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HERE was an immediate hush as the chairman of the
Thrill Club rose to his {det and addiessed the vast
assembly.

“Gentlemen,” hea said,
our worthy friend, Mr. Beamish, fo tell you the story of
the greatest thrill in his life”

Amid & thunder of applause the chairman sat down.

“1 will now cgll upon

When I was a youngster of twenty-Gve (began Mr,
Beamish) T was helping in some geological research work in
Egypt. To be exact. I was in that arca of the Libyan
Desert known as the Fayum.

In the Favum theve is o loke ealled Birket-el-Kerim. It's
thirty miles long, but in the days of ancient Egypt it was
more like three hundred, and on its shores stood cities,
temples, and pyramids. The cities and temples are in
ruins, or have totally disappeared, but there's enough left
to keep a student of BEgyptology happy for a vouple of
lifetimes.

I had been pottering ahout these ruins, principally round
the remains of the most mysterious city of all, the ciby
called Crocodilopolis, Az you all know, the Egyptians had
s way of making certain animals sacred—the cat, the bull,
the serpent—and in this part of Egypt the crecodile 'was
venerated, looked upon s a kind of gaod.

Anothér ancient relic that fascinated me very much was
near by, and that was the prramid of Hawara., It was
said that this pyramid had bheen intendcd as the funerary
temple of Amenhemet the Third, but there was a curse
upon it, and a vast labyrinth ranning from it that had been
walled up, and which no ome had dared to explore.

Being young and wenturcsome, I had made up my mind
at having a shot to open the labyrinth, I worked for
a fortnight with pick and spade, and at last succeeded in
making a hole larpe enough to erawl through.

Walking through a tunnel which seemed never-ending, I
eventually reached ‘a cavern crowded with erocodiles, and
they were floating in shoals in the lake beneath!

I turned to go, and then stopped dead, for a pair of
bright eves wera fixed upon me, and a leah, dusky face was
wearing a.cruel sneer. The owner of the face and eyes was
standing motionless in the tunnel, and as I stood staring at
him 5 metal door sihid silently between uws, and I realised
that I could not cseape,

With the covrnpe of desperation I ran forward, my
chjeet being to find o way out of that crocedile-infested
place, but with bitter dismay I discovered only another
metal door, as immovable as the. first, at the top of a flight
of wide stepe. I was a prizoncr !

Looking about, I saw the eave was ornamented with
carvings and precions stones, while in a recess, richly
embellished, T found an cnormons crocodile, | an Image,
carvad in gold, I sarmized that thiz part of the cave was
used for some sort of crosodile-vworship, and sacrifices were
possihly made here to tihe god crocedile. 1 felt wildly
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THE THRILL CLUB!

GRIP YOUR CHAIR TIGHT, AND
READ THIS * THRILLER,”

THE GOLDEN
CROCODILE'!

Each week members of the famous ** Thrill

Club ** forgather, and many are the sensa-

tional stories they have to tell. This week,

in accordance with the rules, Mr. Beamish,

a student of Egyptology, tells of his most
thrilling experience,

cxeiled at the discovery, and chen, with & shudder,
vealised that T would mever live to make 1t known.
I sank hopelossly on to a rocky deis. I had a littde
food in my haversack, and some water, not enough
to keep me alive long, and then—those crocodiles,
hundreds and hundreds of them, all scemed to he
waiting to tenr me to picees with their voracious
Jaws !
T'ime pazsed, several houre, and I was still stretched
in a half-stupor wlong the rocky platform, when a
groan caught oy ear,
In a flash I guessed the truth, and, leaping up, T
A vimined the golden image of the crocodile. 1 suw
thut there were a number of small boles in the sides
and guessed the image to be hollow. The long flat back,
fowsd, was decorated by two protrusions. I hngered these,
and after a while a lopg panel in the back of the crocodile
hifted up.
I peered into the interior, and saw that it was a coffin,
and one wherein the living were buried !

The groans were coming from an emaciated occupant of
this ghastly prison-house, who lay stretched out as if already
dead, swathed in a blue garment, with a blue tarboosh
wownd about his head,

I pressed my water-bottle to his lips, and cven the few
drops that he managed to swallow scemed to ravive him o
little. I persisted, and gave him a tiny piece of food from
my haversack. After o while he raized himself unaided
to a sitting position, and looked at me with eyes of great
intelligence. I helped him to got out of the coffin-like
interior of the crocodile, and though he waz feeble, he
succeeded in standing up. DBy eloguent signs he conveyed
to me that a party would soon be coming to the cave, and
that the only chance we had of escaping was to wairn
crouched in {liding, nenr the door, and shp out before it
clozed on their entrance.

We crouched togother for a time in a convenient recess,
and soon, truly enough, the metal door shd aside, and a
procession of white-robed figures eame in and walked down
the wide steps. I watched them form a semicirele round
the golden crocodile, and then a number of the party, whio I
gaw were bound hand and feot, were lifted and Lurled into
the eroeodile-crammed lake beneath. There were o few car-
piercing shrieks, and the figure in the blue garment abk oy
side touched me on the arm. Together we hrried theough
the opening intoe the blinding light of the desert sun.

We raced for some diztance peross the sands, unti] my
companion tottered and fell in his tracks. T stooped down
and discovered that lie was dead. T hadn't the slightest idea
of my whereabouts or divection. On omy right was a lake,
and the dezert stretched awayv on the left. 1 looked about,
and then T raw some gestienlating figures in the direction
whenece we had come. I thev hadn't already seen me, they
soon would, for I was in white dreill, & conspicuous figure
against the skyline for many miles, 1 decided to change
my identity Picking up tle body of the dead man, [
carricd him to a clump of prickly pear-trees.  Obscured
from sight, I stripped off his !|1-]Ill,‘ zown and tarboosh, and
put them on, Then I dropped the poor devil gently into the
waters of the lahke, and, thrawing my helmet after him, I
walked slowly away.

When T re-emergod from the plantation I locked, to the
Ei‘;'ﬂﬁ af thosze secking me, & fotally different objeet. bog
though I wilked with no appearance of haste, 1 felt by
na means calpy within, No one, however, molested me, anmil
after an arducus mareh I mapaged to make my way back
to my scientific colleagues. T iold them my story, and the
next day we went to the entrance to the labyrinth together,

] but it had already been closed, and we came away,



YOUR FAVOURITE AUTHOR AT HIS BEST !

A Gripping Story of School Adventure, featuring Harry Wharton & Co.—the Cheery

Chums of Greyfriars.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Hunfing Bunter !

' UNTERIM
B K vedli
¥ Bunter I

Wharton.

Nut answer there came none.

Billy Bunter, gencrally too much in
evidence, was for once not on view,

“Bunter !"

Wharton's
Remove passage,
every study.

The captain of the Remove was look-
ing exasperated.

He was in flannel:, and had a bat
vwnder hizs arm, and was due
on Little Side, where most of
the Hemove had already
gathercd for games pr&ctlw

And he did not want te wasto
lime on Bunter.

roared  Harry

volce rang along  the
and woke echocs 1n

“Bunter!” he szhouted

again,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! ¥You

coming, Wharton?"” called out DBob
Cherry from the stairs.

“T've pot to bag that fat adiot,
Bunter.”

And Wharton shouted once more:

“Bunter! You fat freak, show up!
I'm waiting for you!l DPunter!™

But if William George Bunter was
within hearing, he was acting on_the
prineiple that silence was golden. Like
the ancient gladiator, he heard but he
heeded not.

Boly Cherry came up the Remove
etaircaso, with a cheery grin on his
ruddy face.

“T'l help you root him out,” ho said.
“He's up here mmewhum—hu wils seen
seonting up the stoirs.

" That fat frump!” growled Wharton,

It was cﬂmpulsﬂrv practice that after-
noon and Bunter had to turn up with
the rest of the Form. Bunter’s excuses

for m:-ﬂgl.ug games practice were many
and wvariows, and often he got away
with them.  This time his excuses had
failed him, and he had apparently
adopted the plan of keeping out of
sight. Which was intensely annoying to
o junior cricket captain who had to get
on with his job.

“I can’t let him slide!™ grunted Whar.-
ton. - © Wingate jawed me last time lor
letting him off because he said he had a
headache, and the time before becauso
he said ha had a toothache, There'll be
an yvow if he's lot off ng’:m The fat
freak’s hiding zomewhere.”

“We'll root him out!” said Dol
cheerily.

“Look in his study Arst.”

SCHOOLBOY SON OF MILLIONAIRE

KIDNAPPED !

30,000 DOLLARS RANSOM DEMANDED!

The two juniors hurried along Lo Study

o, 7 in the Remove. Bob Cherry
hurled the study door opon with a
crash,

“Hallo, halle, hallo!"™ he roared.
“Are vou here, Bunter?”

No anzwer.

The study appearcd to be empty

when Wharton glanced round it He
Bavie an ¢xas praked crant,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's this®"
cxclaimed Baob.

e picked up a paper that lay on the
table—a sheet of impot paper, on which
4 message wns written.

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Tolx. *Thatse
for you, old bean!” .

Wharton looked at the paper; and in
spite of hiz annoyance, he grinned. Lt

wag in the sprawling bhand, and the
remarkable orthography, of William
Georpe Bunter: whose writing and

By FRANK RICHARDS.

whose
in tha

“Beer Wharlon=I'm
sorry I con't ploy too-day. The fackt
12, £ think I can help to puit old
(frimes on the trakk of Fishy, and
I"m gorn to the mpoaleece-stasfiun Lo
speek to Inspektor Grimes about i,

“W. ;. DBusTER”

Bﬁeiliug were like unto no others
emove.

Fritefully

“The fat foorling freak!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton.

Dol Cherry chuckled.
“The 1k i1sn't dry on 1M he
remarked.

And Wharton chuckled, too.

It was more than a weck since Fisher
T. Fish, the American junior
in the Remove, had been kid-
napped.

In soms place unknown,
Fishy was held a prisoner;
while Barney McCann was
demanding 2 ransom from
Mr. Hiram K. TFish, of New
York, for his ralenst:

The Remove fellows, of couree, wera
sorey for Fishy; though it could not be
sald that they misscd his company very
much.

Lvery fellow at Greviriars, in fact,
could bear the loss of Fisher ', Fish's
company, with a great deal of Fﬁrhtudu‘:

atill, they naturally felt rather con-
cerned about him: and no doubt Billy
Bunter considered that that message
would seo him safely through.

Unfortunately for William George
Bunter, the mll: was still wet on his
nissive, and it showed that Bunter had
been very recently in the study.

So recently, indecd, that the twa
juniors had no doubt that he was still
thers !

Bob Cherry glaneed round.

The study armchaic had been backed
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up into a corner of the room.  Bob
-.:l‘i)lmklﬂd ns he noted that fact

o had no doubt that Billy Bunter
was squatted in the corper, sereened by
the big chair.

Wharton noted the same thing et the la

same time; and made a stride towards
the corner.

“Hold on!” szaid Bob, cetching his
arm.

A ‘vhﬂh r ) ]

“Bunter isn't here,” seid Bob, in &

lond voice. “There's nobody 1n the
study.” . o
A fat face, behind the big chair, was

irradiated by a fat dgrim But Billy
Bunter made no sound. He waited for
the beasts to go.

Bob Cherry stepped th the fender, and
picked up Peter Todd's kettle. It was
half-full of water.

Wharton grinned.

Bob stepped quietly towards the arm-
chair. Ela placed & knee an it, an
reached over the high back, kettle in
P e he tilted the kett

i i e kettle,

A gtream of water fowed from the
spout; and there was s eudden fearful
vell from the corner.

“Yooooooggggeghh 17

The stream fowed on.

0w Doooogh | Gug-gug-gug !
Yoooooch ! velled Billy Bunter.

“Ha, hoa, ba!® ; . _

Up from the corner, like a jack-in-the-
" box, leaped Bill Bunter, with water
streaming over his bullet head and
down his neck. As the kettle was just
over him, Bunter would have been wall-
advised to rise more cautiously. Still,
in the circumstances, 1t was natural that
he should jump. He jumped up, and
thero was & crash as his bullet head met
the kettle and knocked it from Bob's
hand. There was another crash as the
kettle landed in the cormer.

“Yaroogh!” roared Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Ow! Wow! My napperl Wowl!
Beast 1

i HE-, ha. ]"IB.- !:u-

“You—you—you—you—"  stuttered

Bunter, 83 he rubbed his damaged head
with one hand, and gouged water out of
his eyes with the other. *¥You—you—
vou awful beasts! You knew I was there
all the time !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Come on, fatty,” said Harvy Whar-
ton.

“Peast! I can't come now,” howled
Bunter. “I'm drenched—"

“Well, you've pgot to change for
pricket———="

“] mean, I'm injured! My head’s
cracked-—"

“That's all ri}ghb—yuu’w'} always been
cracked,” s2aid Bob.

“Beast! My brain’s froctured!”
howled Bunter. **I can feel concussion
coming on 1”

“You'll feel concuszion, if I have to
uge this bat on vou,” said Harry. “Get
a move on, fathead I

“8Bhan’t 1" roared Bunter. I can't
ﬁl‘{a}' crichet when I'm terribly injured.

¥ brain’s concussed——"

“Oh, my hat!"

“T'm  nearly

/ 1 stunned—practically
senze | ogg—

“MNot practically,” said Bob. “Qute
zenseless—as per usual!  Can’t wou
really get 4 move on??

“MNa "' howied Bunter. )

“Think you could if I gave you a dig
with this bat? Try?”

“Yarooogh " roarsed Bunter., He
moved with almost startling suddenness
ags hoe received a dig from the cricket
bat.

“Good 1" said Bob. “That's turned
out all right! Try again ("
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d Johnny Bull,

“Yow-ow-ow 't

Billy Bunter made a jump irom the
study. Ancther dig sent him scudding
down the Remove passaie to the stairs

Wharton and Bob Cherry followed,

ughing. .

But w?han they reached the changing-
room Billy Bunter had vanizhed, For
once, Bunter's movements had resembled
those of the hare rather than those of
the tortoise. lie had disappeared into

] 2

" Bunter 1" shouted Wharton,

“ Bunter 1" roared Bob Cherry.

" Why, I—I—T'Il—'*" gasped the
captain of the Remove. * Look here,
we've gobt to find him! Wingate will
lick the fat idiot if he doesn’t turn up.
Bunter 1"

“Bunter | Bunter! Bunty! Bung!”
roared Bob, o
For five minutes the two junmiors

sought the vanished Owl of the Remove,
Frank Nugent, and
Hurreo Jumset Ram Singh came along
to help. Bt they sought him in vain.
Bunter had already disa red az COm-
pletely as Wisher T, Fish. And as it
was already late for games practice
Har harton gave it wp at last, and
the ehums of the Remove proceeded to
Little Bide without Bunter,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

A Disiressing Situation 1

ILLY BUNTER grinned.

B From o Igh, mullioned
window he had & view of Harr
Wharton & Ceo. as they walke

away fo the cricket Beld.

Bunter had found sufet{;

He was in the library., Nobody wouald
have thought of lecking for Bunter
thore. It was not by any means a
favourite haunt of his. The ﬁbrarr con-
tained n-:ﬁthinf; that apFe:a.leﬂ to Bunter,
except several very soft and very deep
casy-chairs. Muach would Bunter have

referred to take refuge in the tuckshop.

n the tuckshop there were many things
that appealed to him.

But in the tuckshop he would have
been found and shepherded off to games
E-ractice, while in the library he was safe
rom that dread infliction.

Bunter really did not feel up to
ericket that afterngon. Had he done so
it would have been rather unusuwal; for
Bunter never did feel up to cricket. He
never felk up #o anything that required
exertion. .

On this special afternoon it was, In
Bunter's opimnion, tas het for ericket.
On the last ocoasion it hod been too eold.
It was alwayz too something-or-other
for Bunter to exert himself.

It was truc that if Wharton reported
hiz absenecs he would get a ]ic.kinTg from
the captain of the schosl. But Wharton
weuldn't report kim, very likely ; it was
naturally & repugnant sort of duty.
Wingate would perhaps miss him if he
looked on at the junior games pracfice,
in which casze DBuanter certainly would
be called on the carpet. 5till, he would
bo able to tell Wingate o tale of severe
internal pains, or blinding headache, or
throbbing toothache, or szomething in
that line. Bunter's fertile fance in such
matters was never shackled by any
undoe rngnrd for lacts,

The chief thing was io keep out of
sipht till games practice was over.
PFunter was prenared to trust to luck for
tha rest.

A couple of hours in n soft, deep chair,
sucking 1he avisced-balls from the
packet he had with him, scemed rather
attractive. Bunter accordivgly sat down
in & very comfortable chair and filled
]I:isﬂlarge mouth to capaeity with aniseed-

&B1E3,

‘with anisead-

THE MAGNET

I this wasn't better than fagging
sbout after a beastly leather ball in
beastly hot sun Bunter did not know
what was

He waa cosy and comfortable, and
gradusally Slling up his interior af_mm

ls. Fellows who liked
ericket better than that could play
cricket—and ba blowed to them,

Of course, there were drawbacks to
this arrangement; for there iz nothing
absolutely satisf under the sun,
For instance, Lower Fourth juniors werae
nogt allowed to frowst in the library;
they wers not even supposed to enter

it except at specified times, and with the
special perpmsmon of their Form
ﬂ]ﬂﬂf&rﬂ!

Only the great and glorious Sixth had
the right to walk in and out of the
hhra_.ri.r just as the spirit moved them,
Still, the risk was not great, The
librarian, Bunter knew, had gone out
for a walk with Mr. Prout, so he was
not likely to butt in. The First Eleven
were playing s matoh, so few of the
Sixth were about. Mr. Quelch, master
of the Remove, was in his study—or had
been in his study a short time ago. Only
the Head, in fact, was at all likely to
come to the library that afternoon—and
Bunter hoped that he wouldn't. Ewen
if he did, probably be would only eome
for a book, and most likely would
out agmin without seein unter, w
was deep in a bij;, high-backed chair
near & window and quite invisible frem
the greater part of the long, lofty apart-
ment.

Easy in his mind and easy in his
chair, the Owl of the Remﬂg settled
down in fat comfort.
 Bunlight fell brightly in at the mul-
lioned windows. Distant sounds floated

from the playing fields. Bunter
Emﬁ'cllad through his bag of aniseed-
alls.

He felt ha.]upy and sticky and
contented, and he leaned his head back
on the soft leather and nodded. Having
nothing more to eat, & nap was indi-
cated. With his head resting on soft,
E:.dded leather, his feet on a hassock,

13 eyes shut bebind his big spectacles,
and his mouth open, Bunter slid into
balmy slumber.

And just as he slid, the door opened
and startled him; his mouth shut, and
his eves opened,

* Beast " murmured Bunter under his
breath.

He did not know who had entersd
the library; but whoever it was, he wag
evidently a beast, for he had disturbed
Bunter.

Bunter did not rise,

Had ho risen ha would have been
visible to whomsoever had entered the
library. He sat fight and hoped the
beast would go.

But the beast did not go.

Bunter heard o shifting of hooks, and
them the cresk of a chair. The un-
known beast had sat down at a writing-
table.

“Oh erikey "’ murmured Bunter.

He felt bitterly that this was just his
luck. Ho had selected the dusky eld
library as the safest hiding-place while
gomes practies was on.  And some beost
was bound to come and settle down
there. _

Bunter remained where he was, The
beast was bound to go sooner or later;
and Bunter was in ne hurry, after all.
And he was auite safe from observation
where he sat.

After a time tha fat junier ventured
to peep round the armehair. He had »
glimpse of & majestic fipure at the
writing-table a few yards away. Hia
head popped back again like thai of a
tortoise into its shell.

“Oh erikey 1 It's the Head 1" breathed
Bunter,



EVERY SATURDAY

It was Dr. Locke! And
he showed no sign of
moving| Three or four
volumes lay on the table
round him, and he waa
writing. Evidently he
was busy on some learncd
bosh.

iiﬂ-w-!

Half an hour passed
away, and the Head was
gtill writing, with inter-
vals for reflection, Then
tho library door opened

again,

“Ah! Come in, my
dear Quelch!” said the
Head i a very cordial
tone.

Bunter ecould  have
groaned.

As if it wasn't bad

enough for the Head to
plant himself in  the
{ibrary while Bunter was
there, his own Form
master had to come and
join him !

%I am finding a little
time this afterncon for my
tagk, Queleh,” said the
Head. “I have every hope
that 1n a few years more
my edition of * Sophocles *
will be ready for the
Fress. I cannot help think-
ing that in certain respects
it will excel previous
editions.”

“Perhaps I should not /
have interrupted you,
gir,” =zaid Ml:. Quelch.
“But you desired to hear
Inspum!:j:rr Grimes' report
D re—

“Oht Yes! uite sol" said Dr.
Locke in o very d%hrent tono.  Inspee-
tor Grimes, evidently, did not interest
bim s0 much &5 Sophocles. “Has Mr.
Grimes zm%r news of the missing boy *"

“None, I am sorry to say.”

“Deoar me! This is very distressing,
Mr. Queleh,” said the Hoad, with a
gigh. *“'It is vory distressing indced."

" Very, sir,” srid the Remove master,
“Mr. Grimes roports that all that is in
the power of tho polics is being done,
but there seems to be absolutely no clue
to the whercabouts of the boy Fish. Tt
appears beyond doubt that he was taken
away in a fast ear, probably to a very
great distance from Greyfriars. Really
it is n very diffienlt tnsk for the police.”

“Quite =0l said the Hehd., "It ia
very disfressing! Of course, we need
havo no fears for the boy's actual safety.
The object of these unecrupulous persons
is not to harm him, but to cxtort o
ransom from his father”

“That is zo, sir! Fish will suffer no
hurtl But—""

“But it is very distressing,” said the
Head, “1 felt bound to inform MMr.
Fish by cable, and his roply was some-
what curt. Yet 1 fail to sea what
greater precautions wo could have
taken for the boy's safeby, Mr. Quelch.
Mr. Fish does not scem to understand
that we arc quite nnaccustomed here to
the mothods of American eriminals.
His cablo stated that a lottor was fol.
lowing; and I fear that hisz letter may
contnin acrimoniong cxpressions. IR s
very unfortunate.”

Tap!

Billy Bunter felt like groaning
apain as he hecard that tap on the
door. e bopan to wonder whethor oll
Greyiriars was going to gather in the
library that afternoon just becnuse he
had taken refuge there from gomes
practice.

“QCotne in!" said the Head.

