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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Dropping of Hazeldene.
"HIGHCT.‘IFFE cads !" said Frank Nugont.
Harry Wharton looked round.
Tho Remove were at footer practice on the junior
ground at Greyfriars. Harry Wharton, Nugent, and
Bob Cherry were polting in shots upon [Hurree Jamset Ram

Singh in goal.
They had three balls in play, and they fairly kept up a
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rain upon the Indian; but Hurree Singh a:u‘fed with remark-
ablo facility. The juniors who werc watching the perform-
ance cheered hiin loudly. Hszoldene had usually kept goal
for the Remove team; but Hazeldeno had been so much off
colour latoly, that Wharton had been compelled to pass him
over, and he was giving Flurrce Singh a trial in goal. An
the nabob was showing that he could keep gosl better than
Ilazcldeno ever could. ) "

With three footballs pelting in upon him, Hurres Singh
kicked and fisted, and hopped and jumped like a lively
kangaroo, and as yet not one of the threc had found the net.

While the practice went on, and-all eyes were upon it, three
fellows strolled in from the road, and came up td the ropes
and stood looking on. They wore the well-known caps ol
Higheliffe School, and the supcrcilious smiles which belonged
to the Higheliffo faces. Nugent had glanced round and
observed them, and he recognised Ponsonby, Vavasour,
and Gadsby, three Highcliffie fellows with whom the Grey-
frinrs chums had had many a warm dispute.

If Harry Wharton & Co. had walked into the Highcliffo

Doember & d, 1HO.
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ground, they would probably have been ragied by Ponsonby
& Co.; but Ponsonby probably knew that he could depend
upon fair play at Greyfriars, The three fellows stood loo) ing

on with their hands in théir. trousers pockets, _exg;hnl:fl;f‘
leed,

lofty glances everr now and then, and smiles, looking, in
o3 league_footballers might look while watehin%r a village
game, which was pretty cool of the Higheliffe fellows, for
their own football play was a byword, and Greyfriars had
beaten them hollow many a time and oft.

““What the dickens do they want here, I wonder}”
Wharton muttered.

Bob Cherry grinned.

= Lookmﬁ for trouble, I expect.”

* Well, they'll get it 1f they look for it here,” said Harry.
“We've had 4oo much of the Highcliffe swank.”

“The too-muchfulness is terrific,”” murmured Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, in goal,

“ Play up!” shouted the juniors.

Taking no notice of the Highcliffe fellows and their
patronising smiles, the Greyfriars juniors recommenced the
goal practice.

One after another they sent in the leather, from short and
long range, high and low, slow and fast; but Hurrec Jamset
Ram 8ingh waa there every time. '

The nabob seemcd to be an ideal goalkeepor. .

The difficult feat of stopping three balls that whizzed in
closely after one another seemed quite easy to him.

‘“ My hat!” sxclaimed Harry Wharton, as two balls shot in
together, and Hurree Singh fisted one out, and hurled the
sther back with his foot. ‘““My only chapeau! Inky's the
goalie for us, and no mistake !”

* You stuck to Hazel too long,” said Tom Brown.

Wharton, frowned a little.

* Well, I wanted to give him a good chance,” he said.

“Go it, Inkyl"”

¢ Bravo !

“I suppose they call this some sort of 8 game,” Ponsonby
remarked to his cothpanions, as tho leathor-pelting weng on.
“Kids' game, I call it.”

*Oh, piffle, you know !"” said Vavasour.

‘ Of course, they can't play for toffce,” Gadsby observed.
And the three Highcliffc fellows grinned. A Greyfriars
unior was standing near them, apart from the other fellows,
is hands in his pockets, and & sullen expression upon his
face. It was Hazeldene, late goalkeeper to the lemove
cleven. He was watching the display of his successor in that
post, \;ith angry and bitter feelings he did not attempt to
conceal. .

The Highcliffe fellows observed him. He saw their looks,
?nd favoured thdm with a scowl. Ponsonby rcmembered his
ace.

*“ Hallo I’ he said. * You're Hazeldene, I think—you kept
goal for Wharton when we played the Remove, didn’t you 7"

“ Yes,” said Hazeldene shortly.

“ Are they trying a new goalie?”

““ Looks like it, doesn’t it 7"’ snapped Hazeldene.

‘* Then you've got the boot ?

Hazeldene was silent. But the bitter look on his face
thowed Ponsonby that he had guessed correctly——that Hazel-
dene had, as he elegantly oxpressed it, *‘ got the boot.”

The three Highcliffe fellows cxchanged glances again.

They edged a little nearer to Hazeldone, with more friendly
looks. Their dislike for Hnrl‘fl Wharton & Co, was kecn, and
anybody who was inst Wharton was a fellow they were
prepared to be friendly with. And Hazeldene’s look was suffi-
cient to show that he had taken his dismissal from the team
in the worst possible apirit.

‘“ Why has Wharton dropped you from the eleven ?"" asked
Ponnonﬂy«

Hazeldene looked at him. .

* Mind your own bizney,” he said rudely.
to do with you §”

‘' Nothing,” said Ponsonby casily—he could take a rebuff
smiling when it suited him, though his fingers werc itching
to knock Hazeldene down—‘only I take a friendly intcrest
in the matter, you see. I take it that you won’t stand
Wharton's swank, and that's the bottom of the trouble.”

Hazeldene was silent. He would gladly have believed that
himself; but he couldn’t very well. He knew why he had
been dropped—he knew quite well, for Wharton had put it
into plain English. He had been a slacker, he had neglected
practice, he had allowed himself to get out of condition, he
wont about with Vernon-8mith, the blackguard of Greyfriars,
instead of attending footer practice, and he had taken no
notice of repeated warnings. He knew, too, that regard for
his sister, Marjoric, had made Wharton very lenient with
him, and in his weak way he had supposed that that would
last. Nobody could have been more surprised than Hazel
when Wharton lost all patience at last and dropped him.

