
“rubbed in ™ anything like this; they
~vmpathised and they condoled, with a
~titig in their svmmpathy and their con-
dalences,

Dut he told himzelf viciously that Lis
turn was Ccoming.

Beiween Wingate minor's delermina
lion to “play the goat,” skilfully urged
on by the plotting prefeet, and Wine
gate major's strong sense of duty, some
thing had to come of Loder’s scheming,
Alrvady ithe Gresirinrs caplain's sense
of duty haed becn put under a  severe
«trai, Wingate knew, and Loder knew
that he knew, that the fag had wisited
the Cross Kevs; vet Wingate minor had
nnt been pumished or reported.

Wingate liad left the matter in
(iwwvnne's hands, and Gwynne of the
Sivth had somechow managed 1t so thal
nothing had come out. That had been
naatnst Wingate's desire and intention ;
Lint  Lodler dil not tlhink so0 for a
moment. His belief was that the Grey-
frinrs captain was deliberately scroeniug
hi= lLirother in wrongdoing; and if that
should come to the Head's knowledge,
with proof, Wingate's captaincy would
eome to a sudden end ; he was not hikely
it be allowed to remain a prefect at
ull,

Wit proof was necosary amd  thal
hiad to be fortheonung without loder's
hand appeaving in the matier; 1t would
not have been of mch wse puoiting up
for the eaptain’s clection il the sehool
knew Lhat Lie had lu‘t_'n tatrunental
bringing aboul the downfall of the nost
popular fellow at Cireyiviars,

There was a top st Loder's door, aud
Wingale minoer came in.

e did not enter the profvet’s sty
bitnidly or hesitatingly. e came m
brisklv, as if he felt quite at  Lome
1_|----1'~_

Faodor's eves glinted for o moment,

1T had 1o make lmself agreeable to
ihe cheeky fag, for his own purpnses;
it he was storing up the memaory of all
Jack Wingate's checky familinrily and
CUNSeTpIe e, Later on the RCArETace
of the Third was to be put in Ins place
with & heavy hawd, DBut that time was
nid vt sl Tosilev, thoueh his eves
elinted.  nemlded  and  suled to the
"Vhird- Former.

Jark Wingate nodded cheerily, ns il
e wore a Sixth Formn man lamselt. A
pnd frovus a fu;_l:' ol the rllIJ.H."-I..I would have
roused the deepest ire of any  other
sixth-Former. 1t roused Loder's, ns a
motter of fact, though he smiled cords
allv.

“1 say, suppose the Head looked in,
ooy ¥ grinnedd Wingate  minor.
“What would he say wbout thal cigar

el e
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jigger !' You cheeky ass—"’
Wharton.

** Let that jigger alone ! "' bawled Coker.

*“ This Is where we chip in,"" murmured !Harry
** Collar that bawling ass. 1f Wingate hits him, he will hurt !’
the Filth-Former wriggled and writhed in the grasp of the Removites, he had the
pleasure of seeing George Wingate vanish on the whizzing
(See Chapler 10.)

“*1 tell you I'm not lending you that
As

motor-bike.

Loder hireathed hurd, e was actu-
ally being “chipped by this imspudent
young raseal.  Thuat was part of the
price he had to pay Tor lus schoming ;
ond 10 was an added dem for the fag
to suller for later, when he had served

215 Lurn,

“"You're not plaving football thos
afternoon,” said lLoder, without answer-
e the remark.,

“No: 1 ek
Jack Wingate,
ecither, prn vou®”

Al he grinned,

“No." osmud Jaoxdes,
chieeky grin. “L'm
this time. "

“Tt was rother rotten of my brother
lo give you the chiek,” said Jack Win:

you I wouldn't,” said
“"Nou're not plaving,

ignoring  Lhe
vl irl thu cleven

gate.
“We needn't disenss  that,”  said
Fader, s resalute [r"'lllflilll'h' ||I'|'t1|ilrl;.;

down for a mowment. There was 8 limait
to what laoder eonld tolevale, even' for
the suecess of lis sechomimg.

“Well, 1 think—

“Never mind that,  What are you
doing with vouwrself this  alternoon,
L.It]"'”

“I—T1 thought we were going ont to-
gether,” said the Tag. lits face falling o
little. ** You satl something—"

“Yes. bt az it Lhappens, 1 can’t go."
sail Loder. The Head bas been down
o e for my Greek: and I've got to

do some mugging up this afternoon,

Put I've fixed up something for vou,

kid, and you'll see me come along
later.” :
"What's on, then¥" asked Winculs

riinor, with what lie fondly helieved was

the air of o man of the world. * Any-
thin' good?”

Loder lnughed.

“Oh, quite! T suppose you te not

afratd to trot down to the (ross Kevs
T

while vour hrether is away?

“T shouldn't be afraid if he were
here ! retorted Wingate munor.
“Plucky kid!”" =aid Loder. “Aiier

all, why should he interfere with vou
as hie does?”

“1'm jolly well not going to let Lim,
I can tell you!l"”

“Of course, he means well,” said
Lader.

“Pioes he!” grunted the fag. I
know I'm Ted-op, anyhow.”

“Well vou'll tret down tn the old

place,” said Loder. “Tell Cobb I =hall
he aleng in about an hour,  While
yvou're weiting for me, have a game
with the marker in the hilliards-room.
Ie's yvuther a friend of mine, and he'a
roing to give vou somoe Lips on  hbil-
liards. You pluy quite a gond game
for a kid: but. of course, you've & ilnl.
to learn yet. You've got rather a gift
wilh a cue; it only needs improving.”
“1 mnde a break of sixtoen the other

day,” said Wingate minor proudly,
Tue Macner Liseary.—No. 925,
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“Cood mun '™ sanl Loder admirimmgly,
“Well, eut o, amed GOl up your tune
with bLilliards i1l 1 come along. Then

we'll got on Lo something o Lit more
exetting. "

“Tught-ho!" said Jack Wingate.

And lie nodded to the prefeet, and
strolled ont of the study. He whistled
as he went down the Sixth Form pae-
sage; an  offence that would have
brought prompt punishment upon him
had auny other prefeet but Loder been
in hearing.

Lader lighted a fresh eigaretie, with
a dissatisfil look. Rascal as ke was,
a blackguard to the finger-tips, Loder
was not satisfied with what he wAs
doing. It was the only way to bring
down his rival, and he was determined
upon his course; but he had a rag of
consclence somewhere that was troubled
& little,

‘What does it malter?” he muttered
impitiently, “'Lhe little fool won't get
any harm-—-le's got to be caught and
Mogged, and that will be the end of it
A jolly pgood fogging will cure him of
playing the gowt—and when I'm  ecap-
tain of Greyiriars I'll see that he gets

specinl  atteniion, and a thumping
hiding  whenever he kicks over the
traces! He won't come to any harm.”

But the plotting prefrct’s {nruw re-

mained a httle clouded; he was not easy
in his mind, The worst fellow at Grey-
friars would bLave eut him had he
known what Loder was domnpg; his
chums, Carne nud Walker, would have
turaed their backs on him in ntter dis
gust and contempt.  Loder knew at, and
it was not plessant 1o know it

But he t]icrrmt think of turning back.
By fair means or {oul, he was going to
“down " George Wingate, and oust him
fromi the eaptainey; and by fnir means
it was impossibile,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Coker’s Chase !

HH.\LL{), hallo, hullo!  Coker's
come a cropper |’

" Poor mhlI Coker!”

Half-way (o Redelyffe, as
the Famous Five wheeled into a rather
rutty lane, they sighted Coker of the
Fifth,

No longer proudly mounted on his
motor-hike, careering at o speed
dangerous to himsclf and to othiers—
papecially to olhers—Horace Coker was
ot s knees beside the maehine, whieh
was propped aguinst 8 trec.

Coker's hands were Dblack and oily,
and there wo< a smeur on iy  noso,
His lace was crimson, [rom mingled
ruge and exertion.  When all went well
with hiz motor-bike, Coker loved it
but  when the jigger jibbhed—uas it
aften difd under Coker's msnagement—-
he addressed it in terms of the deadliest
enmity.

He was talking to the motor-hike,
with  much more emphasis  than
elegance, whon the chums of the Re-
move came pedalling up.  Had that
motor-bike had any personal [leelings,
those feelings must have been bitterly
wounded by Coker’s remarks. Fortu-
nately it hadn’t, Though if the motor-
bhike had heen suddenly endowed, like
Baluam's ass, with the power of speceh,
it might have retorted that the blame
was not the steed's but the rider's.

Harey Wharton Co, had no time to
lose; but they slowed down in order to
sympathise with Coker,

“Hallo, hallo, hallol Enjoying life?"”
bawled Bobh Cherry.
Tue Macxer Lmmany,—No. 925,
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“Iad it begin buek-joiaping, Coker
asked Johuny DBull,

“If T had a donkey that wouldu't go
—* sang Frank Nugeunt,

*“Ha, La, ha!"

Cloker of the Fiith rose to his feet,
with a spanmnes in his hand and a fero-
cions glare tn his eyes,

“You checky yvoung seoundreiz—

"Like us to send back an ambn-
lance ¥ asked Harry Wharton, " We
pass through o village a mile on.™

“An  esteemed  ambulance s the
proper caper,” remathked Hurree Jamset
Raum Singh.

“*Do vou want me to smash youl”
roared Coker. The state of the moter-
bike seemed to Liave had a deteriorating
effect on Horace Coker's temper,

“Thanks, no,” said Harry Wharten,
laughing. ““Can we lend von a hand,
Coker? Honest Injun, if we vau help.”

Coker snorted.

“What do vou {ags know about motor-
bikes* Of conrse, you can’t lend me a
hand. If you come neav e, I'll Jend
you n foot!"

“That's the Coker brani
tude I chuckled Bob.
Coker & hand to-day,”

“My esteomed fatheaded Coker——"

“Like us to push belund?” asked
Nugent.

Coker brealthed fury.

"There's pothing wrong  with  this
bike,"” he said.  *“T've Just got it all
right again, I know how to handle
motor-hikes.”

" ';Kiiicﬁ anvbody on tlie road?" asked

ol

Coker gripped the spanncr, and made
a rush at the halted eyelists. 'The motor-
bike, apparcotly, was a going concern
again; but Coker had been long and
hard at it, aud as the jigger couldn’t
understand or feel what he =aid to it,
he wanted a more sentient vietim, He
had & yearning to punch samebody, and
the chums of the Remove were, from his
point of view, asking for it. So he
rished theny down,

But the Famouz Five did not want to
waste time handling Coker.  They shot
olf again at onece, and bhe did not reach
them,

{‘aker rushed after the machines,

—

Te

of grati-
“1 sha'n't lend

Hob

Cherry freed one hand, turned in his

HI!.l:Il”L', aud horled an apple, with deadly
wim.

Bang !

The apple collided with Coker's nose
with consuderable foree. Colier pave a
wild howl, and sat down in the road.

““Ha, ha, ha "

By the time the Fifth-Former was on
his feet again, the five were speeding
away at u distance, chuckling merrily.
The weeting with Horace Coker had
Lad quite a cheering effect an them.

Coker rushed to his hike. 1t was in
order again, or he belioved it was. He
was raging, and he Jdid not stap to think
of what might happen to hun if e sue-
coeded in overinking five sturdy juniors
all at onee to visit vengeance on their
heads.  All he thought of was overtak-
ing them, With glinting eyes and con-
tracted brows, [_.'nfﬂr let out liis Jigger,
and flew 1n pursuit,

* Hallo, hallo, Lallo!” ejaculated Dob
Cherry suddenly, as he heard the eling-
chug-chug of a motor-bike hehind, **1s
that Coker %™

He glanced back over lis shoulder.

Coker was coming on in hot pursuit,
the motor-Inke faicly flyving. It was @
going concern—‘or the Lime, at least,
though there .o+ un telling how long it
would remain coe with Coker in control.
Now it was fairly ealing up the roadl,
aud Horace Coker was coming on hand
over fist,

3
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“He's alter ns!" grinned Nugent.

“ Lt him caleh us,” snid Johnny Ball,
"It woo's take us long to mop up the
rowd with Coker,”

“Well, he'll catch us, at this rate ™
saidd Harry Wharton, " Luckily, only
Coker will be the sufferer, il he does,
Still, we don’t want to waste time on
hiin, if we ecan help it, Let's take this
et across the fields—he can't take his
stink-bike that way,”

“Oh, all right.”

The Famous Five lifted their machines
over a stile, and pedalled on by a grassy
path. It was a short ent that jommed the
winding road again hall a mile farther
on, and saved a good deal of distance.

Coker was level with the stile a minute
later, but he did not think of following
the same {uth. Though really the
juriors would hardly have heen sur-
prised if Coker had put his motor-bike
to the stile to jump it, Coker's ways with
a petrol jigeer were so weird and won-
derful.  Coker of the Fifth swept on,
putting on all his speed to cover the
distance to the poing where the path
joined the road ahead.

The Famous Five had to lift their
machines over a gate at the further end
of the path, and as they mounted in the
road again, they heard the chug-chug-
chug behind.

Coker was not fifty yards away,

His face was ablaze with wrath. The
offending juniors were as good as in his
hands now, or he was as good ax in their
hands, if he had looked at it that wav,

Harry Wharton glaneed hack.

“Well, he will have 1t ™ he remarked,
*“ After all, 11 wou't take long 1o ro!l lim
into a ditel.”

A the eyvelists slowed down and dis-

L mounted, to wait for Horace Coker to

come up,

Coker swept on towards them, grin-
ning with glee now,

Bang !

“Great Scott!”

Some portion of Coker's meltlesome
steed had “given,” apparently, The
motor-bike rocketed across the road, and
rocketed back again, and then lay down
Ot 4 grassy patch as if tived and in need
of a rest. Coker sat in the grass hy the
roadside, and lifted up his voice. Tt
was just as well that the juniors were
still too far away to hear what Coker
sald to his steed.

“Ha, ha, lin'" roared Bob Cherry.
“He's come to anchor again! What
Erim- gotting a rope and tewing Coker to

edelyffo ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob Cherry made a trumpet of kis
Lhands, and bawled :

“1allo, hallo, hallo! What will von
give for a tow home, Coker?"

Coker serambled up, with fury in his
face. The chums of the emove
mounted their bikes again aml restarted.
When they looked back again, Horace
(Coker was once more on his knees
beside his motor-bike, hard at waork.
And the Famous Five ¢huckled and vode
ot to Redelytfe, without hearing the
chug-chug-chug of Coker behind them
any more,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Redeclyfie Match !

i OAL "™
G “Linod old Wingate !
That  shout greeted  the

Famons Five as they arrived on
the foothall-ground at Redelyffe Sehoo!,
The maleh was in progress, and the
chout came from iwo or three dozen
Greyfriars fellows who had followed the
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team, ividently matters were going
i for Greviriars.
Harry Wharton & Co. joined the
i _-'.".||!r l:ujl L.'Ejl':'!.-.'..' r_[.,,-j_‘l..L' _".::_-.:3 I.Jf II.'H.’
Fourih a c¢heory dig in the ribs,
“How's 1t going " he asked,
MNubrey Angel glared at him. _
* o't [uncitre me, You asa! Thal's

s first ane up for Greyfriars,”

it
'[;u'llr[i X
iravao, Wingaie!"
The IFamous Five added their voices

The first-half was
thoy arrived, but they

Lhe choeoring.
nearly over when _
et I Lime E[]‘r 'filE !‘-IT."':. ) g

“We're going to win!” s=aid Dob
cheerily, as if e were a member of the
first eleven himself.

The sides lined up again
goal, and the chums of the
iooked on with keen interest, Wingate
had scored for Greviviars; but they
voild see that the Redclyffe men were
i great form. It was a keen struggle,
well contested on bath zides, and it was
worth watching. I

“ After all, ihis is a3 good as playing
the Mhicd ! remarked Johuny Dull. * 1t
wash't 8 bad ides to come over.”

“Smithy will be beating the Third
far us,” said Bob Cherry. "1 say, old
Wingate's going strong. What a little
ratter his minor 15 not to want to see
i going 11"

“Some of the men look a bit done,”
remarked Wharton., ¥ Greene is limping,
arid Bland looks blown to the wide, Red-
vivffe are in good form to-day.”

“Old Wingate will walk over them,”
sald Bob ecounlidently.

“Thera they go again! On the ball!™

“Play up, Greyfriars!"

after the
Remove

Wingate and his men were attacking

azain hard, DBut this time they did not
ot througlh., Redelyffe rallied, anmd
drove thewm back, and there was a hot
attack on the visitars’ gonl.

Northh of the Sixth, the Greviriars
custodian,. saved, and saved again: bul
the leatlier went i, amnd then there was
a roor from the Redelytfe crowd,

“(eout! CGoal!"

“We'te level now," remarked DBol.
1 sav, thiat was a decent goal. These
chinps can play Soceer !

“Thev'd beat us but for Wingate,”
gaid llolwon of the Shell, who was
standing by the Removites, * What wo
reallv want 15 a couple of Shell men n
thie First Eleven—one, at least. Win-
gate will pnll the game out of the lire;
Lut with a Shell man or two—"'

“Or a couple of the Remove®"” sug-
gesied Bob, with a grin.

“Oh, rot!”" snapped Hobson.

“fireviriars are going to win,” said
Harry Wharton, “They're n great
form, but Wingate 15 worth any lwo of
them”

PE

“llcar, hirar!

A peotleman in cap and gown eamao
down to the fuld from the direction of
the s=chool: evidentiy one of the Red-
clytfe masters, e stopped near the
group of Greviriavs fellows, and stood
tonking at the game. Then he glanced
it the Removites.

“You are Greviriars bovs?" he asked.

“ Yoo, sir," said Harry.