Az Boh Cherry filied the kettle at the
hack of fthe armchalr, thete was a
sudden fearful yell from Billy Bunter.
Gug-gug-gug !

Yooooch ! ¥

i
It was Lrotter, the page, who
entared. He brought in letters on &
tray.

* Ah, thank you, Trotter!” said Dr.
Locke,

The door clesed on the Iouse page.

“One moment, my dear Quelen,™ said
tho Head, as the Bemove master miade
o movement to go, “One of these
lettors hus an American postmark; and
I have no doubt it is from Iish's
father. Pray sit down, and perhaps
you can give me some counsel in the
matter. fear very much that BIr.
Fish will be somewhat acrimonious.™

“Very good, sir.”

Mr., Quelch sat down. and the Head
opened the letter from Hiram K. Fish.

hera was sileneo for some momments,
and then Billy Bunter heard De. Locko
utter an ejaculation.

** Goodness gracious! Upon my word !
Ridiculons !

— — —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Hide-and-Seek with the Head !

i IDICULOUS ™
R Head.

“ My dear sir—" said Mr.
Guelch.

repeated  the

“Absurd 1" said Dr. Tocke.  “Mlr.
Fish is utterly unreasenable.  Ile i1s
naturally anmoyed and anxionz; but

this—— Really—roally———

Billy Bunter listoned with all his
oors.

Ho lr.m%( ns the two maestora did not
dizcover him there, Bunter was fecling
that he was rother in luck.

Ag this affair did not concern hin an
the very least, the Owl of the Remove
was noturally deceply iuterested in it

“Listen to this, my decar Quelch!™
exclaimed the Head in agitated tones.
" Listen to this, and give me your

1 om sure you will agres

epinion | am sure
with me that it is ridiculouns.” .

“1 have little doubt of it, sir|” said
tho Remove master.

the Head
tho epistle

And
aloud

Pish:

“Dear Dr, Locke,—As stuled in my
eable, I held you rerponsilie for my
son. [ eabled you o warning fo kee
tube on him beecause Burney MeCoann'a
bunch had got after him, That put
wp 1o you, §Hr.

“Now I hear Jrom yvou that Barnew
gob into the school, muking owt he
wus @ defective sent by me from New
Yark to watch over Fisher, You [ell
for Ehis, sir, amd I guess il's your
funeral.

“If wour Dritish ifee ean ged
Fraher back from that buneh, twell and
good. If they can't, and I guess theu
surcly can't, iz up Lo you.

“Poeeg kad a messane from Barney
already, asking thirly  thousand
dollurg ransem for Fisher. I gueas
lve answercd Lim to deal with you.
The boy was in wvour charge. If he
cun't be pot back from that buneh
without paying ransom, 'z you for
the runsgom. 1 calealate that the
whole responstbhility iz on your shoul-
dera; and, az g reazonable man, you
ceit’ b expect to pul iF on o mine.

“You'll hear from PBarney; and T
puess you wané fo make ferme with
fim., T leave it fo pouw. Alaybe
gouw're nol well up in the low; bul
any solicitor will tell you a school
master's rezpongibilitics.

“To gi:-u:: it short, youw've lomt the
hoy, and you've got to get him back.
£f it ecosts you money, that's your
funeral, not ming,

“Yours truly,
“Higax K. Fian.'
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procecded to read
from Hiram K.
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The Head’s voice was quite agitated
83 he read out that epistle. Mr.
Quelch listoned with a frowning brow.

This view, perhaps, was the one that
Mr. Hiram E Fish might have been
expected to take. No doubt he was
snxious for tho missi heir of the
Fish dollars; but business considera-
tions came first. ]

“ A most acrimonious letter!” said
the Head. “A most unreasonable
letter ! A—a ridiculous letter, Mr.
Quelch! Does Mr. Fish imagine, for
one moment, that—that I ecan deal
with a criminal—that 1 can negoliate
with a lawless rascal—that—that—
The Head broke off. “ Absurd |
Ridieulous ("

“1 doubt whetner t’!m police wcru].d

rmit such negotiations, sir|" said
Mr. Quelch. “It would, 1 believe, be
called compounding s felony. Buch a
ransom would have to be paid surrep-
titiously, by a secret agreement. That,
1 believe, 15 the course followed in the
United BStates, where haqpenm*ga like
these are not uncommion,”

“ Bless roy soull” said the Head.

“The position iz awkward, sir. But
wo must hope that the polico will suc-
gocd in tracng Fish.”

“ But if not—" said the Head.

Mr. Quelch made no reply to that.

Undoubtedly the ition  was an
awkward one. It could not be denied
that Fisher T. Fish had been in the
charge of his schoolmaster, who was
responsible for his safety.

Certainly, a schoolmaster could not
be expected to be equel to the cunning
wiles of an American crook. Dr. Locke
had never had dealings with a
character like Barney MeCann: and

Barney had quite & bewildering effect
on the old gentleman.

L

i

Still, that did not relieve him of
responsibility. It waa quite a distress-
ing situation. )

It would have heoon judicious,” said
the Head at last, *“to request Mr. Fish
to remove his son for a time from the
school, when he became the obhject of
the—the  machinations of  theze
rascala,"

“ Undoubtedly I seid Mr. Quelch.

“In fact, I gave a hint to that
effect,” said the Head. *“But Mr.
Fish did not seem to think of it. I=—
I hope and trust that the police will
sueceed in finding the boy”

“As for the suggestion that you
should negotiate with these rogues, and
pay the demanded ransom, I agree
with you that it is ridiculous, sir,” said
the TRemove master, “The sum
involved, moreover, 13 enormous_—no
less than six thousand pounds. _This
may be a small sum ‘to Mr. Fish;
but we have not all cornered pork!”
said Mr. Queleh, with a touch of
satire.

“Quite s0,” smid the Tlead. "It
appears to be Mr. Fish’s recent ver
remarkable fnencial operations whic
have caused the whole trouble. Trom
what have heard, Mr. Quelch, it
appeara that Mr. Fish has obtained
control of some foodstuff in his own
remarkable country, is making
large sums of money by raiming the
price of this commodity. This, I learn,
15 o Jegal iransaction; but from a
moral point of '.riew,‘ Mr. Quelch—"

Dr, e shook his head.

“From o moral point of view, air, I
see little to choose between Mr., Fish's
methods and those of Barney MceCann,™

“Btrictly between ourselves, sir, I
subseribe to that view,” said the Head.
“Really, Mr. Iish could spare the sum
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required, from—from what I really can

o0 %regard as his loot. However—*"
* However—" zaid Mr. Quelch.

; . "rgﬂh must hope that the boy will be
ourd."

Mr. Quelch left the library, snd the
Head reverted to Bophocles. Bophocles,
however, seemed to have lost his
savour, as 1t were; Mr. Fishis letter
worried the Head cienp]y. The kidnap-
ﬁmg of Fisher T. Fizsh had worried

im already; sod Hiram K.'s letter
put the Lid on.

Dr. Locke laid down his pen; and
began to pace tha library.

He paced it from the door to the wine
dow, to and fro. Unfortunately, the
window that was tho objective of the
Head's peregrinations was the window
where Billy Bunter sat decp in the big
chair,

Iliun]:er Ttdre:fi:ihiud_. i . ; :

€ heard the swishing and rustling o
the Head's gown, as he paced d It
agpgruached the high back of Bunter's
¢hair—and he caught his breath.

Then the Head turned, and paced
back, and Bunter breathod again.

*0Oh erumba!™ murmured Bunter.

To and fro paced the agitated head-
master.  Eacrh tims he turned back
when he reached Bunter’s chair, without
passing 1.  Each time he came within

an ace of spotting Bunter; but so far
he had not spotted him. !

The Owl of the Remove fairly
palpitated.

Every time the footsteps approached
his fat heart was in bis mouth. Every
time they retreated he had a new lease
of life, as it were.

Bunter wondered savagely how |
the Beak was going tu&_gm{mu up m
down the room. Any minute he might
extend the length of his peregrinntiom,
pass the big chair, and when he turned,
infallibly spot the fat junior in it.

It was really awiul for Bunter, alter-

nating every minute between hope and
fear.

He very nearly squesked aloud when
the Head, ot last, passed the big chair
and continued on ki way as far as the
window.

Bunter had a view of his back; and
gazed at it as if it had been the face of
a Gorgon instead of the back of a school-
master.

When the Head turned—

Bunter whip&}ed out of the chair,
circumnavigated it, and erouched down
behind the high baek, trembling.
bﬂ’g}l;m Head turned, and came pacing

Bunter crouched and shuddered.

But the Head passed on unseeing;
and Bunter breathed once more. Clnwar:;
went the headmaster on his journey
towards the door,

Bunter whipped round the big chair
again while s back was furned.

When the Head reversed, at the door
and came pacing back, Dunter was
crouching in the chair agnin, which
faced the window; and the Head
him once more and reached the window.

Again the fat junior whipped round
behind the chair; breathless with terror
and excitement, and with the perspira-
tion streaming down his fat face.

This game of hide-and-seek with the
headmaster was telling on  Bunter's
nerves. e wished from the bottom of
his fat heart that he hadn't dodged
cricket practice that afternoon. Crickes
wis hetter than this!

Fortunately, this time the Head
stopped at the window, and stood gazing
out inte the sunny quadrangle.

Bunter waited for him to tura—bub
ho did not turn.

He waited a full minute; but still the
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Head stood at the window, and gazed
into the guad.

Apparently he was s fixture there.

Bunter blinked round at the door.
he could asteal on tiptos to the door
sud bunk, while the Head's back waa
turned to him—

O the other hand, suppose the Head
turned just as he wans bunkingl It
depended on whether the Head con-
tinued to admire the heauties of Nature,
or whether he resumed his uneasy pacing
to and fro. And Bunter, of course,
could not guess which ha was going to

Another minnte passed! Still the
Head's majestic back was toroed; still
he gazed out into the quad.

Bunter resolved to risk it

On tiptoe, suppressing his breathing,
the fat junior stole towards the door,
Having quitted cover, he was now In
full view if the Head turned. His fat
heart beat in jumps.

He drew nearer and ncarer to the
door. Still the Head wos motionless.
Ho reached the door, almost suffocating
with suppressed terror and excitement.
He turncd the handle. He drew the
door open.  Cautious as he was, there
was g sound.

The Head glanced round.

At the same moment, Bunter whipped
round the door to the eafe side. He left
it open and scooted.

"Wheo iz there?” called out the Head.

Buntor did not answer that cuestion.
Ha was doing the passage at about
70 m.p.h. .

Dr. Locke gazed at the open door In
BUT L 2E.

“PBless my soul!” he ejaculated,

He crozsed to the door and glanced
ont. Had he hurried, he would have
been in time to see a fat figure, in hot
haste, turning a distant corner. DBut he
did not hurry; he crossed the library
with the slow and stately motion of @
Spanish galleon. So when he glanced
out of the doorway, Bunter had vanished.

“ Rless my soul 1 repeated the Head,
much puzzled. i

It was quite perplexing. Someone,
apparently, had come and opened the
door and scuttled away unseen. It was
impossibla to surmise that anybody was
“larking * with s0 majestic o personage
as a headmaster. So the Head had to
give it up as an inspluble mystery.

And Dunter, having reached safety,
sat down and gasped, ahd gasped, and
gasped, and mopped the perspiration
from hig fat brow, still shuddering from
the narrowness of his ¢scape.

—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Tea In Siudy No. 11

figr SAY, vou fellows|™
E “You fat villain!™
“(Oh, really, Wharton—"
“You've got to go to Wingate,"
gaid the captain of the Remove. "It
'l.'.rii%_l niean six, and serva you jolly well
right. .
“The rightfulness will be terrific, my
asteemed [rowsting Dunter,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Eam Singh.

Harry Wharton & Co. had come in to
tea after games practice.  Until then,
they had scen nothing of Billy Bunter.
But they were not surprised to see him
then, TBunter had been in hiding; but
had he been hiding {from a war-party of
Red Indians, a meal-time would have
drawn him out of cover.

The Famous Five of the Remove were
sitting ‘dewn to teo in Study Ne, 1 when
a fat face and & pair of spectacles glim.
meved i

Bunter rolled into the study.

“I say, wou fellows, Todidy's gone

out to tea,” he said. “You know what
Toddy is—when he goes out Yo tea he
never thinks of a fellow! There's
nothing in my study. If you'd like me
to ten with you——=~>

“Buzz off, you fat Ay 1"

*“He, he, he!” said Bonter, teking
that remark as a jgke. “L say, you
fellows, that looks a decent cake.” He
drew a chair to tha table.

“Vou'd better go and see Wingate,”
zaid Haorry., “You won't want to sit
down to tea whon he's done with you”

“Then T°d hetter have tes first,” anid
Bunter, “Thosa poached ecggs look
rather nice., Five—six—seven! Good[”
Buntor reached for the dish of poached
eggs. “Leave some of tho eake for me.”

And Dunter turned the poached eggs
on to his plate.

“You fat cormorant!” gasped Bob
Cherry.

“ Ok, really, Cherry—-="
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Wharton reached for Bunter's plate,
and captured it in timo. Bunter blinked
at him in surprized indignution.

“Look here, old chap, don't bo
greedy!”  he  exclaimed, “ Seven
poached eggs ain't much for & hungry
follow. I suppose you want to feed @
follow when you ask him to tea.”

Wharton, without replying, placed an
eEg on cach plate. Billy Bunter gave a
snort,

“That leaver only twe for me!™ ho
grunted.  “You fellows always were
rather greedy. OGreediness is a thing I
never could stend. It's bad form, if
you don’t mind my mentioning it.”

“1Ci1] him, somebody,” said TFrank
MNugent.

“{h, never mind,” said Bunter loftily,
“71 can fill up on cake. Ji's not much 1
ont, as you know."”

And Duntor dispozed of two poached
ege: us if they had been oysters, and
startod on the cake.

“I say, vou fellows,” he said, with his
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moath full.  “Did that beast Wingata
really mies me ot games ractice "

“Yes; and vouve got to go to
study.”

“Didnt wou tell him I wag ilI3"
demanded Bunter indignantly.

Harry Wharton ln.ugl‘;i‘lud.

“¥ou can tell him your whoppers your-
self,” he mnswered. “He may believe
ﬁm‘; He deesn’t know you so well as we

0.
“Bﬂﬂﬁt-t”

Bunter gobbled cake.

“I say, you fellows, it's rather rotten
for the Beak!" he said, _“0ld Fish
is going te bring =an action against
him."

“* Wha-a-t "

“Fe makes out that it's the Head's
fault that those kidnappers got hold of
Fishy!” 2aid Bunter., “He's going to
prosecute,

*You fat chum

his

“Horrid for him, fan't #?" eaid
Bunter, still gobbling. “I suppose the
Head will get a writ, or something. Old

Fish i8 in a frightiul rege with him.
Called him sll sorts of names.”

“And the Head told you aboug it?"
asked Johnny Bull sarcastically. =

“As a matter of fact, 1“3 did,”
angwoered Bunter, *“He was consulting
with Quelch, and I was present.”

“You were present when the Head
consulted with Quelch?” exclaimed
Havry Wharton.

C“¥es,  Any more tea in the pot? The
Head read old Fish's letter out to us”

“ He read it outf”

“Yes: to Quclch and me. 0Old Fish
used awful langusge—language I
shouldn't cara to repeat. He's going to
prosucuty the Head, snd get damages
out of him. TUnless Fishy iz found out
at once he's going to apply for a
warrant 1" said Bunter.

“You fat 1diot!"

“0Oh, really, Wharton! I suppose [
ought to know what was in old Fish's
letter, when the Head read it out to
Queleh, and I heard every word—l1
mean be read it ont to Quelch and me.
Ho asked Quelch what he had better do
about it, and Quelch was Aummoxed—
hadn't & thing to suggest, Then ha
turned to me——"

“He—he turned to you?” gasped
Wharton. )

“Ves, and said: * What would you
advise, Bunter? * Just like that!"™

“0Oh crumbs!"”

“1 did what I could to soothe him.
He was frightfully upset,” snid Bunter,
“¥ think I comforted him, though, He
seemed calmor when 1 left.’”!  PBunter
blinked rtound the table through his
big spectacles, ‘“Any more cake!”

“MNo, you cormorant.”

“ Anything in the cupboard?”

“ Lotz of things in tho cupboard, if
vou'd like to eat them."

“Good! Il get them out, old
fellow!® Bunter rolled to the study
cupboard, and blinked into it. “I suy,
Wharton, where is 17 T can't see any
grub here.'

“¥ nover said there was any grub.
There's lots of things if you'd like to
ecat them—a tennis-racket, and a pair of

slippers, and Nugent's old football
boots. ™

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

i Bﬂastll‘l

Billy DBunter turned away from the
cupbeard.  There were, indead, o lot

of things there ; but even Bunter did not
want to cat thom.

“yWell, I'd better clear!”” he said.
“Tf that’s what you call o feed, you
follows, I can only say that you're
frightinlly mean. I wonder whether

Tie Maicxer Lienany.—No. 1,165
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Mauly's had his tea yet. Sorry I can't
stop arny longer, you men—I've got to
gpeek to a fellow.™

“Don't forget to call on Wingate!”
shouted Wharton, sa the Owl of the
Remove rolled out of the eiudy.

“¥ah!"

Billy Bunter departed; but he did
not depart in the direction of the
Groyiriars captain’s study. It was tea-
time; and one tea was not much to a
fellow like Bunter. He rolled away
to Lord Mauleverer's study, like o lion
seoking what he might devour,

“What has that fat idiot got hold of

now ™ asked Bob. “Has he been
listening to the Head talking io
Quelch 7

4 Looks like it!"" said Harry. 1
gshouldn't wonder if old Fish iz cutting
up rusty., 1 suppose the Head's re-
sponsible for Fishy."

*All the old scout's fault for corner-
ing pork!” said Nugent, “Ii he
wasn't bepging other pecople’s deollars,
Barney MeCann wouldn't have bagged
Fishy."

"I don't suppose old Fish looks at 1t
like that!” seid Wharton, laughing.
“It's rather rotten for thoa Hoead.
Fishy's been gone well over a week
now : and the police haven't found him.
Qld Fish will make a fearful fuss if he
has to pay thirty thousand dollars out
of the milliona he's purloined from the
American publie.™

“If tho Head asked us to help—1*
remarked Bob Cherry thoughtfully.

“Trs ! ejaculated Nugent,

“1 don’'t mean he’s ikﬂ{
Bob, with a grin. “But
quite willing to take off
from schaol.™

“Go hon!”

*And go fishing for Fish 1" said Bob.
“After all, we're Scouts—and jolly good
8couta. The Head might do worse than
leave it fo us"

“The mightfulness iz  terrifiet”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 suppose a fellow couldn't wery
well au?gcst it to him ! paid Bob. “But
these headmasters think the_;l.r know
better than the Lower Fourth.'

Vernon-B8mith looked into the study.

“Bunter here!” ho asked,

“Ha was—but i=n't!* said Harry.
“But if you want him to tea he'll turn
up all right. He's had only one tea
a0 far.™

“I jolly well don't!” answered the
Bounder. * Wingate wants him—and
?pb to tea, I fancy. I've got to find
1im."

“Iook in Mauly's study—or
study where there’s grub going.”

“Blow him!” said the Bounder: and
ha wemt up the Remove passage in
search of Bunter.

Evidently he found him; for a few
minutes later Bunter's voice was heard
1 bthe passage, raised in protest.

“Leggo, you beast! I'mm not going!l
I dare say Wingate will forget all about
it if he's given time. Leggo, Smithy !
I'll jolly well hack your shins if you
don't leggo!"

“You fat idiot, vou'ro to go lo the
prefects’ room at oneo.™

“Well, I jolly well won't! Yaroooh!

to,” said
should bo
g few weeks

any

Leave off kicking me, you beast! 1'm
gomng, ain't I yelled Bunter. “Iif
you kick me again, you rotter!

Yarooooh !
And Bunter went,
Tue Macxer Liranr.—No. 1,165,

THE FIFTH CHAYTER.
Nice for the Head !

r INGATE of tho Sixth was in
the ects’ room, when o
doleful and dismal Bunter
arrived thero, There were a
good many of tht Sixth in the room
after tea; for although it belonged
specially to the prefects, any prefect
could bestow the freedom of it on hiz
friends ; so thoro were few of the Sixth
who did not foregather there. Billy
Bunter blinked in at the doorway, at
more than a dezen of the greab men
of the Sixth Form, who were mostly
dizscussing the erieket of the aftornoon.
Wingate was talking to Gwynne and
MWaorth; and altheugh he was evidehtly
not thinking of FBunter the ashplant
under ms arm showed that he was ready
for him. Dunter rolled dismally in,
and some of the senlors glanced at him;
and Wingate locked round.

" Oh, van!"' said Wingate. “You cut

ames practice again to-day, Bunter!

end over that chairi”

“1—1 say, Wingate—7"

" Buek up ™ said Wingate.

“But—but, I say, I—I really couldn’t
play this afternoom, Wingato!” urged
Bunter. “Generally I'm  frightfully
keen on cricket, a3 any men in the He-
move will tell you; but—>

Wingate, ashplant in band, paused.
“¥ou can make any excuses you
like,"” he said. “Dut buck up—— I'veo
got to give you six, yon know™

“I was ill " said Bunter pathetically.
“T was just going to change for ericket
when I felt a fearful pain.”™

“¥You'il feel another in a minute,”
said Wingate genially., *Is that all?”

"Nunno! I—I was—was—— I mean
I—" Bunter eudgelled his fat brain
for a better excuse than illness, which,
indeed, he had worn threadbare that
term. “The—the fact i3, Wingate, I—I
was worried about the Head.™

“What 1" gasped Wingate.

Every man in the room turned his
head to lovk at Bunter now. TFor a
Lower Fourth junior to state that he
was concerned about the headmaster
was something guite new,

“¥ou geo, the Beak being up against
it,” said Bunter. *I—I was—was so
sympathetic, you kmow—1I felt I couldn’t
put my mind into cricket, keen as I am
on the game,™

“Do you mean the Head’s fallen ill,
or what!” asked the astonished captain
of Greyiriars,

“0h, no! 1 mean about old Fish
threatenming him."

“Wha-a-at?”

“Is the kid potly 1"’ asked Loder.

“Bounds bhke b =said Wingate,
“* Anvhow, we don't want to hear his
drivel. Bend over, Dunter.”