And nobod{ could have felt more bitter about it.

“1 think can understand,” went on Ponsonby.

“ What is that

“A
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fellow of your spirit naturally wouldn’t stand Wharton's
hectoring. "That was it, I suppose1”

‘* Perhaps,”’ said Hazeldene. .

‘“ And 1 suppose.he wanted to stick you at the niets morn-
ing, noon, and night,” said the Highcliffe fellow, *and
jumped on you if you stuck out?" :

*“That's 1t,” said Hazeldenc. “ A fellow’s life isn't . his
own.if he's in Wharton’s team. I was sick of it.”

"‘ %nd they’re trying the nigger-for goal 7"’

3 es‘l, X

‘“ More fools they !” said Ponsonby, who for some reason
of his own was bent upon flattering Hazeldene into a good
humour, “ Greyfriars have beaten us, but they didn’t beat us
on their halves and forwards. It was the goals we didn't
take, not the goals bhei' did take, that beat us. If we could
have got past the goalie, we should have licked them—we
could always Eet. as far as that.” .

Hazeldene flushed with pleasure. He knew that it wasn't
true, but it was \rer{l pleasant to hear it all the same, It was
gratifying to feel that he would be a great loss to the team
that had discarded him.

Vavasour and Gadsby looked at Ponsonby in amazement
they could not conceal. Why their leader ‘should take the
trouble to pile this obvious flattery upon a nobody like Hazel-
dene, was & mystery to him. But they knew that he must
have some motive in it, and they were careful not to inter-
fere. Ponsonby was their leader, and Ponsonby had a gift of
cunning which he, and others, mistook for cleverness.
Ponsonby was being very cunning now.

Ponsonby closed one eye—the eye that was away from
Hazeldene. Vavasour and Gadsby understood the signal, and
they joined in the game.

““Quite right, by Jove!" said Vavasour. “If the Grey-
friare goalkeeper had Been -u little weaker, the matches
would have ended very differently.”

““ Yes, rather,” remarked Gadsby. * Look here, Pon, now
that Hazeldenc’s not keeping goal for them, we might as well
challenge them again, and lick them this time.”

“1 was thinking of that already, Gadsby, old man.”

‘ All’s fair in war,” said Vavasour. “TIf they like to drop
their best man, there's no law against our taking advantage
of it and licking them hollow.”

* Of course not !

It was like s0 much new wine to Hazeldene. l-%e began to
think that, after all, footbnlling fellows who had played
against him were much more likely to know his real form
than cuﬁmﬁ and critical friends. is heart warmed towards
the Highcliffe fellows, who, rivals as they were, were doing
him the justice he was denicd by his cwn schoolfellows.

Ponsonby would have continucd on the same tack, but there
came a sudden interruption to the talk,

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had just cleared with a
tremendous kick,

The ball came whizzing from the goal straight towards the
spot where the Highcliffe Icllows were standing, and they
were too busy in the game of flattering- Hazeldene to be on
the look-out.

¢ Mind your eye !"’ sang out Bulstrode,

But the warning camo too late.

Right upon Ponsonby's face the football banged, and the
Highcliffe captain gave a wild yell, staggered, and fell upon
his back.

There was an irresistible roar of laughter from the Crey-
friars fellows,

“Ha, ha, hal"

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bitter Blood.
HARRY WHARTON ran to the edge of the ficld.

He was
trying not to laugh, but he tried in vain. He could not
help it, as he saw Ponsonby rising from the ground,
dazed, with his face emothered in mud. The footer-

ground was not in_the best of condition that morning, and
the ball had becn in play a long time, Ponsonby's face was
smothercd. He was mud from brow to chin, and his
beautiful white collar was spotted and streaked, and his tie
and waistcoat were not unstaincd.

“SBorry !I”” exclaimed Wharton.

Ponsonby glared at him through the mud,

‘‘“You rotter !"

“ 1t was quite an accident—"'

“Grrrr!”’

**You should have been looking out, standing 81 clote to
the goal,” said Harry., * Chuck that ball back, will you,
Hazel 7 .

Hazel thrust his hands deep into his pockets, and made no
reply. He was not disposed to be obliging to the Remove
skipper. Wharton coloured. Mark Linley kicked the ball in,
an harton punted it back into the field of play.

Ponsonby stood rubbing his face with his handkerchief.
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he was swung round.

“1 say, you fellows——Yow!"” Billy Bunter broke off suddenly as a grasp of iron was lald upon his coltar, and

‘' Shut up, you fat bounder!” sald Bulstrode, shaking him.

(See bslow.)

The handkerchief was speedily reduced to a divty rag, but his
face was far from clean.

The Highcliffian was spluttering with fury.

‘*The beasts I he grunted. I supposc this is what you
call o jape, you Greyfriars cads! Yow! I've got the filthy
stuff in my mouth! Groo!”

*Too bad,” said Vavasour, though he was grinning, too;
“but it must_have been an accident. The nigger couldn't
ha‘voRpulled off a kick like that if he lhad tried.”

' Rats !’

“Well, you're jolly muddy,” said Gadsby. *I suppose
they'll let you have a wash here?"

I say, you fellows!” A fat junior edged up to the High-
cliffe fellows, blinking at them through a big pair of spec-
tacles. *'I'll take you to our dorm., if you like, you know,
and you can get a wash there.”