“Will you point out Wingale to me?"

“Cerdoinly, Ile's our skipper,” said
Havey, and he pointed at George Win-
vale, who was just then taking the ball
up fhie lield.

“Thank vou.”

The Redelsffe Form masier  stood
watching the game for a few mimotes
more, and then turned to a Redelylle
Sixth-Former who was near at hand,
and aszked him a question,

“Only a few minutes now, Me, Top-
ham,” was the nn=wer

Apparently  the master had inguired
liow l-'illp,{ it was to the interval., 1larry
Wharton wondered a little what was
Mr, Topham's interest i the Gres-
friars captain specially,

The Rodelyife niaster furned to ham
agan. It was elear that he was turning
over somethine in his mind, and was
undeeided,

“1 suppose vou know
vour school " he asked,

“He's in the Bixth, and eaptain of
Lirevfriars,” satdl Harry, *1 know all
aboul him, of course."

“Ilas he & brother at Greviriars?™

“A brother? Yes—his voung brothor
is in the Third there,” answered Whar-
ton, quite astonished by the question.

Mr. Tophom paused ngnin,  After a
minute or so be drew Harey Wharton
a2 little aside.

“T have received n message by tele.
phone,”™ he soid, " The message is for
Wingate, but it is of rather an unusual
kind, and I liesitate to give it to him
unless assured that it is not somo hoax.

Wingate, at

Do voun know anvthing about  his
brather *'

Wharton was more and more
astonished.

“Oh, ves,"” lie sand. “Of eourse, 1

don't have anything to do with him, as
' in the Remove and he’s in the
Third. DBut I know about the kid.™

11

“What 15 his character?

“Ihis—his character ™ stuttered
Wharlon, astonished by such a question
from a Redelyfe mastor.

What  Wingate mnor's character
might be rnuhi hardly matter to Mr.
Topham, who had evidently not even
heard of his existence till that dav.

“Yes; I have a reazon for asking,”
said the Form master gquietly. "'Is he &
boy likely to get into serious trouble—
out of school bounds, and in an undesire
able place? Please answer me frankly.”

Wiharton began to understand. He
could guess now the nature of the tele-
phone message which had come to Red-
clyffe for Wingate of the Sixth.

“Well, yes, sir,” heo said. *“Ho's
really not w bad little chap; but old
Wingato has had a Iot of trouble with
him lately, I believe.”

“Is there a publie-house, with a bad
reputation, called the Cross Keys, in the
neighbourhood of Greyfriars?”

“Yos: about n mile from the school.™

“Knowing a8 much as you do of Win-
gate's young brother, do you think 1t
possible that Wingate minor has biroken
geliool  bounds, and visited such a
ploce "

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured Ilarry.

Il¢ had only too much reason (o
beliove 1t possible; in fact, very pro-
bable indeed.

“You may speak to me frankly,” said
Mi. Topham. “It is no concern of

up and stood staring alter it
back, you fatheads ! "
on Coker.

The motor-coach rolled away for Greyfriars ; and Horace Coker picked himsell

“‘ Look here ! ’* he gasped.
From the crowded charabane grinning faces were turned
Even Potter and Greene were grinning. The Fifth-Former shook an
enraged fist after the vehicle as it disappeared from sight,

l-l-l—!--_

**1've got to get

(See Chapter 10.)
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ehall hzmiss the matter
from iy wond, 1 only want to assure
mvaelf of ibe gennineness of o message
[ have reccived for Wingate hefore 1
teouble him with it.  1f the message is
genuine he must receive it at the earliest
poesible moment, "

“1 understand, sir sanl Harry.
"Well, yes; I—1I shouldn’t be surprised
if that young ass had gone to that rotton
show this atternoon. Of course, 1 don't
know anything about it, and if T did 1
shouldu't say anvthing te a Greylriars
master, Dut——"

“Thank you!™ said Mr. Topham.

A minute later the whistle went.
The score was one for one, and all the
footballerz looked as if they eould do
with a rest, Mr, Topham moved away
from the juniors.

Harry Wharton rejoined his comrades,

“What's the confab about?"” asked
Bab, in wonder.

“That voung a&ss Wingate minor!"
muttered the eaplain of the Remove,
“SBomebody's telephoned that he’s in
trouble—a message for Wingate major.™

“What =illy a3 was ass enough te
senid such a message in the middle of a
football match 7" growled Johnny Tinll
“It's enongh to put Wingate off his
form, if 1l's =erious.”

“Blessed if 1 know! 1 suppose the
man's bound to give Wingaty the mes
eage,” said Harry. “In faect, he's
giving il to him now, T can see that,”

“Hoften!™ sand Bob,  “MNhght e a
hoax, too—same silly ass playing n jape
on Wingate.”

“That’s why Mr. Topham asked me

B L
e, aned

LE

about Wingate minor, I suppose—to
make sure it waz gennine,  It's rotten "

“The roftenfulness 18 terrifie!”

renwlod  Flurree Singh.,  “The severe
deklulness 15 the proper caper for the

csbeemed  and  disgusting  young  rap-
scallion.” )
“Look at old Wingate!" motlered

Bob nneasily.

And the ¢hums of the Remove looked
at Wingate with gloomy looks. 1t was
only too plain to their eyes that the
captain of Greyfriars had had a shock.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Black News !

EORCGE WINGATE was feeling
G— quite cheery when the whistle
went for the mterval,

Tha game had been a hard
sne; and in the stress of the struggle he
had forgotten for the time the existence
of his tronblesome minor.

He . had played hard., and he had
scored for his school, and he was Inoking
forward to a victory after a hard-fought
game.  Most of the other fellows Jooked
rathor  groelled, but Wingate scemoil
almost as fresh as paint. There was a
cheery smile on his face, as he stood
chatting  with Cwynne and  Carford
major by Lhe ropes, He was a little
surprised when a Redelyffe master came
up to him,

“Wingale, I
Tapham,

“That's my name, sir,” said the Grey-
friars eaptain,

“1 bave a messago for vou—perhaps
von will step astde with me for a minure
o two,”

“Certainly [V

A good many glaneces were turned
upon the two; Redelyffe fellows az well
us tho visitors wondering what 2 Red-
vlylTe master conld have to say te the
Lrreyfriars caplain in the interval in a

I'ne Macser LiBRany.—No, 825,
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said  Mr,
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Soeccer  malel,. Wiugale was  quile
mystified,
A message camo by telephone a

short time ago," explained Mr, Topham, |

"1 took the call, and the speaker asked
lor o me=sgge to be given te you, It
coneerns your brother at Greyfriors.”

Wingate started violently.  All the
brightness vanished from his face in an
instant.

“Not an accident " he exelaimed.

“Na, no! Nothing of that kind ™
said the Redolylle Forin masier hastily,
“The message 15, however, of a serious
nature.™

Wingate breathed hared.

“Is my brother in some tronble?”
It appears so, and I am sorry to have
it give it to you; but T think vou would
prefer to hear 1t without waiting till the
end of the mateh, so that veu can take
whatever measures you econsider neces-
sarv,” sawl Mr. Topham kindly,

“And the niezsage? muttered Win-
gate.

“The message is (hat vour Lrother,
Jack Wingate, has beon soen to enter
a publie-house called the Cross Keys——"

“Oh!”

“The person who spoke did not moen-
tion his name, bot =aid that he was a
residdent in tho village of Friardale,
and knows both vou and vour brother
aquite well by sight and report.  Secing
vour brother emer such a place. he felt
it his duty to communicate with vou,
as a prefect of vour school. He tele.
phoned to Grevfriars, and was iold that
you were at Iodelvffe for a fonthall
match, He then rang vn Redely (Te
School, to ask for the message to be
given you. I thonght it my duty to
hring yow the message,” said  Mr.
Topham,

“Quite  so thank
staninerml Wingale,
he say anvthing elwy”
“Ouly that he had scen the hoy enter
the Cross Keys, in a  surreptitions
manner, by a side-door, and that he did
not leave again,” =aid Mr. "Tophani;
“that was apparently all he had to say.”

" Enongh, too,” said Wingate bittorly.
“Thit—bul—of eourse, it may be a hoax
—it's passilile 1

“That, of eourse, is poss<ibile,” eaid
Mr. Topham  politely. ™ * Your own
knowledge of your brother's eharacter
I{llﬁfllli enabile you to doeide, 1f wvou
Elq--lrr- to take any action, my telephone
s al your service: or if you do not wish
1o leave the field, T will ring vp Grev-
friars and give any message for vou.”

“You ave very kind !" hreathed Win-
gate,

Mr, Topham wailed; Lut the capiain
of Girexfriavs «id not speak again, He
wns trying to think.

“Perbaps yon would prefer to think
the matter over,” =aid the RedelviTe
mastor, 1 am quite at vour serviee if
theve is anything T can do.”

And with a bow, he retired,

Wingate did not detain him.
brain was in a whirl, For 1he moment,
he had forgotten the foothall mateh
miul  was unconzeions of the eirions
glances that were turned on him from
many directions.

His uphappy mind was tern beiween
duties; he knew that, as a Greyfriars
prefeet, he was honnd 1o act npon the
imformation lie had received: and, as g
brother, he was passionately desircns of
ﬁrl"l"i“ﬂ' the foalis _fil_u’ frevn i]"‘- O -
quenees of his folhe,

It was a struggle hetweon 1he lirntlior
nrel the preefect, Only ton well he know
how likely it was that  Jack Wingato
lad repeated Tis visit in Mr. Cohb's
disreputable resont—amd it was naiural
l.".'ﬂl'lllj_":h that some officions and  wall-
meaning restdent  in Frinrdale, having

yvou very mneh,”
“But—but—did

ITi=

J:l_lhlir howse, had felt it inewmbent upen
v o report what he had seen,

Wingate was only too glad that the
telophone message fuul not gone to the
Headmaster at  Greyfriars., Yet why
was he glad?  If the message was true—
il he found it to be true —he was bound
to report the young scapegrace to Dr.
Locke. Was he slackening in his duty—
was  he, sub.conscionsly—thinking of
throwing his responsibilities as & prefect
to the winds, for the sake of ahiulldin ik
voung raseal who happened to be his
wolaer?  If matters La:] come to tha®
pass, he was no longer fit to be captain of
L:li‘@}'frial*s, or a prefect of the school av
il
ut was it true?

Might it not be some ghastly hoax—
and the message not from some shocked
and righteous gentleman in Friardale,
but from some Greyfriars fellow who
disliked him, and would be glad to give
him pain' Wingate had few enemies -
but he was not without them. The
thought of Gerald Loder flashed into his
mind.  Loder had been left behind at
Grevinars, bitterly chagrined by his
exclusion from the team? Wanld he,
could he, be hase enough to send a falso
message like this, in s gridge against
the football skipper whe ha dropped
him?

It was possible—Toder, or perhaps
some resentful  Lower boy whom the
Greviviars captain had ponished : sonie
malicious fellow like Skinner of the
Remove, or Kenney of (e Fourth, Tt
wis possible —possible—Wingate tried 1o
think it probable. Yet all the time he
knew-—he know —that Jack Wingute was
in those very moments ont of honnds,
plaving the blackguard, disgracing bim-
m-]tf and his brother and his school. And
e

Ciwynne tapped Wingate an the arnn,
with a look of wender,

“We're ready, old chap! I v,
what's the matter ¥
“Ready " repeated Wingate. He

stared at Gwynne, and woke up. as it
were, 1o his surroondings, -llirn [400
fuslied erim<on,

“I—I've huud
meyved,

“ I saw that jalmnie talking to vou, of
course; what on earth's the tronble?”
n=lied Gwynne,

Wingate did not answer,

“Well, the referee’s waiting, and he's
a bt surprised,” said Gwynne. ~ 1 say,
Wingate, old chap, pull yonrself together

vou seem to be in a dav-dream, We've
got to play, vou know!™

"I -1 know!" Wingate made an «fort
to pull himself *ng{-ﬁmr. renlizsing that
thoe game had to go on.

“Come on, old fellow '™

“Line up!™ said Wingate,

Il went mechanically to his place,

What was he 1o do?

He could delay the seeamd lalf a fow
minutes, perbaps, while he sent a
message 10 Greyfriars—he eould speak
to the referece——

The whistle shrilled,

1t was too late How, anil “iup’ﬂ.r-r} hml
a guilty feeling that lie haid had half-
mtentionally left w foo late. He  did
not want to sl a wessage to Grey-
friars abioud his brother,

After all, why should lie?

The information was possiblv. at least,
a hoax—a_eruel trick plaved by some
enemy,  Very likely Jack Wingate was
playing foothall with the T'hind Form
fags at that very minute, Very likely—
at least possible. What would he hava

o message ™ Le siame-

donn, 'ii this information had  eome
regarding  any  ofher  fag, uot  his
brotlier? That was in actual fact 1he

question to be answoered ; e was honnd
to treat Wingate wminor, in a8 mnaiter

scen the wretched fag sneaking into the like this, exuoily like any other fog.
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Whal would he have done? e would
have accepted Mr, Topham's ofier of his
telephone ; he would have asked the Red
clvite master to ring up Mr. Twigg at
Greviriars, and leave the matter in his
lands as the suspected 'E'-'ig‘.‘- Form
ipuster. Bat then, the information would
nat liave come to him, in this unusual
wav, but for the fact that the offender
was his brother. So there was no com-
perison, After all, he eould see into the
matter when the mateh wis over—no
(rresfriars captain would think of inter-
riunting a first eleven mateh on arcount
ol the delingquences of a Third Form
fag. If onlv that fag had not been his
brother, trusted to his keoping.

* Look out, Wingate!™

“I'here's a Greyfriars man gone to
sleep, standing ull'» like a giddy horse,”
remarked a Redelyffe junior,

The game swept away from Wingate
he realised that he had forgotien whoere
e was again, with the thought of his
breather's olffence, and possible disgrace,
i s muind. Some of the Redelyihans
laughed:; the Greyfriars spectators
stared, as the game swept away from
Wingate, and he was left standing.

Wingate set his teeth, and pulled him
sull together. With grim determination
L threw himself into the game again,
determined that he would dismiss this
new trouble from his mind, and play to
W,

“Poor old Wingate!” murmured
Harry Wharton. “He's had a shock!
iyt he's bucking up again

“The buck-up-fulness is terrifie,” said
Hirree Jamset Ram Singh, as the Grey-
friars captain led a hot attack on the
home goal

“fa Ot
(herry,

“1larrali! Put her through !

" Bravo, Wingate!"

“Goal, goul, goal " yelled Baly Cherrs
frantically, tossing up his cap, careless

Greyfriars!"  roared Bob

whoere it came down, or, indeed, whether
it came down at all.

“(10al!”

“"Well kicked, =irl"”

“ood old Wingate!”

The ball was in the Redelvfle net, and
Greviriars had gained the lead. Uevorge
Wingate was humsell again,

THE NINTH CHAPTER,.
A Win for Wingate !

e HE playfulness 4 terrific!” re-
marked Hurree Jamsel Ram
Singh; and his comrades
grinned,

The play was Lard and fast, there was
no doubt sbout that. Redolyffe were
putting up a great fight; and, man for
man, they scemed rather a more hefty
crowd than the Greviriars team; but
Wingate, as llarry Whurton bad re-
murked, was worth any (wo of them. Dut
for that one httle lapse nfter receiving
the message from Mr. Vopham, Win-
gate had been going strong all the Limne,
and now he was going stronger than
ever, Seldom or never had the Cirey-
frinrs fellows seen lum in such splendid
form.

A new thought had flashed into George
Wingate's mind, and it had the effoet of
nerving him to play his best game. Bup-
pose that mossage was a false one? Sup-
pose 1t was= ntentwonally sent by gome
encmy—such as Geralil Loder—timed to
reach him during the progress of the
match, for the j Ll FDED of |n1lli|1r_: b
off his game—as in pctanl fact it had
done for a time? If that was it—and it
sectmoed likely enough, as he remem-
bered Loder’s ntter chagrm and resent-
went—then it should never succeed in its
A OEe, 1le was almost =avagely
resolved on that, True or [alse, he
seemed to see Loder's hand in this—the

cunning hand of his old rival and enemy.
The blackguard of the Sixth, left behind
at Greyiriars, overflowing with  bitter-
ness and malice, would have boen glad
eriouh to heur that Wingate had failed
to pull off a wictory—that the team
from which he was excluded had boen
beaten,

If that was it—and Wingate abmost
hoped that was it—the trick should
cotne to nothing., Wingate drove every
other thought from his mind now but the
gome, and he plaved up as he had seldom
plaved before. Good man as he had
always been at SBoccer, he almost sur-
prised his comrades now, and he quite
surprised the Redelyfic men,

It was from a pass given by Wingate
l‘_Il::T Ciwynne scored the third goal for
sroyiriars, to a voar of delight [rom the
Gireviriars fellows round the [eld,

“Good old Wingale!” gasped Bob
Cherry. “Good old Gwynne! 1 say,
these Sixth Form men ain't bad at

Socieer,”

“IIa, ha, ha!"

“They seem to be getting on all right
without any help from the Shell, Hobby,
old man,” chuckled Bob, smacking Hob-
son of the Shell on the back with a
mighty smack,

“Yaroch!" roared Ilobson,
olf, you dangerous manianc!”

*“Ha, ha, ha!t"

“Ruodelyffe can’'t get through,” said
Harry Wharton. “1I'm rather glad wo
came over to seo this, It was worth it—
what "

“Yes, rather.”

“‘I'he ratherfulness 1s termfic!”