“¥on see, I—I saw him, guite broken
down,"” said Bunter. “0ld Fish is
threatening to prosecute him if he
doesn't pet young Fish baclk—in fack, I
gathered that &IE’H applying for a
warrant for the Head's arrest.”

“¥o gods ! said Gwynne.

“Or something of the sort,” added
Bunter hastily.  “ Anyhow, he wroto
the Head a fearfully abusive letter, and
threatencd him, and—and in the oir-
cumstances, I felt so awfully sorry
that—that—that I forgot all about
games practice, Wingate.”

Wingate gazed at him,

Bunter's cxepse for cutting games
practice was, thiz time, novel, and it
secined to have taken the Greyviriars
captain’s breath away.

“Ho—so that's how
Bunter, encopraged
sileneo, “C-g-can

1t was,” z2aid
by Wingate's
zo now, Wingate §
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“Ne! roared Wingate. “You young
rascal, how do you know anything
about any letter ii'r. Fish may have
written to the Head 7

“Oh! I—1—J— 1 mean—— I—I
heard the Beak reading it out to Quelch
—quite by geeident,”

“Well, on my word!”’ gasped Win-
gate.

“This is gettin' amusin’,” grinned
Loder of the Sixth, “T1he H would
be pleased to know that he'd taken
Bunter of the Remove into his con-
fidence,™

“You young rogue ! exclaimed Win-
gate. " You dared to hsten—"

“Oh, nol!” gasped Bunter.
wouldn’s 1

“Did you hear without listening "
asked Walker.

" ¥Yes, exactly,” stuttered Bunter, *I
—I mean—— ‘L'hat is to say, it was on
aceident—a pure accident. hnppcnillﬁ
to go to the library for a book, I hap-
pened to hear——*

“I think this iz the limit,” said Win-
gate. “I belisve that young scoundrel
iz always spying and prying. But to
spy on the Head is really the limit, X
was going to give you six, Bunter, I'll
make 1t a dozen.”

_ “DBut—but [ didn’t! howled Bunter,
in alarm. “It was by sheer chance. I
went to the library for a book. I never
went there to dodgpe Wharton”

_ “Ha, ba, bha!” roared Loder. *(Go
it, Bunter !

"I wasn't hiding there,” explained
Bunter. “Nothing of that sort., As
for dodging out while the Head was
looking out of the window, of course,
I never thought of it. ¥You see, thera
was no need, because I waen't hiding
ther;i_.”

“¥You young sweepi” said Wingate.
“You hiﬁ in EthEl Iihl::'a.rr,f, and listfmed
to the Head talking to Quelch. I think
I'd better report this to Dr. Locke”

“Ow ! gasped Bunter., "I—I say,
Wingute, I—I'd rather take gix, if yon
don't mind! Oh dear[”

“Bend over that chair ™

With o dizmal groan Bunter bent
over the chair. The cane rese and fell
sl times in succession, to an accom-
paniment of exactly the same number
of anguished yelps from Bunter.

“That's for slacking,” said Wingate,
“Don't get up; I'm not finished yet.”

Six more swipes olicited six more
fearful howls from Bunter.

“Don’t move,” said  Wingate.
“ There's more to come. That's six for
listening to a private conversation. Pm
gomg o give you six more for repeat-
g 1k*

“Yaroooh I*

The last six fell very lightly ; but not
lightly enough for Bunter. He roared
at every whack.

“MNow you can cut,” =aid Wingate.
“And if I hear any moro jaw from you
about what youw've been prying into,
lock out for squalls,™

* Yow-ow-ow "

Billy Bunter rolled dizmally out of
the prefects” noom, leaving tho preat
men of the Sixth grinning. Ho groaned
his way dismally up the stairs. On the
whole thare was no doubt that Bunter
would have done better to turn wp ab
games practice that afternoon.

fin his dismal refreat he foll in with
Coker & Co. of the [ifth, and they
stopped to stare at him.

““Hallo! Iz that something new in
the contortionist line 7" asked Coker.
w1 groaned DLunter. “I've been
licked ! Ow®

“Good ! said Coker. “The maore
vou fags are licked, the better for you,
You'ro not licked conough.™
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said Potter and

hear 1™

“Hear,
Greene,

They did not always agree with the
reat Coker; but in thia matter, at
ﬁ:ust, most of the Fifth saw eye to cye.

“Tt's a rotten shame, you know,” said
Bunter. “I=—I wasn't able to play
cricket, because I was so upset at old
Fish threatoning to bring an action
ngainst the Head—"

“What?” gasped Coker & Co.

“For letting his son get kidnapped,™
said Bunter, “He wrofe a frighifull
abusive letter, calling the Head al
gorts of names—names a fcllow
wouldn't care to repeat.”

“0ld Fish did?” gasped Potter,

“Yes, Quelch gaid the letter was
actionable,” said Bunter. I darc say
it was, It was awiully abusive.”

“If that pork merchant hus been
cheeking the IIead, he ought to be jolly
well sat on!” said Coker warmly.

“Cheek isn't the word for it,” said
Buuter. “Ie fairly blackpuarded the
Head right and left. Called him an old
fool—"

“Called the Head
ejaculated Greeno.

“Yoz. And fold bir he ought to be
jolly well ashamed of himself. I heard
every word when the Ilead read the
letter out to Queleh.™

“Then wou oupht fo be jolly well
kicked,” said Coker.

“Q0h, really, Coker—  ¥Yaroooh !
roarad DBunter, as Ceoker procecded lo

an old f[ool?”

e

"l I
el
W \

do what he had stated be
done.

Bunter flad for the safety of the Re-
move passage. Coker & Co. walked on,
discussing with eonsiderable interest the
surprising news that Bunter had im-
parted. ]

That news was not long in spreading
throngh the House. :

Bunter was not the mao to keep his
mouth shut.  And when he had any
ilem of news in his possession, it was
his way to share it with anyone who
would listen.  This particular item of
nows waoa 50 thrilling that plenty of
fellows were willing to listen to it

Fetlows agreoed, of course, that Bun-
ter waz a frowsy little swoeop to listen to
a private conversation, and that he waas
a still frowsier littla sweep to repeat
what he had overheard. overtheless,
they generally listened to what he had
te sav before exprossing these just
opinions.

And Bunter never could bo content
with the cold, unromantic facts. He
never told a story without embroider-
g ik,

LBy evening the story had been told
to o dosen fellows or more, and -:-.‘-'Er!y
time it was told, it grew mere thril-
ling. And when Dunter came inte
Btudy MNo. 7 for prep that evening,
Peter Todd gpave him 2 glare

“You'll ot flogged at this rabe, you
fat idiot!¥ said Peter warningly., " If
the Beak pets fo hear these yarns
you're making up——>="

onught to

9
Billy Bunter ventured to peep round
the armchair, and he had a glimpse

of & majesiic figure at & wriling-
table. *“Oh crikey ! * breathed
the fat Removite. **It's the Head ! **

o
="

“{Oh, really, Toddy, I hope vou don't
think I would cxaggerate!™ said
Bunter.

“You [at chump! I heard Skinner
say you told him that old ish called

the Head 2 benighted idiotk in  his
letter.”
“8%o ho did,” answered DBunter.

“And that wasn't all. He said that if
the IHead didn't pet Fishy bock pratty
soon he would come over and seo him
about it, and—and—and jolly well give
hint a hiding."

“Oh erikey !" gasped Peter.

“0ll Locke was fearfully alarmed,
gl locked almost pele,” said Dunter.
“In fact, he looked quite pale—nbeo-
lutely pallid, as a matter of fact, Old
Fish snid he would bring a horsewhip
with lnm-—"

“Great Scott! I'd leave it at that,
if I were yvou!” gurgled Peter, “Don't
mako it o revolver!”

| ‘1?' &h !H

Bunter had to leave it at that for the
present, as prep filled vp his valuable
time. After prep, however, he had
quite a large audience inthe Rag, who
all wanted fo know what old Fish had
said to the Ifead on the subject of
oung Tish, Dr. Locke probably would
?lﬂ..'u'ﬁ been astounded had he been able
to hear, DBut the headmaster moved in
serone majeaty in a sphere far removerd
from tho haunts of the Lower School,
and hiz pupust cara heard nothing.

Tae Macyner Lipnary.—No. 1,165,
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Fish In the Net !

ISHER T. FISH wandered rest-
lessly round the room.
Fisher T. Fish tired of
that room.

For ton or eléven days now Fisher T.
Fish had been a prisoner in the hands
of the kidneppers.

A shuttered window and a locked
door harred Fishy from the outer
world, He saw no one but Barncy
MeCann, who bad kidnapped him, and
Mike, the redheaded man, who brought
in his meals.

Ha waa fed-up to the back tecth., 8o
far as accommodation and food went,
he was treated well. He was supplied
with books. and newspapers, and in the
lotter he had the entertzinment of
reading about the eofforts the police
wore making to find bim.

He hod not the slightest expectations
of being found and reseued. o smiled
derizively at the idea of British bobbics
keoping their end up against American
crooks,

Now that the “bunch ® had got him,
Fishy's only hope of release lay in the
payment of the ransom demanded by
the kidnappers. And he wished that
Hirom K. would get on with it

Fishy had been in high feather when
he first learned that his “popper™ had
cornered pork in the United States, and
that dollars were rolling in like a flood-
tide. And he bud felt rather important
and dmt.injium}md when it transpired
that a bunch of crooks had marked him
down as their prey, to kidnap him and
hald hin to ransom,

DBut the charms of that unique and
dmtmg}:ushed position had faded away,
now that he was in the hands of the
“buneh.” Fishy had rather admired
Borney McCaann, as o wonderful speci-
men of what “Noo Yark ™ could pro-
ducoe in tho way of crooks, But he was
fed-up with Darney now.

He roved recklessly about the room,
grumbling,

Where he was he had no idea.
MeCoann, impersonating a deteotive
hed gained admit-

WasS

[rom MNew York

tance to the school, and curried off

Fisher T. Fish in 2 huge Sgratoga

trunk, as baggage. From the Interior

of that trunk, Fl]aﬂ? had naturally seen
a

nc»tl'd'hdgu It been comfortably
g&dde 1, and supplied with air-holes for
reathing, Barney had been quite con-

siderate in these amall matters.

As a professional kidnapper, who had
followed that peculiar business for
many years with great success, Barney

nothing to learn. Ho would not
have harmed a hair of his prisoner’s
head &0 lon?;.as the ransom was duly
paid. But if it wos not paid——

Fishy wondered often, and very un-
easily, what would happen in that case,

course, his popper would ranszom
him. Thirty thousand dollars was o
large sum, but not much to & million-
nire rolling in dollars. Hiram K. Fish
would pay up; but Fishy wished that
he would get on with it. The delay
worried hinr,

From a chink in the shutter, which
ho had widened with his penknife,
Fishy had had a glimpse of outdoors.
It was only a plim of rather exton-
sive grounds, shut in by & high fence,
along which grew a row of tall poplar-
troos,

That was enough to tell Fishy that
he was in the same house where Billy
Bunter had heen adpriﬁont:n when o
had been kidnapped in mistake for
FJ;I]F: Heo rememnbered Bunter's de-
ecription of a high fence and tall
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poplar-trees. Moreover, he nad tound
‘sign” of Bunter in the room, in the
shape of a handkerchief the fat junior
had leit behind, exccedingly in need of
& wash. In this very room DBunter had
been & prisoner. )

Figher T. Fish prided himself on
being the sharpest guy ever. He de-
spised Bunter as a fat gink who did not
know encugh to go in when it rained.

¥eb Bunter had escaped, and Fishy
gave up the idea of escape as hopeless,
Bunter had contrived to conceal him-
self under & rug in MeCann's car, and
the kidnapper had driven him awary,
nunknowing. But Fisher T. Fish found
it quite impossible to bring off any
sach stunt. With all his sharpness, he
was moro helpless in the ;mnﬁs of his
captors than I}i"“{ Buntor had been.
Eeally, ona migh
Bunter was tho sharper of the two.

. But Fishy did not look at it like that.
He was still satished that he was the
sharpest guy ever, while he roemained a
helplgss prisoner, dismally swaiting for
;_]Ijn payment of the roansom to release
im,

“Oh, Jerusalem erickets ¥ growled
Fisher T. Fish, as he perambulated the
room. “Oh, great gophers! This is
surely geiting my goat!”

It waz quite a relief to Fishy to hear
the key turned in the lock, though it
only brought one of the bunch to the
roOOm.

Generally it was Mike Clane
came. DBut this time it was
MeCann himself.

MeCann had a rather grim expression
on his face, That expression made
Fisher T. Fish {feel a littls appre-
heﬂgm. o e i

ay, ow  hoar romn the po o
yet 1" ashed Fish. s
ann gave & grunt,
. “There's peo and paper,” he eaid,

I guess you're going to write another
letter to Hiram, You're going to tell
hits that that ransom had better be
paid, if he ever wants t0 seo you in one
piece again. Mention {hat i ke
deesn't square up, your mext letter will
be & registered packet with one of your
cars in it.”

F_“;}h, I swow!” c¢jaculated Ficher T.
ish. -

“I guess Hiram thinks T'm a kid to
be played with,"” said McCann savagely,
“and I allow he's going to learn hetter.
I've had more trouble over you, yon
voung geck, than I've ever had in all
the Aftcen years I've traded in kidnap-
ping millionaire’s sons.

“Bearch me! TFirst T get that fat
gink by mistake, owing to hiz having
a letter of yourn in iia pocket, and
meking mae believe ho waz you. Thon
he gets away, and if he'd bean able to
tell the cops where he'd been kept, I
guess they'd bhave swooped down on
this shebang, ond I'd have had to get
another headquarters,  Then  Slick
Flick tries on the dodge of helding
Greyiriars up with a gun, and gets
cinched. I've got to see him through,
and that means money !

McCann relieved his feelings with an
oath ar two, and went on:

“This here eountry gets my  goat!
Over the pond, I'd have had Slick out
of the stomoe jug before you could sey
‘mo sugar in mine.” It wou'd have cost
mo five hundred dellars. Dut in this dog-
goned country you ean't EtLuitrﬂ the
cops.  I'll say could walk arowid
offering  them rubes five thousand
dollars, and they wouldn't open the
daoor for Slick to make a pot-away!
Nope I”

This time & whole string of aaths
expressed Mr., MeCann's op'nion of a

who
Arnoy

have suppofed that |
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eountry where the police could not be
“squared.” There was no doubt that
this had placed unexpected and unanc-
customed difficulties in the way of the
enterprising Darney.

Fisher T, Fish listened with .f.;ruwim
uneasiness. Hitherto, he had been w
treated by the kidnappers. Barney

waz not the man to ill-use a guy who
was worth a emall fortune to him, Iut
if the small fortune did not accrug—

“I guess,” went on DMeCana, “that
this iz my first and last stunt in this
dog-goned country, They doni't know
enough in this country to ree them
through an infants’ school in the States,

“Bearch me! A heap of dollars
wouldn't dpen the door for Slick. He's
got to stand trial. And that ain’t aill
1 can pay lawyers—you can buy a
awycr in any conntry, even in this dog-
oned islend—but 1 can't squaro the
jury, and if I tried to square the judpgs,
I guess they'd cinch mo msnd put meo
along with 8lickt Search me!”

E::I'cCanu snorted,

I guess I wish I was back in the
Statog ¥ ho growled, “ And 111 sure
hop k jest as quick ns I know how
when I'm through with thiz, Dot I
can't.tole you over to the States, Tven
the British police wonld got suspicious
if they saw’ me hustling you on to =
steamer! [ got to keop yeu hero till
Hiram ponics up. And he's refused !

“Oh, great snokes!” said Figher ‘1.
Fish.

My agent in New York bas seen
him twice,” sald McCann, “He ain't
coughed up o continental red cont. He
allows that we'd better touch the
schoolmaster whe lest you for him.
That cuts no jee! T guess that old
ﬁloﬂk couldn’t find the money, even if

way willing., They don’t make the
dollars schoolmastering that they make
corneririg pork! Nopa! Hiram has
got to cough it uf-"

McCann pointed to the ink and paper
on t{urﬁ table, X

“Put it straight to your popper, you
young guy,” he said. " Put ili}m wise
that the next letter will hava your car
in it. I %:11353 that will make. him sit

up and take notice.”
F:‘I?h' I swow!” gronned Fisher T.
ish.

“Bay, p'r'aps the popper can't
raise the durocfn."

““And him the boss of the Pork Com-
bine, and raking in dollers faster’'n he
can count them!” jeered WcCann,
“Don’t talk foolish! Write that letter,
if you don’t want to home to the
United States a small plece at & time.™

Fisher T. Fizh gat down to write.

Incredible an such a threat goemed, ha
had no doubt whatever that Barney
MeCann was in  deadly ocarnest.
McCann was not in the Lidnappin
business for hiz health, as he woul
havo expressed it. If tho ransom for
the millionaire’s eon was not forth-
coming, it had to be extorted—and
there was-only one way of extorting it
If Hiram K. Fish did not pay, and if
the police did not sucecced in rescuing
tho kidnapped schoolboy, the crock’s
ferocious threat would carried out.

Fisher Fish wrote guite an
eloquent letter—so elogquent that even
MeCann was satisfied whea he read it
over. Fishy urged his poppor to pay,
and to pay promptly, and he urged
himu at eonsideralile lengih,

Barncy MeCann took the lotter, and
left him, and the door was locked azrain
on Fisher T. Tish. :

e resumed his dismal roving about
the room, in a much mor uneasy and
perturbed frame of mind than hefore.

Why had not Mr. Fish paid?

(Continued on puge 12.)
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THE MYSTERY OF THE
POPLARS!

(Continued from page 10.)

Ho could not expect the English
police to prove more than a match for
a New York crook, ony more than
Fithy did. He must know that he had
to pay, and why did he not poy up?

A é(ism&l doubt smote Fisher T. Fish.
Ii his popper did not pay up, when he
know that he had fo pay up, 1t was
probable that the reason was that he
vould nof.

Hiram K. Fish had cornered pork.
Dollers had rolled in. He had blos-
somed forth inte a millionaire But well
Fishy knew the mushroom nature of
American millionaires. In that great
and glorious city, New York, a guy
might be & millionaire one week, and
“touching” e friend for & dinner the
next. Corners did not always work;
combines sometimes fell to picces; a
corner might bresk-——and & sudden for-
tune might fade away as suddenly as it
had arisen. Some other astute guy
might have tons of pork up his slecve, a3
it were. He might flood tho market
with pork and breal the corner—and
vast profits that showed on paper might
snddenly become of no more value than
the paper they wera written on,

Fisher T. Fish wondered dismally
whether something had gone wrong with
the corner—whether the dellars, instead
ot flowing in, wersa Howing out!

Of courge, the popper would keep it
dark if he was up against it; credit
being ninety-nine per cent of the gama,
Nobody would kpow—tiill the crash
came, y ]

But it seemued to Fisher T. Fish that
ho felt & chill brosth of coming disaster.
He felt that his popper would have paid,
if his popper could have paid. But zo
long as Hiram E. Fish kept up an out-
ward appearance of prosperity, Barney

cCann was not likely t  believe that
he could not pay. And Fisher T. Fish
groaned dismally at the prospect of
one of his long ears going ovir to New
York in a registere ﬁacket, a3 & re-
minder to his popper that payment was
overdue,

r———

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
All Bunter Knew !

Ll HE Beak looks bluel"™
Bkiuner of the Remove made
that remark.

Many Grevirviars fellows
hadhma&p the same nbsarbvlaiziﬂn, though
ernaps Iin more respectablie [pogunge.
Fl':l.r'. PﬂLucﬂce, it was certain, wore a

worried look.

It was natural that a * Beak™ snould
he worried when o schoolboy in his
charge had fallen inte the hands of
unscrupulous kidnappers. But the Head
was evidently more worried now than
he had been at first.

The prnlnnged abzeneca of Fisher T.
Fish, the comings and %-oings of Inspec-
tor Grimes of Courtfield, the constant
telephone messages; all these things,
doubtless, had a cumulative effect.
But apparently the letter from Mr.
Fish in New York had put the lid on.

That letter was guite disagrecable. Tt
disturbed the Head ﬁ_reatl:.r. It worried
and troubled him. He would have been
still more worried and troubled, in all

robability, had he known what start.
ing versions of that letter were now cur-
rent in the schaol.

It was impossible for Billy Bunter to
hold his tongue, and equally impossible
for him to refrain from exaggeration.
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Clertainly, hia various versions of that
letter from the pork magnate varied.
But they all agreed on one point, that
old Fish was giving the Head a fearful
time for losing young Fish., As Skinner
put it, the old Obadiah was badgering
him about the young Obadiah.

And the Grevlriars men, who liked
and respected their venerable Beak,
were annoyed and indignant. They
wautld have liked to tell old Fish what
they thought of him.

In the Sixth Form room, when the
Head ook the Bixth, the seniors,ob-
secrved that he was worried and absent-
minded. Janiorzs, who gencrally saw the
the great man from a distance, oiten
ohserved the frown of perplexed
thought on his brow. Trotter had re-
parted in the kitchen that the Head bad
given & deep sigh one day when Inspec-
tor Grimes was announced. Hobsen of
the Bhell, who happened to be in tho
Head’s study one day when the tele-
phona-bell rang, told the Shell that the
Beak had jumped just os if s cracker
had pgone pff. The whele affair, un-
doubtedly, was having a wearing cffcct
oa Dr. ke, And on top of all the
worry, it appeared that old TFish was
bullying him about it.

“lt's rotten, you men,” said Harry
Wharton, to his friends. *“The old
scout will geb il if this goes on, Some-
body ought to fnd Fish ¥

“It's old Fish's foult,” said Johnny
Bull. " Honesty ia the best policy. He
shouldn't have eornered pork™

“The cornerfulness of the ecsteemed
pork was the cause of this terrifie
trouble,” remarked Hurvee Jamsel Bam
Singh. :

“Old Fish shoutd have kept his yﬂunﬁ
Ficsh in his own giddy aguarium ! gal
Bob Cherrv. “He knew that the kid-
nappers were out to cateh his Fish.”

“8till, there it is!" said the captain
of the Remove. “The bobbies don't
seemn able to find Fishy, and the old
porker in New York 15 ragrming the
Head. Fish oaght to be found. If that
fat idiot Dunter had the scnse of a
bunny rabbit, he ought to be able to
help. He was in the hands of the kid-
pappers for days, and he oought te have
spotted something that would help tha
bobbies to got on their track.'™

“But he dida't,” said Nogent, “In-
spector Grimes has asked him a lot of
guestions, and all he can say 13 that he
was kept in a locked room.”