““Thanks,” said Ponsonby,

“ But, T say, you don't mind my mentioning it," went on
Billy Bunter. *'I'm expecting a postal-order by the even-
ing post. Ti is from a friend of mine—a titled friend -
and should by rights have como yesterday, but there has been
some delay. Would one of you fellows advance me ten bob,
and have the postal-order when it comes? I'd send it over
to Higheliffo by noxt post.”

And Billy Bunter blinked earnestly at the Highcliffe feliows
through his big glasses.

“You cadging rat!” said Ponsonby.

“ Get out!”

“T say, you fellows—— Yow!"

Billy Bunter broke off suddenly as a grasp of iron was
laid wpon his collar, and he was swung round. He blinked
into the angry face of Bulstrode, of the Remove. Bulstrode
shiook him like a rat.

Tur Maerer LinrRary.—No. 147.

¢ 8hut up, you young rolter "' said Bulstrode, shaking him.
“By Jove—"

“Ow! Leggo! You—you'll make my glasses fall off, and
then you'll have to pay for thew, Bulstrode, if they get
broken."

" 5it down, you fat rotter!'

And Bulstrode gave the Owl of the Removo a twist that
mado him sit down suddenly with a bump that brought a
gaspoof pain from him.

“COw 1

“If you speak to the Highcliffe cads again, I'll larrup
_\'ou(!)" h':ﬂ.,l'd Bulstrode, shaking his fist at the fat junior,

S Ow b

The Highcliffe fellows grinned, and moved off with Hazel-
dene.  Hazeldene had offered to take Ponsonby to a bath-
room in the School Ilouse where he could wash the mud off
his face. Ponsonby walked with Hazeldene, chattin , and
Vavasour and Gadsby dropped a little behind. They looked
at one another meaningly.

‘“ What's the little game?"’ muttersd Vavasour.

Gadsby shook his head.

*“ Blessed if I know.”

*“ What is Pon buttering up that dummy Hazeldene for?"”

** Can’t mako it out. But he's got somo decp move up his
sleeve—something up against Wharton. You can depend on
that. You know Pon.”

*“T suppose so.” said Vavasour thoughtfully, “but I'm
biessed if I can make it out, all the same."

They followed Hazeldene into the School House. Hazeldens
led the way to a bath-room used by the Removites, turned
on the hot water tap, and sorted out a towel.

*“Thers you are,” '.o said.

* Thanks, awfully,” said Ponsonby.

FOUR SPLENDID COMPLETE STORIES NEXT WEEK!
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Vavasour and Gadsby stood in the doorway, while Ponsonby
reoured his face. lHazeldene wnited with them idly.
P'onsonby washed the mud off, and towelled his face to a
bright crimson, and then borrowed a comb for his hair
Ponsonby was given to being very careful and select in his
appearance.

** What did you chaps come over lere for?”
asked.

‘“To_see Wharton,”

Hazeldene grunted.

* I didn’t know you were on chummy terms with Wharton.”

‘‘ We're not. We want to cliallenge him to a footer match.”

ITazeldeno grinned sourly.

** What's the good? You can't stand up to Greyfriars, and
you know it. We've always licked you hands down,”

** Look here—"" began Gadsby hotly. Ponsonby madoe
liim a sign to be silent.

** Hazeldene's quite right,”” he said. ** We've been licked,
and there's no getting out of it. But we think we've got a
chanee this time.” )

** Another dodge?’ asked Hazeldene. *Tt's no good trying
tiicks a second time. That time you played three grown-up
men in your team won’t happen over again. If Wharton
uccepts your challenge, he'll fix an age-limit for players this
time, and you won’t be able to play any little game on him
in that way.”

**We're not thinking of a little game. We just want a
fair and square game of footer, the best team to win,” said
Ponsonby, with an air of great frankness.

* Well, it will only mean another licking for you.”

“I don't know about that. You won’t be keeping goal
for the Remove?™

** No,”, said Hazeldene.

**You won't be in the team at alli”

*I've told you I'm dropped.”

** You don’t like it?"

Hazeldene gritted his teeth.

* Am I expected to like it?” he snapped. “I've kept goal
for the Remove all the season. I may mot have attended
vegular practice, but a fellow has other things to do. T think
1 play up very well, and you fellows say you think so.”

“ Yes, rather.”

“I shall have to explain to Mar——to someone, why I've
been dropped, too,” said Hazeldene, his brows wrinkling.
“It's rotten., I'm feeling about as bad about it as I can, and
1 don’t make a secret of it. If Wharton drops me finally from
the eleven, I sha'n't remain on speaking terms with him.”

“That’s what I call proper pride,” Ponsonby remarked.
‘I suppose that nigger 1s a close chum of hisi™

* Yes, they're very thick."” .

“ And he’s dropping you to put his chum in your place.
I've known things like that happen often enough in tooter
teams,”’ said Ponsonby, with a_ wise shake of the head.
“ Naturally, you don't like it. If T were in your place, I
¢hould be jolly well inclined to get my own back on Wharton.”

azeldene clenched his hands.

‘‘Hhow me a way, that's all,”’ he said.

Ponsonby's eyes glistened.

“Do you mean that, old man?"’

*Of course I do.” . .

. “Well, you couldn’t score more than by seeing him loze
his next match against us, with you not playing,” Ponsonby
remarked.

tlazeldene grunted. e knew very well that his not playing
would not decrease the Remove’s chances of winning.

Ponsonby watched his face keenly, . .

** Supposing,” he said, in a low voice—''supposing there
#as a way you could mako them lose the match throngh not
plging ou, what then?”’

azeldene started.

“There isn't & way,” he said,

‘“But if there was?”

“It’s no good discussing impossibilities.””

“It’s not impossible.”

* Look here,” said Hazeldene abruptly,
mean?! Speak out.”