“RKeep

“Look at old Potter—Potter of the
Fifth,” said Johnny Bull. * Never knew
Potter was such a good man., Sce how

he got the ball away from that Redelyfie
mian, There they go!”
(Comtinued on page 16.)
Trae Macser Lisrary.—No. 925,
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BOB CIHIERRY :

Paper-chasing great

i5 @
grand sport—the very thing for a nippy

sport, o

winter alternoon, T proefer  bei Mg a
hound to a hare.  There's ninch more
[in e tracking than in being tracked !
Next Waodnesiday afternoon, we mean to
round up the slackors of the Rémove,
and make them take part inoa paper
chase. Won't they be T:]q.*a.t-.wl Lan't
you gust petire old Mauly's beaning
smile when he hears what™s o che wind ?

ATONZO TORD -

The only paperchasing T have over
l'.i.*.*lll' Wild "I IlH" atil= L d:u:ing ”l:l.!
sutiiiner lalidays, I was sitling in a
deck-Chair on the heach, reading ane of
my L'nicle Benjamin's newspapor ardticles,
when o sudden gust ol wind blew Ll
paper out of miy hands. and sent
whirhing wway hke a leaf 0 an autumn
gale. I prooaptly sprene 1o my feel and
gove chase. 1o omy zeal to recover v
newspaper, however, I chargod full-tile
into o dee k-l hair u.hu b was uuup'ml by
a pompous old colonel, e went spraw
g on to the shingle; and although I
hastened to apologize, he secme:] mos
annoved, and bis lanpuage wes nost
TR

MATLEVERER

If there'- thing T hate on thhs
st lin®, bhustlin! planet, it's racin’ an’
cliasin! A paper-chase 15 an abomina-
tion 1o me, begad ! The mere thought
of it makes e go ot an’ eald by turns.
An’ they talk of compellin® nie to take
part 1u one next Waodnesday affernoon,
Oh dear! What liave | done to deserve
such a fagein' an' fatignin’ ordoal? I'm
sture [ shall never survive.  Somewhere
along the road a grease-spot will he
digeoverenll ;. nn’® elever johunies  with
magmiivin' glasses wall adentifv it as
havin' once been Ilerbert Plantagenct
Mauleveror !

LORD

e

WUN LUNG:

Me likee paper-chazec muchee muchee,
Tattle Chinee can dashee alonz the road
like an express train, and the hoonds
can never eateheecalehee me. Yoanu
BAVVY !

:"":n.
nover
you alwavs
wrong secnl

Yo BT
bhecase
the

vau artful litlle beggar,
“ealvhee patehes ™ youn,
manage (o put us on
1—dd)

HORACE COKER:

I've no use for kindergarden games
Tnr Alicxer Lasnary.—XNo, 825.

(rive me my trosty
sippang along  the
roads with, apnd 'm happs. s e r-
chasing 1w a fogs' guame, pure and
simiple, and the Babes of the Bemove
are welecome (o it 1 prefer o more
manly spori——  (Such as strewing the
hungry highwavy with the featbors of
slanghtered fowls ! —1d.)

Hha paper-chasinge,

rnaloe- ke, 1o i

DICKY NUGENT :

i awlully fond of peper.chasing, bul

-n don't call 1t that in tha Srd —we call
hatr and hounds, which iz the same
Hunﬂ' anly  different. t'moan awfully

good hair, and 1 alwavs manage to throw
my persuers off the sent,  'm also a
jolly good hound, with a nose like a
Llndhonnd for following the trale,

(We always thought Master Richard
wa< an ugly soung von ;. but faney him
ndmulting that be's got a nose ke a
bBloodhound I Talk about *teath i
puvertising Bl )

THE JOY OF THE CHASE!
By DICK PENFOLD.
POUNTIMNG down fhe bighwuye,

ta our higlit atiire:
Bespmdbug throngl “IL hyways,
Bovish oliceks ifire.
Giay chuaps, glad chinps,
esolutely Taving ;

Morey chinpes, mindeaps,
Gially papuer-chasing!

L'p the steepest mountain
Galadly we would gao,
Pas=ing stream amd foontéin,
With their gurgling flow.
Bonnie chaps, bright chaps,
Panting ag we're pacing ;
Verily the olght l,_-haln-i
To g a-paper-chasiog !

On the far horizon
We can se¢e the haros;
Aud we keep our eyves an
Those white forms of Gl lrs.
Stundy chaps, sboit r"hupd
They will need outpacing !
Dut we'll stick it out, chiaps,
hoeenly [l-.||rtr:-r!1.;u-i|r|_;!

h, the gloriong raplare
0f the thritling hunt !
Soon we’ll cately amwd capture
Thasge Aving forms o Tront,
Pulled ehops, pule chups,
They will start grimaoning;
Eolluw on the trail, clhiapis,
Nimbly paper-chasing !

Now Lhey loom before y<;
Now we selre our prev,
Chantiog in a clinrus,
“Collarcd them!  Hoorpy !
Tried chaps, trusty chaps,
Stern defeat theyre facing:
Tired chaps, dusty chaps,
Spent with puaper-chiasing |

Homeward throngh the highways
Slowly we return;

Backwird throngh the hyways"
For our t¢a we yearn,

Whacked chaps, weary ehaps,
Fevhle steps relraciog ;

Fagged chaps, but cheery chaps—
Hurrah for paper-chasing!

L

l.

it

EDITORIAL! E?:.
R n:*mummamﬂ

T
itsell.

Une sloy last week 1 gave & “tea-fght ©
Lo the lndustrious members of the * Herald
stoaff. Everyboldy was present—the Fditor,
the Fighting Editor (Bob Cherry), the Hp{]r'l.-q
Editor  (Yerron-Smith), the Aﬂ, Editor
(Frauk Nogent), and the woble arny of
Canbs Others, who had no connection with
vur mmerry Hitle journal, tried to squeeze in
to the feast.  Billy Bumter suddenly dis-
divered that he was a prominent member
ul  our editorial  staff. Skinner appointed
himsell 4 sub-editor for the oceasion, ami
Bolsover major cluimed phat he had been
atit Fighting Editor wll aleng. 1'd pever
piest Jatead 1hl

Mowever, whea we had diged and wined,
we drew var chairs round the binzing five,
amid ld o confoli on the a'l.:l.l.'ljl"f_'.l. ul vur pex!t
number. [ rewarked that the Sporta Su lplu
ents seemed very popalar, hat 1 couldn't
thnok of any sport which ||mlu t already beeu
dealt with in our pngen. “We've bhad
cricket awgd footer,'” 1 sabd, * and goll, awmi
tenuls, and swimming, and indoor games. 10

EEE{!{}

HE paper-chasing season is now in full
swing, and we have decided to
honour this noble schoolbioy sport by
giving it a special Supplement to

auy fellow ent sugpest a4 new subject, 1
pEive him—""
“What ™" asked Bob Cherry eagerly,
“My blessing ! | sald, laughing,
*Not pood enough, said Hob., "1 want

;u:lllu_tlml:, a Wt more usefnl than a blessiog

——EUIIH*HHIH, P oean spend ut the tuckshop.”

AL serene ! T osald, A half-crown will

he pald froem our fupds for the Brst prac

tical suggestion fur a new sports numbep!'

“ Hond over the hulf-crown, Wharton !
siid Vernon-Smith, holding out his hand,

“Not tuo [Iast, Smithy! You haves'l
carped it vet!*?

* Yes, I have. My suggestion is that you
publish a special number dealing with Puper-
chosing, It's pever heen done bhefore.™

smithy was qguite night, We have dealt
wilth mearly every subject under the sun, but
‘mehow ar other the jova of paper-chasing
ifive heen overlooked., 1 paid over the half
crowt without demar; and then we put our
heads together, and disenesed the programme
uf articles far this Issue.

Paper chasing 1= a fine sport, IH keeps
vou A, and v the pink of econdition: it
thrills you while it lusts; and it gives you
a tremendous appetite for ten.  Billy Buntey
tells moe that he can work up a tremendous
appetite without the artificial aid of paper-
chasing, and | believe him!

If vou want Lo cateh the true spirit of
thie chinze, let me refer you to Dick Peofold s
romaitie verses in Lhis Fsue. Pon hag written
thiem ont of his own personnl experience of
paper-chasing  We ia one of our keenest
S hesndds " and he wonld cheerfully sacrifice
even o footer match o favour of an after.
noun’s hiare-hunting.

(f vourse, there are people at Greylriars
who lhate poaper-chasing like n pligue. * To
Tard Magleverer, a paper-chase i3 4 penonee.
He couldn't shift his lazy hones acrogs the
tew miles of country If he tricd. Bub to the
vast majority of Greyfriare fellows paper-
chasing will always be a joy and a delight.

HARRY WHARTON.
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ORD MAULEVERER groaned. Tt wus
aodeep groan, aud it proceeded from
the very depths of his being,

Mauly sat up ou his study sofn,
=od blinked at Boli Cherry, and groaned

#gain—un beartrending groan, which ought to

But it
Phoraoh. of

save muved Hob to dive compassion.
fid nothing of the sort. Like
odd, Bob hordened his heart. Those deep
sropuns, dnstend of rousing his =yvmpathy,
wmade him give a suort of exasperation.

“Shake a leg, ."‘ifl.l.ul_'l,-'," You're pfrming Ot
Lhis paper-chase, whéther von like it or not!
And 50 ls Rkinner. You are two of the big-
gest slackers in the Form, and we're golog
to make yuou stir your lary stumpa this
afternoon!  You will he the hures. You'll
start oMl right away, with bags of paper,
attd we sha'n't expect to see you for dust!
Youll scatter the paper at intervals albag
your route, so that the hounds can follow
she scent. Seci™

Lord Mauleverer saw—only Lo plaiuly, He
saw that he was in for a most strenoous and
cihausting afternoon, Anything in the
natore of physical exertion was gull and
wurmmwood to his lordship, and a paper-chase
wias . particularly strenuvous affair. Muauly
had heen looking forward to a long, long
sleep oo his sofa. He hud, indeed, actoally
dropped off to sleep: bat the bolsterona Bab

Cherry bad rushed In, and drapged him
rudely from the armz of Morpheus.
“Get o move on!"™ sald  Bub hreiskly.

“Skinner's already changiug into his ronning

togsl?

Hiz lordship groaned, Jong aod  deeply.
Then  be tottered to his feet with an
effort, and drifted Inoguidly ont of the
inly. He ambhled along the passage, anid

climbed the wide staircuse lewding to the
Hemaove dormitory,

Skinper was in the dorm, changing. There
was o dark scowl on Skinner's hatehet foce.

“* do Lthey've eollnred you, Mauly 2 he saiil,
when his  schoolfellow eame in.  “ Awfnl
perve, isn't it, to force us to take part in
e stunt? We're the hares, too, We shall
have to nip along the ronds like greased
lightoning——"

L] ﬂw!lj

“They re giving us twenly minotes' start,
bul yon know what Wharton and hiz pals
are.  They can ran like the very dickens!
Aud Cherry says that if we get caught
within a three-mile rading of Greyfriars, It
will be proof that we've been dawdling, and
we'lll get a reeord bumping.™

“Oh dear!” 3

“We've got a happy afternoon in front
af us!" suid Skinner. * We shall fee]l like
hits of chewed string hy the time we get

back! Faney galloping for miles at top
speidd !
Lord Muanleverer didu't funcy it at all. Ni:

groans, a3 Le chaoged Into runndugr sitipe,
were really distres=ing,

Thete wna o patler of Feet on Lhe stairs.
andd Harry Wharton & Co. looked iuto the
dorinitory, grianing.

“ Duck up, the
“Are you ready ™

" Have a beart ! pleaded Lord Mauleverer

Wharton had a heart, undonhtedly, hut it
didn't melt for Lord Mauleverer's henefit.
The hares were hustled out of the dormitory
with their bags of paper, and they were
advized Lo pul as much distance as possible
between themzelves and Greyfriars in the
pext twenty minules.

Lord Mamleverer and Skinner pattered down
the stairs in their light shoes: and a moment
later they were ruuning dawn to the school
pates, watched by a group of grinning Juniors
from the dormitorty window., They ran
through the gateway, and vanished down the
lane, scattering paper in order to Indicute
which direction they had taken,

Both Skinner and Muyly had bellows to

hares!" snid Whprton.
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meod belore they had gone very fur. DBut
they dired not stop or siacken, for m about
twenty minulez’ time the hounds would be
i hot purseit of them. And if they were
captured within s threemile radins of the
wchoal, the consequences would be [ar from

pleasunt.

“Come on!™ papled Skinner, “Put the
pace op!'

Lord Mauleverer, puffing and blowing like
a grampus, stumbled along in Skinner's wake,
Aud as he fogged his way gainfully along
the hoard rond he found hlnﬂnuif plning for
some  peaceful  haven where the slackers
ceased mot from slacking aud the weary were
ut rest.

1I.

* How much farther?™

Bob Cherry panted out the question.

The “hounds "—there were half a dozen
i all—halted at the foot of a steep Lill and
exchanged glanees of dismay.

Things had, not worked outl necording to
their calenlations. They had anticipated an
vasy task o trhekivg and capturing the
hores. lodeed, they had expectmd to And
Lord Mauleverer fast aeleep beside a hay-
stack abowt hall a mile from Greyiriars.

But thelr reckoming wrs at fault now,
They had followed the seent at a ratilng
pave for over five miles, and ={ill the trail
of paper ‘lny ahead of them. They were
beginning to feel ** whacked,” and the hill
which loomed up before them looked far
frum Inviting.

“I—I'm blessed if T can understand it!"
ansped Wharton, * We ought to have over
tukeén the hares long before this,*™

“They're leading ws n merry dnnce, and
no mistake!" snid Nogent., * They must
have seorched along the road like a pair of
plddy Nemeses! Faney that  horo-tired
slncker, Mauly, gelting as fur as this—and
gondness knows how far beyond! I1t—it's
amozing! 1 should never hipve believed |t
if it wasn't for the scent. But they've shed
paper at intervals all along the road, gnd
the trail eontinoes np this Lill.*"

“A beast of a hill, too!" growled Johony
Dull. * Aud I've lost all my putl !

“I also am pantfully at my Iast goasp!™

muttered Hurree Singh.
- Well, it's no use hanging aboul'™
granted Wharton, “ We're not going to be
beaten by a pair of slackers like Mauly and
b Skinper! Come on!™

The hounds pressed, on.
at a very steady jog-trot. They were tired
and dusty and perplexed. The hares muost
have shown a remarkahle and sustained

11 TESE i U™
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They took the Wil

Harry Wharlon came upon their quarry

sitting down fto afternoon tea in a cosy little

restaurant in u{l L;d Hf":} Sﬁﬂ:j “ Oh,

begad | *° ejaculated Lo auleverer, as
the madr

s swar info the room.
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spesd to get so far abead, apd exactly how
far whead they were was uncertain,

“Have you fellows noticed,” said Bob
Cherry, as be toiled op the hill, * that the
hares bhave kept to the main road all the
way from Greviriars?™

“ Yesa,"” sald Wharton. * Rather strange,
Isn’t ItY You'd have thought they would
have struck out over the flelds or turned
intn the woods. The silly asses! Faney
sticking to the maln road all the time!"

“ Burchester's only a couple of milea
farther on,” suid Nugent.

Then he soddenly stopped short, as If
struck with an idea.

“ What's up, Franky 7** Inquired Wharton.

Nugent turned wn éxcited face to bis com-
patiuns.

“T believe we've heen spoofed!"™ he ex-
claimed,, * Skinner and Mauly could never
have run all this way. 1t's just ocourred
to me what they've done. There's a bus
that runs every afternoon from Friardale to
Burchester. 1 reckon they hopped on to jt,
and rode all the wuy, sexttering their paper
nt intervals on the road.”

“Oh, my hat!*

Nugent’s explonation seemed very feasible
It was just the sort of trick that would have
occurred to Skinper, and Lord Mauleverer
would bave been a willing party. A lift on
tiw Burchestor bus would certainly have
saved the hares a great deal of weary foot-
slnpeing,

Hurry Wharton frowned.

“1 believe Franky's right,"” he sald.
“ Hallo! Here's the bus coming back ! Keep
your peepers open as It passes us. I those
hounders are on hoard——»

The bus came rumbling by, bul there was
no sign of Skinper and Mauly among the
jrssCcugers.

“ They're wise enough to go back hy train,
I expect,” sald Johnoy Bull. “ They koew
we should meet the bus on the raad.”

The vehicle was not travelling very fast,
and Wharton was ahle to rap opt a fquestion
tn the condodctor,

“Did two fellows in running toga ride oo
your bus to Rurchesteri®

The conductor ankwered o the affirmative.

“Thauks!™ said Wharton grimly,

Aund the hounds pushed on.  Their feelings
towards the fellows whe had duped ihem
wore almost homicidal.

Iall an hour luter th-:-?v renched Bur-
cliester, and c¢ame upon their quarry,

Mauly and Bkinner were sitting down Lo
afternoon tea in n eosy little restaurant In
the Hizh Street, They ovcupied n secluded
table, bhut Bob Cherry’s keen eye detectedd
them, and the boownds swarmed into the
restanrant.

“ 0Oh, begad '* ejaculated Lord Muaulevorer,
looking up with a start. “ They've found us,
Skigner! Wa shall be for It now!?

Skinner looked quite startled.

“ They don't know that we came by fus,™
he muttered.

“Don't they, by Jove! Judgin® by their
wrathiful chivvies, they koow everythin'!
The gpame's up, dear man!™

It was impossihle for Harry Wharton &
Co, to administer a severe bumping fn Lhe
restaurant. That, as they informed the
quakinzg harea, wasa a  pleasure to come,
Meanwhile, the weary hounds sat down and
had tea themselves, and ate it with bhearly
appetites. The appetites of Lord Manleverer
amd Harold Skinner, however, seemed to have
suddenly petered out,

When tea was over, the unfortunate hares
were escorted down a quiet alley-way and
given the bumplng of their lives. After
which the whole party returned to Greylriars
by train. And the hapless hares sat squirm-
g and groaning in their carriage, feeling
that life was not worth living.

i

THE END.
Tre Miover Lmniry.—No. 825,
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\Continved from page 13.)