“If he wasn't the biggest
ever—"

“*(Oh, really, Wharton—"

Billy Bunter blinked in at the door of
Study No. 1, whers the Famons Five
werg discussing the Fish alfair. He
linked round the room and gave a dis-
satisfied grunt, ‘

“1 say, you fellows, ain't you going
to have tea?"” he asked.

1diot

“Wa've had tea! Dui come in,™ said
Harry. . i
“ETh?* What is there to come in for,

if vou've had tea? asked Bunter.

“The pleasnre of your intellectval
conversation, old fat bean,” said Bob
Cherry. ;

“I've got to see & man——" eaid
Bunter. -H there was nothing to eat in
the study, Bunter had no desire to
waste his valuable time there.

“There's some toffce——" said Harry
Wharton.

Bunter rolled in.

“Of course, I'm always glad to come
in for & chat with you {fellows,” he said.
“Where's the toffee?”

*Look here, Bunter,”™ said the captain
of the Remove, “You were in the
hands of Barney JeCann at one time,
owing to your stealing e letter Lelong-
ing to Fish—"
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“"T had that letter on me guite by

chance—"

“ Anyhow, they saw it, and took you
for Fishy on account of it, and bagged
yau,” gaid Harry, ” here, sct that
fat lump of cheeze that you call a brain
to work, and see if you can think of
anything to help find him."

(] TEH:] LE]

“ But what

“Where's the toffes?” asked Dunter,
Toffee, to Bunter, was & matter far
transcending in importance the kidnap-
ping of Misher T. Fish,

“Here you are, fatty! Now, think
while you guzzle, if vour fat nDut is
capable of thinking at all.”

Bunter flled his mouth with toffee.

“Tve told old Grimes all I know,
more than once,” he said. "1 was
rolled up in 2 rug when they bagged
me, -and, of course, 1 couldn’t sce any-
thing. Al I know is that they teak me
at least fifty or sixty miles.” ;

“Bui the place they kept you in—"
urged MNugent.

“Tt was a room,” said Bunter,

“Well, we could have guessed that
much. But where was the room "

“In a house!™

"Go hor!" said Bob, with deep sar-
casm. " You're surc it was in & house,
and not ip an aeroplane, or the braoches
of o tree?”

“I say, you fellows, I think—*

“Good! What do you think?™

“1 think thiz i3 pretly good toffee.
Got any more?”

“You fat villain—"

“Never mind fhe tolfee,” sard Harry
Wharton. “ Look here, you must have
seen something of the place. What was
it like? ¥You got out of the house when
vou sneaked into Melanu's car ond hid
under the rug.”

"It was a bung&!ﬂw," sald Dunter,
chewing toffee. "There was s hall—
what they call a lounge hall, with the
rooms opening off b, Shutters on all
the windows, About an acre of ground
round it—and & high fenee, with poplar
trees inside. A detached garage, built
of corrugated iron.  've told old Grimes
all that., Any more toffes ™

‘" Na, you cormorant,

“Wall, I think I'd betier be going,
-H.E"_—”

“Can’t you think of anything olsei™
demanded Wharton, * You hid undes
the rug in McCann's car when you
sneanked out, and he drove you away.
Haven't you any idea of the direction®™

“0F conrse I haven't, when 1 wes
undeyr the rug ail the timo. Think I
was going to put my head out and let
that beast spot me? I saw, vou fellows,
I must really be poing, Wibley's got 2
cake for tea=—I mean, 've got to sco a
fellow

“You think the car covered fifty or
sixty miles?”

*Yes, it was going jolly fast, and it
was a long drive. Might buve been a
hunedred  miles™ :

“And you didn’t notice anything 1*

¥ Wea, rather.”

AV ell, what did you notice 7V

“It was jolly uncomiortable on tho
floor of the car, under that beastly vug.
I got jolly well bumped.”™

“You fat r.-Eutmp. I mean did vou
T A T ﬂn_j,rt.lufng J:i':pm't-ant?”

“That was 1mpovtant, wasn't it
saigd Bunter. “I can tell you 1 was
frightfully shaken.”

“ Anything else, fathead ¥

“YVos—1 nearly lost my spees.”™

“You [rightfyl 1diet? roarsd Dob
Cheorry.  ““Who wants to kuow whether
you were bumped or whether you nearly
ost vour ailly spoes?"

“0h, really, Cherry—"'

¥
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Bnore! Bllly Dunier was
“Ain't he 3 bute?™ sald Bo
Cherry. “*It's heariless to wake

him up, but ®o've 2ot o do H]™

“Can’t you tell us anything about
the house they kept you in# demanded
Wharton.

"Well, it was a jolly lonely place,”
said Bunter, *"The first time, I got out

at night, and ran for it. T never saw a
building or anything, I hadn't passed a
buildirg or & man or anvthing when
they got me again and took e back,™

*You didn't see any signposts 7

“Nover thought of locking for any.
Besides, I can't sea in the dark, I'm
not & cat”

*“Which is a
Buil.  “Cats

Igs. "

“Q0h, really, Bull—-"

“QFf all the born idipls—"
Nugent.

F -E.-I] ;I.FJ

Billy Bumter rvolled out of No. 1L
SBtudy. There was no more toffee, and
as & natural consequence, there was no
more Bunter.

Bob looked at tho ecaptain of the

emove with a grin.

“"Well, what do you deduce f[rom
Dunter's  evidence Mr.  Sherlock
Holmes?” ho ssked.

“1 deduce that Bunter ought to be in
# home for idiots!” pgrowled Wharton.

“Tassed unanimously ! But that
doesn’t got us any forravder.”

"1‘{.‘.“ csteemed and Judicrous chums,

ity,” remarked Johnny
jAve nore sense than

said

#Go it Inky,” said Dob en
couragingly. *What liave you got in

your old black nut?”

“The ridiculous Bunter has told us
that the eleciric light was in the honse
whoere ho was & fatheaded prisoncr,®

“I remembor that,” said Ilarry.

“But what ebout it? You don't call
that & clue, do you, Inky#”

“He has told us that the houge was
very lonely.”

“Go 161" said Bob,

“In lomely couniry houses, the
common o garden electric light is
unobtainable,” said Humrce Singh. “1In

such esteemed places, my absurd chums,
ik 13 necessary to install a private plant.
You cannot have the absurd electricity
laid on unless you are near a town, So
in the house of the worthy kidnappers,
there must bave been a private plant.”

“That's so0,” apreed Wharton, “ DBy
Jove! That's a sort of clue! T the
pelice could get a list of all tho countey
places with privaie lichting plants
within a radius of & hundred miles of
Greviriars——*

1 faney 1hat's rather a big order!™
grinned Bob. I don't know whether
the police could do it, but I'm jolly
eertain we conldn’t. I'm afraid the
Boy Scouts of Greylviars will not come
on in this act”

“I wish we conld do something,”
said Harry., "1 hate to zce the old
Beak worried like (ins™

“Samo here; but—ail we can do at
present 13—"

" Weoll, what#”

“Cut out and got some cricket belore
lock-up.” said Dob.

£ Fﬂt«hﬂﬂd 14

But on rcflection, Dol's suggesiion
seemed the only practical one, and the
Famous Tive gave up the considoration
of the Fich mystery, and weunt out to get
some cricket.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Chance !

i OMING down ¥
e Frank MNugent asked the
question in No. 1 Btudy after

prep. Harry Wharton had
taken a lelter from his pocket.

“I'll read this frst,” said Harry.
“It's from my Aunt Amy, and I've had
it in my pocket all day. See you later.”

“Right-ho!™

Frank Nugcnt joined the rest of the
Co. in the peszage, and they went down.

Aunt Amy, Colonel YWharton's sister,
was o regular and somewhat lengthy
correzpondent. Her cpistles  dealt
ehiefly with considerations of healtl:,
amd contained & preat deal of kind
advice that was a little suporfluous in
Wharton's case. Sometimes, it is to be
feared the captain of the Remove
akiipr:d a little. But he was very fond
of his kind and affcetionate aunt, and
ho took all the interest he conld in her
news of local affairs and local poople;
though it was rather hard for a Lower
Fourth fellow st (Greyiriars to remem-
ber that it was the viear's pardener who
suffered from rhewmatism, and Mrs
ITopkinsg et the post-office whose boy had
gone to Conada, and that somo very
arreenhle people had falen the Tarches
on the Wimford road that had Leen
so long empty.

But dufy was duly; s0 Wharton sat on
the study table and read the long,
affectionate, somewhat rambling letler
from Miss Whazton.

(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

It is well esaid that wvirtue has its
reward. A word in the letter struck
Wharton quite suddenly; the word
* Poplars.”

In all the discussions of the place
where Bunter had been imprisoned, that
word had emerged. ¥f Bunter had
notiged anything else, he had noticed
the tall thick poplars that surrounded
the lonely house, and screened it off
from public view.

So the word naturally struck Wharton,

and he rcad over again the passage in
which it ocenrred,
Y Do you remember that rather sol-
atary house about half-way to Wimford ?
Perhaps you have never noticed it. It
is called the Poplars. Last summer
it was taken over by some Anglo-Indian
people with whom your unelo  is
acquainted—a Major Chucker and his
family. Major Chucker had been a
District Officer or a Salt Collector or
somothing—T {forget exactly what—in
Indis, and your unels had known him
ihere. They came over several times to
play bridge, and it was very agresable.
We were quite sorry when they left.
Ihd 1 mention that the Poplars belonga
to a gentleman who suffers from rhen-
matism, and who has gons fo live at
San Remo, and is let furnished by the
agent at Wimford #"

Wharton rubbed his nese,

Mizs Wharton didn't always make her
meaning quite clear; but he gathered
that it was not the gentleman who had
gone to Ban Remo who was lot fur.
nished.

"“*The Poplars has been taken egain,
very early in the spring, which is quite
untisual. & is quite & discussion in
the village sbout the people. Thoy are
Americans, and kesp vwery mwech to
themselves, The dear vicar called, and
was actually refused admission, heing
told by a person with an Irish nccont
that Mr. Brown, the American gentle-
man, was an invalid, and did not desire
callers. Tha vicar was much hurt. I
thought it was most unfeeling; for I am
sure that the invalid gentleman would
have been greatly cheered by a con-
versation with the vicar—at least, he
ought to have been, Nobody calls at the
house now, and even tradesmen do not
call, and of course, they resent this very
much as they weare accustomed to liberal
orderz from the Chuckers when they
were there. I do not think that Me
Brown can be an agreeable man.”

Wharton ceased to read.

Ho sat on the study table, staring at
the lettor,

Was it possible?

Miss Wharton's letters always con-
tained a great deal of local gossip of
this kind, very interesting to the old
lady horself, though rather less s0 to the
captain of the Greyfriars Remove. By
this time the jumior found & startling
nterest it

A house called the Poplars, taken by
Americans who kept very much
themselves, whe wera rude to ocallers,
and upon whom the local tradespeople

TxE MagNer LmRaRy.~No, 1,165,

weda nob allowed to call! The coinci-
dence was striking.

Probably it was all a coincidence.
But a houze near Wharton Lodge would
be about seventy miles from Geevirinrs.
And if the house was called “The
Poplars” surely it meant that there
were poplar-trees thera |

Wharton, in his holidayz at home,
had never noticed the place, or at all
avents did not remember it. It was
halfﬂ.'.'&:,f‘tu Wimfard, it must be well
over a mile from Wharton Lodge.

“Ilr‘lr'.:as itldpn::-ga.ihlﬂ -

b wou e strange eno 1
sheer chance, in  this waz!'-.g he hai
dropped on a clue to the secret head-
quarters of the kidnapping *“bunch.”
Bub stranger things had happened.

For some time Wharton sat thinking.

He made up his mind at last that it
was ab least worth looking into. There
would be nothing lost by making sure.

He left the study and went down-
stairs, but not to the Rag., He was
looking for his Form master, and he
found ~ that gentleman in = Masters'
Common-room. Mr, Quelch was in con-
versation with Mr. Prout, the Fifth
Form master, so probably he was not
sorry to be interrupted. At sll events,
he gave his head boy a benevolent smile,

“ What iz it, Wharton " he asked.

“I've had a letter from my aunt, Miss
Wharton, sir, and if yvou will allow me
I shounld like to telephone home,” said
Havry.

“No bad news, I hope!" said Mr.
Gueleh.

O, no, sir! But—"

You ma uss tel
Wharton." ¥ e elephone,
“Thank vou very much, sir.”
Wharton proceeded to hiz TForm

master’s etudy, rang up the exchange,
and asked for a trunk gal] to Wh&rtgcm
Lodge. He waited rather eagerly tili
the call eame through. The more he
thought over the matter the more it
seemed to him that a strange chance
had placed & clus to the mizsing junior
in hizs way.

The bell rang at last, and he jumped
to the telephone. It was the voice of
Wells, the butler at Wharton Lodge,
that enswered.

“1s that you, Wells 1"’ asked Wharton.

“Yes, sir, Is that Master Harry 7"

“Yes. I'm speaking from Greyfriars.
There's something I want to know, and
:IE think ;,.ru# can tell ?Em, qulimbnhyg&x

now a house in the nei urho
called the Poplars?” 8

i ?mte well, sir,””

“It's a furnished house, taken by
Americang ¥

* A Ar. Brown, sir,™

*You've seen the place1”

“Many times, sic!" said Wells, with
a note of surprise in his voice, Pro-
bably he was very much astonished by
Muaster Hlarry ringing up from Grey-

friars to ask these extragrdinary
questiona,
“Ts it surrounded by poplar-treesy,

Wells ¥

it ?‘IEE' intu"'

“How largo are the grounds 1™

“1 think about an ﬂﬂf‘ﬁ. sir "

*1Is there a high fence ?

“Quite s0.”
_*1Is there a private plant—an electric
lighting plant—at the Poplars "

“Certainly, sir,”’

“Do the people there keep a car ™

“Yosz, sir."

“What sort of a garage is thers at
the Ip!aca?"

*1 belicve it is a corrugated iron
building, zir."”

“ Detached from the house 1™

* Preoisely."’

“Have you ever scen the man—the
Mr. Browao "

THE MAGNET
#No, sir.  He keeps himself very
roserved, sir.”

“Any servants at the
{3 F

Iucﬂ-iil
rom what I have heard, sir, only
ont—a manservant, ™

“A big fellow "

“1 have heard so, sic—a very powers
ful Irish-American.”

#Thank wou, Waells; that's all
Good-night I '
“Good-night, Master Harry1"” said

the astonished butler at Wharton Lodge.

Harry Wharton left Mr. Quelch’s
study, with his heart beating and a
glezm; in his eyes. Detail for detail, the

escription of the Poplars answered to
Bunter’'s description «f the place whera
he had been kept & prisoner—even ta
the bip Irish-American who had
guarded him,

“My hat " murmured Wharton.

He went back to Btudy No. 1 in the
Ramtng. ]B?Eﬂl‘ duwnh to &[:lre t“blﬂ'bﬁ"'i
wrote a le onie, 1 poesibility
had become a probability—a very stron
Erubabﬂatg. in Wharton’s ming. An
e wrote to Clolonel Wharton :

Dear Unele,—Could you arrange it
with the Heod for my friends and me
to comeé home for o few deye from
school? I Enow this will a a8 you,
but I have a reason; and Pm oaure T
néddn't Lell you that it is not just lo
wet . holiday. I believe we can do
something that will benefit the Head
véry much; buf, of course, until I am
suré, I don't want to talk about ft,
I Enow thiz rounds extraordinary;
but I hope you will trust me, and do
gs I ask.

Kindest love to Aunt Amy, and I
kave recéived ker letter.

Your nffectionate n

hréa,
Haznmy

HARTON.

The captain of the Remove dropped
that letter into the school box just in
time before dorm. After which he could
enly hope for the best.

e ————

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Good News for Six!

HE next day Wharton did not
expect a reply from his uncle,
but on the second day he looked
eagerly in the rack in morning

break. And there he found a letter
addressed to him in the well-known
hand of Colonel Wharton, and he
rea for it eagerly. He opened it
at onee, standing among the other
fellows who were there for their letters,
and his face brightened as he read.

“Hallo, hallo, hallol Is that a jolly
old remittance?” asked Bob Cherry.
“You've got quite a fiver look on your
chivvy, old bean ™

Harry Wharton laugh&d,

“ Better than that!™ he answered.

Ay hat! Not a tenner !’ exelaimed
Johnny Bull.

 Better stall!
and I'll tell you.” :

“1 say, you iellows—" gasped Billy
Bunter, as the Famous Five walked out.
If there was something bhetter than a
tenner in the letter from the ecolonel,
Bunter wanted 1o know all aboutb 1t.

Iut the juniors did not heed the Owl
of the Remove. They harried into the
quad and stopped in a secluded spot
under the old ¢lms. There Harry read
out the letter from his vnele:

Come into the guad

“ Pear Harry,—1 need nol zoy that
I was astonished &y wour letter, and
am guile al ¢ loss {o understand you.
At the same time, I lave alwoys
trusted you absolwtely, both your good
senge and your good fuith; end [
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shall, therefore, do as you ask. I am
writing to your headmaster by the
eame post, and I have Hittle douds that
he will send for you and tell you his
decision.

“Your affectivrate unele,
“Jaues WaanTON."

Your members of the Co. looked
blankly astonished. They locked at ono
enother and they looked at their leader,

“Is that better than o tenner 7" asked
Johnny Bull,

“Much "’ answercd Harry,

“Blessed if [ see it] Can't make head
or tail of itl Give me o tenner !’ suid
Johnny.

*The muchfulness does not appear tor-
rific to my obsurd self,” remarked
Hurree Jamszat Ram SBingh. “Tho ex-
plainfulness is the proper caper, my
absurd chum.”

“I've asked my uncle to get leave
from the Head for us fo go to Wharton
I..u{]ge for o fow days,” sad Harry.

‘‘(th, that's a gecgee of quite another
colour 1" said Bob. 'Mean to say the
old zcout 18 playing up ™™

“Looks like 1t.”’

“* But what—" asked Nugent.

“I'll explain,’” said Wharton, "I
haven't sund anything so far, In case
nothing came of it—--=" .

“A still tonguo is a cracked pitcher
that is better t%mn a bird in the bush,”
remarked Hurree Bingh, with a nod.

“ Fxactly,”" said Wharton, lﬂ.ughmg_[.
“Well, the fact is, you {ellows,
%@Iiu\_r;a I've got a clue to the missing
Fish,

£d Pha“r t!l .

“Lend me your ears!™ said the cap-
tain of the Remove. And ho read oub
the possape from Miss Wharton’s letter,
and then detailed Lis talk on tho tele-
phone with Wells.

The Clo. lstened with astonished faces.
Scepticism, perhaps, was mingled with
that astonishment at first, but by tho
time Wharton had finished the Co. were
considerably impressed. _

“PBlessed if it doean’t look like a
winner ! said Bob Cherry. “The
jolly old Poplars sounds exactly like
’]3unt.er’s deseription of the place.”

“The exactiulness ig—"

“Bimply terrific !" grinned DBob, “and
the big idea iz for us to go and have
a look round, what?™

“That's it,” said Harry. “Of course,
this i=n't mueli for the poliee to go
on: I don’t know whether they'd act
an it. Dut it's good enough for us to
start on. If weo can get a look at the

lace we may make sure of 1t, and
1if there's anvthing in 1t, we can let
the police know, ntil then, the le:s
said the better; we should get fright-
fully laughed ot if the fellows fancied
we'd gone on o wild-roose chase™
Bull

" ¥es, rather!” said Johuny
emphatically.  “Not a word! 1
there's nothing in it, i1t would be the
joko of the term if it got out.”

*That's what I thought,” said Harry,
“We can keep our mounths shut and
fook into the thing, :f the Head gives
us Jeave to go—aund it looks as if my
uncle will fix 1.  After all, he’s a
gavernor of tho Sﬁphcro'[. and the Head
thinks a lot of him. He's about the
only member of the goverming board
that doesn’t butt in and bother. I
believe the Deak will play up”

“Fou won't tell the TNeake——"

“Oh, my hat! No! He would be
more likely to lick me than to give me
leave if he thouzht I was zetting up to
help him out of a scrape. Least said
soonest monded.,”

“A still tongue—" began Hurreo

Jamset Ram Singh, who was a rezular
whale on proverbial wisdom, though he

gnlt his proverbz o little mixed as a
rule.
. " Exactly,” said Bob, * A etill tongue
15 a stitch in time that saves & bird in
the bush from becoming a cracked
pitcher or a soft word that butters no
parsnips.”
“Ha, ha, hal”
“My esteemed idiotic Bob—>
“Hallo, halle, hallo, there’s the jolly
old bell !
The bell for third school interrupted
the conference, and the chums of the
Remove j:}inmi tha rest of the Form
oing in. Billy Bunter bore down on
wm in the Form-room passage.

“1 say, you fellows, what was it? If
it was more than a tonner—""

“Ha, ha, ha!™

"Blessed if T see- anything to cackle

at. If yvou've got a whacking remit-
tance, Wharton, I think you nught cash
my postal-order for me—="

“"Whera's the postal-order?™

“It hasn't come yet! There's been
some delay in the post. But if you hand
ma the ten shillings now—"

“"Fathead! It wasn't o remittance!™
- "Rot!” said Bunter warmly. "I
jolly well was! IP'm surprised at you
prevaricating like this, Wharton”

“"Why, you fat villain——"

“You looked jolly pleased when yonu
apened the letter,” snid Bunter., “*Well,
if it wns only s letter from home how
could a fellow be pleased by a letter
from home if there wasn’t o remittance
in it?"

“Thera must be a lot of offection
runming to waste i the Bunter fomily,™
chuckled Bob Cherry.

"Ha, ha, hal”

“Well, what was in the letter, any-
haw 7" asked Bunter. “1 zuppose you
can tell an old pal, Wharton™

“IT'm wsing my uncle's influence to
el you a few days away [rom work,
Bunter,” pnswered Wharton gravely.
“1f it turns out all ripht vou'll get off
classes for two or three days”

*Oh erikey! T say, yon [ellows, that’s
topping I Billy Bunter's fat face
brightened wonderfully. *1 =ay, your
uncle's o good sort, Wharton, though
ha's rather a stoffy old  [ossl. 1
SRy

But the Famous Five went inlo the
Form-room without waiting for any
more. As they wenk {o their places
Mr. Queleh ealled to Wharton.