““Well,”? said Ponsonby, still in a low tone, “ I could show
fvou a way, {hat.’? all, and you'd score over the rotters who've
)

Hazeldene

“what do you

umilizted you.’

Hazeldene drew a deep breath.

“You mean that?"

llYes.l’

“T don’t see how.”

“I could explajn if you choee to {ake it up??

Hazeldene sﬁook his head.

““No,” he said.

But he said it in a weak and irvesclute voice, and his eyes
were gleaming with ecagerness all the time. Ponsonby's eyes
gleamed, too. Ile was sure of his man now.

** Better think over it,” he said.

““No, no! It would be too rotten!™
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“TIl tell you what!” exclaimed Ponsonby.
to come over and see us to-morrow,
sfud;.r, and give you a gocd time. Then we can talk it over.
Don’t saiy any more now. Just think about it.”

And tho Highcliffe fellows went out, leaving Hazeldene
with a deeply-wrinkled brow. Ponsonby & Co. strolled down
to tho football field again. The practice there had just con-
cluded, and the fellows were coming off,

“Get_ leave
We'll have tea in our

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Highcliffe Challenge,

ARRY WHARTON slapped his dusky chum on the back
as they came off the footer field. Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh had done well—wonderfully well, and Harry wos

,moro than pleased with him., The Nabob of Bhanipur

was just the fellow to keep goal for the Remove, and that
weak spot would become a tower of strength. There was no
longer any chanco of Iazeldene appearing between the sticks
for tho Remove.

**1 suppose Hazel’s dropped for
remarked, as they came off.

Wharton nodded.

“I've no choice in the matter,” he said. The fellows
bave been girding at me for a long time for playing him;
and he's brought us as close as possible to a licking twice. 1
punched Bulstrode's head once for saying that I played Hazel
on his sister’s account; but, if I kept him in the team any
longer, it would be true. I'm only afraid I've given tleo
fellows reason to say that I've favoured him too much,™

* Marjorie will be sorry about it."

Wharton looked glum for a moment,

‘* Well, it can’t be helped,” he said. ‘' She will know that
I couldn't do anything else, anyway. Hazel isn’t in fit con-
dition to keep goal against the Second Form now, Your
,Ffmm'g brother in the Second could beat him, as a matter of
wet.”

** Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. *' Here ave
the Highcliffe cads again.  What do they want at Grey-
friars?

“Can I speak to you, Wharton?’ asked Ponsonby, with
unusual civility of manner,

*“Go ahead!” said Harry tersely.

“ We want to fix up a date with you for a footer match.”

There was a general grin from the Removites who were
gathering round. Higheliffe footer was a standing joke 2t
Greyfriars.

*Oh, you'ro being funny, of
remarked.

“T’'m serious.’?

“1 don't know,” said Harry Wharton, with a shake of
the head. * You see, you're not what we call sportemen, you
know. Excuse mfr speaking plainly, won't you? The last
match we had with you, you buzzed thrce grown-up men into
the team. If it hadn't been for a professional chap playing
for us, you'd have beaten us by that trick. ¥ou're always up
to something of the sort. My idea is that we shonld do batter
not to fix up matches,”

* ITear, hear!” said Bob Cherry.

Ponsonby sneered.

“ Of course, if you're afraid of Higheliffe

“ Oh, rot!”’ said Wharton, breaking in crisply. ** You know
we're not. You know that a footer-match with you is simply
a walk-over for us, though you're an older team. You can't
play the game for toffee.”

The three Higheliffe fellows were pink with anger. The

not improve their

grins of the fellows round them did m)
But they were not in a position to show
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their anger with anything but looks. Tt requiréd only a
word from Harry Wharton to make the juniors collar them
a?d give them a ducking, or the frog's-march out of the

“lose.

“That's all very well,” said Ponsonby, still civil, ‘“but I
suppose it's * the gamo’ te give a team a chance of redeeming
& defeat. You have to give a chap his revenge.’'

* There’s something in that,”" said Wharton. ‘ But, look
here, what have you got up your sleeve? Is it another trick,
like your Old Boys’ Eod.ge?“ .

“Nothing of the sort. We shall play the usual junior team,
all picked from the Upper and Lower ﬁourth.” said Ponsonby.
“We simply want a fair match and no favour. W e've been
putting in some footer lately, if you want to know, and we're
at the top of our form. We can beat you—if you're not afraid
to meet us!” y

“T suppose we'll meet you,” said Harry. “1 don’t_know
about a date. We have a Form match on with the Upper
Tourth next Baturday. We could scratch that or postpone it
if Saturday would do for Jou."

Ponsonby's eyes lighted.

* First-rate "’ ho exclaimed. .

‘¢ Very well; make it Saturday afternoon, then,"” said Harry
roluctantly. ** Mind, no tricks. If there’s any rotten game
on. and we find it out, we shall simply seratch the match,
and refuse to meet you at all.”’

* Look here, Wharton—"" . . .

“I'm speaking in plain English,” said Harry quietly. “I'in
not going to pretend that you play the game when I know
vou don’t. When I've seen you play fair, I'll believe it.”

T v Well, it's settled for Saturday, then?' said Ponsonby
abruptly.

“Yes; on our ground.”

© Just as you hke.” . .

« Kick-off two-thirty; that will give us time to get ready,
and plenty of light to finish the game.”

b Kll serene I’ .

And the Highcliffe fellows walked away. IHarry Wharton
& Co. went on their way to the School House, foeling and
{ooking very puzzled. B

* Blessed if I can make it out!" Nugent remarked. ‘' They
can't play footer, and the game will be only a procession for
us, as usual.'”