“Play up, Gregfears!”

“laive us another, YWimgate!”

But it was Potter of the Iiith who pul
the ball in, making four for Grevinars,
There was o roar. Wingale secmed to
have infused Lis spirit into the whole
watt, I'olter of the Fifth was playing
tlie gamie of lus life, and all the other
tellowy soemod at theirr very best, Red-
clvtfe, Lghting gamely, had a feeling of
being overwhelmed,

“(oodd ol 'otter!”

“Hravo!"

“Goal, goal, goal

“"We must carry this news to Coker!”
chuckled Bob, I heard Coker saying
it Wingale was a born ass to play
Potter aud Greene, when e smght have
liad Horace hamself,”

“*Ha. ha, hal”

RedelviTe had  attacked hard again
and again, but they did not get through,
Tom North, in the Greyfriars goal, had
Bttle 1o do now.  The game swept mto
the hoowe holl and stayed there,  Indeed,
Lt for the fact that the finsh was ot
band, there was no doubt that the v
tors would have inereased thetr seore,
oot as ot was already,

Bur the referco was looking at  his
wateh, and the whistle went wlale the
|||mu.:. wroal wns |||ll=il:1g'l;'t*~

“Foar toe oue!™ said
“Three up Tor Greyiriara!
likee a win for us—what 7"

" Hureal I

“Lireviviars wina!  DBravo!”

The footballars came off the feld,
many of them looking done to the wide,
It had been a gruclhing game. George
Wingate's face was flushed and his cyes
kl:'fﬁhi,

(v vnne thumped him on the bhack.

“Lood man ! he saul. " Was it some
jollv  pood news that that Redelyffe
inhnmie eave vou? It seemed to buek
vou up in the seebnd half, old seout.”

“0h, no!” sad Wingate, and his face
claided,

“Well, you've played the game of vour
lefe,” sard Gwynne, Y1 was beginning
to think Redelyffe were pulling it off,

(L

Bol  Cherry.
Something

by gad! Never saw you play such a
gare,”

“Well, we've won,” samdd Wingate
rmoodily, “Anvbody who wanted to

livar of a licking for the eleven will be
disappomnied, at any rate.”

Ciwynine stared,

“Fh* Who could want that?”" he
psked.  “Oh, T eateh on! 1 supposg
dear old Loder would have liked to see
s come home with a hicking 1o our
credit ;. he's that sort.”

“We'lve won without Loder, anyvwar,”
said Tom North, with a grin,

Wingate nodded, and went an o
hange, s face was gloomy and
thoughiful again now.  Now that the
march was over he was free to think of
ihe moessago AMr, Topham had given him,
Dack mto his mind eame  the black
tronbilo and doubt.

Whese was his minor?

Hurry Wharton & Co. were going for |
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their bicveles, when Wharien heard lus
patne valled and looked ronnd,

“Halla! It's Wingate"”

The Famons Five stopped at once for
Wingate to come up,

“1 poticed vou kids here,” zaudl Win-
gate. “Weren't you playing a Form
miateh at the school this afterneon "

“We left 1t to the lesse |i_!_',|'|t=. anil
catme over to wateh vour game, YWin-
gate,” said Harry, with a suole, U I
was only with the Thivd, vou know.”

“Had the mateh started when you
Yk} s

“No, I think not.™

“{an vou tell me whether my minor
wis plaving in Tubb's eleven?"

Wharton was silent.

“ I want to know specinlly,” said Win-
gat~,

“Well, I--1
reluetantly,

"I vou know, toll nie plainly,” saul
Wingate grufily. “It's imporiant, as it
happons.™

“Well, the kid told us he wasn't play-
ing,” =oud the captam of the Romove,
“He hard some trouble with Tubb, 1
think. And—and 1 saw the Thind gomng
down to Little Side, anid Wingate minor
wasn t with them.”

You mean, vou're eertain he wasn't
plaving in the Porme moteh ¥

“Well, ves, 1 suppose s0,” sawd Harry.

“That's what I wanted to know,
Thanks "

Wingate turned away 4t onee, leaving
the Famons Five feeling very uneomfort-
nlile.

Wingate was not a fellow to wear his
heart an his <leeve, or 1o allow lLis face
to betrav a trouble on his mind., DBut
the juniors had seen  plainly enough
that he was troubled, all the same.

“That little rotter " muttered Johnny
Bull. “I've a jolly good wmind to kick
him when we gpet back to Greyfriars.”

“He's in trouble again, of course!"
said ITarry. *“Somehody =ecms to have
seen him playing the gont, and torlo-
phoned here for Wingate.  It's rather
oclil, Must have been somebody jelly
officious, I should say.”

“ Fatheaded trick ! said Boah Cherry,
“Why can't the hittle beast bohave him-
self Y Ho ought to have come over here
with ns, if he wasn't gaing to play for
his Form. 1 think we'd better kick
him,"

“1f he's out of bounds again he will
get enongh, without our chipping m.”
spid Nugent. * Wingate's a prefect, yvou
kriow,
He can't leave his doty undone, because
the voung rotter happens to be his
brother. My minor m the Second would
turnn my hair grey if I were a prefect.”

“Hallo, halla, hallo! Here's Coker "

('hug, chug, chug, chug!

Horace Coker had armived,

The motor-bike was a going concern
again. Coker of the Fifth had arrived
now that the match was over,

think not,” <ail Harry

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Not Coker's Way !

i OKER!™ )
( (George Wingate hurried up to
Coker of the Fifth, ns he stood

beside his molor-bike.
Coker was not looking lis pleasaniest,
Ilo had set out on his motor-hike to

i A e A S o A
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It's a rotten position for him. |

beat the oothallers” melorconch on tlu
v to Hi.'dt'l".'lfr'-- [l Dipel nrrowed whi
the mateh was over, and the Greyfriars
footballers  were preparing to depor:
Coker, who had a tremendous opinion o
hirnself s o motor-evelst, was e
|-|.--:|,.-l~11. And  the :-'ighl. of the five
prinnmig faces of the juniors he hat
vaily chosed on the road did not make
Lt mgore armiable.

“Coker's got here alive!" Dob Cherr;

remarked.  “Congratters, Coker, old
man "

“Ha, ha, ha "

"You checky young sweeps——" Coke:

was beminning, a8 Wingale came up.,

“Coker!” called out the Greyiriars
captain.

Horace Coker turned lis head inde-
pendently.  He alwavs liked to make the
tact clear that be didn't care twopence
for the Sixth.

“Tlallo, Wingate! 1

Lhear you've

prlled it off ! he said earclessly, "1
ruther  expecied o hear that :.,'uu'l.l
bugged a hieking.”

“Cheeky ass!”  mwrmured Johnny

Bull,

Wingate did not heoll Coker's remark,

“Will you lead me vour ngger?" he
nsked.

“Fht" _

“T've got to get back to Greylriars in
a burry,” explained Wingate, “1'd be
ne end abliged if you'd lend me your
ke

“Well, my hat !" said Coker.

“You can go back in the ear with the
toan,” said Wingate. * Will you do 1,
Cokar? 1’1l tnke care of the jigger, of

TEr

COurse

“Wall, the fuct is. T'm not jolly Keen
on obliging vou, Wingate,” said Coker
coolly. “You refused me a place in the
eleven !V

“What?™

“You left out the best man you'd gol,
and risked getting a licking here,” said
Coker, *"That's rather serions "

“Don’t be a fool 1"

“What?*" roared Coker. He did not
understand in the least that there was
anything obtuse in his ob=ervations,

“1've no time now to listen to that
vat,” said Wingate angrily, "1 tell you
' in a harrey ™

“Well, vou enn go home in your jolly
old charabane 1" smid Coker sulkily,

“I'm in a hurry, and I can save half
the distance on short cits, on a motor
bike," said Wingate. *'I suppose it's in
good running order "

“Not with Coker in the saddle " mur-
murced Bob Cherry,  *' It does buck-jump-
ing stunts with Coker up.™

And the juniors grinned.

“It's in topping order, of course,” said
Coker disdainfully, ' Look at it! DBut
I'm not lending this jigger !”

Wingate, withont heeding that grim
refusal, proceeded to make a hasty
sirvey of the jigrer ITe knew more
about notor-bikes than Horace Coker
was likelvy to learn in three score years
and {en.

IRealle, it was a fret-elazs motor-bhike.
Coker'= affectionate Aunt Judith stinted
er beloved Horace in nothing, and when
deur llorace had expressed o desire to
possess a motor-hike, Aunt Judy's only
thought haid been to provide dear Horace
with the very best that money could buy.
But anv machine would lave jibbed
occasionally in the hands of Ilorace
(Coker. He not only haid a lot fo learn,
bt ignered the fact that he had any-
thing to learn at all.

“Tt's nll ripht,” said Wingate.

“Of course i1t 15—lop-hole ! )

“Well, lend it to me, and go back in
the ear, Coker."
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“Can't b oid 1"

Look horge—"

“Rats Meand 'ul-. g andependently,
|1I11-1.11l|h' gave lum one gom lpok, and
ok him ]:-. the collar. In s -'trl:'ii-"ﬂ.‘

goout lijse ]nullwn he was not likely to
sand on ceremony with the egregious
OEel,

Uoker of the Fifth, greatly to his sur-
prise, fomud himself sitting  on  the
grouinil. He sat there haid,

Oh " ga=ped Coker,

Wingate started up the engine,

Coker staggered (o his feet, 1ed with
=rath,

“You cheeky rotior i lhie roared. “ Do
rou think vou can bag a chap’s bike
secarize yvou're a dashed Sixth Form
wan ! I dou't give a rap for the whole
=math "

Stand cles !

“Leave that jigger alone!” bawled
Coker, I tell you I'm not lending yvou
that jigger! You checky ass!™

“This is where we chip ! mur-
mured IHavry Wharton, * Coellar that
sawling ass, If Wingate hits him, he
=il be hurt ™

“Hands off that yigger! Leggo! Let
go, vou young ra=eals ! Why, 'l smash
you [ roared Coker, as lie found himself
srithing m the girasp of five grinning
] e,

"l‘u.lcr- it easy, old man,” chuckled
Bob., *““Wingate's 111 a huarry [

I'll smash vou !

“ 2t down, ol hap 2™
Bump !

“Oh erumby ! I=I=Tll—" spluttered
Coker.

“You wore chazine o a wlhile ago,”
chortled  Johnny  Bull, “Well, now

yvou've caught vy, Coker ™

“The catehfulne:z 1= torrific, my rudien
s Coker

“I—1—1—"" spludtered Coker of thi
Fifth, strugglmg wildly,

Clirg, chug, ching !

rI i:ll' ]]I-l!-ﬂl'.ll_'-i!‘iLi' WA= '_'_'l'_:|1I!|_!" ".'LE1]_| 1\1L|I|..
sato of the Sixth in the =uddle. N

'oubt it was a hitle ancerviuoinons o

oriow Coker's peteol bike an this sty e
But Wingate Lad wo ttime to wasle on
Horaee | nlu v, Lhera was no reason @
all why Horace couldn’t take @ seat m
The car with the foothallers, oxes i*'l.;hr_',' lhis
ofty ideperdence ol Lis worn ar the
ixth O 1z ewven=ton oker’s 1ol v
independence had rather a fall

Az he woggled wod wenthed e the
ETHAD of the Remeovites, hoe E:."ul thie
plensure of  =eomg Gemrge Wingatoe
vaiish on the whizeing motor-bike, leav-
ing behind only a elomd of dust and a
simell of petrol,

“I—I'll sma<h D™ panted Coker
“T'II smash vou! I'll=1'1 smnsh the lot
of you.”

“"The smashivnluess will ba terrmifie, my
estecmed clvin<! St on his ridienlons
head [

“Ia, ha, ha!™

“What the thomp's all this " de-
manded Potier of the Fifth, connng up
with Grecue.

“Iraggemoff ! poregled Coker
“Kick "em oft! ‘That checky brate, Wi
gate, has bagged my ke —=avs he's in a
huvey ! 1hrag off 1hese l_*lnevl-::.,' tags, do
vou hear? Bmash ‘em ! Ilelp! (an't
vou lend a fellow a hand, you gaping
dummies ¥

“Eh? What!" ejaculated Groene,

“Gaping dommie= ! Foothog wiots I
hawled Coker. “Don’t 1 keep on telling
vou to drag "em off? You can’t play
foothall. hut you econ Landle a gang of
cheeky fag=, 1 <uppuome

“Yonu put it =0 nic Iy, Coker "
chuckled Poiter,

“Lewd o hond, you dJdummy ! raved

Cokor,
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Bump! Potter and Greene cliinelled as they
* Yaroooonp | walked (o thie molor-coach. They did
I-Jl'it‘ﬂll.ﬂ' Horace Ceolror lfor dead, as it | not think that Coker of the Iofth would
were, Harry Wharton & Co. scudded for | bave much luek if he bezan licking

their bieyeles.  (Coker sat up in the dust, | Gearge Wingate, Coker fellovwed them

“Ow! Waw! Ciroogli! Owi™ to the car,
ki 9 mw 1 -
]J_ll'[ me give you a hand np, old Halin! ”I'l'.IHLIIl another passengzor!”
man,” saul Potter geniully. “You are | a<ked Gwynne, "1 think I saw old “ 1=

alwavs rowing with fags., Coker: but. | gale going ol on your stink-bike,
dash it all, you shouldn't kick up a I_I'.lj-i'i.'l'.-:'

sinudy here at Hedelyffe. " "Yes, the cheeky rotiee !™

"Kecop it for Greyfriars,” snpgested “What exclaimed Gwynne,

Greene, “1 roefused to lend it to lam, and ha
Coker staggered lo his feet. told me to go home in the ear! 1 told
"I'll smash 'em! T've a jolly good | him I wouldu't ! gusped [nl-..r. fairlv

mind 1o smazh vou, too! Where arve | thrilling with indignuation, *And be

those cheeky fElJI i collared the bike! {quulml T Bl
Poiter pointed along the rvoad. A “You refuscd, did you! 'L.-u-f Gwynne,

bunch of eychists waved their hands to “Yes, I _]nll:_., well did Y

Coker in farewell and whizzed aw ay. “¥ou didn't want a seal in the ear?™

R0 """'"H-‘l“ g bhorrowed yourr -,:_[n!-. 4 “No! I'H take it now, of covrse: 1've
Lnlu- " asked Greene, got to get back."

“Yeoi-the cheeky rotier! T told Lim * et on, driver,” zaid Gwynne coolly,
I u'nul{il.' lot him have it." gaspe % | “No ‘of course” abaut it. Coker. You

Coker. “Told me I could go home in| say you refused to lend Wingate your
the echarabane, Cheek [ stink-bike, you cheeky ass! Well, I
U Well, b hy couldn't  wyout" said| refuse to let yon come home in Lhe rnr—*
Greene. " Wingate's been playing no|see? One good turn deserves another.’
end of a game for Greyfriare,  We've| “I've got to get back, you fathead!”
]'1"|.li‘r1 Roedelylfe four to one, and Win- “That's a little problem you can settlo
gato bagged two of the goal:,” for voursell, Coker,"

H Blow Wingate! TH jolly well lick “Look here—— Oh, my hat1"

him for this, captair } or nn captain Onece more Horace Coker found him-
What are you sniggering at’ self zitting in the dust. The motor-coach

'-"l - |"'”Il. ]

.

Jack Wingate went to the door, but there he tumed and lingered. ** George,”
he whispered, ** you won’t resign—1 never dreamed—I'm sorry—sorry—George,
isn’t there anything 1 can do ? " ** Yes," replied the elder brother, .‘* You can
go 1o the Head and confess to him what a dingy little scoundrel you are. That
will let me out ! ** The fag shivered. ‘I daren't!” he gasp “* Then get
out of my study ! '’ ordered George Wingate, ** The sight of you makas me sick ]

Get out ! ' (Nee (hapler 12, £y
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rolled away for Gresiriars; and Horaco
Coker picked himseli uwp and stood
staring aftor i,

“My—ary hat!" he pasped. -

From the crowded charnbune gunning
faces were turned on Uokel Tivien
I'otter and Ureene were  grintng.
Coker shonk an enraged fist alter e
vehicle as it went.,

Then slowly and sadly Horaee Coker
started for she raillway-station, It was
nat Coker's lucky day.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Parting of the Ways !

ERALD LODER looked up, start-
G ing a hitle. .
Lioder was scated on the Sixth
Form green at Greylriurs o o
deck-chair, with a bhook open on Lis
knoes.

The afternoon was quite warm and
cunny for the time of the year, and it
was very plea=ant sitting therc on the
Sixth Form green, under an old elm.
Loder had been reading and yawning.

The title on the cover of Loder’s book
was “Q. Horatii Flacel Carminum.™
But that was enly the cover. Inside the
cover was hidden a yoliow-backed novel
dealing with the enthralling—to Loder—
subject of horse-racing. Dutl a prefent
of the Sixth could not sit in the publc
view reading a racmg novel al Lirey-
friars. Hence the camouflage of the
¢over borrowed from a classic volume of
WQuintus Horatins Flaceus.

But Loder forgot his racing novel as
he  heardd 1he chug-chugehug of a
motor-bike in the distance, and saw
Wingate of the Sixth hand over Coker's
jigger to Uosling, the porler, and come
striding up the path towards thoe House,

Loder had a boring afternoon,

i{o was left ot of the foothall, his
friends were away &t Redelvite, and
even his shady re of the Uross lieys
was barred, owing %o the fact that he
had serd Jadk Wingate there, and it was
ne part of his scheme to join the deluded

fag.