“Wharton, the Head desires to speak
to you in his stndy alter third gehool,”

“Ves, sir !”’ said Harry.

Mr. Quelch’s manner was a litila
prim. Mr. Quelch most emphatically
did net approve of leave ftom school
in thoe middle of the term. From his
manner Wharton drew the inference
that the Head bad decided to grant
that Jaave, Indecd, 1% was a little
diffieult for the headmaster to refuse a
special request from

17
have received s communication frem
your guardian—h'm! He hes moade o

somewhat unusual request—h'm] Hao
desires me to grant leave to you and
soma of your friends to visit Wharton
Ll:ndi_a for o few dave—h'm1™

" Yes, sir " said Harry hopefully,

“I have so much respect for Colonel
Wharton's judgment that T am suze he
has a pood reason for making this
ragquest,” salud the Head. “1 have
therefore decided to gront it.™
“0Oh, good! I-—-I mcan, thank you,
gir " stammiered Wharton.

The Head smiled benignly, Worried
and troubled as he was over the Fish
affair and the unreasonable attitude
token wp by Mr, kHiram K. Fish, this
never affected hiz kind good-temper.

“Colonel Wharton savs thabk vou will
givo the names of the {riends wheo will
wccompany you, W harton—-"

“Cherry, INugent, Hurreo
Baull, and Bunter,” said Harry.

Bunter was not included in the lisk
exactly on the grounds of friendship.
Bunter was wanted because he had been
in the house of the lidnappers and
might havd zome remembrance of the
Poplars when ho saw the house.

Dr. Locke pursed his lips.

“That will be leave for six Lower
boys,” he said. "Well, well, Colonel
Wharton's judgment must be relied
npon, I will speak to your Form
master, Wharton, and you and the bovs
you name may have leave for three
daya. "

“Thank you, sir.”

The captain of the Remove hurricd
away as if he wera walking on aiv.
Four fallows wers waiting for him af
the corner of the passape,

“Is it 2 go?” asked Bob Cherry
eagoyly.

“It's a go!”

“ Hurrah I*

“T hope to goodness there's something
in it," said Harry. "“0Of course, [
conldn’t say anvthing to the Head., But
if it turns ont a winver ho will be plad
he gave us leave™

“We'll jolly well catech that Fish for
him!™ said Bob.

The Famoua Five strolled cheerily out
inte tho quad. Life at Groyiviars was
very agreeable, hut a three days’ run
was o very pleazant prospect., Anpd if
they had Juck and really did get en tha
track of the missing junior it meant
tremendous kudos for tha Co.

“Mot o word to Bunter Lill we're out
of the school,” said Harry, “1le would
spread it all over Greyiriars™

“Yes, rather!”

“1 sax, you fellows!" Billy Buntee

Sigh,

rolled up. " How has it tarned out,
Whartont Hava you got leave for
ma ™

“¥es, old bean!  We're going to
(Continued on Mozt prge.)

a governor of the
schiool.

Thvird school
secemed  rather
longer than  usoal
to the cheery Co.
that morming. Dut
1t camno to an ond
at last, and Harrey
Wharton  repaired
to hiz headompstor’s
study. He lost no-
time, and arvived
ithere just asz  the {r
Head arvived from
the Bixth Form
roomy. Tle fallowed
the headmaster in.

“*“Ah, Wharton,”
said Dr. Locke, "1
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Wharten Lodge for three days, and
vou're coming with us” :

“Well, that's all very well,” eand
Bunter, *“Lut 1"d rathoer go to Margate.”

“Wha-n-nt?"

“If we've pob leave from  school
what's the good of going to Wharton
YTodge 7' arpued Bunter. *I don't see
much fun in a stuffy old colonel and a
fussy old lady—"

i ".Lh_‘,*, you ungrateful fat scoundrel,

““Oh, really, Wharton—»

“Well, we're going to Wharton
Todge, vou image,” said Harry., “1f
you want to go to Margate you can go
and ask the Head for leave. I can see
him granting it ;

“Well, if he's only given you leare
to home that's rather rotten,” said
Bunter. * But I'll tell you what. Let's
pretend to start for Wharton Lodge
and then head for Margate. I'll stand
all the oxes for a.] h;gi ay thers. I'm
cxffct.in a postal-order—"

a.rr:rgWhnrl:nn chuckled,

“If your postal-order comes before we
start we'll make it Margate,” he said;
“otherwisa it'a Wharton Lodge.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Beast 1" snid Bunter.

From which reply it might have keen
guessed that Bunter had little expecta-
tion of the postal-order reaching Grey-
friars m tima,

And he was right; it didn't!

—_—m

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Homeward Bound !

él 0TS of luck, old bean!" said
I Peter Todd, when he learned
of the good news for six.
“Rotten favouritism " said
Skinner.

Certainly there were a good many
fellows in the Lower Fourth who envicd
the Famous Five thoir good luck. DMost
of them, however, took Toddy's view,
which was much nicer than Skinner's.

“But what's it all about?” Ekinner
wanted to know, when the juniors were
glnckinﬁ their bags to depart. “The

ead hardly ever gives a man leave in

Lo middle of the term. What's it for?"”

“That's telling!” said Dob Cherry,
with & mysterious shake of the head.

“A blessed sceret? aneered Skinmner.

“A deep and deadly awiful secret!™
answared Hob, “Still, if you wouldn't
repcft it, Skinney, old man-—"

“I wouldh't of course,” said Skinner
eagerly.

" Mind, not a word to a single soul 1™

“That's all right.” )

“It's rather important,” said Bob
dubiously. “Bub 1f you really mean
that vou'll keep 1t dark, Bkinnor—"

“ Honour bright ! gaid Skinner, with
an intention—which he did not state—
of spreading the news all over the
Lower School, whatever itk was,. Haraold
Skinner's honour needed a lot of polish-
ing to make it bright.

“Well, then I don't mind telling
yvou—="" gaid Bob, and paused.

"Go 11" breathed Skinner.

“*You won't tell anyhody ¥

“No, no!"

“Then I'll let you into it,"” said Dab.
“We're going on a special miszion to
the Unitod Statops—"

“Tho United States!” gasped Skin-
Ber.

#To zes the Prosident. I suppoze yon
know they have a man ecalled o presi-
dent there, instead of a king? Well,
we've got & special mission to him, to
protest against obsolete horse hoing
exported under the name of canned
beef—-""
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“You silly idiot ! yelied Bkinner.

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Don't you. believa me?" asked Bob,
in a palned voico.

“"You silly chump! Lock here!
What the thump has the Head pgiven
you leave for?"' snapped Bkinner, who
seemed badly to want to know,

“Well, to tell you the
facts—" said Bob.

“Well ¥ growled Skinner.

- “We're going on an expedition in the
interests of geography ! We're, bound
for the Egquator—-"

“The Equator?™

“Yes, to zeo if it's really there”

“ ¥ ou-—=you-—you blithering imbecile !
sald 8kinner, and he gave up making
inquirics,

It was obvionz that he was not going
to learn the facts, whatever the facts
woro.

A taxi bore the Famous Five and
Eilly Bunter away toe Courtfield Station,
In the taxi DBilly Bunter developed
l:u.l.'ﬁ'l:_l'ﬁlt-j?.

“1 say, you fellows, it's rather quesr
the Head giving us leave,” he remarked,
“ How did you get your uncle to wangle
it, Wharton”

“ Asked him,” answered Harry.

“But you must have spun him some
yarn "

" Fathead !

“Look here, you might as well tell a
chap,” urged Bunter; “I may be able
to work it with my people another time,
if 1t's 2 good one !

I Hiﬂ-, a, h:ﬂn 149

“Of course, I understand why you
gob leave for me, too!” added Bunter.
“That ass Toddy thought it was queer,

actual

and he said so. Cheek, you Enow!
Toddy’s a fool. Of course I know."
“hid you?" excleimed Wharton,

“IHow the dickens——"

“Waell, of course I did,” said Bunter.
“You'd hardly enjoy tha holiday with-
ot mo, I suppose.™

“0Oh, my only summer bonnet! Do
you think that was the reason why I
got leave for you, too?"” gasped Whar-
ton.

“Well, what other reazon could thero
be " asked Bunter. **But 1 say, you
feilows, I'd much rather go to Margato.
Look here. Wharton, I'll tell you what.
hlake it Marpate, and I'll promise to
eome and spend the whaole summer
vacation with you at Wharton Lodge™

“Oh crikey! What an inducement to
make it Margate ! gurgled Bob,

“Ha, ha, ha "

“I mean 16!" said Bunter.
what about it, old fellow ™

“My dear man, if you really mean
it—"

“1 do!"” said Bunter.

“Then nothing on earth would induce
me ta make it Margate !

" Beast 1V

“Now we're safe out of Groylriars
ernd you ecan't shout it £l over the
gchool, I'il tell you why we're taking
yon along,"” eaid Harry. “We're g(ﬂl?
to look for that place where the kid-
nappers had you.”

Bunter's eycs opened wide behind his
spectacles,

“What rot !"" he ejaculated. .

“¥ou haven't sense enough to give
the police u tip to find tho place. Bus
if you saw it again, do you think you

LA

woutld know it

“OF course I should, Dat I'm jolly
weli not going near 1817 said DBunter
warmlyv, “I'in net fuing to he kid-
napped and murdered. I ecan jolly well
toll you !

“You wouldn't be both,” said Boh.
“If they Lidnap wvou, vou won't he
murdered; and, on the other hand, if
they murder you, it stands to reason

'Ts Hﬂ-‘l’f,
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that they wouldn't take the trouble ta
kidnap you afterwards.™

“Beust ! DMean fo say this izn't o
holiday, after all, and you're going to
lack for Fishy?!™

“Just that!™

“Is there a reward offered for finding
him " asked Bunter.

“WNot that T know of."

“"Then what do you want to find him
for®"”

“Guess ! sald Johnny Bull,

But it was impossible for Buntor to
pluass why :mf‘ ellow should take the
trouble to help another fellow, unless
there wos & reward of some kind
atiached. Dumter had to give it up,

The cheery party arrived at the
station, and boarded the train. Bunter
blinked round the carriage.

“I've got your ticket, fatky,” said
Harry, “That's all right.”

“I was looking for the lunch-basket,”
said Bunter.

“The what "

“ Lunch-basket,"”

“What lunch-basket

“1 suppose you're going to have some
grub put on for a journey like this?"

EupFﬂﬂE again!” said Wharton
chearfuily,

“Now, look here, you fellows,” said
Bunter, in a very determined way, “I'm
willing te give up my time for your
sakes, and put up with a stuffy old
retired soldier and a fussy old lady.
I'm a generous chap, and I'm always
easy-going, a3 you know. But I want
one thing te be quite clear—if I'm
eoming with you I've pot to be treatad
decently in tho way of grub. It's not
much I eat, but I'm not going to starve.
I may as well say plainly that if a
lunch-basket isn't put on this traim, [
shall step out of thoe carriage and go
back to Greyfriara!™

“You mean thati™

*Every word I

“Well, there’s the door !"

i-ll'Eh?:u

“Thera's still time to hop out beforo
tho train starvfs,™

“And I'll help you,” eaid Johnny
Bull, Etﬂnding up and drawing back hia
right foot. * Ready?”

“Of course, I wouldn't desert my
pals, when they're relying oo my help
to sep them through,” said Bunter,
“I'm not that sort, f hope. Look hege,
there’s & man with chocolates on a tray.
Shall I call him?"

“Clartainly, if you like!™

“I1 mean, will vou buy the stuff if I
call him "

*Not at all.™

"“Look here [ If this is the way you're
going £o treat a chfp who's making

asked Harry.

-

sacrifices for you—-"

“Bunter won't bo much use,” said
Bob Cherry. “I'or goodness’ sake, let's
baot him out! Open the door !

I say, you fellows, 1t's all right!
What 1 really meant to say 15, I don't
core for chiovolates on o railway journesy,
1—I wasz thinking that Nugent loolked
rather hungry——""

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

The last door slammed, the whistlo
shrieked, and the express moved out
of the station, Billi Bunter grunted,
and settled down in his eornor. It was

too late to boot him out now., Tho Owl
oi thoe Remove blinked round dia-
contented]y,

“Got any tofles, Bob?™

ﬂﬁﬂql'?

“You got any, Nugent?”

[ 4] NQ‘;:J

“"You got any, Bull#”

L1 i"\-.}}:”

“What about vou, Inky?” ]
“ Nothing about me, my estecmed pig-
ful Bunter.”
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Slowly but surely the saw worked through the wood circling round the lock of the shaiters ]

“ Boasts [

And as there was n-:-thingh@ﬂ eat, Billy
Bunter closed his eyes behind his big
spectacles, and went fo sleep; and his

cep rumbling snore mingled more or
less musically with the rumble of the
train.

P

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Bird’s-Eye View ]

OLONEL WHARTON greeted his
nephew, and his friends, wi
cheerful cordiality, when they
arrived at Wherton Lodge. Misa

Wharton was very pleased to see Harry
and thought it very kind of the Hea

to give him an extra holiday in term
timie: but that did not surprise her, for
she was sure that the Head must be very
fond of Harry. ‘The colonel, however,
was a little perplexed; and Wharton
axpectod questions which he would have
found it diflienlt to answer. In his own
mind, he felt almost certain that chance
had placed in his hands a clue to the
missing schoolboy; but he was very un-
willing to say anything on the subjeck
till ho was sure. Ilad the colonel ques-
tioned him, he would have had no choico
in the matter.

But the colonel, who was a man of
few words at all times, wnzs not given
to asking questions.  After the other
fellowa ﬁ'ug gone to bed, he spoke
briefly to his nephew.

“I've done as you asked me, Harry;
and kpowing you as I do, I am sure
that you would not havoe asked so very
unusual o thing, without a good reazomn.
But I am guite in the dark.”

“I suppose so, uncle,” Wharton
admitted, 1 you like, I will explain
the whole maitter; but—"

“But you would rather not? said
the colonel, with a faint smile.

“Well, yes,” said Harry. “Because I
may be making a mistake, Most hkely
you would think me rather an ass—"

“Y think not,” said the coloncl. *Dut
I will ask vyou no guestions—I trust you,
and trust your good sense, You ehall
explain the matter in your own time.
Good-night, my boy ™

And Wharton followed bhis comrades
to bed.

Thera was no doubt that Colonel
Wharton was very perplezed. How the
party of juniors were going to rendoer
any service to their headmaster b
tukiu% g few doays' leave from schoal,
waa eltog ]
gentleman to make it out ﬂe‘rtmnh’.
on the face of it, it looked like the
flimsiest excuse for getting & holiday.
And Flarry realised that his uncle's
faith in hirn was very strong, to stand
such o toat,

It was the intention of the Co. to
commence operations early the next
morning., DBut in that, they nhad mnob
counted on Dunter. Dunter absolutely
declined to turn out early. He break-
fasted in bed at nine; and tock a liltle
nap alterwards till” ten.

Probably the nap would have lusted
till hunch-time; but at ten Bob Cherry
invaded Tunler's room, and squeezed &
wet sponge down his neck.

Then Bunter got np.

1e was down by hali-past ten. Dut he

ether too puzzling for the old Bab

blinked round with o dissatisfied expres-
sion when he camo out of the house
with the Famous Five.

*“Where's the car?’ he azked.

“In the garage,” answered Harry.

“Ain't we going in the carl
demnanded Bunter.

“You fat frump, can we drive up to
tha place in the cor?” hooted b
Cherry,  "We've got to keep out of
sight of the people at the Poplars?

Bunter snifed.

“Well, I don't belicve in acting syrup-
stitiously,” ho said. “I'd roather go in
the car, apen and above-board.”

“Fathead! Get a move on ¥

“1f you fellows think I'm going to
walk a mile,” bawled Bunter, '1)'&“
fellows aroe jolly well mistaken, seet”

“You can't walk a mile " demanded

O
*No, I jolly well can'ti®

“Well, can you run a mile?

“No, you fathend 1" ] ;

“Try 1 gaid Bob, “I'm going to kick
you every time you lag, so you'd Letter
try hard. Stact!”

“Yarooogh !” roared Buntcr, as Bob's
boot clumped on a }Eair of very tight
trousera. ' Waow | eazt 1"

And he ran.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared tha. Co., and
they followed.

“Lot's dribble him all the way!™ sug
pested Johnny Bull.

“Hear, hearl” i

“1 eay, you fellows—— Whoopl
Wow | I say—vaooochoop I®

Dunter dadzed a baat, and rolled ont
Toe MagxEr Lisnany.—XNo, 1,165,
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of the pates of Wharton Lodge inte the
rond. The chuckling Co. followed.

“Think you can walk now, Bunteri”
asked Bob.

“Ow! Beast! Wow!™

“If you can't, you're going to be
dribbled——"

“Losst | I'll walk!” gasped Bunter.

“0f ecource, if you'd rather I helped
you with a shove of my boot every now
aod then, I don’t really mind the
trouble,” said Bob considerately.

“ Beast 17 T

The juniors walked on cheerily in the

summer morning—only DBunter grunt-
ing morosely; and every now and then
te show how

iving a little groan
?utigued he was by this unnecessary
exertion., DBut the Famous Five wera
roally not likely, in the circumstances,
to drive up to the Poplars in a carl
That was not the way to scont success-

fully,

ﬂcv walked alopg the country road
towards Wimford. It was a glorious
Juna morning, and they Enj-a-{ed o
walk, and Ele unaccustomed freedom
from the claims of school. .

But they left the road, at a coneider-
able distance from the Poplars. I
Barney McCann really was there, it
was possible, at le.st, that he might
know some of the juniors by sight; and
it was certain tbat he would know
Billy Bunter if he saw him. So it was
necessary to keep carefully oub of obsor-
vation from the houas.

Wharton knew the countryside thor-
oughly, and the Wimford.Road and its
surroundings had always been familiar
to him, e Co., too, knew the lie of
the land pretty well, from their fre-
guent visits to Wharton Lodge. It was
oasy_enough to reach a spot from which
the Poplara could be surveyed, without
betraying themselves, .

Although Wharton had never noticed
the place 5ﬂe¢m]ly. and had quite for-
gotten it when he read his aunt's letter
at G[‘Eﬁfﬂﬂm he had sinee recalled to
mind that he had seen it, while eyeling
in the Surrey lanes near his home. Ha
had refreshed his memory by a- talk
with Wells, while waiting for Bunter
thot morning., So his objective was
guite clear in his mind now.

The Poplars was on the Wimford
Road, but it lay someo distance back on
a shady leafy lane, From the road it
was not likely to be noticed unless speci-
ally looked for.

t was quite secluded, end there was
no other building within half a mile;
which not only answered to Bunter's
deseription of the place where he had
been imprisoned, but was  ohviously
exactly what Barpey MeCann must
have wanted for his peculiar purposes.

Leaving the road, Wharton led his
comrades by o field-path, and then b
a bridle-path through a Ipatch of wood-
land, to the slope of a low hill, where
rich green pastures were dotted with
flocks of sheep. He stopped at a group
of becches on the hillside.

“Good ™ said Bunter, ;:riumping' down
at the foot of & tres. *“I'or goodness
sake, let's have a rest. Did you fellows
bring anytling to eat?”

“Wa haven't come here to rest, fat-
head,” answered Wharton. % Yqu're
going to climb one of these trees”
“T'm not!” roared Bunter.

“We can see the P{:r];ﬂa:ta from here.

“Blow the Poplars!” Bunter seemed
to be gotting cross. " Bless the Pop-
lars| Hang the Poplars!” L.

Leaving the fat junior squatting in
the grass, the Famous Five clambered
up ooe of the tall trees, and their heads
&mer%led from the foliage on & high

branc
“There wvou are!™ said Wharton

pointing.

Between the hillside and the Wimford
Rord lay the Poplars. The junicrs
seanned it from the high Deech, getting
a complete view of the whole place;
inside as well as outside the fall fence
by which it was surrounded.

The bungalow lay in the middle of
ahout an acre of enclosed ground. On
all sides the tall fence sorrounded it,
with a thick row of tall poplars over-
topping it. There was a pravel drive
from thoe front pate to the house, curv-
g round to the detached garage at
the side. SBmoke rose from one of the
chimneys, BEvery window was shuttered ;
and on all the windows that could be
geen, the shutters were closed.
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“The Schoolboy

Airmen”

“1"'m an airman, 'm an airman and
1 fly, iy, Ay, Ay . . . sings Grundy.
And would you believe 1t, Grundy,
the biggest idiot, duffer and burbling
bandersnatch that ever walked the
earth, actually dees fip among the
Hw.r:].l' clouds. How he gels up there
will amaze you—how he reaches terra
firma again without breaking his neck
will 3upp]§.r YO with endless thrlls.
Don't miss this week's 1ssue of
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“My hat!” sald Dob. “That looks
exactly like Bunter's deseription, Even
thﬁ.etthfuﬁ _tldlﬁ::!- n'iuﬁl; be sbla to soy
W er its o ace or not
h?}? a}; iti; r ot, when he

enould think szo!" said HHarry.
“I can't help belioving it's the pla?a;.
What are all the shutters ¢losed for, on
& summer's morning 7

“To keep somebody sale inside!™
anid Bob.

“I feel sure of it

“Thoe next thing is to haul Bunter
up here,” said Nugent. “We oucht to
h"‘.fﬂ brought a steam derriok.”

Ha, ha, ha!"
 After a good look at the place, the
juntors descended the tree. As they
dropped into the grass beneath, o deep
runbling sound greeted them.

Snore |

Billy Bunter was asleep.

“Amm’t he a brute!"” snid Bob Cherry,
surveying the slumbering Owl. "g:)
must be frightfully sleepy, after getting
up at ten in the morning, and fearfully
exhausted after walking a mile. T
suppose it's heartless to wake him up—
hu‘é “hre;v: tgub to Eﬁ :iti."

o nt over the sleeping Owl, a
suddenly roared in his a:il:‘. J v ER4

Bﬁuﬂu, _hnllpnédhallﬂl”f i

T jum out o umber.
0k Ifl)w[ Woat? Beaszt!"”