Harry Wharton nodded, ]

“T can’t make it out, either,”” he exclaimed. T can't help
suspecting that l’onsoni:y has something up his sleeve.”

“The sleovefulness is terrific!” murmured Hurree Singh,

“ Put what?” said Bob Cherry. * He can’t play the Old
Boy dodge on us again, And if there are any tricks, wo can
scratch the match.”

* That’s sc." .

“1f it were on their ground they might have somo dodun
of rushing ns, but on our own ground there's no danger of
that,” Mark Linley observed. .

“Well, they may intend to play 1ho gameo this time,”
asreed Wharton. ' We'll give theni the Lenefit of the doubt,
anyway.”

And the chiums of the Remove went in to tea. Billy Bunter
was in Study No. 1 when Wharton, Nugent, and Hurreo Singh
camse in,  They stared at hin. The fat junior had lighted the
fire, and the kettle was singiug on the hoh. It certainly
laoked very cheerful, but the looks of the three chnmns were
uncompromising.  Billy Bunter did not belong to their study
sow, and they did not encournge him there. So long as Lo
hail been a vegular oceupant of the study they had put up
with him with ull the patience they could nuster, but they
wero not called upon to put up with him now.

“What do vou want?’ asked Wharton abruptly.

Bunter Minked at him a little nevvously.

“J—I thought I'd come and got you fellows some tea”
ho -aid, ¢ It—it =eemns liko obl times, vou kunow. I shonld
like to treat vou, if vou don’t mind.”

Wharton's faco relaxed.

“Well, perbups you've got a spark of decency somewhero
in vour fat carcasos.’ ho remarked thoughtfully.  ** There's
room for it, certainly.”

< Oh, really, Wharton—"'

* (et on with the treat,” said Nuzent.

“Pho treatfulness will be terrifie,”” munmarved thae Naboly of
Bhanipur: ** but the dow’t-think-fulness of my esteemed self
is also great!”

1 say, vou fellows, I'm glad to see vou take it in this
spirit,” said Bunter. “ You're just the fellows I like to stand
a treat to. By the way, 1 forgot to mention that I've heen
disappointed about a pastal-order. T was expecting it this
morming, but there has been some delay in the post. T sup-
parse vou wouldn't mind advancing me the funds for the treat,
and I'll hand you the postal-nrder as soom as it comes.”

: “Oh, dey up ! grunted Wharton, ** I might have expected
that.”
O, really—

* Shut up!'’

There was a shout from Nugent. Ile had opened the cup-
Yoard door, and was guzing at an empty dish with a wrathful

.
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“ Where's the veal-pie?" he shouted.

* Isn't it there?”

* The dish is.”

Bunter edged towards the door.

¢«“[—] say, you fellows,” he murmured. “I—I got so
hungry while I®#was waitinf for you—wniting to get your
tea, you know—that—that I felt that I ought to have a snack.
It's all right, you know. I'm going to stand you a new pie
out of my postal-order, and—— Ow!"

He dodged ount of the study with Harry Wharton's boot
behind him. Iie landed on all fours in the passage with a

loudyyell.
**Yarooh !I""

“Give him another!” shouted Nugent.
poker!"

Billy Bunter did not wnit for Wharton to take the poker.
He leaped up and bounded away, and his heavy feet ech
away down the passage. Wharton turned back, laughing, iato
tho study.

‘ Fe's gone " he remarked.

“So's the veal-pie,”” said Nugent wrathfully. * What are
we going to have for tea?! There's nothing left but bread-
and-cheese.”

“Tho goodfulness of the esteemed bread-and-checse is
great,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. ‘ Better a
stalled ox and contentment therewith, than s dinner of herbs,
my worthy chums.”

Wharton laughed, and jammed the kettlo upon the fire

gain.

' Bread-and-cheese and coffee,’”” he remarked * It's » feed
ﬁlt for a prince, and I'm as hungry as a huntes. Nover mind
tho pie.”

And the cliums of tho Remove sat down to ten.

They had almost finished when the door of the study wae
thrown open without a knock. They looked up quickly, ex-
pecting to soe Billy Bunter returning, bu¥ it was not Bill
Bunter. It was Hazeldene, and he came into the study wit
a sullen, lowering brow.

* Here, take the

-~ — -

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Wharton Refuses to Fight.

AZELDENE frowned at the chums of Study No. 1, and
did not return the nods they gave him. Wharton hall
rose in his chair, tho expression of Hazeldene's face
warning him that there wus trouble to come. Behind
Hazeldone, in tho doorway, appeared the oool, cynical faco
of Vernon-Smith, the * Bounder” of Greyfriars, Whenever
Vernon-Smith could bring about any trouble between Hazol-
dene and Wharton that trouble was certain to come to paas,
Vernon-Smith very clearly recognived in Harry Wharton the
chief obstarls to his complete dominion over the weak and
vacillating Iazeldene. The Boundor did not enter the study,
but remained in the doorway, looking in.

“ Had vour tea, Huzel?" asked Harry Wharton, In a per-
foctly friendly tone. Jf only for Marjorie’s sake, he would
not quarrel with Hazoldene if Lo could lelp it.

Very clearly beforo his mind was the memory of Marjorie’s
protty and troubled face whon sho had told him thet she
fearedl that hor brother was getting deej into Vi -
Smith's bands, and she asked Llarry to do all that he could
to break that ovil influenoce.

Ilarry had done all that he could. ITa had taken Hazeldeno
in hand—he had made a footballer, of him, he had given him
a place in the Form team. He liad done his best to keep the
reckless lad up to the mark, but Smith’s evil influence had
proved stronger. Harry could no longer keep Hazeldene in
tho teamn without open trouble with the rest, and without the
consciousness that he wns neglecting the intcresta of the
eleven.  'To that extent ho could not go, even for Marjorie’s
sake. DBut he hoped to remain on friendly terms with ¥azol-
dene, and help him all the same.  Hazoldene’s look as he came
into the study showerl how clusive that hope was.