%c had mot expected 1lie foothallers
honck vet awhile, and he had been sawn-
ing for some time over his novel on the
Niath Form green, after walking back
fromn the post-offive in Friardale. For 1t
was, of ocourse, Loder who had tele-
phoned to Redelyfie, carcfully refrain-
ing from giving his name.

What the oatcome of his plot wounld
le. Loder did not kmow, but he hoped
for the worst.

That the message would disturb and
trouble Wingate was certain ; and Loder
lioped from ithe bottom of his heart that
it would put the captain of Grevirars
off his game. He would have given a
greal deal for the Greviriars eleven to
veturn defoated. 1t would be something
it his favomr if they were defeated as
soon as he was dropped from the {eam.
Apart from that advanlage, his deep
malice would have made lum rejoice m
thie overthrow of the tesmm that had
turned him down. He even thonght 1t
possible that Wngate mighl Throw over
ihe mateh and return o Groviriars, in
his anxiety for his brothor,

o that extent, he had evidently nnl
speeeeded.  The afternoon wore awav,
and he saw nothing of Wingale. Bui hLe
»11ll hoped that the captuin of Grey-
friara, alarmed and anxious for his
Lirother, was playing a lozsing game over
al Redelyiie,

And afterwards

Wingate could nat refuse to act on the
information he had received, Jack Win-
gate was still at the Cross Keys: Loder's
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sporting feionds there were keeping dim
ocoupied.  He woanld stdl be there when
Wingate carme buck; and what could the
|.il-1-‘l ]*:l'nfn:'-l'q of HrL-:..'friﬂI.ﬁ. ilo? LIrie
Liefore Wingate minor had gone to tlal
disrepitable  haunt,  steickly  aut of

hoands, amd nalling had boen said of ot
P—in peobeie, at leasr,

dare to screen his mimer a secood D

i Lie did, Loder had furtier measires
to take. It had come to the Hond s
knowledge that the capiain’'s vunor was
“pubsbaunting,™ snd ibat bos brother,
the nead pretoct of Grovirars, was de-
Liberately, seroening him in his wrong
duinge.

(inee up lwiore the Head, gueslioned

by e, Locke, Wingate was not the
Fellow to lie or shulle; he vould nol if lie
woulil, as Loder vory well know, He
would have to admit the truth,

There could L only one result,  He

would be turned ant aof his prefectship:
lis eaptainey of the sehool would be
concelled. The Hend wonld not allow a
follow hie epald not trost 1o keep that
position : that was unthinkable,

Loder grinned with glee at  that
thought. It looked ms if Wingates
downfall was coming at last.

On the other hand, Wingate might do
his duty as a prefect—report his sninor
to the Head, That would be a lesser
triumph ; but it would be a trivmph, He
woulth share his brother's disgrace, and
the wretched fag's punishment would be
a heavy Llow to him. And if 1t came
ont—as Lader intended that it shonld—
that this was not the fag's first offence
of the kimd, 1t was quite on the cards
that Wingate minor would be expelled
from the school.

How would Georpe Wingate hold up
Wiz head again st Groyfriars alter Lhat?

Howsaever the scheme turned oni, it
sepmed to Loder that he was bound to
swwore, The outcome dopended on Win-
gate's conrse of metion; but the re=ult
could enly be a trivmph for Loder. Al
the biest, Wingale would be deprived of
the captainey: at the worst, his brother
woild be disgraced, and the shadow of
hi= disgrace would fall on Wingate.

Loder was hored that long afternoon
“on his own," but he had some very
iwpny thoughils to keep him company !

Wingate came towards the House,
Toder watehing him with a covert grin
He was a little serprised to see the cap-
vain return without the team; but he
guesed at once that Wingate had bor
raoned the motor-biko to save tune—as
soon ns the match was over. That was
4 proof, so [ar. of the deep uneasiness
the message to Redelyvffe had causcd the
captuin of Greyfriars, _

As he ¢came stritline along, Wingate
sighted Toder on the Sixth Form green,
and paused. Then he came over to the
platting prefect,

(ieralit Loder felt a tremor,

Did Wingate gurss?

How could he guess®  Loder liad
spoken on the telephone to a Redelyfie
master—he had assumed a deep voice—
he had not given suv vawme 3 he had re-
[orred ta himeclf as a resident in Friar-
dule. Wingare conld know nothing of
his trickery.

Yot i fisllt a tremor as Lhe r.np!u?lr
aof Lirevieines cams lowards lam. A bad
COfNNCIeTt WAS thee cause.  Under Win-
gate's elear, honest eves, Loder alwavs
felt a Little uneasy ; that was ona reason
why he disliked the Greyviriars captai
so tnfenselv., Now he felt more uneasy
than he hoad ever fell beforo.

Bat he sueeeeded in nodding ecalmly
enough to Wingate, 1lv would not give
himeell away, al least,

“You're back early,” he said.

Woulid W -iHl!;i'l' |

SEEN THIS WEEK'S *GEM," CHUMS?

“Yes; 1 borrowed Coker's motor-
otke,
llew did ¢ go? The matoh, 1
'J.l'.".:“_h
“We lLieat them.” said Wingate, with

rpitiy satisfaction, as he noted the dack
lhok that Loder could not keep from hia
fuce. " Four gonle tooone.”
“Oh!" said Loder. “You've had
luek."  Te picked up liis book again.
“Ju<t a word before sou begin read-
e said Wingate guietly, ™ Have you
<ty .'j:nbtiung i my minor Lhis after
oo
I “Your minor? Can't say I've noticed
11ET

“You ecun't tell mwe whether he's
within gEates L

“1'in alraid not, The Third have
heen plaving footer,” said Loder. 1

divre sav he was in the game.”

Wingate searched lus face, but Loder's
ook was gquite cesual, and unconscious,
The Gresfrinr: captam felt his vague
sispicions melt awav. After all, what
reason had he (o suppose thal it was
Loder whe had sent the telephone mes-
sage” Had it been false? Yes; but it
looked ns if it was true. And surely if
it had been Loder who had seen Jack
Wingate stealing into the public-house,
he would have reported him to the Head
—he would have been glad of a chance
of dizgracing tlie raptain's minor,

“There's Tubb,” andded Loder care-
lesslv,  “1 dare say he can tell you
where your minor is.”

Wingate mnodded, and walked on.
Loder grinned at him over his racing
novel, Really, the fellow was so-simple
that it was scarcely worth the trouble
of pulling the wool over hus eves. That
was the thought in Loder’™s o,

Near the House, Wingate stopped
Tubb of the 'Third. Tublb was talking
to Pager. telling lum how they ought
to have beaten the Remove this Lime,
capecally with Harey Wharton & Co.

awav, As a matier of fact, they hadn’t
beaten the Remoave. Smithy and his
morey anen had walked all over the
Third, in the styvle the Remove foot-

ballers woere aceustomed to.

“Tubb!"

“Yes, Wingate,” said the fag, looking
round.

“Ihd my minor play in yonr team?®"

Tubl of the Third frowned.

“No! He ftood out.”

“Do vou know where he 13"

“1 think he's gone out of gates. T
haven't seen him sinte the maleh,”
answered Tubb,

Wingate went on info the House., It

disl not take him long, making a few
inquiries  to  ascertain  that Wingate
minor was out of gates, and had been
ot =inee carly in the afternoon. From
Billy Buanter. mudeed, he learned  just
when Jack Wingate had started, and
the direetion in whieh he had gone. The
Osl of the Nemove, short-sighted as he
was, saw moare tlungs that did not eon:
fern him than any other fellow at Grey-
friars.

The capain of CGrexfriare did not
linger. alrer beanng [rom Bunter that
Jius punor had gone towards Friardale
sotine houra stnee, It was clear to him
new that the telephone message to Red.
elvife was well founded; be knew where
the seanvegrace of the Third was, lle
realiged that e had known it all the
time—that in commmg back to Grexvfriars
too make nssurance doybly sure, he had
been hoping againzst lope; hoping to
larn that what he koew was froe was
false.

He went to his =bidy, and sat on the
ctlge of the table, for a few minutes,
thinking.

There was no doubt now: and no
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loubt about his duty. For the second
sune, noaving e=zcapei] afrver his firet ven-
ture, Wingate nuner  was Y pub-
haunting —if imdeed it wa= only the
ooond time. The head prefect of Grey.
riars hind to deul with the matter. It
was not Jack Wingate's brother, but the
«whool prefect, who was called upon to
act.

Personally he need not have acted.
He bad only to step mto Mr. Twigg's
<tudy, and place the matter in the han.ls
of the master of the Third. DBut he wid
not think of doing so0.

On the fret
Gwynne to act,

[If.'l'-:l"ill'ﬂ jl‘l' I:EH.I:] H"'i"i""l-
CGwynne had acted
rather like a pal than a prefect; the
offender had escaped. Wingate had nol
askod that—he had not expected it ; but
if he left the matter to Gwynne again,
it would be a meve subterfuge to get his
minor sereencd, and he knew it.  Better
to say nothing at all than te descend 1o
that sorl of trickerv. 10 he was pgoing
to back up lis brother in wrong-doing,
L) 5'-.11”.-[."1'[|l._k‘.‘f.’ “ﬂ![[li ST 1!;.':_. I’."I;,I'IIFI"il".".'H‘i"-
He had to deal with Wingate minor as
with any other fag, or report him to
omeone i authornty who would so deal

with him, Or else lie had to abandon

ins duty as a prefect; and betray the
Head's trust in him.
That was George Wingate's choice,

atd.al ecame a8 a shock to him to realise
thint he did not know how he would
chooso,

ITad it been the wretched fag's first
offence, he could have given him up o
a llogging. Tt would have gone ntterly
aninst  the grain, but he could have
done  that. But 1t wns the second
ofiance—possibly the thivd, or fourth, or
the tenth or twelfth, for all Wingate
knew, One thing was certain, as soon
as the matter enine before the Head, the
whaole truth would be brought to light.
And it was more probable than naot that
Jack Wingate would be sent away from
Liroyinars,

Porhaps, fromn consideration [or his
vouth, and for his brother's position in
the acliool, the Head Ill]ghl spre him a
public expulsion. But he would not
allow him fo remain, amd so it came to
the same thing. “Tingnfn was not think-
ing of hamself, but of Ltz brother and
the people at home,

He had lie duty te do; and if he did
it—— It Cime Imw:*;tlri}' 1ito ]'I'H,. mind
that he could not du 18

e left his study at last, and walked
down to the gates. As he tumed into
the Friardale 1oad, five juniors came
whizeing along on their bicyeles, Win-
gate did not even sece them, =o deeply
was he bured mm black theughis; and
Harry Wharton & Co. glunced after him
and exchanged uneasy loeks.

“Old Wingate looks fairly up against
it,” saud Havry.

“Tle  does—he do!” growled DBob
Cherey. ““And I jollv well know the
veason, let's get . and kick that

young scallywag.”

Wingnte strode on down the lane.

‘I\T]'I*_'."I l]tl" F.'h-'ll]l]l‘.'l."ll' I'l."l.'.lt'lll_'l.] T'lj-th thE
Lireyiriars footballer:, zoon afterwards,
they did not find Wingate in the school.

Gwynne looked for lhim, but Jearned
that be had gone oot Amd when
Horace Coker, after his journey by

feant, teapnped wreathlully n, he found
his mwotor-boke ;. but Wingate was not
Lhiere to hear the eloguent things Coker
Lhad intended to say to Linn.

A\ pood many fellowe wondered where
Wingate was., There was a little cele-
Lration in Gwynne's =twldy over the
victory al RHedelvile; buv the captain of
Greylriars id not appear there,
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No. 9.—Hurree Singh (of the Remove).

His full name and title is Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh, the Nabob of Bhani
Intter being interpreted means that ** Inky ' is an Indian prince of no »
At Greylriars, however, he is regarded as just an ordinary schoolboy, excepl where
peculiar and original method of speech is concerned. According to Inky hs was in-
structed in English by the finest {eacher of our language in India, bul as is apparent
every time Inky opens his mounth, his tutor knew more about the Eoglish language than

we shall ever know,
expressions, Inky is generally voted & go

. which
standing.

For instance, Inky argues thal we say '* delightfully,'” ** regrel-
fully,”* etc. Then why shouldn't we “{:d b I:hunkruﬂnll:? "

But, for all his queer
fine sportsman and & particularly

clever bowler of the ** demon " variely, Hurres Bingh is a power to be reckonsd with

on the playing fields,

I= & prominent member of the Famous Five, and shares Btudy

No. 13 in the Remove passage with Bob l:l;em Mark Linley, and Wun Lung, the Chinese
ju

The caplain of Greviviare, as the duc-k
foll, was stuiding under the shadow of o
tree close by the Cross Keys—walelong,

Wingate had no intention of repeating
his former experience at the disreputable
inn; of demanding lns mmar there, amd
being detained by a shindy with Mr,
Cabb and his rowdy [rienda while the
fag escaped by the back way. That had
happencd once ; but it was not to happen
agam. He was watching—watehing
with a heavy heart and a elonded foce,
for the wrelehed acapegrace of the
Third to come stealing cautiously out,
And even while he watehed., with a
miserable ceviointy v his heavy heart,
George Wingate formd himself hoping
that there was, after all, a mistake, and
that he wouldl not dwscover his moanor out
of bounds.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

The Only Way !

AM'K WINCATE peered ont anto
the falling dushk,
From the hall-open side doar of

the Cross keys he peered into the

miuddy, dusky lane besude the inn.
“All.elear, siv ™ saad Mr, Cobib, with
B EFUINE.
Jack Wingale had =pent his alternoon

in the delectable estabilishment of N,
Cobbh. He had plaved billiards with
the marker while waiting for Loder to
come; hut Loder had not eomne.

Bt the fag had harvdly missed his
sporting friend of the Bixth.

Two or three sporting gentlemen had
made the time pass quite cheerily,
They wera friends of Gerald Lader's,
and they were carrying out his wishes.
And the scapegracve of the Third had
played earvds, and smoked cigaretics,
and was [m-!iu;: tived bt greatly elated
and exvited. True, he had lost twa or
three pounds at the eards; but Loder
had lent him the money, and Loder was
not likely to dun him for it. So the
lasgs did not trouble Wingate minor very
miuch,

It was more Lhan time {o return io
the selwoal I be wuas not to exoite sns-
pmeion by being late for call-over. But
tho fag was unwilling to go. 1le had
to tear himsell away from the charming
cirele, bt he did o at last.

All seemed elear as he peered from
e ddoor 1nto the JLHI{H lane. He had
ouly to get aut, Once he was in (he
public road he was safe, and in the

<hadows under the trees there was
sufoty,
Jack Wingate siepped out of the

porele. amd the door closed behind him,
Thne Macxer Linnanry.--No. 925,
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{le hurried down the little muddy

s in  deep  shadow under the
Lranches., CUnly & minute—-
Wi Hit-ll| |

A hand fell on his shoulder.

Witeate minor stopped. nud trembled
frotn hoad to foot. For the momont be
did not recognise his hrother's voiee, 4t
was -n changed and husky. Hie waos
¢ welit—canght !

Thin he saw his brother, anl panted
with relief, It was not a master, |f was
not o prefeet whom he needed to fear!

“oorge " he muttered,

“Ulome with me, Jack

“Nou neadn’t grali iy shoulder. T'm
cotinge.’” o

Wingate dropped hi= hand to s side,
and the brothers wallked rogether out
into the road.

There Jack Wineale panced, There
vas ~omething in his hrother's faee that
dartled Wi oamd made L vnguely
THIS A

“Come 1" osaid the Sivth-Former.

“You're going to report me to the
Head ?™

“1 don't know.”

“You don't know!" repeated the fag
hlankly,

“No. Let's get hack now. Came !

Thie fap started down the rosd by his
brother's side.  Several times he stole
nneasy glances at the Greviriars eap-
iain 4 face. but Wingate did nol look
at Liim, and he said no word, .

The wreiched fag's nneasiness  1n-
tensifiedd.  This was not the hvother he
rnow. What was the mattor with
(seorge”

[n stlence they walked on, and the
celwon]l gates eame in sight,  Gosling
wa- closing the gates.

Wingate walked m. and eJack [ol-
lowed him, a gathering dread in hi-
lirenst. e was canght—fairly caught
in 1he act by & Sixth Form prefoct ! I
that prefect had not been Lih Lirother,
lie v onld have known what to expect.
[fe knew that he would have "m{-h
faken directly to the Head. Then a
Head s flogging, or the “sack "—one or
the other ! But his brother would never
—-never It eame darkly into Jack
Wingate's mind that he had eover-
stepped the limit at last; that it was no
longor his brother, patient and kind.
that he had to deal with, but a Sixth
Foarm prefeet with his duty to do,

[Ti+ knees knocked together at the
ithonght.  Loder had got him into tlis
Hiee owed this disaster to his sporting

friond in the Sixth., Would Loder
tand by him and help him? 1le knew
that Loder would not—eould not.

I ader’s part in the transacfion meant
“hunking ¥ for Loder if it came ouf,
Oulv tan elearly Jack Wingate realized
thut even 1if he told of Loder's partiei-
pation i his wretchod  escopade  the
blockguard of the Sixth would not
acdmit the truth—ha dared not. Loder
woulid deny every word of it—the fag
Lknew it. Not that he was thinking of
betraving Loder. The betrayal of the
sporting scenior would not kave Tilmg
luit oven had he desired te make Loder
share an lus disaster, he eoulid not
have done so. Geralid Loder knew hiow
to take eare of himself.