B;;"Fake up, old fat man!” grinned
(4] Ym!t|I;

“You tako his other ear, Frank
end help me get him up,” 'sai-'.!. Eﬂgz

Bunter rose to his feet guite suddenly,
Hea did not want heipil:!lg upinﬂ:ngy
his fat ears. He blinked round at five
smiling faces with 8 wrathful blink,

“Now, look here, vou beasts, I'm
tired, and I'm going to have a roest,”
he snorted. “If you think I'm going
to climb that tree, Wharton—""

:Gat on with it,” said Harry.
n'E'r::a and cat coke”
Up you ge!"” said Bob. *“You've
got to look at the place, fathead, end

telé s whether it's the right place or
b i |

L1 Rﬂ.ts I:I-J-.
“Well, if we have to carry you up,

we may drop you,”' said Boh. “We'll
try if you like, DButb if we drop vou it
witll very likely jolt the jolly ::ﬁd globe

out of place, and piteh 1t into the sun,
or something,”

“{rlu, ha, ha!"

“ You—you—you—silly idiot " gasped
Bunter. Billy Bunter's weigh% xpva.u
considerable; but really it was not
suficicnt to jolt the earth out of its
orbit if ha dropped.

“Up with you,” said Johnny Bull,

“Buck wup, Bunter,” said Wharton,
encouragingly. “If it's the right place,
old fat man, we'll fake you on to
Wimford and feed you at the bunshap,
and send you homo in a taxi.”

“0Oh 1" said Bunier, brightening, “0Of
course, I want to help you Eﬂllum,
‘That's what I'm here for. It's tho
rlq;ht place. ™

‘How do you know without looking
at it fathead?

“0Oh, I feel sure of it,”" said Bunter,
“I'm absolutely certnin it's tho riglt
pluce,. Now let's get on to Wimford.
I'tn hungry.™

“Goet up the tree, vou fat chump!
We'll help yow," =aid Harry.

“I suppose I ean climb a trea with-
out help!” growled Bunter. "1 fancy
I can climb better than any fellow
here, and chanee it."

“Well, go abead and do "

Bunter grunted, and set himself to
the iask of elimbing the tree.  lle
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puffed and blew, and blew and puffed,
and made slow progress, Heo turned a
fat face crimson with exertion towards
the juniors.

“I think you might give & fellow a
bunk up!” he gasped. “I can't sce
what vouw’'re standing about like a lot
of moulting owls for, doing nothing.
Can't yvou lend a fellow a hand?"

The Famous Five lent him many
hands, and the fat jumior clambered
into the tree at last. Combined efforts
landed him on a high branch, and his
bullet head emerged from the foliage,
and his spectacles glimmered in the
sunshine over the becch. He blinked
in the direetion pointed out by Wharton.

Tz that the placse ™ asked Harry.

“What place?”

“Lan't yvon see 157

“You know I'm shortsighted, you
beast. T can’t make it out from here.”

“(Oh, Christopher Columbus!”

“Lemme go down! I believe this
branch is going to break.’”

“Shall we chuck him down?” asked
Johnny Ball, in deep disgust. " Fancy
the blinking owl not being able to sce
the place, now we've lugged him up
to the top of the tree,”

“Well, we really ought to have
Ehﬁx;rght- of that,” said Wharton, rue-
u L3

“ My esteemed chums--—"" murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“0Of course, I can gee 1t,” said Bunter,
“Only I can’t make it out clearly.

“¥You blinking owl-—"

"My excellent and ridieulous
chume——-" said Hurree Singh.

“0Oh, it's no good talking, Inky,”™
esid Bob. “We ought to have re-
membered that the fat asa can’t see
a vard from his silly nose.”

“1I did remember it; my worthy and
idigtic Bob,” said the Nabob of
Bhanipur, gently. “ And I have brought
the esicemed feld-glasses n my ridicu-
lous pocket.”

“Great pip!
a giddy jewel”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a
dusky grin, produced a peir of field-
glasses from his pocket. He opened
them, and handed them to DBunter.

“I gay, you fcllows——"

*Look, nssl"

“Thiz branch is creaking—I1 believe
it's going to break.”

“Then the sooner you get your job
done the better: vou're mot golng to
ghift till you've done it.2

“ Beast 1™

Bunter jammed himself more safely
in a fork of the branch, insisted upon
all the cther fellows heolding him, and
then gingerly raised the field-glasses to
his eyes, and focused them on the
Poplars. The place rushed into near
view ot once.

“That's the place,” said Dunter. “I'd
gwear to it. Thore's the garage where
I hid when I heard the beast coming—
that back window with its shutters
balengs to the reom where I was shut
np—the kitchen windew's on the other
side of the hack door—there’s the
laurela behind the house where I
dodged out of sight of the red-headed
beast in case he saw me from the
window—and—0CGreat Scott! There's
the red-headed beast himeeli”

The back door of the bungalow
opened, and a tall, powerfully built
man ecame out. Ilis red hair could be
elearly =een cven at the distance. He
went round the hoack of the house to
the garage, and for a whole minute

was in full sight of the juniors in tho
tree-top.

Inky, old man, you're

" That's the beast they called Mike!” They

said Buntor.
“Bure!” asked Wharton, eagerly.
“0Of course I'm sure, fathead! Think
I wouldn't know that beast again,
after seeing him every day three or four
times when he brought my grub?

GREYFRIARS CELEBRITIES!

Here's another rousing poem from the
pen of our long-haired rhymester,
This week he picks on Dick Russell

REYFRIARS has a host of chaps,
G An infinite variety;
But never one has
perhaps,

2o filled with stern propriety
As Richard Russzell; he who'd flee
A mile from signs of fighting;

In fisticuffs he could not =ea
The fun that chaps delight in.

come,

Hiz ways, indeed, were very mild;
Hiz manner most pacifio;

Heo thought his schoolmates rather wild,
Their heavy blows prolifie.

But others, seeing in the boy
An emhbrye Carnera,

Made it their task, their pride and joy,
Ta coach him, and fo rear a—

Champ, who'd make Grevfriars proud,
By bringing down upon her,
Of compliments, & mighty crowd,
And shoals ﬂf well-won honoura.
Their prophecies were not far wrong;
They made a “star ¥ of Russell;
His_fistic manner's really strong,
With well-trained broin and muscle.
Dick Ruszsell iz a sport all round,
With boundless, strong agilily;
Dramatics, too, a use have found,
For hiz pronounced ability,
Janes and jesta don't int'rest him;
Tis mind's on something bigger;
He finds the most delight and vim
In “spinning ™ on his “jigger.”

Dick Russell, in the boxing ring,
Has never met H. Wharton,

For hoth think it is not “the thing ¥
For ﬂhl‘:ﬂl—ﬂhi% to be fought on.
Our Harry is Dicl’s staunchest friend
Through fair or foulest weather;
And wheresoe’er their pathways wend,

They always go together.

At work
ronand,

A friend of hove and masters:

In fistic combats, he'll ba found
To ward off all disasters.

2o let “"1hick Russell ™ be the toast,
He's brought us fame and glory;

Hiz boming proweszs we zhall boast
Throughout Greyiriars story |

and sport Dick’s good all

21

gave me eanned beef, the
rotters.’

“That settles it!" gaid Nugent.

“The settlefulness is terrific.”

“That's all right, then," said Johnn
Buli, *“You can fall off that bran:
a3 soon as you like, now, Bunter.”

“ Beast "

The Famous Five helped the unwieldy
Ow] down the trews. It was & laborious
task, but they landed him zafe on the
solid earth again at last.,  All the five
were elated and execited now. The
matter had been placed beyond doubt;
they knew now that the Poplars was
the hiding place of the kidnappers and
their prisoner.

“*1 say, you fellows—-"*

"Dy up, old fat man” ;

“1 say, if youn think I'm going to
that show, you're jolly well mistaken,”
said Bunter. “I'm not going near the
place.”

“My dear psg—="

“1 mean it," said Bunter. “I'm not
going to be shot and stabbed and
murdercd and kidnapped, I can jolly
well tell you., I refuse to, go anywhero
near the place. That's got to be clearly
understood.™

Hatry Wharton laughed,

“Right for ones,” Eﬂ said. “You've
done all you can do, fathead. You
weren't brought here as a fghting
man "’

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Lock here, I'm hungry. Let's get
on to Wimford. Wal mﬁ all theaa’
miles has made me frightiully hungry.’

“0h, come on!” gaid Wharton.

And the juniors—carefully keeping
out of sight from the Poplars—walked
back to the road, and went on to
Wimford, where Bunter, at last, was
made happy at the bunshop.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
After Dark !

ARRY WHARTON & CO, re-
H turned to Wharton Lodge 1n
timo for lunch, They were 1
an clated, but at the same time
rather thoughtful mood. All the Co.
agrecd that the matter was bevond
doubt now; that they could put their
finpor on the kidnappers’' den, where
Fizsher T. Fich was a prisoner. But
the plan of nction that was to follow
required thinking out.

Colonel Wharton was not at home to
lunch, and the schoolboys lunched with
Miss Wharton—ZBunter, in fact, lunched
several times over. He had had rather
an extensive feed at the bunshop; but
fortunately it had not spoiled his apne-
tite.

After lunch hs had a very serious
announcement to make to the Famous
Five.

“1 say, you fellowa! Tou'll have to
get on without me this afterncon!" he
said.

“Tmpossible "' answered Bob Cherry
gravely.

“*Well, you'll have to,” said Dunter.
“1n tired with all that exertion thig
morning, and I've had a fairly good
lunch. I'm going te have a jolly long
nap. I shan’t come down till tea.”

“But be reasonable, old fat man!”
arged Bob., "“How can you possibly
expect us to get on without you all that
time ™

“Well, I mean it,"” said Bunter.
“You can jolly well do the best youw
can. You never consider me. Well, I'm
not going to consider vou, see?”
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“Don't bo hard on us, old felowl”

“Relent ¥ zaid MNugent.,

“Unsay those cruel words!” urged
Baob.

“The mournfuloess of our estecroed
salves will ba terrific and preposterous,
my worthy Bunter.”

“*Mind, I'm not to bo woks up!” said
Bunter. “If you fellows miss me, well,
perhaps yuu'ﬂ:' learn to valug my com-
pany at its proper walug,  Perhaps if
will be a lesson to you, ‘That's al! I've
got to say.”

“ About enocugh, tool” remorked
Johnny Bull, .

And Dunter rolled away to his room
for & nap, heartlessly regardless of the
grief the loss of his fascinating com-
pany could not fail to cause. The
Famous Five, howoever, did not look un-
duly pgricved. In iact. they were
grinning as they strolled out on the
terrace., sy . :

“Now that fat idiot’s hibernating, we
can jaw,"” said Bob Cherry. “ What are
we going to do, O king?”

“Trot out the giddy plan of cam-
paign,'’ said Johnny Bull
; l\ifhmtan wrinkled bis brow thought-
ully.

“Well, it's practicall
that we've got on to the
Fishy 18 kept!" he said. "

“Buti" said Hu%ern['n. ]

*1t wa were absolutely certain, I sup-
pose wa should be bound to call in the
police. But we can't go as far as that.
hlorcover—"'

“Good word!" said Bob. *“Go it g

“ Moreover,” said Wharton, laua-hmf,
“althongh that is practically certainly
tha place where Bunter was kept when
thoy hall him, we've no proof that
Fishy iz kept in the same place, or that
he's still there if he was taken thero”

“It is an immoral certainty!” re.
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Oh crumbs!®™ ejaculated Bob., “I
suppose you mean & moral certainty, I
gea your point, Harry., If the police
went o far ns to get o search warrant
on our information—and I'm not gure
they would—we should look a precious
got of asses if Fishy wasn't there.”

*“That's it,” soid Horry., *I believa
we've got on to the place. Now we've
got to make sure Fishy is in if, That
means & scout round the place at close
quia :n--;which means after dark.'!

“Quite ! agreed Bob,

d "—Wharton Eqused 8 moment,
and then went on—“if we find that
Fishy really iz there I don't sce hand-
ing the job over to somebody else to
pull of. Wo con take some goli-cluba
with us, and there are five of us—and
we're fairly useful in a scrap. If Fishy
is tt!tﬂam, why shouldn’t we hook him
ou

" Hear, hear” )

“1'd like to get a lick at that black-
guard MeCann with a brassey ! re-
marked Johony Bull thoughtfully.

“Jolly good idea !" said Bob heartily.
“If we fail, wo'll give the bobbies a
turn, But we shan't f2il, Only we've
gob to make jolly sure, before we clump
a on the napper with & golf-
qlnyb'h{:dg th Pp th & golf

ub."

“Wa shan't want Bunter!™ went on
Wharton. “Tho fat doffer would only
be in the way. We'll pack him off to
the pictures at Wimford, so thai he
can’t cackle while we're gone, We don't
want anvbody to be anxious about us.
We'll start for Wimlord with him, and
leave bim on the road=--and get busy.
How's that?"

oK G’ﬂ'ﬂd t!l '

“And, the matber being scttlod, the
juniors  procceded fo make a few
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lace where
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reparations for tho expeditiop, and

lled in the rest of the alternoccn with
tenmea.

Bunter had not come down when they
came in to tea; and they learned from
Wells that the fat Owl was still tired,
and wanted tea in his room. Which
did not dash their spirits ac all: thoy
woere bearing the loss of Bunter's coms
pany with great fortitude

A coupwe of hbours later. Harry
Wharton looked in on the ifat junior.
Bunter ‘had had & good tea—in? fact,
several teas rolled into one—and, was
resting on a scttee after his gastronomie
exertions. His mouth was wide open,
and he was snoring.

Wharton shook him into wakefulness,

Bunter gave him a glare,

“Wharrer you wakmg me ap fort”
he demanded surlily, " Can't a follow
have a snooze in peace? If you think
I've come here to fag about all day
long, Wharton, you're jolly well ris-

taken, I haven't.,”

“Liko to come—-"

I;Hﬂlﬂ

*To the pictures?"’

“Gh lu

“We're gompg to have a taxi.”

* Oh, I'ﬁ come ! said Bunter. *I
rather fancied you'd find that you
conldn’t get on without me. I don't
mind; I'll come, Mind, we have a

taxi back, toa.™

“Yes, fatty.”

“And, look here, a fellow doesn't
want to he hungry at the pictures, Lend
me ten bob{'' sard Bunter, “I1 know
Four uncle’s tipped you since you came
home, Ib's no good saying you haven't
Oh, good!™  Bunter's fat fingers
closed over a ten-shilling note, “I say,
old fellow, I'll come with pleasure. It's
rather a fag, but I always was a self-
gacrificing chap, as you know. I'm
ready.”
~ Ten minutes later, six juniors packed
into a taxi from Wimford, and started.
Bunier blinked at a little bundle of
goli-clubs that Beb Cherry put in.

““What on earth are they for? he
asked,

“{zolf 1” explained Bob,

““You're not going to play golf at the
pictures, I supposei®

“Why oot? said Bob blandly; an
anzwer that left William Geerge Bunter
considerably perplexed.

The taxi buzzed away on the Wimford
road. Wharton spoko to the driver
whon it had covered a third of the
distance, and the car stopped.

“What the thump are we stopping
for?"’ demanded Buantor,

“Golf " suid Bob cheerily., “Wonld
you rather go on to the pictures or coma
and play with one of these clubs,
Bunter ™"

“¥ou silly nss!" hooted Bunter. “I'm

olng to the pictures, You fellows can
jolly well go and pln{ golf if you like.”

“"Eeep on, then, cld fnt bean! We'll
try to bear the parting.”

“Go to the pictures, old chap, and
take a taxi home "’ said Wharton. * Ten
bob will see you through., Ta-ta

“I say, you fellows——"

But the fellows were already walking
away, with the golf-clubz under their
arms: and Bunter grunted, and went on
in the taxi.

Harry Wharton & Co. left the road,
and strolled into the woodland. There
they sak in the grass, to pass the time
till darkness felll Not until the doszk
was deepening into darkness did they
make a move in the direction of the
Poplars. i

They followed the marrow hittle Iane
that led to the back gate of the house.
It was dark and deserted, They reached
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the gate, and Bok chambered on it and

looked over. MNot a glimmer of light
came from the housa.

In 2 few minutes the five of them
wara over the gate, and treading
cautiously up tha path and towords
the bungalow. Closer abt hand, they
made out glimmers of light from chinks
in the shutters of the back room, which
necording  to Bunter was the room
where he had becn kept a prisoner. In
that room—at least, so they hoped and
believed—Fisher I, Fish was a prisoner
in his turn.

“Hush ! whispered Whorton sud-
denlg'.

The back door of the bungalow
openad.

Before it was fairly open the juniors
had thrown themsclves on the ground,
where, in tho thick grass, they were
quite invisible in the darkness,

Theﬁ heard a heavy tread,

In the gloom they hed a glimpse of &
powerful fipure, moving round the back
of the houst towards the gorage. 'Lhe
light suddenly came on in that building.

The Famous Five lay quite still.
Minute' followed minute, and at last a
sound of voices from the ‘famga CAmMo
to their cars. They could not distin.
guish the words, but they made ocut a
voice with o sharp American accent,
and enother voice with an Irish accent
in reply. It could scarcely be doubted
that tho speakers were McCann and

LE&,

The throbbing of an engine followed.

“They're going—or one of thom isl”
whispered Wharton. *Lie low till sll's
guiet !

“ What-ho I

The juniors made no sound or move-
T t they listened intently. They
heard the g_rmdmgh of the ecar on the
gravel drive, and tha sound of the shut-
ting of the distant front gate. Then
heavy steps came round the house again,
and tho red-headed man went in at the
kitchen door and elosed it behipnd him,
ﬁgiit,thw heard the sound of a shooting

Harry Wharton rose to his feet,

“MNow it's time for our innings!" he
remarked.

And the juniors, on tiptog
approached the house of the kid-
nappers.

]

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Rescue !

ISHER T. FISH picked up =a
book, threw it down again, and
grunted, and moved restlossly
about the room.

Fishy was looking dismal

The hour was getting late, and it was
past bed-time at Greyfriars, But Fishy
waos not feeling inclined to turn in.

Every day thoat passed and found him
still in the hands of the kidnappers
worried Fishy more and more,

Beveral times since he had written
that eloguent appeal to his  popper
Barney McCann had como in to seo
him, and every tima the crook had
seemed moro soavagely ongry ond
moroso,

Barney's enterprise waz not panping
out, aa he would have expressed it, in
thae aceustomed way. Already he re-

retted that he had shifted the scene of
iis activities to the European side of
the Atlantic. Barney ﬁmc:e:'a‘iiv wished
himself back in hiz own uh%lhtful
country. But he had incurred heavy
expenses, and he could not afford to let
ga without getting the ransom for his
IF1EQNEr. }ﬂ was a8 anxious as Fishy
or Hiram K. I'ish to “pony up,” and
end the matter satisfactorily.
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Evory night he
ran up to London
in the car to see a
confadorate who re-
celved enbles  in
code from New
York, Lats cvery
night he came back
disappointed. His
manner  to Fishy
was growing threat-
eniig more  and
more so every day.
He was allowing
fime for Mr. Fish
0 recetve bthat
lettor from his aon.

ut he swore
savagely that if a
favourable cable
did not follow, one
of Fishy's ears
slvould  cross  tha
Atlantic as a re-
minder to lis
pupé:er._ And tha
shuddering  Fishy
had no doubt that
he meant it

_ Fizhy was feeling
bad. Ile was con-
vinced that his pop-
per would havae
pard up if  |his
popper could have
paid up. And if ho
couldn’t that meant
that the **corner in
pork ¥ had failed,
after all, that Mr.
¥igh, instead of
raking in millions
of dollars, was fight-
ing tooth and nail to kee
going, with every :wu.i.l&hrﬂ
volved in the struggle.

He might pull through and bring off
the corner, Or the erash might come,
landing Mr. Fish in bankruptcy.

Bankruptey, perhaps, would not hurt
Mr, Fish very much., An Americen
financier was accustomed to that sort of
episode. No doubt he would rise
refreshed from his bankruptey, wnd
start raking in dollars again, But in
the meantime— ;

In the meantime Fishy felt over his
enr with trembling fingers.

“0Oh, I-~— Wow!" mumbled Fishy.
“{Oh, Jerusalem crickets! 1 sure wish
the popper never had ecornered porkl
Ch, great snakes!”

It wns vory silent in the sccluded
house. In the hall ocutside his locked
door Fishy could hear the creaking of
a rocking-chair, whera Miko sat smok-
ing his pipe and reading a newspaper.
No other sound broke the silence of the
summer night.

Fisher T. Fish wandered restlessly
about the room. His thoughts turmed
on eseapo. LThat fat gink, DBunter, had
got out somehow. But it was hopeless
to Fishy. He looked at the locked door
and groaned. He locked at the
ghuttered window and groaned again,

%“d,‘hﬁ“ Fishy gave a gudden jump.

ap !

It was the lightest of taps on the
phutter withont.

Fizher T. Fish came to o dead stop
and stared at the window, his heart
thumping.

Tap !

It was repeated,

Wheoe tho great-horned toad was tap-
ping at hiz window-shutter at that hour
of the night! Fishy's heart throbbed.
Obviously it could not be one of the
kidnappers. Then who—

Tn;?l!
Fisher T. Fish approached the
window. His bheart beat almost to

the corner
dellar in-
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suffocation. What could it mean except
that someone was trying to get into
communication with him—toe help him?
He opened the casement, and the thick,
strong wooden shutter, locked with o
strong lock, was between hind and the
unknown %ers.-:n wheo tapped. Fisher L.
Mish put his lips to the chink that he
had widened with his penknife, and
whispered :

“ Zay 7 .

He heard a muttercd exclamation out-
side, and gathered that there was more
than one person there. Then a whisper
camg btm}::: .

““Is that you, Fishy "

"Jeruzalem erickets !
T. Fish, as he recogmsed the voica of
Harry Wharton. * Holy smoke! Is that
you, Wharten "

¥ es ™

“Carry ma homa to die! How'd you
get here " gasped the amazod Fishy.
“¥ou mean to say you've come after
me?”

“¥er asal” Wharton had found the
chink in the shutter, and he whizpercd
through it. " ¥ou're alona in there, I
supposo—ar you wouldn't he talking "

"“¥Yep! Door's locked, and a guy cit-
ting in the hall outside."

“How meny of them in the hougo®™

“Only one—Mike! MceCann’s gone
up to town asz wusual to root mfter B
tz,ll}]l?’ from Moo Yark. Mike's in the

“Good! o can’t hear you”

“Not so long as we whisper.
how many of yvou there ™

“Five " came Bob Cherry's voice.
“The whole happy [amily, Fishy."

“I guess I never was so pleased to
hear any guy toot !" breathed Fisher T,
Fish. " Eay, you're zome lnds!”

"“We are—we 15! Pot your money on
the old firm 1™ sard Ilob.