“ No," said Hazeldene, ‘I haven't had my tea.’

* 8it down, then.”

Hazeldene made no motion to take the chair VWharton
pushed towards him.

“We'vo not got a very ripping tea here,’’ said IHarry,
¢ Bunter has boen raiding us. But you're welcome to what
wo have.”

“T don't want anything but some plain English from you,
Harry Wharton,”

Hazeldene's voice was hard and uncompromising.

Nugent and Hurree Singh rose. They could seo now that
there was going to be trouble. Harry Wharton realised it,
but he did not allow his expression to change. Ono thing ho
was determi upon—he would never come to blows with
M"ﬂ“i"" brother if he could at any cost avoid it.

» Well,"”” said Harry, * what do you want?

FOUR SPLENDID COMPLETE STORIES NEXT WEEK
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“ You asked me to stand out of the practice to-day, and
lot Inkr take my place. You told me you were trying him
for goal.”

* Yes.

* Are Jou going to keep him for goal "1

“ YGE_. (]

“That’s settled, then?"

‘ Yes, Hazeldene. Inky has flnyed forward for the Remove
before, but he’s a splendid goal—much better than I thought
be would be. I should be throwing the Form's matches away
if I didn’t play him in goal in tho ?nture." ’

‘' What place are you giving me?”’

Hazeldene's tone was hard and sneering, and if any other
fellow in the Remove had spoken to him like that Harry
Wharton would have toid him to get outside the study, and
would not have made much of putting him out if he did not
go.

_But it was ever present to Harry’s mind that this was
Marjorie’s brother, and he controlled his rising temper, and
kept his hands down at his sides.

‘* Reserve goalkeeper,” he said.

“Oh! You know I can play at half well.”

*1 know you can when you choose, but we have better
halves than you ever were, Hazcl. Your best place was in
goal, and you could have kept it if you had liked. I warned
you often enough how it would be. But—"'

* Oh, you needn't give me all that over again ! said Hazel-
deno rusely.

‘“QOh, drop it! I know all that. I don’t want
another lecture, thanks !
Wharton’s eyes. gleamed,.
**Then the matter is ended,” he remarked.
"Nc'a,t quite. You arve dropping me definitely from the

113 Y“.l’

“And you offer me nothing but my name down in the
r?e{]vﬁf! Mere rot, as you won't want & reserve goulkeeper
at all !

“It's the best I can do, Hazel.”

“ It's not good enough for me.”

Wharton was silent.

Hazeldene looked at him, with havd, clenched hands and
burning eyes. Wharton faced him calinly and quietly.

* You’ve got nothing more to say?"’ asked Hazeldene.

“ No,”’ said Wharton, *‘ excepting that if you've come here
for a row Yyou'vo come to the wronﬁ place. T'm not going to
?unrrel with you. As for that fellow skulking behind you,

know be's at the bottom of most of the trouble.”

Vernon-8mith shrugged his shoulders.

“I think you've treated Hazel bndly,” lLe said, * that's all,
and I came here to heur him tell you so, You've interfered
with his private friendships, and bossed him all along the
line, and now tha$ it suits your convenience, you drop him
like a hot potato. It's not what I call playing the game.”

Wharton's lip curled. X .

“ A lot you know about playing the game,” he said. * You
—the blackguard of Greyfriars—yon, who'd have been expelled
Jong ago E it wasn't for your father's influence :n some
ul:xrhmd way with the Head or the Governors! Hold your
tongue, Vernon-S8mith! I'll take cheek from Hazeldene, but
I wan't_take it from you!” | . )

'I;he Bounder shrugged his shoulders again, but did not
reply.

*“You can leave Vernon-S8mith alone,” said Hazeldene
sullenly. ‘‘ He came here as iny friend—and he is my friend,

hough you’ve tried to separate us. It's as my friend that
doesn't like to see me treated in this way."”

‘' He's trying to make t:u quarrel with me, Haze!, for his
own game—you ought to be able to see that.”

“ That's enough,” said Hazcldene. *'1 only wanted an
explanation from you, and I've got it. You ncedn't put
down my name in your blessed reserves; I don’t want that
distinguished honour. I'm going to chuck footer altogether.”

“I'm sorry to hear it.”

‘* As for you, Harry Wharton, I'll give you my opinion of
you before 1 go, and never speak to you again,” said Hazel-
dene, in a concentrated tone. '‘1 think you've treated me
badly, and I know youw’rc my enemy, and an underhand one,
and it may be all J:e worso for you, the way you've treated
me."”

Harry Wharton turned red, and then pale.

“Ydu know how 1'd reply to anybady else who said as
much as that to me!"”" he exclaiined. *' You know my reason
for letting you talk like that. But that's enough: the sooner
you get out of my study, the better I shall like it."”

"~ Hazoldene's lip curled.

“H anybody had said half as much as that to me, I'd
have laid him on his back,” ho said,

Wharton drew a quick bieath.

*“ Do you mean to say that you want to fight me, Hazel-
dene?”
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. *‘ It's taken you a long time to guess that!” sncered Hazel-
dene.

Wharton put his hands behind him. He was very strongly
tompted to use them upon the late goalkeeper of the Remove
eleven, but he restrained the impulse That he could easily
have licked Hazeldene made him only the more determined
to let the unreasonable, perverse fellow alone,

*“T won’t fight you, Hazeldene,” he said quiefly,

““ You shalll”

“1 will not!”

Hazeldene's eyes blazed. .