They entered the Tlouse,

Wingate minor turued an almost hog-
eard fook of wppeal on his brather,
The nearness, the terrible immuinence of
is danger, had tukon all the impndence
ot of the wretched fag now,

“Not tp the Tlead., George!”
breathed,

Wingate did not answer, Tt hie led
the fag to his own study in the Sixth
Form passage. Jark Wingate alimost
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sobibed with relief.  There was shill a
chatoe, thon!

Cwsnne of the Hixth
hie sty doornay,

“(dh, here wvou are, Wingate !
in! We want vou, olil Lican !

“Later old  Tellow,” satd Wingats
dullv. “I've got to talk 9 iy minor
now. - . |

Jack Wingate followed his brother
it the eaptain’s study.  Wingate put
cti Lhe bight and elosed the door,

Then he <tond looking at the scared
fag. There was a loug minute of
silence.

“ You—vyou' ve spotted me” said Jack
Wingate at [nsl. “1—I"m sorry. D've

looked ont of |

Came

been rather a fool, How dud you
know ?'
“"Sote Frinvdaly man saw rou go

inn and gave the Lip.”
“Meddling as< 1" muttered, the fag.
“T think 1 should have guessed,” faid
Wingate, * You disobeved the order I
gave vou, us head of the games, 1o
play in the Third eleven.”

“You shouldu’t have interfered.” The
fug was<  recovering  his old cheeky
wanner a little, Wingate had brought
him here ins=tead of taking him in front
of tho Tlead. What l:.ﬂulfd that mean,
exeept that 1t was to be another “ser
mon,” and eseape?

“You've been minst of the afternoon
al that rotten show @7

“Bome hours,”'

“You know what 't Lbound te do, as
i prefect,” said Wingale,

The fag's newly-Tound
fuded away aguin,

“"You won't!" he breathed, ' It—it
might be the sack! If 1t comes out that
I've been there before—anud it will—
why, it's the =ack! 1 should he sent
home -

“Didn’t vou teke that rick®”

“I-1 nover expected to be spolied.
How waus 1 to know that a meddling foul
would give me awav?” breathed the
tug. " What did vou want te come
there foe?®

“1 had to cowe, or report yvoi to
vour Form muster, Would you have
prefoerred to find Mre. Twigg waiting for
vou there®”

Jiuock Wingate shivered,

“You're not going to report me to the
Head, George! I—I'll be more careful
—I'll promise—" His voice rose
stiilly,  “Geovge, don't look like that!
I'tn sour brother! You can’t get vour
Lrother kicked ont of the school—you
can't let me be sent home! What am
I to sav to father—and—and--mother,
George ¥

"o you think T haven't thouglt of
thai 2"

The fug breathed guickly,

“Then vou'll let we off 1 Let me off
this time, and—und—for mierey's sake
say what you're going 1o do!”

Wingate dul not speak for a moment.
His fuee was pale ulu-n he did speak at
last,

“I'm not ghing ta report vou," lie
sat] slowlv. “T'm poing to betray mvy
brust—I'tn going 1o sereen you, 1'm
going to act hke o rolter o save my
beather from what he  deserves. Tni
boum! o honoer, i conunon decenery,
tor treat yon as | should treat any olhier
fair of the Thivd Formm caught at the
sapie rollen game—and I'm net going
ta do 11! As a prefeet, as captain of
the sohiool, 'me bound to do it 8o
there's only one resoyree—I've pot Lo
reaira 1

Wingate minor starved at Lim.

coulidence

“ Resign from the captainey !”
breathod the fag.
“ither that, or take vou to the

Hend ! said Wingale guietly., “ A= an

ordinary member of the Sixth Form.
I'm nor bonnd to report vou. As o pre-
fect and captoin, I've got mo choice,
Y ou ve

had  sour way, Jack—you've
plaved the Lluckgnard,  And  that's
what it cost= me. Now' gol”

[he Tag went to the door, but there
e turned and lingered. George Win-
gate had gone ta the window, and stood
staring cut into the dusk of the qonad
The wreiched fag's heart smote him as
he moted the droop in the Greyfriars
captain’s nsnally  erect head,

“Leorge!” e whispered.

Wingate did not look at him,

“You won't do that—I never dreame:!
—I'm  sorry—sorry ! George,  1=n't
there anything I can do®”

Then Wingate looked round, with a
bitter look,

“Yes. You can go to the Mead, and
confess to him what a dingy little
scoundrel you are.  That will let me
out, "

The fag shivered,

“1 daren't.”

“1 know that! Get out of my study!
The sight of you muakes me sick. Get
ont "

With o white faece, the fag erept oul
of the study.

Wingate of the Bixth was Teft alone
—alone with his hitter thoughts. H:
had taken the only way—the only patl
that wus open to a fellow who was no
wlterly dishonourable, If he remainoed
a prefect, if he remained captain of the
school, e was bound to do justiee witl
an oven hand. And he was going to he
silent—he was going to save his minor.
¢ conld save him at the cost of lu-
honour and self-respect, or at the ens
of his position in the school.

With sueh a choiee before him, a el
law like George Wingale was not likels
lo hesitate, T'hat evening his resignu
tion would be placed in Dr. Locke's
honds.  Tle had made ap lus mmd Lo
ity bt the Blow was o heavy one.

Loder of 1the Sixth  had wondered
exactly  what  the owteomwme of lo-
schemimg would be. Whatever the o
eome, il meant advantage for him, e
was assured of that. But certainly b
had not  antivipated  #o  complete, so
overwhelming a triumph as tlns, Ile
conld =careely beligve his cars when he
heard the news. Without an effort on
his part, success had fallen joto  hi-
Imnrlikv a rvipe apple. Wingate had
resigned !

The news spread hike wildfire through
Greviriars Sehiool!  George Wingate
wiid no longer captain of Greyfriars—no
longer even o prefect! It was in.
eradible—fellows refused to bolieve it—
(ierald Loder scareely dared to believe
it

But it was true!

Cinly Loder of the Sixih surmised. and
one wretehed fag in the Third Form
knew, the reason, They kept their own
counsel — and  George Wingate kept
his! Fven to his protesting friends 1n
the Rixth he gave wo explanation-—ho
lrad nene to give. And they had to
accopt the fact that hie was no loenger
capiain of Gresfriars, and had no mten-
tion af allering his decision, or standing
for re-clection,  The way woas open, ot
last, for Loder of the Sixth ta realise

litr old sambition: andd v s mind’s
eve the black sheep of Grexlnars
aleeady  saw  himself captain of the
school,

THE END.

(Xaw that the way iz apen for Lodrer
pa "l M othe rnrm.m.:-y. hoaw long will
his “friendship® for Wingate wminor
tngt?  Mind you rvead “The Cuptiie’s
Elertion "—ncxt weel's fine Groyfrigrs
storiy.)
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A full-of -thrills detective story featuring Ferrers Locke, the private investigator, and his clever boy assistant, Jack Drake

Foreed to Descend !

I1E faint report that had echoed
out from the sky, prior to the
brilliant illumination it heralded,
was not passed unnoticed by the

voung airman, Harry Dimsdale,. To a
man who had faced death scores of times
oxer the Boche lines, such a sound was
not without its significance. Something
mforescen was abont to happen, and his
«afest plan was at once to alter his
COLTrEe,

Like a flash he had thrust the joy-
stick forward, and at the same instant
jamming his foot on the rudder bar, the
hight eralt dipped her nose and swerved
on one side, the result being that even
as the brilliant light Asshed athwart the
«kv. instead of still ascending, the aero-
plane had dropped to a much lower
altitude and was banking away from
nstead of towards the tower,

Well was 1t for Harry Diunsdale and
his companion that he had acted with
such promptitude, for, caught in the
outer ravs of that great white glare,
some unscen f[orce struck them, causing
every vein in their bodies to tingle. 1f
thev had been in the direct line of what
was undoubtedly a powerful wave of
electricity, 1t would have at once and for
ever termunated their careers, As it
was, the effect was bad |:||1uu|"{}1. for with
a jerk that threatened to spap it from
the shaft, the propeller .-:l_nppmi dead.

“Jammed !” was all the young airman
could shout, frantically wrenching at the
ihrottle as like a stone they dived to-
wards the earth., Another moment, and
the seemingly inevitable erash would
have taken place, when, apparently re-
'I.Ili\l".i fl'l‘ll‘ll li'll'l |Hl'l.l|i!.','Tl ITI.H-H"IH‘I' I]Iﬁl
bad s<tayed their course, the propeller
again commenced to revolve. And even
as the landing-carriage Dbrushed the
stunted shrubs ever which it hovered, by
a masterful manipulation the nose of the
machine was brought upwards, the
throttle was opened to its fullest extent,
and the occupants again found them-
selves rising, as the light that had re-

vealed them to their enemies faded
awany.
“Fifteen hundred feet!"” Dimsdale

ierked out, glancing ut the altimeter
faintly shown up by a spot light, “We

can't keep this going much longer,
Locke,” he added, as the engine began
to hum an uneven note. “The jerk
when they jammed our engines has
loosened something, Any safe landing-
place round here?”

Despite the thrilling experience he
had been through, the great detective
had not lost his bearings, so that it was
with the utmost confidence that he re-
plied: “Straight ahead. I we can

CHARACTERS IN THE STORY,

FERRERS LOCKE, the famous
detective of Baker Stroet.

JACK DRAKE, hir clecer boy assistant.

INSPECTOR PYECROFT, a leading light of
the CA.D. at Scotland Yard,

“THE CHIEF, a mysterious personage,
who directs the coups of the FMhanlom
Bat, the name given to the weird, ir-
human-looking object, capable of fying
like an aeroplane, about whick, so far,
very Little §s knotwon Ly Scotland Yard.

HUSKY and the SNARK, two prominent
members of the Chiel's gang.

HARRY DIMSDALE, a friend of Ferrers
Locke, who has incvenicd an agroplane
that iz noizeless in flight.

With every fresh appearance of the mys-
trrious Bat comes mews of a daring robbery.
Ferrera Locke, wko hkas taken the case in
hand, is convineced that the headgquarters of
the gang known to be working behind the
liat is somewhere in the direction of the
(hiltern Hills. The detective enlists the help
of Dimadale, who, with his noiseless aero-
plane, zets out on the trail, and ja later
joined by Fervers Locke and Jack Drake.
The detective’s plan is to vigit all the likely
houses ih the vicinity of Chetham for news
of the Bat gang, und to thot end the sleuth
and his two colleaguer adopt a gipsy dis-
guise und trarel around the countryside in
Cardrane,

Ferrere Loele has cawve to beliere that a

cerltain house s the headguarters of the
gang, oand ot ouce decides that Dimedale
efeadl, with Cthe aid of his wniseleas minchine,

fly Wiy orer the howse and Tawd kim on the
roof. The plan is putl into practice, but the
gung in league with the Bat get wind of
the detective’s intentions, ds the acroplane
leaves the ground the sky e tlumined by
i hrilliant white Foht, and siniiltaneons wnith
tld appedrance comes o faint roport. Little
does  Ferrerd Locke, aboard the arroplane,
Luow that frowm the howse ki fnlends 1o
vial destructive forces have been let loose
grifieient to send Mo awd Bonsdule (o a
fearful death.

iNom read on.)

RN D e —

privale

only clear this hilly ground and the
lake bevond, it will be easy, for there's
a long streteh of rolling downs larther
on.”

A nod was the only response, for
Harry Dimsdale had all his work cut
out to keep the aeroplane in flight.

Like a dimi shadow the wooded heights
they wera crossing passed beneath, and
then, as a pale moon burst from behind
a bank of clouds, it glittered coldly on the
broad stretch of water the criminologist
had mentioned,

Then that which he had so vainly
tried to avert happened, There was a
loud snap, a spasmodic jerk, and the
nose of the aeroplane was pomting
earthwards. A f{raction of a second it
remained thus poised.  Then, with
quivering wings and sereaming rigginge-
wires, the machine plunged down sl
down till, striking the surface of the
lacid lake with a report that rever-
wrated far around, 1t sent a great
column of water hurtling into the air.

Well was it then for Ferrers Locke
that, having anticipated but a short pas-
sage, he had not strapped himsellp mn
his seat; for with that presence of mind
that under the most nerve-racking oir-
cunstances never deserted him, he
dived clear of the machine when yet
some fifteen feet from the water.

Encumbered though he was with boois
and clothing, te a swininer of his ex-
perience 1t was but elmld’s play to
strike again to the surface. A glance
routid showed himi the derelict plane
sgome twenty yards off.

A few vigorous strokes with one arm
brought the detective alongside. With
his disengaged hand he succeeded in
wrenching frem his pocket and opening
a stout clasp-knife, then taking a long
breath he allowed himself to sink.

Guiding himsell more by instinet than
anyvthing else, Locke, after several
futile attempts, clutched at something he
knew to be hiz comrade’s arm, and then
the keen knife he carried came into
play, as, groping around, he discovered
the strap that was holding the man to
hiz doam,

A swilt siroke and this was severed,
and then, though feeling as though his
lungs were ready to burst, Locke. stil

Toe Maiecxer Lisnary.—No, 925,
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rotaining lus grip on the arm, struck
out vigoron=lv.

[I |II:"1'IiEE"I| il. tretrendons t-f’Tui'Ii to draw
the dead weight belind him as he
forged bis way upwards. Then, as I
face rose¢ above the surface of the water,
n great gpasp of lhfe-vmg awr gave
lim repewed strength and epabled him
to hiteh his disengaged aon around one
of the 'p].—'_lrn' struts.

Tl steatn, oven on his teied muscles,
wa- beginning to tell, making them feel
as thourh reody to erack. Dot stll he
clune o Ineh by inch the motiouless
form was raised higher, till, by saper-
human and what secioed to him  an
almest final effort Locke sueceeded in
drageing the voung darrman on tooa
}n_n'iiurg af  the I.\.ill.t_.t that 'I'l‘lllll-.lllf'll
nhove water just as a shell erv. 1@

voice that he knew well, echoed oul
from the distant shore,
The Clue of the Coat !
FREERS LOCKE had not been

mistaken, although it seemed 1.
po=sible that the lad, whom he
had left out<itde the gronnds of

I3

e half-ruined mansion, could  have
(a

gained the shores of the lake. The

hout. nevertheless, that had arrested

lis attention had indeed proceeded from
the lips of Jack Drake.

Like his companmons, the unexpected
light that bhad appeared in the sky had
cansed him considerable vneasiness. He
felt sure that it was the prelude to some
nnexpected attack on his beloved master,
u -u.~=||i-.-h_||| which the sudden change of
the plane’s course fully confirmed. Its
erratie Night olmost instantly afterwards
assiired him that, whatever the nature
of the crook's design agamst  the
occupants of the craft, it bhad to a ecer-
tain extent succeeded,

“Great Scott ! he jerked ont hioarsely
a= his sharp cves detected the uneertain
manner in which the wachipne was [ly-
ing. “8he'll erash! Come on!l”

Without a wasted second the lad tore

ofl dow i :]n- liune in the wake of the
neroplane.  This one r]u_.u;;ht wna to be
n- near a< possible to his chief when the
inevitable happened.

Then a stals of Aume picreed ihe dark.
ness, followed by a sharp erack, and a
hullet whizzed past Drake’s ears and
-mashed the wind-=creen to fragments,

No less muxions than himself, Pye-| Another second and Jack was beyond
crofi and Illl'lll.h the ecaravon tlriver, | rang: =, ]-.:th,t.: her FIH out, l.H'." tore
n . ] L] i r . .|

started] to follow in his steps. | over the roaid ahead of hun hike a wiri-
Far out-distancing his  companions, | Wi ) . Lils
Jack noted that IDimsdale was striking | Jack had worked many a stunt on his

a course that, rvionning at l'i:_:hT angles
from the lane he was then o, practicalls
carticd him over a broad road that led

ter the distant, wooded hills. -
“ O, heavens ' the |:|1]_;:in:|1u-r1. b |
only 'l got v motor-bike! Al gee

whiz! What's this ¥"

On snddenly rounding the hend in the
lanie he alimost dashiod into a large closed
car, deawn up under a clump of trees,
A car that, although the headlights were
ont. had. nevertheless, s engme run-
ning,  Who owned ir, or how 1t came to
be there, Drake dwd not pavse to think.
Come what would, he would com- |
mandoer 11, with its wid I "“."h‘l
tollow the aeroplane that was so rapuldly
forging ahead. |

With a bound he was alongside, only
o find himself gripped by the urm and
flung on his back by someone who had
unexpectedly emerged from the surround-
ing gloom,

To attempt to offer explanations Jack
knew would be worse than useless, but
he was going to borrow that ear if Gfry
men stood in his wayv; so that without a
second's hesitation he landed out with |
his deft, the contact of his knuckles
agninst fesh nssuring him that bis blow
had got home. )

A savage oath burst from the fellow’s
lips, and, loosening his hold, be stag- |
gered back, giving Jack the apportunity |
he was longing for. A =econd drive with
his right thudded against the unknown’s |
¢ibs, then, with a spring, Jack was in |
the driving-seat of the car, his fingers |
feverishlv searching for the gears.

Roaring like an enraged bull, the
chautfeur, on recovering his  balanee, |
But he was too late. |

H ]

sprang after him.

With that presence of mind that under the most nerve-racking circumstaneces
never deserted him, Ferrers Locke dived clear of the machine belore it nose-dived
into the water.

(See Page 21.)
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master' s great whle racing car, but pos-
ably none so daring as the one he woas
then  attempting, Hying  through the
rloom with but the occastonal hght from
the stars to guide him.

With & rush and a roar the tree-
bordered slope, above which he caught
a rliupse of the vanishing acroplane, was
passed, and then, as he emerged Into the
open stretoh that led down to the slopes
of the lake, his heart leaped into s
mouth as he witnessed the plane, like a
stricken bird, plunge earthwards.