"Havy, you wank to got me oubt of
this 1  whispered Fisher T. Fish.
“They'ra trying to touch the popper for
& ransaun, and the popper ain't playing

asped Fisher

Say,

23

Two whizzing goll-clubs crashed ¢m the

back ﬂtlh, Hlka'sh he:id :!adh? m:hEd rIuE

tha and he pite oTward on

!aea.pana chums of Greyirlars were not

disposed to stand on ceremony with an
armed crook 1

: .-"‘-"‘.d

up, and they're going to cnt off my
yopre——"

“Wha-a-t1" _

“It's the truth ! They're going to cut
off one of my years and send 1b regis-
tcred to Noo Yark to wake up the
popper.”

“Oh, great Scott!"

“I guess I feel my years every morns
in%eto mako euro they'ro still on my
enbeza " muttered ishy  dismally,
“They may hava it off to-night when
MeCann comes back, for all I kmowl
Cet me out of this!™

“That's what we're here fer,” said
Harry. “Keep o stiff upper lipl We're
getting in after you”

“Say, you want to watch that guy
Mike. H‘;'a & tough, and he packs a
'l.'!l'L"

“We'll try not to give him a chance
to uee it. We've brought some golf
clubs for Mike."

“Say, you don't want to shot
up,”  whispered  Fisher . _ Fich
anxmnsl;, “You don't want to slip up

on thiz job. I got to get out of this"

The juniors chuckled softly. Fishy's
anxiety that they should net get “ehot
up "’ was evidently chiefly on his own
account, But the chums of the Remove
did not mind; they wera sccustomed ta
Fisher Tarleton Fish and his littlo waye.

“Leave it to us, old bean,” said Bob,
“We've brought some tools with us to
open the agquarium,”

“The what F"”

“Where they keep the Fish, you
know,”

“You pesky bonehcad ™

There was another chuckle. Then
the Famous Five got to work. The
had tools from Harry Wharton's tool-
box in their pockets. Dob Cherry got
ﬁ-umg with a brace-and-hit on the
gliutter, near the lock. The lock itself
was far beyond the powdrs of the
juniors, whose education in the matter
of h{!uﬂ-ﬁhl‘&&kini had been neglected.
But thoy were handy with tools, and
they could work their way through
wood,

Tho bit

Tre

round its way through the
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solid wood, with s dull. grinding
sound. Fisher T, I'ish cast anxions
lanees towards the locked door.

. ike heard the sound of the grinding

L=

Harry Wharton & Co, were prepared
for & scrap with Mike, if it came to
that., But Fisher T. Fish listencd in
fear end trerabling. _

e moved about the room, making o
fioise to drown the murmuring grind
of the bit on the wood. Dut there was
a good distance, and a thick, closed
door, between the shuttered window
and Mike, and the sound was not really
likely to reach him,

The bit came through the shutter at
last. A round orifice iet & stream of
lizht out inte the dark garden.

Into the orifice 8 slim saw was
slipped. INow that there was an edge
to work on, the saw worked steadily.
It cuk a'l.u:rwi.r,r but surely through the
wood, eircling round the lock.

It was not eaag work ; but the é‘unims
took turns witn the saw lowly,
slowly but sorely, it ate its way. At
last the lock huu%ﬂhy a mere fragment
of wood, and harton snapped it
AAY.

i:‘li'ha next moment the shutters opened
wide.

“All serenc !” grinned Bob Cherry.

Duzzzzzzzzzzz !

Through the silent house rang the
raucous peal of an electric bell. There
waz & startled exclamation from the
man in the hall, and the crash of &
rocking-chair as Mike jumped out of it

“0h, my hat!” gosped Dob.
“Thers's an electric alarm—"

" Quick, Fishy ! panted Wharton,

The juniors had not forescen it. But
the kidnappers evidently left nothing to
chance, The shutter had boen securely
locked: but it was connected with an
electric alarm, which sounded when the
shutter was opened. The silent house
was Alled with the rancovs buzzing,

* Quick " shouted Bob. :

Mike could be heard leaping ncross
the hall towards the locked deor of the
prizoner’s room.

Fisher T. Fish mad. a desperate
bound . from tha window
He landed in the midst of tho

Famous Five,

“ Reat it 1" he gesped.

¥ Cover ™ breathed YWharton, and he
i;rahbud Fishy's arm, and drageed him
sahind the bank of lavrels at the back
of the house. Hies ecomrades mE'. 'l.vi::_.h
him, and they dropped out of sight
behind hﬁlﬁ shrubbery.

“Soy, we want to beat it!" gasped
Fishy, “T'll say heo’s pot o guon—-""

“Fathead! Lis low!”
In the iﬂ%ht@d, open window the
figure of itke appeared, and the

summer stars glinted on the barrel of o
revolver in his hand., Fisher T. Iizh
crouched low. From the window, in
the starlight, the whola pariy would
have been under fird had they run for
the gate.  Wharton had thought of
that 1n time. Whether the crook was
desperate enough to shoot they could
not tell, but they did not like the look
of the revolver and the enraged faco
above it.

“Thunder ! they heard Mike Clancy
roar. “He's gone! He—— Thunder!
Come back, yo young divil ye, or I—
I'll-—" He leaped from the window,
and rushed down the garden.

Whiz! Whiz!

Two whizzing golf clubs erashed on
the back of Mikes head, as he rushed
down the path past the laurels. He
pitched forward on his face, with a
gasp, and before he could rise three
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more golf olubs were crashing on him.
The chums of Greyfriors wese not dis-
posatd to stend on ceremony with o
crook who had a revolver in his hand.

Mike Claney half rose, and collapsed
agato, stunpned. Hearry Wharton tora
the revolver from hizs hand.

“Hold him ' he panted,

“I've ;%ut a cord " suid Bob.

“"Good! Fix the brate up!™

The red-headed man had  been
stunned; but he was alrendy stirring.
In another minute he would have beon
struggling. DBut a minute was more
then enough for the juniors.

When Mike's cyes opened he was
l:;mg‘- bound hand and {pot. He glared
up « 1zily ot the Greyfriars fellows,

Fisher T, Fish grinned down at him,
“Bay, you've sure cdme out abt the
Little end of the horn, Mike!" he eaid.
“I guess you can tell Barney that the
game’s up when he moseys in.  Say,
vou'll find a British
chango after the gnols you're used to
across the pond. Beat it, vou fellows!
Barney might come back ™

And, leaving Dlike where he lay—to
bo called for and collected Jater by
official hands=—Harry ‘Wharton & Co.
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WELL DONE, DONCASTER!

This clever Greyfriars limerick,
which has been submitted by
R. B. Smith, 62, Palmer Street,
Hyde Park, Doncaster, has won

one of this week's
USEFUL POCKET WALLETS.

When Coker turns out to play
crichket,
He takea up his stand at the
wioket,.
His bat awsepa thea air—
The ball lsn't thare!
He falla on the etumpa ! Can
you flok it 7

Hﬂ.\"& d Shﬂh Loore A b-u“ﬁ-ﬂ‘}'f,.
and a wallet will come vour way,
chum !
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made & rapid departure. The hour
was very lute when they arrived at
Wharton Lodge.

| T —

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
All Serene |

66y SAY, vou fellows[™
I Billy Bunter was still up when
Wells admitted the juniors. He
blinked at them zecusingly.

"SBo you've got in i he said.

“We've got in[¥ agroed
Wharton cheerfully.

“You werae pulling my leg!” said
Bunter. “I've been to the pictures,
B Ggﬂt back in time for supper——"

“Good ! said Beb., *I was right-
fully anxious about that! I den't think
I could have borme it if you'd missed

suppet,™

EH:;, ha, ha!"

“Oh, really, Cherry!
in ! said Bunter severely,
weren't you int"

“That's an casy one™
* Because we wero out.”

“Well, 1 told your uncle you'd gone
to Plﬂj’ golf,” zaid Bunter. “DBut I
don't believe he believes you've beon
playing polf after dark.™

“0Oh, my hat! Probably not!®

“You'vo been up to something ! No
good telling me you haven't—I know
you havel Now, what have you been
up to "™

Harry

You weren't
“ Now, why

said Boh,

Fris:m a pleasant
5
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“8Bnuff 1 said Bob,

“Look hers! Why—what—whoe—"
stuttered Bunter, catching sight of
Fisher T. Fish for the first tima.
“Why, that—that's Fish [*

“Figsh it is!” chuckled Bob. “~All
alive-oh I*

“The Fishiulness is terrific!™

‘Say, you fat gink, I guess I'm glad
to sea even your fat mug again,” said
Fishor T. Fish, “It's suro better than
Darney's, though it’s somo uglier,”

“Oh really, Fishy—"

“Where's my unecle, Wells?”" asked
Harry.

“In the library, sir, Miss Wharton is
also up.””

“Come on, you men!”

And the juniors marched into the
library, where Colonel Wharton grected
them with & somewhat severé counten-
ance, and Miss Wharton with a bright
smile of relicf. PBoth of them glanced
in surprise at Fisher T. Fish,

Firry. wha.t.l——’l t.h}

"I hope vou' ink we did righ
uncle ! Ea.i::l Harry, “This ::ha,Eitl
Fishy, who was Lidoapped from E}jm,r-
friars—"

“I have heard sbout it, of course, ™
said the astonished colonel. “ But how

o you mean to say vou boys have
found hirm #

"I guess that's the size of it, sirl”
enid Fisher ', Fish, “and I’ll say there
never was a guy so powerful glad to be
found.”

“Bo that is why you wanted leay
from school, I—.‘[au::*;,f:il‘:“"'5‘r sve

“That ig it, uncle,” answered Whae-
ton, “ and now we know that we were on
the right track—and lhere's Fishy
to prove 1t—I want to tell vou the
whole story, It was Aunt Amy who put
us on the track.”

“My dear boy!”®
Wharton.

It was, really, auntie,” said Harry,
with & smile. *But it seemed such a
chance, that wo didn't went to say any-
thing £ill wo made sure.”

“8it down, and spin your yarn,"” seid
the coloncl, And he resumed his seat
and hiz cigar.

‘The story was told. The eolonel la.
tened in silence, Miss Wharton with
scveral startled ejaculations.

“Good pad!™ said Colonel Wharton,
when he had heard all. * You've done
well, though you should not have taken
the risk you did. However, as it's
turned out so well, I'll say no moro
nbout that, You had better get your
supper while I get on the telephone.”

And the juniors went to supper—Eilly
Bunter geoing with them. It was two
hours since Bunter’s supper, so he wps
ready for another.

Colonel Wharton telfc%;raphed. first to
the peolice at Wimford, to send men
t¢ the Poplars, then to Greyvfriars,
to inform tho Head of the rescue of
IMisher 1. Fish.

“Bless my soul!” came tha Head's
voice, when he heard the glad news.
“Is it possible? Those boys—you &re
sure of what you say, Colonel Whar-
ton i

“Tish is here in the house now, sir!"
said the colonel.

“PBless my soull I am delighted!
You will convey my thanks to the boys,
sir | Bless my zoul!™

exclaimed Miss

o L} - L. * [ ] L]

There was the news the noext morning.
The Wimiord police had taken possce-
ston of the Poplars Immediately afler
the colonel's telephone eall, and having
taken Mike inlo custody, they had

(Continued on page 27.)



“SMILING * BILL MURRAY’'S TAKEN ALL CRICKETING ENGLAND BY STORM ., . .
WATCH HIS LEFT-HANDED BOWLING, HIS LEG-BREAKS, AND ,, , THE BATSMAN’S WICKET!

THE TEST MATCH HOPE!

4

i

The First Test!

LL Desford steod on the green to
A give Bill a thunderous send-off
as the great car slid past on 1its
journey to Trent Bridge, where
he wos to take part in the first Test
match. The same ordeal awaited him in
the city, too—only on a larger scale.
When Bill's selaction for England was
first announced, it had been Mr. Barr's
intention to drive him to Nottingham
by ear. But Severnshire had “struck ™
indignantiy. They were fond of the old
millionaire, and appreciated his work
for the county:; but at the same time,
they didn't see why he should keep Bill
all to himself, and they said so plainly.
SBuch a crowd of Severnshire folk
wera travelling to Trent Bridge to
watch their young idol play that it was
decided everyome should go by speeial
tram.
Whoreupon Jamez Bare fumed,
snorted, and Goished vp by ordering the
special train himself!

A jolly, laughing erowd let go an
encouraging yell as Bill drove into the
etetion, and snother crowd fought each

o'l el

£
£

Two great brown hands closed

over the ball ahd gripped it

tight, The " miracle” had come
to pass/

ather for places on the train. In a8 re-
served, brst-class compartment Bill
found a zeat waiting for him with Mr.
Barr, Major Weaver, Drummond, the
Oxontan, and two or three other lead-
ing sportsmen of the county, while next
door, the Severnshire players discussed
his prospects and listened more or less
respectiully—more less than otherwise—
to George Hommett's reminiscences, Tk
was @& very merry pariy that sped
ghrﬂug‘il the evening towards Nottmg-
amm.

Yet, for the first time anyone could
remember, Bill Murrey had lost his
smile. His thoughts were back in the
little cottape where his father sat dumb
and helpless in one chair, and Alec in
ancther, with both hands. swathed in
bandages,

There and then he registered a silent
cath that, as zoon as the Test mateh
wag over, he wounld find the man who
had sent those batting gloves. And
when he found him—-

Heg looked up to see James Barr and
the others regarding him  eunriously.
His mouth broke inte its old cheery
smile, but hiz grey eves were hard.

- - - - & - F'

" Here they come !”

If his first appearance at Lord's in the
Trizl match had given Bill Murrny a
thrill, it was as nothing compared to
that wonderful moment next merning,
when the English team, with himself in
their midst, filed slowly out of the
pavilion at Trent Bridze on the opening
day of the MNottingham Test,

The bewildering erosh of applause
that greeted them made even the
veterans of the side smile grimly, and
Bill bit his under ]iF. Dut the sight
of the perfect ground, green and smil-
ing in the morning sun, was ss good gas

By JOKHN BREARLEY,

{(Introduction on page 26.)

a tonic. His muscles braced themselves
instinctively.

He was glad England had Ilost the
toss, although everyone elsg was dis-
appointed. Winning the toss for him
meant spending an idle, fidgety day in
the pavilion. Now ha was into the fight
from the word “go ™|

Thousands of critical eyes scanned the
players a5 they came on fo the field, and
a murmur went up whep the crowd
noticed that Learwood snd Bill wore
their sweaters round their necks. Next
moment the clicking score-board con-
firmed the news. Nottingham and
Severnshire were to open the English
utta&k b ; ™

HGEummy ey roa turnin oung
Bill loose early I'" muttered mms-a gf thgn
anxious Severnshire supportars. “And
this bally ground’s the worst in England
for a slow bowler to start on!™

“Rot!"" answered others. “He and
Larwood'll make an awkward contrast 1*°

th::j?:il‘y Hope he's not windy,
iu.:; ‘%iﬁdﬂ Him! Don't mske ny

Although he was surprised, Bill was

far from mervous at the prospect of
gpening the dowling, A ightpicrﬂam
was blowi against him, and he

rinned as he tested its strength, for
owling into the wind meant he could
pley ducks wsnd drakes with his
awervers, and not tire his fingers by
having to apin every ball. The time
for that would come when the shine hed
gone off the leather,

To the tune of more clapping end
some  shrill "ocoo-e0s,” Woodiull and
Ponsford appeared, strolling calmly to
the wickets.  The umpire threw a
gleaming red ball to Larwood, who
caugnt 1% confidently. The feldsinen
went quickly to their places.

£l PIRF I

The 1330 Test campaign had begun!

As usual, the opening was quiet.
Larwood bowled a neat maiden t:;]a the
z'mst.ralmq eaptain, and Bill, intent
upon getting his length and touch, did
the same to Ponsford. A second maiden
from Larwood, and then Ponsford
Aicked Bill's last ball throwgh the slips
for & single.

Crowd and players relaxed. The ten-
sion went out of the atmosphere; every-
hody settled down to business. 'The fun
hegan.

It 13 a wellknown fact that to Billy
Ponsford, Larwood of XNotts is a
“ Jonah." On practically every occasion
they have met the great Vietorian fell
a vietim in some way to the sturdy fast
bowler; and now, bowling at hia most
tervifying pece, Larwood got him
again. i

Threa hissing balls in  succession
pitched a perfect Iaé'lcg;t-h, jumped 131
wickedly, and whistled past Ponsford,
chest  high. The {fourth, turnin
sharply, Stc-t- between hiz bat and his
body, leaving him helpless. As the
fifth screamed past his  off-stump, he
sparred at it gingerly., Bill in the slips

Tug Maigxer Lisriny.—No. 1,165,
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dived and gush muna‘%ed to knook it up,
after which Frank Woolley's long arm

reached out and completed the catch !l
“Thank you, Williaw " he bowed
ravely, as a lopg-drawn roar and a

ﬁnuriig. of mateh cards saluted

England’s firat success. Bill picked him-

gclf off the grass, and Chapman came

over to pat him on the back.

One for onel A good start.

Kippax came in and played the last
ball of the over; thenm all eyes turned
on Bill Murray and Woodfull.

They made » strange pair, the tall
yvoungster with the gay smile, and the

rim, watchful captain of Australia.

ora than one member of the crowd
clencheds his hands painfully as he
walched tho duel gpen between them.

For this match Bill had increased s
leg trap to four men, so that, o fow
vards from the batsman’s elbow, Sut-
cliffe, Hammond, Tate, and Chapman
cronched like tigers,

lips

Woodfulfs frm _ bardencd.
Although he did not show it, that leg
trap was worrying him badly, for Bill
was forcing him to play straight at
those watchiul men every time, and the
slightest slip would mean disaster.

The youngster's accura Was  un-
canny. A great hush fell on Trent
Bridge as the crowd watched him peg
the Australion skipper down mercilessly.
With o finger on each side of the seam
and hic long arm ewinging loosely across
hiz body, gha made the ball do the
maddest tricks in the air. Timo and
again it floated straight for Woodfull's
stumps, only to skid to leg at the last
moment and jump fercely at the bats-
man's pads, foreing him into a cramped
and hasty stroke—towards the leg trap.

There was another danger, too, as
Woodtull well knew; the deadly cork-
sceew  that first ewerved inwards and
then broke back. The Australian could
see Bill was not spinning the ball yet,
but he could not afford to take & chance,
50 he backed up his bat with his pads—
in_case | :

Two overs went by. Bill would not
let go his stranglehold; Woodfull was
content to defend. The crowd sighed
as two balls in succession curled mar-
rellously round his bat—only to bump
harmlessly against his broad pads.

It. wns stalemats; or looked like it.
For a moment Woeodfull's cauntion re-
laxed into confidenco, And then Bill
sprung the snare he had been working
for so patiently. ‘ _

With- the next ball, instead of swing-
ing his arm across his body, he whirled
it downwards and saway. Straight and
brue as usual, the ball sped foxr the
midc%la stump, then swerved—the other
way !

Taken completely by surprise, Wood-
full spotted the difference too late; his
!lml: WEEI'I already @:ﬁmghtn f}:;;wardlt}i
eES. anging guickly, he whipped 1
across the wicket. But the ball won.

The stumps were not even touched.
Only the off baill was snicked off cleanly
and neatly, and ball and bail dis
appeared 1nto Duckworth’s preat gloves,
an.t. until the femous Australian tucked
his bat under his arm and began to
stride stolidly towards the pavilion did
the crowd realise ho was out, Bill
Murray hoad got him again.

Pandemonium reigned then at Trent
Bridge. Five for two wickets, and
those two Ponsford and Weodfull! The
deafening spplause made Bill's ears
ting]le. and his happy [ace went suddenly
scariet.

“ Murray ! Well bowled,
Murray 1"

“Well played, Severnshire !’

Again and again the cheers rang out.
The faces of the other players, too, were
pictures of delight. {One question
aprang to everyone's lips immediately—
woirld Australia collapse §

The fighters from down under aoon
applied the answer to that, however.
Sorely wounded though sho was,
Australia showed her tecth in defiance
and struck buck fiercely., With their
backs to the wall Kippax and Jackson
fought Bill and Larwood tooth and nail,
their bats as straight as their nerves
wera steady.,

Lunch-time esma ond passed.  The
score was 45 for two, Kippax and Jack-
son still in, In his second over of the
afternoon Bill got a little more spin and
a little more pace on & leg-break and
crazhed i1t through Jackson's guard,
Another long duel followed with
Kippax and Bradman.

Chapman, the English captain,
handlod his bowling like a master. The
batzmen wera never allowed to settle
down; his bowlers were kept as fresh
and lively as possible.

Between them, Bill Murray and Jack
White kept one cnd goiug, nailing the
Australians down with bafBing tricks
and cast-iron length. At the other,
Chapman wunleashed his storm troops—
Larwood, Tate, and Clarke, each in
turn shooting down balls that whistled
through the air like meteors.

The afternoon wora on, thrilling in
its breathless intensity. A miraculous
display of stumping dismissed Kippax at
last, and brought Bill his third wicket,
and & bit of forked lightning from Tate
sent Richardson back to the pavilion.

But Bradman stuck like glue; and in
Fairfax he found a worthy pariner,
The game became a deadlock once
more ; slow, bub charged with electricity,

Iill still smiled. For the seccond time
that season he kept Bradman tied up,
making him dance to the tune ]?a
played. Yet he could not get him out.

At five o'clock tea was taken, In
the pavilion Frank Woolley gave forth
a wintry smile,

“This gama's a draw already, chaps—
unfess a miracle happens *

Bill did not answer. TInstead, he
stripped off his shirt and plunged his
shoulders under the eold shower, Then
he took o rough towel and rubbed,

When Chapiman tossed the ball to him
after ics the English captein noticed
that something about his youngest
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INTRODUCTION.

Thanks o FRs amaozi Dol eats,
* Smdling *° Bill Murray, ufgeﬂmahfgg E'&ru niy
eoll, i2 hailed everywhers as the hope of England
in the coming Teals, and is promised fifty pounds
Jor every Test matelk in wohich fe

mlane by a
wmillionaire named Bare, m"ﬂﬁiﬁf &

Murray !