** You think you are going to treat me like this, and not
answer for it!'' he cried, his voice thick with passion, ** You
shall fight me.”

*“I will not. Be gensible, Hazel. There is nothing to fight
about. Even if you licked me—which you couldn’t do—what
difference would it make?! You couldn't get back into the
team that way, Tho only way you can get back into your
old position is by slogging away at the game.”

“I don’t want to get back intoc my old position,’
Hazeldene, between his teeth.
that's final.”’

** Then there’s nothing more to row about.”

‘“Only your treatment of me,” said Hazeldene. ' I've
called you a cad—en underhand cad! Do you want more
than that to make you fight me?”

Wharton changed eolour.

“You can say what you like, ITazel,” he said, in a low,
determined voice.  *‘I shall not fight you, whatever you
say.

* Coward I cried Hazeldene tauntingly,

The colour flushed into Wharton's face. But still he kept
his hands behind him, though they were trembling now.

Hazeldene looked him full in the face, with sneering lips
and gleaming eyer. Wharton made no movement.

The junior burst into a bitter, inocking laugh.

“ Well, if you can take that quietly, you're welcome to!"
he exclaimed. ‘‘ Come on, Smithy, there's nothing to stay
here for!”

And he swung out of the study with the Bounder. Frank
Nugent closed the door after them. Wharton sat down
quietly.

There was silence in the study for a few minutes. Frank
Nugent broke it.

** I should have smashed him, Harry " he said.

Wharton laughed constrainedly.

“I'm not going to fight Marjorie's brother,” Le said.

‘ Of course, 1 knew it was that!”

“* Besides, don’t you see, it's all Vornon-8niith's doing. 1
hié could bring about a fight between us, he would win a'l
along the line. Hazeldens would have to stick to Lim then;
I could never interfere between them again.  Vernon-Smiti
brought him here to get up a fight between us.”

‘ But supposo lHazeldene repeats that sort of thing in
public, beforo the fellows?'" asked Nugent doubtfully,

Wharton's lips set firmly,

* Lot him!" he said.

" You will not fight him "

" Not”

And the subjeet dropped.

' said
“I've chucked up footer, and

—

THE FIFTH CHAPYER,
The Tempters.

his study in Higheliffe College, It was dusk in the

Higheliffo quad., and he could only dimly sce the big

wooden gates in the distance. Tle was watching for a
cycle-lamp to glimmer up at the gates, and announce the
arrival of the cxpected guest from Greyfriars.

Vavasour was emptying a paper bag of pastries iuto plates
on the table, Gadsby was buttering toast, A fep of the
Second Form was making miore toast, in great quantitios.
The chums of Iligheliffe Fourth were preparving for the
reception of Hazeldene of Greyfriars.

By Jove!' said Vavasour. “ We're taking a lot of
trouble over that Greyfriars cad, Pon, my bLoy.”

Ponsonby looked back from the window,

It worth it,”" he said laconically,

" :.?]nyb('," suid Cadsby. * If it works out as yon think

.pONSONnY of the Fourth looked out of the \\.im]pW of

Pon:onby made a warning gesture towards the fag on the
fender, and Gadsby left his remark unfinished,

*“ That's enough, younxz DPiner,’” said Vavasour,
can cut,”

The fag seuttled out of the study, glad enough to eseape
from his task, and Vavasour closed the door.

*T hope the chap's coming, that's all!" -aid Gadshy,

* Oh, he'll come; he accepted our invitaticn, didn't he ??

“ You
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i *How can 1 make Wharton unable to play ?” gasped Hazeldenc,

“ By giving him a dose of this!”

snid Ponsonby, unclosing his hand_for a moment, and showing a small bottle, (Ses page 8.)

“ Might be pulling our leg—he's a rotten, uncertain sort
of rotter, anyway. % wouldn’t take his word.”

‘ Oh, he'll be ]yaere all right "

o | suppose the game is to feed him to the chin, and butter
him up,” Vavasour observed thoughtfully.

Ponsonby grinned.

“ That's it,”" he said. “ And you mark my words, I'll
twist him round my finger and make him do what we want.”

“1f he doesn’t, we shall get a fearful licking next Satur-
day,” said Gadsby. *“ As a matter of fact,
rottener condition now than it was last time.

¢“If this wheeze doesn’t come off, I shall find an excuse
for seratching the match,” said Ponsonby coolly., * 1'm only
playing if it's a cert,”

“Oh, I see!”

* But T don't see how it can fail. Tt was vour getting the
stuff from your cousin that put it into my mind. We've
tried it on the Head’s dog, and the beast doesn’t bother us
now. I was thinking of making use of that chap Bunter—
he’d sell his mean little soul, if lie had one, for a bag of jam-
tarts—but he might get frightened, and talk—or blackmail
us afterwards. I've f]eard a lot of things about that fat
chap. Hazeldene is more in our line—a chap who does things
for spite is surer than a chap who does it for a bribe.”

““ My hat, Pon!" said Vavasour admiringly. *‘ What a
criminal you'd make!”

Ponsonby scowled, as if not quite pleased by this compli-
ment, and turned to the window again, A light was gleam-
ing through the dusk at the school gates. It was the lamp
of a bicycle.

“ Here he comes!"” said Ponsonby.

The light moved towards the house. A few minutes later
Ponsonby met the visitor at the School Iouse door, the
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the team’s in

bicycle was put up, and Hazeldene was brought up to the
Fourth-Form study.

He was looking o little tired and out of sorts; but the
cordial greeting of the Higheliffe fellows put him at his ease
I{e was placed in the armchair with his tocs on the fender.
Il}hi!! weather was very cold, though fine, and Hazeldene was
chilly. i

“ Ready for tea?” asked Ponsonby.