Still, he might be in time to ba of some
use,  andl heedless of everything, he
raced the car down the sloping road. A
big jolt almost Hung him from his seat
as the car stenck some unexpected object,
then, skidding on one side, the off-side
wheels plunged 1nto a diteh, and re-
mained jammed there.

To leap clear and again dash enward
was but the work of a moment, and it
was on gaining thevery edge of the
waler that the shout that had caught the
detective’s enrs escaped Jack's lips, A
whoop of delight escaped Drake's lips as
he espied a small boat, hitched Lightly
round a sapling at the water’'s edge. It
was but a cockleshell sort of craft at the
best, but at that moment to the anxious
lad it was worth its weight in gold.

Leaping in, he tore the painter clear,
then, seizing one of the senlls, thrust n
over the stern, andwith a '|1t‘Iu;'t;.'.‘-El'l sWeep
was soon urging the light craft towards
the derelict plane.

Once alongside, Jack was overjoved to
find that his beloved chief was not only
alive, but apparently unhurt, though not
a little dismaved when Ferrers Locke, in

a few brief words, acquainted him as to

his doubts concerning the airman.

“We must get him ashore as quick as
we can, my lad!” panted the detective.
“Bring the boat round! Now, bear a
hand ! Steady——"

It was by no means an easy task to
gel the unconseious man into the littie
craft without submerging it, but at
length it was done,

*And now you, guv'nor?” Jack cried.

“Scull for all vou're worth I came the
Jiarp order. “I'm not so done in that
I ean't swim!™

As he spoke, Locke, slipping from his
sipport,  struck out with a  powerful
ureast-stroke,

Bendine his back to it, Jack sent the
Neht skl flving over the water, to heave
n =il of relief as her keel grounded on
the sandy beach. Here help was await-
mg  him, for not only had Locke
~crambled ashore almost at the same
imstant, but Tom, who had followed hard
on the voungster's track, had already
gained the =pot,

Wilhont a moment’'s delay Harry
Ihimsdale was streteched on his face on
some soft, vielding turf, and then, with
the eriminologist superintending, each in
turn took on the arduous task of attempt-
ing to restore animation, in which, after
somewhat prolonged efforts, they proved
successful,

“ And now if we'd only gol some coats
or things to wrap round him,” Locke
jerked out, “we could row him across fo
where those lights are twinkling on the
other side, for there's bound to be a
house of some sort.”

“Wraps !" jerked out Inspector Pye-
croft, who had just joined the group.
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“RBav, Jack, there's sure to be some-
thing of that sort in the car you left
in the diteh,”™

“Uar ! Ferrers Locke eried in amaze-
mont,

“Yes, pguvnor. IHadn't time to
explain. A car I borrowed, but she's no |
ookl for us now., Nose-dived into a |
diteh, A broken axle, T think. But it's
1 good idea about the rups. T've got
my torch, and if there are any ruogs

'Ih"fl-' 1--'1-:|I|.I|.!.]. |||"i'|'f‘ 1]“‘”1 i.". ul .|iﬂ' ..“|

Without waiting [or a reply the lwd
aved off.

In & very few momenis he was back,
braring i his arms not only an ovor-
1-I:“.FII-._ h':'l_.' a riir 'I'H;I{. Ill'l "|"|||i|. |I Lite BITTITING
was mstantly swathed. And then, after
placing him in the churge of Inspector
’vecroft and Tom, to be ferried across
the lake, Ferrers Locke, accompanied by
javk, started off to tramp round the edge
of the lake to the distant house,

The walk proved a longer one than
cither had anticipated, but the time
passed swiftly enough, the eriminclogist,
i answer to the lad’'s eager questions,
cxplaining how the engine of the
neroplane had undoubtedly heen fouled
hv a wireless wave of considerable
foree, and Jack, in his turn, narrated
how he came to find the car that had
braught him to the shore of the lake in
the mick of time,

““And have you formed any theory as
to the owner of the ear which you found
in sueh an unlikely spot?" asked Loecke,

““As to that, guv'nor, I've hardly had
fime to think about it,” came the reply.
“ But, now you ask me, putting two and
two together, I'd bet my boots it's
owned by the crook who's got his head-
guarters there, for, after what's hap-
pened to-night, there can be hittle doubt
on that point—eh "

“No, I don’t think vou're far wrong.
Though at the moment we've not any
absolute proof,” said Locke. *The star-
shell, or whatever it was that was used
to show us up, might have been fired
from any spot within a radius of a mile,
sl as for the wave of electricity that
nearly settled us. there’'s no saving
where that was directed from.™

“* Anyhow, there’s one thing, guv nor.
I took good stock of the ear, in case I
should ever ecome across 1t again,”

Ferrers Locke laughed.

“I'm afraid in this case, my lad, it
was a waste of time,” he sard, not un-
kindly; “for i T'mi any judge of the
man we' re up agamnst, he knows who it
was who borrowed it, and he'll provide
against such a contingency by scrapping
it—that i:, providing, of course, that
the car belongs to the gang. However,
hera's the. honse we've heen :-nnkiug for,
and you bet I sha'n’t be sorry to get
my clothes dried.”

Entering what proved to he a eoitage,
the wanderers were niost  hospitably
received by the occupants, an aged
dame and her spouse, who had been
prepared for their arrival by Inspector
Pyecroft,

After instant inquiries about Dims-
iln]l', \"I-hl.'“r* he ll'LI-l'III;.‘lL had becn
wrapped in warm blankeis, and had
dropped into a deep sleep, Ferrers
Lnr.-liﬂ set about making himself as com-
fortable as circumstances would permit,
He was soon arrayved in a suit of bor-
rowed garments many sizes too large
for him, whilst the good wife of the
house bundled his dripping clothes off
to he dried.

Then, J'I.E..'ring setiled down to a Tmm'ty

meal of I?ri::ld and cheese and cold
bacon, which was all their host could
pravide them with, the couversation

naturally turned on the exciting events
of the past few hours.
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** Bring the boat round. Now bear a hand —steady——""
an easy lask to get the unconscious airman into the little craft without submerging
it, but at length It was done. (See Page 22.)

[ we must get him ashore as quickly as we can, my lad ! ' panted the detective.

It was by no means

“Had a look at the things Jack took
from the car?” Locke uasked the in
spector, as, leaning back, he lighted a
pipe  with tobacco DPyecroft kindly
supplied,

“¥You bet!” came the quick response.

“Andd did they tell you anvthing "

“Tell mo anyvthing '™ Pyeeroft
growled. “No fear, exvept that thes
cost a lot of money. Look here, Locke,
the owner of these things 15 so darned
cute that he's even had the tailor's tab
removed from the eoat, n case of acer-
I]l"'”l"'.. Il !"lllr]'H.'].""'l". 1"l"ii:'llll CRIT S HHLIE’F
the collar whore the stitehes have heen,”

“And nothing in the pockets!”

" Nathing, except a handkerchiel un
marked, amd a silver cigarelie-case with
a fow Turkish lags.™

“(vot them with you?"

“Yes: here they are!”

The inspect sluced the articles

10 Imspector produco
|||' !!-il.l] lll_."‘:l.‘rihl'kl. l"l'.]r i[“l‘l."i“[: I}ﬂl."l'lt iil"l
his chair, watched his companion closely
as he parrowly exannned them.

“Humph !'* Locke grunted, as he laid
them down, * Ulertainly not much of a
story here, That the coat, Jack?®"
And he pointed to a garment laid over
the back of a clinir,

“*¥Yes, guv'nor.™

“Haund it over!™

This request was instantly complied
with. The coat was spread out on the
table, and Locke proceeded to examine
it thoroughly.

As Pyecroft had clated, it was an cx-
pensive garment made from the [finest
cloth, amd lined throughout with good
stlk.  And, turmmg it over and over.
Locke's hands strayed into the pockets
—the inside breast one being  almnost
instantly turned inside oul.

“"Thought so,” he jerked out. At
some time the owner of the coat has
had something with a keen edge in this
weket, wloch  has  eut through the
pung,  See, herg's where it's heen

mended!”  And his loug Bngers rested
on a darn that would have been paszsed
unnoticed by ten out of twelve people.

“ Nothing wvery extraordinary about
that,” =aid Pwecroft, inwardly annoyed
that he had overlooked the fact, trivial
though he deemed it.

“Ihdn't say there was, my dear
fellow,” Locke responded, with a smile ;
“but, anyhow, before it was mended it
allowed somcthing to drop through, for
I take it that you overlooked the fact
that there s a little bulge st the corner
of the coat just against the scam. Mayv
be only a little luff that's accumulated.™
he added, as he noticed his companion’s
erestfallen look. Y However, it's worth
investigation, - Lend me your penknife,
Jack."”

The lad having handed over {(he
kuife, the eriminologist with the utmost
care proceeded to eut Lhe stitches that
secured the cloth to the silk lining, whicly
being done, he drew forth first u white
metal button, then a broken and bent
cigarette, aml, lustly, a fragment of
paper, evidently a portion of an
envelope.

Jack Drake, who had been walching
his chiel’s every movement, utlered an
ejaculation of surprise as the button
wias lala on the table.

“Why, hang it all, guv'nor,” he eriad,
“that’'s a button off a District Moes-
senger s tunte [

“Not much
lad.™

“And we know that the man who sent
you the poisoned letter was the one wha
borrowed a Ihstrict Messenger boy's
uniformm  form the costuwmier’'s in
Westnunster.™

“ Exactly.™

“Which proves that the owner of the
cont, even if he isn't the actual man
who addressed both the letter to vou
and the posteard to the eostumier, is in

Tue MaGser Limnary.—No, 925.
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close tonch with whoever did,” the lad
rattled on. ‘

“Veory fair picee of deduetion,” the
criminologist smiled.

Al it that's the case,” Jack coun
binuwed excitedly, “as the coat was
found down here, the man's here as
well”

“Was here, more lilly,” Locke cor-
rected.  “For T should say in all pro-
hability le's miles away by this time.
Jut let’s see what we can glean from
these other seraps.’

“Similar cigaretite to those in the
case,” he mused, as he fingered the
little roll of tobaceco. ““Good brand;
cinoke them myself somelimes.  And
now, what's here?”

He carefully smoothed out the remains
of the envelope, and regarded it steadily
for several minutes in silence; whilst
Pyecroft, who had risen [rom his seat,
came and peered over his shoulder.

“Posted in France,” the police-officer
zt length remarked dreyly; “and, if any
other proof was wanting, the remains
of the last word, ¢ g-l-e-t-e-r-r-e’ 15 un-
doubtedly a portion of the word
* Angleterve.” But what puzzies me to
w certain extent is the peculiar termina-
tion of the addressee’s name, * o-r-c.a.” "

“4Opecen, Oren,” Jack repeated;
then, with a starl, Inid his band on lis
chief's  shoulder. “Jumping  stars,
guv'nor—— But, no, it tannot be!"

“Clouldn't be what 2"

“Why, Majorca—Count Majorea,”

“And why not? Locke demanded,
swinging round, whilst Inspector Pye-
croft gasped mn mn‘;:-riw.

“Why not? It's true the man re-
ported to the Yard that he'd been a

P

victim of the TIhantom Dat. Dut all,

along I've had my suspicions as to his
alleged collection of cameos—suspicions
that were considerably incressed when
oir friend here was drawn off on a
fulse scent by faked finger-prints.”
The police inspector wineed,
“Anvhow,"” the criminologist went on,
“it's a clue that's well worth investiga-
tion, Whoever the man may be. we
know that his name terminates with
‘o-rc-n.' Now, on the next line, we
fnd * ra-i-g '3 this, surely, would be
‘Ulraig,” a Scoteh word, possibly refer-
ring lo the name of a house such as
Moss-craig, whilst, with the exception of
Angleterre, the final address, so far as
we oan sec 18 ‘vn's Bav,” and if that
lits in with anything else than Tobyn's

A

Bav, I'll—well, T'l] devote my energies
tn future to selling matches,” he added,
with n langh,

“Then the next move " Juck gueried,

“Next move?! DBack to Buaker Street
to-morrow morning, and then on to
Tobyn's Bay,

“T'll get vou, old man,” he went on,
turning to Pyecroft, “to keep an eye
on things down here for a bit, for one
never knows what may turn up. And
vou, Tom, vou'll have to see about fish-
ing the aeroplane out of the lake.
Although Dimsdale won't be At for
much to-morrow, he'll be quite equal to
giving you instructions. And now 1
think we'd better fumble in for an hour
or two, for Jack and I, anyhow, have a
long journev before us.”

A Grim Warning !

DRIZZLING rain was falling as
the Baker Street detective and
his voung assistant stepped on
to the wind-swept platiorm at
Tobyn's Bay the next day, and glanced
nround.

Apparently they were the only pas
sengers (o alight at that dismal spot,
and they had to wait whilst the aged
individual who acted in the capacity of
station-master, booking-clerk, and porter
all rolled into one, had seen the train
clear away, before he hobbled up to
take their tickets, and unlock the gate
that would allow them to pass into the
road.

“Yus. There were the Crooked
Bullet, "bout a mile an’ a "alf down the
road, where, m'be, old Jim Scropgs
‘ould find 'em 4 bed,” the official in-
formed Locke, in response to his inguiry
as to an inn. o

I"inding that the chance of obtaining
n convevanee was worsoe than uvseless,
the detective and the lad, picking up
their snit-eases, started on their uanin-
viting tramp, with the roar of the dis-
tant sen breaking against the rugged
eliffs surrounding the bay ringing in
their cars.

A brief interview with a high official
of the G.P.O. in the morming had, by
means of a service wire despatched to
the locul postmaster at Tobyn's DBay,
clicitodd the faect that some miles from
the Lbeaten track Lhere still stood an old
house known as Alane Craig.

Arined  with  this  information,
criminologist had at once started for
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thal lonely spot, intent on following ur
the ¢lue e llmul obtuined from the tors
envelope. That there were many difll
eulties facing him, he was forced |

atlonit: but  to IPerrers Locke dift
culties to be overcome only acted as o
spur, giving him even a keener zezst to
bring the case to a successful conelu
sion than ever,

It wasn't loug before the welcom
phelter of the Crooked Bullet was
gained, and there, in the seclusion of »
private room, the criminologist st onci
secured & homely—it substantial—sup-
per. After the meal, at Locke's invita
tion, mine host joined him in an afie
supper pipe,

With the tact of which he was a
past-master Ferrers Locke led the con
versation round to the object of hi-
visit, viz, to learn all he could about
Alane Craig.

“Been closed for elose on six monlh:
now, ever since the old chap left,” th
ruddy-faced landlord informed him
“Rummy old chap he were, too,” he
added as an afterthought.

“Rummy old chap? In what way !’
Locke inguired casually,

“Bit up the pole, &ir, in my way of
thinking. He never talked much, b
when he did it were all about volts and
metres, an'—oh, law, I forget half the

imerack words !  But somehow he'd go!
ﬁis head full of this new wireless stun!
for he cracked on that when he'd
fixed up some invention or other, L'
—let's see, what did he say!—revolu
tionise the world! That's it. I recol
lect those words very well now.”

“And so he's left Alane Craig? Ever
hear why "

“"Bless you, no., T reckon he got gick
of tinkering about, snd chucked 1l
job. No, all T knows is that his man
come along one morning and told e
the old chap had paid him eff, an' gone
away."”

“Old man?" Jack suddenly interpo-
lated, glancing up.

“Old!  Yes, for sure. The count
were bent with age, an’ his hair, what
he'd got, was as white as spow.”

Ferrers Locke and his assistant shot o
quick glance at cach other,

Here was news they had not expectod
to hear, That the title used, * Count,”
ouly agreed with what they had sur-
mised from the torn partion of the enyve
lope that had fallen into their bands
was one thing. Yet, on the other hand
the description of the person beariz
the title. did not by any means it §o
with that of the individual each had in
his mind's eye,

Pufling oul a cloud of smoke, the in-
vestigator easnally remarked :

“You mentioned the title * Count '
just now, Was the old man really cn-
titled to such a handle to his name, or
wus it just a nickname he'd got in the
village ™ .

“Law bleass vou, no! Hoe was a live
count right enough, Though his name
was a Dbit awkward to remembor:
alwavs reminded me of majolica jugs.”

“Majorea? ' Locke suggested.

“Yes: sure that was it—DMajorca.”

“Rather strange for the old man o
leave so suddenly, wasn't it?"” the erinu
nologist went on. *“What sort of man
wis this—er—assistant of hLisi™

“Can't sav I took kindly to him.
Didn't  like the look of hig eves—
sootnetl  something  shifty  about thew,
Aund then his sallow [ace and smooth
bluck hair alwavs reminded me of—well,
one of the villains one sees on  the

stage.  You know the sort?” the pro-
wictor of the inn explained with a
‘um.-;h.

“You bot " langhed Locke.
Then, feeling that he had pumped tho



EVERY
MONDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRIC.
TWOPENCH,

e

I_'i“"‘t ":",
Wate * .
)

N |
it BN

B R

158 %
% gill?
A .‘--‘."’:11""
YU

1 Il

ST L

 Locke was about to speak when the aged man, with a strength that seemed incredible to one of his appearance, suiz:l'

one of the chairs and swung it aloft.

““*Back ! *" he eried in a eracked volee.
would try to steal my secret ! *’

; ** Back [
(Nee page 24.)

You're another of those who

landlord to the fullest extent, Ferrers
Locke, simulating a yawn, expressed the
wish to be provided with his candle, so
that he could get to bed, and a few
minutes later he and Jack, having
turned the key in the lock of the
double-bedded room they had secured,
were left to themselves,

“Rum yarn, that, about this white-
haired count, isn't it¥” Jack queried,
a: he flung himself on the cdge of his
i,

“One that T'm not altogether sur-
prised to hear,” Locke answered; "and
there's another point. The date on
vhich this count was supposed to have
eft his houze on the cliffs coincides with
that on which the man we have known
as Count Majorca suddenly appeared in
So¢lety.”