** Emili
more then sloled ot his success, for he Ras a
Jized purpose in Iife—to earn the mo fe pay
Jor an operation to cure hie paralysed fmﬁ who,
wears before, had been ™ puted ' when about fo
eXposg 4 opining qeng, and has been unabla
to Epeak &ince. Fearing the possible conse-
guences should Jokn Murray regain fris me 4
Luke Thurston and kis rascaily associale,
Weagel, who were Murray's assailents, iry to
ritin Bil's crickel carger by means of a pair
of batting-gloves cunningly docdored wilh par-
bolie aeid. Bill's younger Lrother, Alee, how-
eter, i3 the unfortunate victim of their vile plot.
“ Never ming me,"” says the plucky youngeter
nurging fis blistered hands, ™ you go in, ol
gon, and win, We'll find !.Mjrfn#e:: wiho send
the gloves when vou come back S ™

{New read on)

THE MAGNET

bowler had chenged. He stared thought-
fully, In place of the burly lad with
the cheery grin he saw a grim-faced
vouth, with oyes liko steel pomnts and =
chin like a battering-ram; a bowler
who looked once at the scorcboard, onea
at the clock, and long and earnestly ab
tha wicket,

Chapman's face burst into its own
sunny smile. He winked jovially at
Jack Hobbs as they went to theic posts.

“A short course of firoworks now, I
think, J. B. 1" he murmured.

Bill was almest quivering with cager-
ness. A miracle had to happen. and
he meant to achieve it—or hurst! His
first over was a maiden that worried

Bradman a lot. His sccond was even
TWrse,
Crowd and players were on thorns.

The first ball of Bill's third over was
g bad one. The boy Pmmpﬂy cracked
it to the boundary, The second, too,
he drove into the deep fer two.

“He's eracking up!"" whispered some-
one to James Barr, sitting 1n the stand
like some fierce old bird of prey. *The
strain—""

“Got him

The millionaire turned with an angry
srarl,

Tront Bridge had gone crazy. Hats,
cards, sticks, all wera Iiliying in the air,
Men and bovs leapt madly to their [ect;
girls cheered shrilly.

For Brodman's wicket was an uiter
wreek, and the young Australian was
walking lLurriedly back to the pavilion,
too heart-broken for once cven to smile.

Wall took his place, iron-faced and
cool. Ila saw the ball dropping slowly
down on him from & great beight; he
stepped out, swung his bat—"

“Hold it, Jack!™

Chapman's voico cracked wilh excibe-
ment. Yot he need not have worried.
Jack Hobbs, the best cover-point in tha
world, ran swiftly in on tiptoe, got
cleauly under the ball, and held it safe.

One hundred and ten {or seven!

_ Another nete was added to the cheer-
Ing now.

“Hat-trick, Murray ! Hat-trick, boy [
called a thousand veices insistently,

Bill did not hear; he was deal to
everything, Tense as & fiddle-string, ho
watched Oldfield take guard and gfﬁnm
leizurely round the field. He duanced
forwerd, steadied himself--then put all
hizs body and soul into a fast, straight
ball!

Crash!

Oldfield stond paralysed, unable to
realise for a while that he was not
dreaming. The ball had streoked
through the air as fast as anything Lar-
wood or Tate had ever put down,
touched the turf for a thousandth part
of a sccond, and shot his off-stump
spinning  wildly over Duckworth's
sﬁmﬂdﬂr.

Ho was cat. DBill Muarray had done
the hat-trick, and Australia’s back was
broken.

No one—least of all the English
players—seemed to remember much
about the next hearivgri;ln ing twenty
minutes, Everything was like a dream.
At tea-timo Australia had been safe for

the day—and for Monday, too. Now
she was in grave peril.
Fairfax played heroically; MceCabe

helped him, They were badly up against
it, however. Taking the Ekall from
Clarke, Larwood brought one in from
leg at ecighty miles an hour, and
smashed MceCabe's middle stump in two.
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Grimmett came ouk of the pavilion—
lagt mian int

An over from Bill gave Faivfax two
riung,  Another Irom Larwoed nearly
gave Grimmett heart-discase.

Anxionz eyes turned to the clock once
more; but Rill Murray coold only see
thoss three slender sticks twenty-bwo
vards away from him, And his smtle
iad roturned |

He tried Faarlax with a leg-break, Tt
was smothered, He tried another, a bit
slower, which beat the batsman and
nuisacd the wicket by an inch.

Hia third was blocked, hiz fourth
corled sharply into the leg trap, and
Hammond nearly had a catch, His
fifth wos smothered again.

In an atmosphere of killing suspense
he zent down the last ball of the over,
and, the momeng ha let it go, prowled
aftor 1t like o panther. Intept upon the
spinning leather, Fairfax did not see
him come as Bill followed the ball right
up the piteh.

Onee more the Australian bafsiman
reached right out to smother the ball at
the break. Singing with hack-spin, 1t
hung horribly in the air for one fatal
instant, und then it was Fairfax made
a fatal mistake and over-veached.

Tustead of clipping the ball cleanly,
he elumped it sluggishly into the air off
the splice of his bat—and froze with
horror as ha suddenly saw Bill right on
top of him !

Just for a second the ball hung clear.
Trent Bridge gasped. They saw Eill
lcave the turf 1n 8 reckless leap, saw
his long arms shoot out. 'Two great
brown hands closed over the hall,
gripped it tight; then he pitched for-
ward on the grasa with a sob.

Frank Woolley's “ miracle * had come
te pass. The innings wag over, and
England had a victory in her grasp.

{Auatialic’'s back t¢ broken—victory
iz in sighi for Engloand! Be sure wou
foellow s exeiding game in next week's
cnatalment  of thia  pripptng  serial,
Yeou'll enjoy every line af it!)

THE MYSTERY OF THE
POPLARS !

(Condinned from page 2.}

waited for the return of Eimmi
Molann, Barney bad driven buc
fuirly into their hands, and he was
now in Wimford police stution with
Mike—tho unhappiest kidnapper ever.
Ounly too clearly, now, it was borne in
air Barney's mind that he was on the
wrong eide of the Atlantic for guch
atunts,

Fisher T. Fish was expected o look
merry and bright that morning. Iu-
stead of which, his bony countenance
wes overcast and woeful.

For there waa more ncws—in the
financtal columns of the morning paper.
The corner in pork hud hbroken!
(Mher gunys, more astute than Iliram K.
Fish, had, 1t appearcd, had tons and
ton: of pork up their sleeve, and they
hatl thrown it on the market and
“busted” the corner! Hivam K's
nillions had faded away; instead of
rolling in dellars. it appearcd doubtful
whether he would he able to pay ten
vents in the dollar when he went bank-
rupt.

“It's fierce!” =aid Fishy dolorousiy.
“Tt's sure ferea 1™

“ Never mind,” said Bob Cherry con-
solingly. " You'll be sgle from kid-
nappers now. Another bunch might
lave got after you, now that Barney
McCann's i chokey! Now vou're zafe
as houses.”

But Fishy was not consoled.

“1t's sure fierceI” he said. I guess
I'm glad, though, that you guys got
e away from Barney last night! This
news would sure have got his t, and
he might have taken it out of me! 1
guess he's spent & heap of dollare on
this kidnapping stunt, and this noos
would have made hun hopping mad !
I'm pesky glad T dide’t meet up with
him when he got back last night.”
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Thenn he shook his lead. “But it's
sure fievce ! he added.

“Perhaps your popper will corner
something else,” suggested Bob., “Ile's
husted on pork, but he may corner
pickles or parsnips—"

Fisher T, Fish grinned.

"1 guess ha won't be downed for
long,” he said confidently. * After all,
he’s dope preity well out of several
bankruptcies, and I guess he's got a
plum stacked away somewhere. ‘The
popper's spry.”

And Fishy took comfort from that re-
flection.

That aftcrnoon, a police constable
avrived from Courtfield to conduct Fishy
back in safety to Groylfriars.  As &
matter of fact, he was safe enough now,
upw that his popper was no longer a
willionaire.

The same day a letter arvived from
Dr. Locke. It was a letter that gave
great satisfaction to the chums of the
Removo, It overflowed “with grateful
thanks to the juniora for the service
they had rendered=—which was  satis-
factory—and it addod that, as a reward,
they were to take a whole week's leave,
which was still more satisfactory.

*Lentlemen, cheaps, and fellows ™
said Bob Cherry. "The Head's a
brick, and he knows how to treat really
nice fellows nicely.”

“Hear, hear!"” said the Ce.

“We've got & whole week’s holiday,
and we're jolly well going to cnjoy ours
sl v pg—"

“Hear, hear!"

o Th&. only fly in the cintment is Bun-
tep——r-"

“Oh, really, Chorry—"

“But we're going to have a jolly
heliday—Bunter and all 1™ said Bob 1™

And they did!

THE END.

(Veou siamply wust recd the nert! yorn
in thiz thrilling serics, entitled @ Y POP
OF THE CITRCUS! 1s a veal corker,
chiurma.)
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1.
ke 00D - MORNING, boys!™
called out Dr. Birchemall,

the revered and majestick

. Head of Bt. Sam’s, as he

strolled into the skool tuckshop one fine
morning.

" Good-morning, sir ! responded Jack
Jolly & Co. of the Fourth, looking
slitely surprised, for the tuckshep was
natcherally hardly the place in which
one eggspected to find a jentleman of
Dz, Birchemali’s calliber.

“Pray carry on feeding your faces,
boys,” said the Head, who seemed to
be in his happiest mood. *I have
meerly trotted in to place a small order
with the tuckshop damd. Taike down
what I call out on & list, will you,
ma'am "

“Delited, I'm sure, sir!” said the

tuckshop dame, with & curtsy.
_ And then, to the astonishment of the
juntora and the tuckshop dame alike,
the Head proseceded to read out the
following formidable list:

“Five hundred doenutts five hundred
rock cakes, five hundred stake-and-
kidney pies, ditte veal-and-ham, half a
ton of best toffy, one thowsand ice-
cernets, end two thowsand bottles of
nnjer-beer ¥
: “W.H___H..E.Eu_, hat I stuttered Jack Jolly

0.

“That's all, T think, ma’am,” said
the Head. “ Please deliver them to a
markea which I am having erected in
my private garden, and I'll pay you
to-morraw M

“Grata ﬂm_.uu Are you [feeling
hungry, sir?” venchered Jack Jolily.
“Why, sir, you've ordered enuff grubb
to last you for a week!”

The Head larfed hartily.

“Dear me, Jolly! I am sure that the
quantity I have ordered would last me
considerably longer than a week—I
should say mnine days, at least. DBut,
anyway, you are upder & misunder-
hension. The tuck i3 not for myseli.”

“Then who iz it for?” asked Jack
Jolly pointedly.

The answor made Jack Jolly & Co.
gtart violently.

“For my guests

" For—for vyour gpueets?” gasped
Frank Fearless. “ Burely you must be
joaking, air?”

“Not at all, Fearless! Why on earth
should you think that?"

Franlk Tearless grinned slitely.

“Well, sir, everybody knows what a
mean, grabbing, stingy, mingy old
hunks you are—-"

“Btop 1" eggsclaimed Dr. Birchemall,
eullering furiously, “For those insult-
ing remarks, Fearless, you shall pay
dearly.  Forchunitly, I have brought
my birchrod with me——"

“H'm! What I really meant was
that everybody knows what a moble,
kind-hcarted, free-handed jentleman
you are—"

“That iz better!  Under the cireum-
stances, I will overlook the matter,
more especially as you and your friends
are among my guests”

“What 1" yelled Jack Jolly & Co.

The Head smiled.

“1 thonght it would e a plezzant
surprisa for you, my boys. Secems too
good to be true, what? Nevertheless, I
assure you 1t is true. This afternoon
I am inyiting the whole skool to a
garden party to be held in the grounds
adjoining my private house. 4z you
eeo from the order which I have placed
with the tuckshop dame, I arm doing the
thing on rather a grand scale. There
will ba grub in plentiy, and you will all
be able to enjoy the biggest blow-oul
you have enjoyved for a long time,”
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The Head of Sft.

Sam’s is on the
rocks again this !
week, boys, But 2
he’s a cute old i
bird, is Birch-
emall, and his s
latest wheeze for P
raking in the

“splosh” is a
corker |

“And—and it's all free?” ashed
Bright.

Dy, Birchemall nodded.

“ Absolutely free, my dear DBright.
There is only one stipulation. Thot is
that every guest, on entering the gate,
shall show the prefect on duty there
that ho_ possesses tho sum of ten shil-
lings, That—ahem !—is meerly so that
the rag-tag-and-bobtail of the skool
shall be epggscluded, and the garden
party thereby confined to influential
and moneyed fellows like yoursclves!
Savyy 1

Our heroes nodded, though they still
looked o little suspishus,

“Then if we turn up this afterncon,
all we have to do is to show ten
shillings each at the gate, and we're
admitted free of charge? That so,
sir I asked Jack Jolly, just to pin the
Emﬁh@ maﬁqﬂ. -

“Eggsactly !

“In that case, sir, I think we can all
promisa to turn up, What say you,
chaps 7"

“What-ho 1"

3t mmﬂmn:.uuw_ I know you will enjoy
yourselves, There will be lots of grub
and lots of fun, and I don't intend to
stand on my dignity,” said the Head,
sitting down violently, as he slipped up
on a banang-skin. " Yaroooooo |”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

And, with the juniors roaring with
larfter and the Head roaring with
pain, the interview came to an end,

Alter dinner, crowds began to fock
down to the spacious grounds surround-
ing the Mead’s house. Everybody was
amazed to find the Head opening out
s hart like this: but there didn't
seem to be any cateh in the invitation,
and most of the {fellows felt wvery
pleased to axxept it,

8t. Bam’s being a shkool for jentle-
men's sons, most of the skollers were
simply rolling in oof, and the matter of
showing ten bob at tho gate presented
no dificulty whatever., With tho epe-
seption of the fags and a few others

i
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who happened to be on the rox, nearly

everybody in the skool turned vp.

It was an ideal day for a parden

party. The grass was green instead of
pink, the sun was poring down instead
of up, and rain, snow, hurricancs, mon-
soons, and earthquakes wore com-
spicuous only by their abszeace,
' The fellows strolled about under the
trees, discussing current toppics and
ealing current buns, et sottera. In one
shaded arber, Mr, Lickham performed
conjuring and slite-of-hand tricks for
the amusement of those who cared to
watch, and in another corner, Mr,
Justiss, the master of the Fifth, did
wait-lifting feats, stood on his head,
and, in other ways kept an admiving
crowd applauding for quite a long
time,

Half-way through the prosecdings all
eyes were attracted by the arrival of
Fossil, the skool porter, baring in his
arma several hundreds of brightly-
cullered balloons,

“My hat! The Head intends to turn
the garden party into a piddy carnival,
b¥ tho look of things!® remarked Jack
Jolly.

“Perhaps therc’s still a eateh in it
somewhere,”  said TFrank  Fearless.
“Hist! IIe’s just about te make =
speech.”

The egezsited wvelling and shouting
that was going on everywhero died

away into respectful silenee as the

Head stood up on an _inverted jinjer-

beer crate to address the crowd.

“Jentlemen, chaps, and fellows!” he
bawled. “I trussod you ave all having
the time of your lives?”

“Yes, rather!” rosponded the erowd
hartily.

"I have done my best. I have given
you a good feed to please you,” con-
tinued the Head, “and plenty of fun,
entirely freo of charge. But I have re-
served the best till last, Fossil, stand
fourth!™

Fossil obeyed, and the Head took one
of the balloons from him.

“This eggsiting game. jentlemen, is
called a Balloon Race. The idea is for
each of us to attach to a halloon his
name and address, and then release the
balloon. Each of the balloons contains
printed instructions for the finder to
ring up 8t San’s and report the name
of the sender, and the one which lands
the farthest distance from St Sam's
during the afternoon will receive a
prizc mado up of the eniranco fees!”

“And what will be the figger of the
enfrance feo?” asked Frank IFearless.

The Hend ecoffed.

“I’'m! 'The entrance fee will he ten
hob ecach!” he said, with a slitely
sheepish grin.

L

“You are quite at liberly to enter
for this amosing compelition or not, os
you wish, Dut I warn those who kon-
template staying eut,” =aid Dr. Birch-
emall, with a somcwhat hard look in his
eycs, “that they will be birched black
aned blue every day for the rest of the

terin, Oo that understandine, they may |

FIRST-CLASS HUMOUR!

stay out. Now then, %mzﬁm roll up and
buy your balloons! Ten Lob each and
the winner takes the lot!”

ey

I1

HE Head's gnests looked at the
Head, then looked at each other.
“Knew there was a catch in
it somewhere,” satd Frank Fear-

less. “'I'bis is it

“All fair and sguare, jentlemen!™
yvelled the Head. ™ Neo jiggery-pokery
abhout this game. You just put your
name on tho ticket and releaso the
balloon, and the one that goes the
farthest gets the prize !

“Of corse, as you say,” mermered
Jaclk Joily, to Frank Fearless, “there
i5 & caich in it somewhere 1"

“SBimply must be!™

“But I can’t quite see where it coines
in,, ior the moment. It's just possibul,
of corse, #ﬁﬁ the Head intends te run
it fairly.” : :

“Remotely possibul I grinned Merry.
“I suppose we'd better go in for it, any-
way, _mm@mﬁw:m g3 we pet hirched othor-
wise !

“Bupposa we'd better!” nodded Jack
Jolly, "We've had a feed at the old
buffer’'s eggspenec, anyway, and 1 sup-
pose we can’'t cggspect things all our
own way. Hero goes!”

And Jack perted up with o ten-bob
note, and took o balloon in mmm.mn_._wum,o.
Others rapidly followed his eggsample.
MNobody felt liko abstaining in view of
the alternative, and eager crowds of
purchasers were soon swarming round
Dr. Birchemal! and his aged assistant.

DBefora long the air was thick with
balloons. Some bust before they went
very far. Othera sailed merrily away
until they were lost to sight. Specula-
tion was rife as to who would win the
competition, and the eggsitement was
soon intense,

After everybody else had sent up his
balloon, Dr. DBirchemsli, grinning all
ogver his dile, released one for himself.
Then he packed up the pile of notes and
silver he had amassed into an attashy-
caso and descended from the jinger-beer
crate once more.

“That's that!” he remarked lightly.
“1 trussed that the best man may win,
jentlemen. The prize, I find, will
amount to seventy-five quid—quite a
respectable gmount 1"

Thé Head then went to the markee to
refresh himself with a glasa of jinger.
beer and a rock cake.

Before he went, however, he grabbed
Mr. Lickham by the arm, c¢losed one eye
in a tremenjous wink, and .;.Emmm_.m_u_
horsely into his car for o minnit, Very
few of the fellows even notissed the
triffling incident, but Jack Jolly & Co.,
who lad wonderful powers of observa-
tion, saw it and  wondered
meant.

They soon learned.

Mr. Lickham, after a brief interval,
glipped off guietly in the direction of
the Skool House. g

A few minnits later, there was o
violent ringing of the tellyphone-hell
from within the Head's house. [t was
followed by the eggsit from the house
of o Harried maid who scompered
straizht up to the IHead.

“Oh, sir, do come guick,” she egps-
clatmed, dropping o enrlsy.  *There's
a jentleman wanis o speak to you {from
Orstralia 1™

“My hat? muttered the crowd, with
a start of surprise.

“What 13 the jentleman’s name®”
asked Lthe Head, smolbering o yawn.

“Which he says he's Dill Binith, and
he's ringing up from Wagge-Wagpen!”

what it
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“Bome uwnimportant trifle, I egp
spect!” yawned Dr, Birchemall. " Per

haps you would like to take the call for
me, Burleigh 7

Burleigh, *Ya rugged kaptin of St
Sam's, looked o litHle surpriand,

“I should have thought you'd wantcd
to take 1t yourself, sir, as it's from
ﬂam?ﬂm?: he remarked. “ However,
I'm quite willing to answer the call, if
yvou like.”

And Burleigh traomped off to tha
Heads house.
 When ho came back, his eycs wero
simply blazing with m«ﬂmmgﬁ.a:#

“What do you think?” he yelled.
“That tellyphone-call was from Orstra-
lin to say that someone there has lound
¢ balloon with the Head’s name on it !”

*“YWhat?1?

.n_..“—.q_.pﬁ..ﬂ. m.__.—_

“Dear me! Then it would appear that
I have been forchunit enuff to win the
prize " eggsclaimed the Head., *This
is indeed a plezzant surprize, Burleigh.
Thank you very much for taking the
call. 1 will now take the munny into
my house and lock it up.”

“ Half-a-minnit, sir " interrupted Jack
Jolly: " Rather euspishus that your
balloon should have reached Orstralia
in less than half an hour, isn't 1t ?"

“My hat! Never thought of that!”
eggsclaimed Burleigh,

:HE_ﬁEmﬂwmﬂm.uﬁﬁﬂﬂumE:&u;rﬂ
the Emmquau?.wrz didn"t come from
somewhera & little nearer than that
nw__u-..—u. .m_u.u

“Jolly I thundered the Head. * Are

ou uzwh_mmwp__ that there is somcthing
raudulent about this business?”

“ Nunno ! I was meerly sujjesting that
the call mite have been made by some-
body quite near—Mr. Lickham, for
instance—-"

“Jiminy ! Come to think of it, it did
sound like Mr. Lickham’s voice I cried
Burleigh.

There was a buzz from the crowd,

Dr. Birchemall silenced themn with a
feerce skowl.

“Jentlemen |" he said. “It saddens
me to think that after all the years
I've been in charge of this hero skool
I ehould have to face imputations
=gainst my carrickter. Tho beat ansawer
I cen give to tho slander is to say
nothing at all, and that is what I am
geing to do. But I did think that after
spending twenty quid on @ garden-party
H m_..,wﬂE reccive a little gratitude from
you ET]

“Not much to be grateful over when
you'vo rooked us of three times what
you've spent on val!” growled Burleigh.
“1 sujjest that you return our entrance
fres and call the competition off —then
we'll ba pratefyl !

The Head snorted.

“Ratts—and many of ’em, if T may
say so!" he said, with dignity. "If
that’s your attitude, then the best reply
I can make is, bah! Apart from that,
the only other remarks I have to offer
are pah and yah

With these worda, Dr. Birche nill" e-
tired, and the garden-party came to an
end, From the point of view of tho
guests the slitely suspishus  circum.
stanees atlaching to the balloon compe-
tition had rather spoiled it. But from
the point of view of the Head there was
ne doubt whatever thet no other oce-
casion in living memeory had been a
more unquallified suxxess than the St
Sam's Carden Party|

THE END.

(Vext week's supplement deals wilh
Mediceval Greyfricrs and iy entitled :
“YE DIEBELS OF GREYFRIARSI
Make sure you read if, chiums)
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