“Right enough, guv'ner, and as he'd
got plenty of oof, and was very free
with it, Society was conteut to take hun
[or what he professed to be, without
asking questions.”

“Fxactly, my lad. DBul we're going
to dig into this a little farther—and
to-night.”

“"To-night?” the lad echoed, in
surprise.

“¥es; why not? We re strangers
here, and would be instantly noticed

by auvoue we came across if we started
prowling round Alane Craig by day-
light. Bo we'll give the inmates here a
chanece of pelting into their beauty
sleep, and then be off 1™

Having blown out the candle, as if
they had reticed to rest, the detective
and his assistant waited silently in the
dark, till the clang of the clock in the
village church assured them that half
an hour had passed, when, cautiously
rising, Ferrers Locke opened the window
of their sleeping chamber,

The rain had ceased, and the light
from a faint moon enabled him to see

htat the descent from the window was
a matier of comparative ease, so that
signing Jack to f[ollow, he clambered
through, and a f[ew zeconds later
dropped noiselessly to the road below.

Once outside the building, a swing-
ing stride soon brought Locke and s
assistant beyond the conlines of the
village, when turning to the left, thes
followed a narrow path leading to the
very edge of the sea-girt ¢liffs,

That they would have any difliculty in
locating the building they were bound
for neither anticipated, for they had
already learned that Alane Craig, which
had at one time been the rf'-iﬁem:e of
an adherent of the ill-fated Charles
Stuart, was perched on the extreme edge
of the cliffs, some three-quarters of a
mile away,

“Guess the show,

that’s guv'ner,”

Jack suggested, in guarded tones, as,

rounding a clump oi boulders, a gaunt-
looking structure silhouctied against the
sky came into view,

“Certain to be,” his chiel agreed.
“Got here sooner than I thought we
should, and now, as there appears Lo b
g fairly high wall surrounding it, we'll
bear a bit to the left, and see if we
can find an entrance.”

This required very little search, for
almost hnmediately on approaching the

auter u:li|, i IArroOw dn-.u', that stood
partially open, loomed in sight.
Needless to say, little time was lest

i talong advantage of this unexpected
opportunity, and passing through, the
companions found themselves in what
had once been a well-ordered garden,
but one which had been allowed to run
(B 1.!t"t'1'1:-'.

Pausing for a second before advane-
ing, Locke glanced around, then, with
a soft ** Hist[" rested his hand on Jack's
shoulder, for wafted on the night air

camie a sound, heard even above the

!

thud of the breakers below—a sound that
both of them instantly recognised: the
unmistakable sound of a molor-car
engine. A grinding noise as of wheels
biting into gravel, a whir that gradually
faded into silence, and then once again
all was still.

“What could it mean?" each silently
asked himself, “Who could have visited
that presummably deserted house at that
hour of the night, and for what
reason I

Ferrers Locke was the first io break
the silence,

“ Pity we weren't here a few momenis
earlier ! he snapped. " Then we might
have got & glimpse of this visitor., Any-
how, it can't be helped, so the best thing
to do is to get along to the other side
of the building, for that's evidently
where this car started from.”

And as he spoke he strode forward.

shirting the side of the dismal-looking
structure, they found, on turning the
corner, that they had gained the main
entrance, which was approached by an
imposing flight of steps.

Juck had just opened his lips to make
a remark, when, to his intense astonish-
ment, his chief, darting forward,
snatched up something from amidst the
weeds, and returning, exhibited to the
vouth the still-glowing end of a ecigar-
ette. Iassing the stump backwards and
forwards beneath his nostrils, he inhaled
the fumes,

“Looks very much as though our
friend who owns tha overcoat that
brought us down here has also been pay-
ing a flying wvigit,” he remarked, as,
pinching off the burning end, he placed
the stump of cigaretle in lus pocket,
“"You don't mean?” Jack stammoered.
" Reems veory much hike 1t, for d don't
suppose there are a dozen people 1n
London who smoke this particular blend
Tue Macner Lisrany,—No, 925,
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of Turkish, which is the same as {hose
Pvecroft found in the silver case tahew
from the pocket of the overcoat.”

“Then what on ecarth can be the
reason ¥ What ean he have Leen afier””

Ferrers Locke laughed shortly.

“That I hope we shall find out before
wo leave. Anyhow, our first job is to
get in; and we sha'n't do that if we
stop here”

Turning without further comment, the
detective 1nonnted the steps, where, with
the aid of his electrie-torch, he examined
the lock that zecured the door.

‘““ Nothing difficult about this,” he at
length remacked.  “*Why, the veriest
novice of a eracksman could piek it abith
a bent wire”

Producing a bunch of skelefou-kevs
from Lis pocket, the investizalor in-
serted one in the keyhole, and after the
evcond attempt the wards of the lock
viicked back, and the door opened
iniwards, to he softly elosed as soon as
Jack had followed him across the thres-
hold.

Here they paused to listen ntently,
but not a sound rewarded them for their
patience, so  that switching on  lus
electrie-torch, the eriminologist glanced
around.

That the Lhouse had been occupied by
a nian of affluent means was evident nt
a glance at Lhe surroundings, though the
dust with which evervthing was coated
counsiderabily marred the beanty of boil
havgings and furniture alike.

Turning his attention to the oaken
Nooring, Locke, to his inward satisfae-
tion, svon found traces of recent foot-
marks, and following them up, found
they led to a large, carved settle, appar-
cutly let into the wall, and there ter
mwinated.

*This is where we stop for a bit,” he
whispered, as he flushed hiz lamp over
thie heavy piece of furmiture.

“Then vou  think it
guv'nor " Jadk queried,

“Think? Well, the late visitor would
hardly have crossed the hall, and Jeft
hi« finger-marks all over this piece of
oak, just for the pleasuve of doing sn,”
the detective replied, in a  slightlv
reitable tone. " Ah! T think Tve got
it. Looks as though this was where he
seiziedd hold of it to drag it aside; and
now for the spring or belt that lolds
i

I’os~ibly there was not another man in
the United Kingdom more conversant
with the manner adopted by our fore-
fathers in disguising the entrances to
their secret chamberz or passages than
Ferrors Locke: so that it 13 not sur-
prising that in a very few momonts he
had mastered the difficulty.

An apparently Lirmly fixed piece of
carving being moved on one side per-
mitted a heavy bolt to drop, and then
with perfect case the massive settle was
drawn outwards, revealing behind it a
flight of steep, wooden stairs that led
downwards,

Without a word, Locke commenced to
tlescend, closely followed by Jack, theis
progress being stayved after sonte twenty
steps by finding themselves in a brick-
built, vaulted passage, straight before
them,

This was duly traversed for some
twelve or fourteen wyards, when they
were arain compelled to halt, for facing
them was a heavy door, firmly secured
v a couple of stout beams thrust into
eockets on either side.

“Lucky the bars are on our side”

shifis—rch,

4

ANOTHER GRAND INSTALMENT OF THIS FINE

Jack prinncd, "or we'd never have got
through.”

“They'd certainly have wanted some
breaking down,” his chief agreed,
“whilst now all we've got to do is to lift
them out!"

Suiting his actions to his words, he
removed the bars one by one, and placed
them aside. Uncertain as to the nature
of the reception he might meet with on
the other side, the detective drew his
atitomalic from his pocket, and, stand-
ing ready for any eventuality, signed to
Jaek to open the door.

Flashing his light avound, it was to
discover that beyond thoe door lay o
small vaulted cell-like chamber, the
furniture eonsisting of a eouple of chairs,
a rough table, on which rested the re-
mains of an meagre mesl, and a long
benelh against the wall, littered with
sheets of paper, compasses, phials, and
strangely-shaped pieces of mefal.

Une searching glance, an:d Locke had
taken in all these details, and then as
his light was swerved round to the
farther corner of the reom, he gave a
sharp intake of breath, for struggling
to lus feet from a pile of rugs or
blankets stretehed on the stone flooring,
was @ white-haived, decrepit-looking
mail,

“Giosh 1" Jack blurted out. “The old
chap who they said had left the house !

Striding into the room, Locke was
about to speak, when tho aged man,
with a strength that seemed incredible
to one of his appearance, seized one of
the chairs and swung it aloft,

“HBack !” he eried in a cracked voice.
“Back! You're another of those who
would try to steal my secret.”

Then with a sudden change, he let
the chair fall with o clatter and he
chinckled,

“No matter—no maltter!
find it amongst my papers. It's here—
here ! And the old man tapped his
forelicad significantly as he apoke.

1t required all the great erimin-
ologist's tact to assure the aged prisoner,
whose mind was evideatly partially de-
ranged, that he came as a friend, and
not as an encmy, and tlien 1t was only
with the utmost difficulty that he was
able to piece together, froun the man's
rambling and disjointed sentences, the
catzes that lind led te his imprisonment
i that underground chamber,

Briefly, the man's statementsa
amounted to an assertion that he was
(‘ount Majoren, who had spent the best
portion of his life, and unmense sums
of maeney, in perfecting & avstem which,
by means of electrical waves, manimate
olijects could be propelled through space.
The only person living, with any know-
ledge of the count's suceesses having
been & man named Varnnz, who from
the very first had acted as ns assistant,

Then the old man explained that
there came the time when this Varnaz,
having drugged his emplover, conveyed
him to that underground room, the
existence of whiech was known only to
themselves; how he had left him as a
prisoner, taking with him all his em-
plover’s drawings and working models,

“And yet this man Varnaz visits you
occasionally.  Was he not here (o
night 9" Locke hazarded, as the aged
prisoner paused,

“¥Yeos, he comes at times and leaves a
supply of food. Ah, he would murder
e, but for one thing,” the occupant of
the ¢ell whispered hoarsely,

“And that?" Tocke asked.

“That ho wishes to learn move.

He

e —

You won't

YARN NEXT WEEK!

knows there are other things I ean do.
Bt Lhey are here—here !

Aprain the aged inmate fecbly tapped
his forchead, then evidently worn out,
with conflicting emotions, » ussed his
hand across his brow and sank back.

For several moments Ferrers Locke
and his assistant gazed at each other in
mute astonishment, Jack at last blurt-
e out:

“Well, I'm Lhanged! T eouldn’t follow
all the old chap said, for it was all such
a jumble; but it looks to me as though
this man Varnaz has not only pinched
the old chap’s invention, but his name as
well, and 1s—is—"

“Known to outsiders as Count
Majorea,” Locke said devly. “On that
point I've very little doubt, my lad.
Of eourse, we could easily have him
roped in, in connection with this matter,
but that would utterly ruin our chance
of connecting him with the Phantom
Bat outrages, and recovering nol only
the Epstern Emeralds, but the Btar of
Goleoondabad.”

“Then what are we going to do with
the old chap?” the lad asked, indwcating
the count, who had fallen into a state
of coma undoubtedly brought on by
| sheer exhaustion,

“For his own safety,” said T.ocke
thoughtiully, " it would be best for him
to remain a prisoner for a few hours
longer. If we were to let him have his
liberty in his enfeebled state of mind
and body, there s no knowing what
might happen to him, and at the samo
titne it 15 essential that the discovery
we have made to-night should be kept
norfectly secret.”

“Then you're going to leave him
here " Jack asked in wide-eved astonish-
ment.

“Yes; and before he can realise onr
intentions. At all costs we must return
to the inn before our absence has been

discovered. Then before breakfast vou
can run over to Yyemouth, It's only a
feww miles from here, and see lir

Salter; he's an old chum of mine, whom
I can trust implicitly. He'll arrange (o
have the count removed to a nursing-
home till—well, anyhow, for a few days.
And now, come on, my lad—we've gaot
to ret a move on,™

Moving as silently as possible, the
companions quitted the underground
chamber, and with equal silence the
door was closed and the bars refixed.
Then with as little loss of time as pos-
sible, the hall was regained, the oak
seitle replaced in position, and, scouring
the front door after them, Locke and
Joack Drake hurried back to the village.

To clamber up to their bed-room
window, which had been purposely left
open, proved an casy task, and the room
once gained, the eriminologist sat down
to write a long letter to his frind, Dr.
Salter, fully explaining matters, and ask-
ing him to at once accompany Jack to
Alane Craig without a moment’s delay.

Then flinging them=elves down, L{uly
dressed as they were, each tried to
snatch a few hours' sleep.

The rest the investigators had allowd
themselves was of the very briefest dura-
tion, for scarcely was the houseliold
astir than Jack Drake, after borrowing
a push:bike, the only wehicle he cou'd
procure, from the proprietor of the inn,
started off on his errand to the doctor nt
Vyemouth, Ferrers Locke giving hun
some final instructions just before riding

olff.
l Scarcely, however, bad the lad
vanished from view round a bend of
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the road, than a cloud of dust coming
Entn thi n||p|'.h-i1l'r dircction annoonneed
we approach of a motor vehicle,
With an wmward feeling of apprehen

mon, l.ocke watched the oncoming
vehicio o hich was approaching at a rapid
gate ~prehension  that was not de-

peased when, as it pulled up with spas-
miodie jerks, amidst a swirl of dast, the
E-u!'tlj.' form of Inspector Pyeeroft could
€ :eep xeated nside,

“Jolly glad T struck against you
#@rnight away, Locke,” the police official
ghouted as he bundled out. * Have been
fravelling all might. Would have wired
Elﬂl- enly eouldn’t get through to such a

ole-in-the-ditch sort of [thl‘i.’ as thie;

Anicl 't

“Whal's wrong 7" broke in Locke 1m.
gatiently,

“What's  wrong?" the inspector

wmorted, " 'Bout the aticky limit, that's
what I call 1t. Why, man alive, Dims-
Bale started from the eottage yesterday

afternoon to go down to the lake to
guperintend the salvage of his plane,
and—and—well, he's never been secen
since.”’

" Not seen 7"

“No. Vanished clean off the map

without leaving a trace.”
“Impossible.”

“1 tell you it's not impossible,” the
inspector retorted, with some warmth.
“Ho's gone, DBut there, look at this.”
And drawing & folaed paper from his
fu_m:ker.']:’}'f_{-rnfl almost thrust it into
vie companion’s hand.

(Glancing at the paper handed him,
Ferrers Locke unfolded it with great
deliberation, then whistled softly be-
tween his teeth as he mastered the con-
tents, which, typewritten and withont
any heading, read:

“To Ferrers Locke,—Your friend is in
my power. If you would save his life,
abandon all attempts to interfere with
my movements for the space of one
month, and he will then be sot at liberty
unharmed—otherwise—— Byt there, to
s man of your ability, I need not say
more.

“Tar PrAsTOM BAT.”

"1 tell vou what it 15, Pyecroft said,
resting his finger on Ferrers Lock's arm,
" Whoever managed to lay their hands
on Dimsdale took him for yeu.”

“For me?"

“Bure thing, to my way of thinking.
You know you scurried off to London in
the old suit you had borrowed—as your
togs weren't dry 7"

“Well 7"

“"Owing to the scaking it had had,
Dimsdale’s leather jacket was so siuf
that he couldn't get into it, and as the
old lady had got your things fixed up
nicely by the time he was fit to go out,
he just rigged himself up in them, and
—anil Wait a moment,” added the
inspector hastily, as Locke was about to
xpeak, “This 15 my view, and I think
vou'll agree. In the dark Dimsdale was
pounced on, chloroformed most likely,
and carried off for you; and now, his
captor finding out the mistake, 1s turn-
ing it to the best advantage he can.”

“There certainly is something in the
idea,” Locke agreed. “But whether
mistaken for myzelf or no, we must get
Dimsdale out of their hands at once.”

“And be mighty careful how we zet
about it"”

“Granted; for our friend is not one
to stick at trifles, as I discovered last
night,*

“You've
what 7

discovered—Great Scott,

e ——
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“For one thing, who tha man 1s. But
I'll let you know all about that as we
get back to town, for this news you've

brought down won't permit of a
moment's delay,"” Then, glancing at
his watch, the detective added:
“There’s a [ast up-train in fve-and-
twenty minutes; we'll catch that. You
can arrange with your chauffeur to

bring the car back, and I'll leave a
note, for Jack telling him to follow onm
as quickly as possible.”

Darting indoors, the Baker BStreet
detective hastily seribbled a note to his
young assistant, whilst Pyecroft ex-
plained the situation to the driver of
the car. So that within the space of a
fow moments Locke and Pyeecroft were
both tramping towards the station.

This was gained just as the early
morning  newspaper frain  rattled
through, and as soon as the only official
had received the bundle of daily papers
that had been fung out, Locke pur-
chased a selection,

Opening the first—an illustrated daily
—Locke started back with an exelama-
tion of surprise, for in bold type at the
head of the first page e had caught the

startling words: “Remarkable Pholo
of the Phantom Bat!” Whilst beneath
was a somewhat nmusty representation of
the weird object shown unp against a
bank of hght clouds.

Then once again Locke started, as he

gﬂl{‘t‘l more earnestly at the print.
Surely the form of the mysterious
visitant was different from when he had

encountered it? Could it be a patch of
cloud? In an instant a powerful
m&imfyiug-glasﬂ was snatched from his
pocket.

“DBy Jove, Pyecroft® he cried abk
length, “look at thie! It looks as
though the Bat was éarrying something,
and—and it's horribly ingistinct, buat
it's not unlike & human form.”

“Dimsdale !" the inspector “shouted.
“By thunder, old man, that explains
how he vanished without leaving any
trail that could be followed ! For that's
Dimnadale right enough !

(L2an’t miss the econcluding chaplers of
thiz amazing mystery story, which ap
pear in next Monday's MAGNEY. Order
your copy now, chums.)

Tne Maiexer Lisrany.—No, 925.
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