*“ Yes, rather. I'm sharp sct enough.”

M Good!  We've got rather a spread,” said Ponsonby.
“Cold beel and ham, and poached eggs, and plenty of toast
and cake and jam. Make the tea, Vav, old man!" ’

* Right you are!”

Hot tea and a solid feed inspirited Hazeldene. e folt
quite at his ease; and there was no doubt that the Highcliffo
fellows were making themselves very pleasant. The talk ran
on footer while they had tea, and the Highclifians ¢ buttered
up "' their visitor to bis heart’s content. They related real
or imaginary occasions upon which their attacks on the Groy-
riars’ goal had been defeated by Hazeldene's wonderful
saves, and they soon put their visitor into a thoroughly good
$umour with himself, and a state of keen exasperation
against Ilarry Wharton and every other member of the
Remove eleven at Greyfriars.

But one thing they did not do; they did not make any
allusion to the suggested seheme by which Hazeldene was
to ‘‘ get his own back ' upon the teatn that had discarded
himm—the captain who had dropped him out.

Hazeldene was surprised and disappointed. He had come
over chiefly from curiosity to know what that scheme was,
not with any definite intention of entering into it. If
“ wasn’t very bad,”” as he put it to himself, he might take
advantage of it to punish Harry Wharton. At all events, he
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would always have the option of refusing to have anything
to do with it. Dut he was disappointeg when it was not
mentioned, and his curiosity grew keener and keener. He
was not keen enough himself to see that the Higheliffe fellows
were keeping the subject back on purpose, to foree him to
mention it and so have an appearance of being urged by
him to suggest it.

1Ie fell blindly into the trap, and as Ponsonby & Co. made
no montion of the matter, he mentioned it himself at last.

' What about that scheme of yours?’ he asked abruptly.

Ponsonby looked inquiring.

“ What scheme?” he asked.

* You remember telling e about a scheme you had for
g:ocl’ting the Remove out of time in the match on Satur-

v

'O, that!” said Ponsonby. I understood that you had
refused to have anything to do with it."”

““Not exactly,” said Hazeldene, T ¢nid I'd hear what it
was, at any rate, when I came over to see vou.”

“'Wall, if you want to do it, of course, we’re willing.”

“1 don’t say I want to do it," said ITazcldene hastily.
s Butnl’d like to know what the idea is. That won't do any

.

* Tell him, Pon,' said Gadsby,

“ Oh, all vight!”

Ponsonby had finished his tea, and he drew his chair
closer to Hazeldene’s. There was an air of mysterious
secrecy about. the Highcliffe fellows that impressed Hazeldene
very much,

*"Well, look here,” said Ponsonby, *I'm going to trust
you—we want to beat Groyfriars at footer. We've been
chipped about our lickings till we're simply wild. The fags
in the Second and Third Forms chip us in the quad., and the
seniors make a standing joke of it. If we don’t beat Grey-
friars in a footer mateh, I can tell you that life won’t be
worth living for us at Higheliffe.”

Hazeldene grinned. i .

“Then life won't be worth living,” he said, * for you
certainly can't beat the Remove eleven on your footer.”

“T'm not thinking of beating them on our footer.”

« &g a matter of fact,” remarked Gadsby, * our Fourth
Form eleven has been going from bad to worse, and we
should put up a poorer show than last time.”

“ Then it will a walk-over for Greyfriars.”

“No, it won't,” said Ponsonby, “not if you do as we
want, 11azeldenc—not if you pay Wharton back in his own
coin.

“ What do you mean?” .

« He won't let you play. Then don't you let him play I

The Greyiriars junior starcd. .

“How on earth am I to prevent him?”

“ Easy as rolling off a form. Let him ke unable to play
on the day of the match.”

“Unable to play !” gasped Hazcldene.

({3 ”

“ But—but what have T to do with that? How can I
make him unable to play " .

“By giving him a dose of—this!”  And Ponsonby un-
closed his hand for & moment, and showed a amall bottle.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Relther “Yes " nor * No,”

AZELDENE started to his feet with a cry.
“You—you villain!"” he gasped. * Poison him !1?
Ponsonby rose, too, his face fAushing.

i Poison! No, you fool !” he said harshly,

#What is it then—a drug?”’ .

% No, not ¢ven a drug. Only a little harmless medicine,”
said Ponsonby quietly. “ Don't be alarmed. We're not
asking you to do anything alarming. Wharton won’t be
any tlgm worse for taking this stuff. Look here, I’ll convince
you by taking some of it myself,”2

“ Let's sce you do it.”

“Very well.” .

Ponsonby poured a few drops of a pale yellow liquid into
a teaspoon, and licked them up with his tongue. here was
no doubt that he swallowed the dose, such as it was. 1lazel-
dene’s heart beat more evenly. He sat down again.

“Well,” said Ponsonby contemptuously, *'are you atill
frightened "’

@1 wasn’t frightencd,” stammered Hazeldene; “only you
—you startled me.”

Ponsonby returned the bottle to his pocket.:

“Well, look here,” he said.  ‘““This is how it is. We
chaps here break bounds sometimes—after lights out—never
mind what for; that's not in the story!”

“Ol[ia,r”l can guess!” said Hazeldene. “I've been there
myreli !
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Ponsonby grinned, and slapped him on the shoulder.

“(iood man!” he said. “ Well, we’ve had a jolly lot of
trouble with the doctor’s dog. It's a walkeful beast, and the
doctor may have a suspicion about fellows getting out at
night. Anyway, he lets the dog loose in the grounds. It's
r__'aused uws a lot of trouble; more than once making us stay
in when we wanted to get out. Well, Gadsby's cousin is
a chemist. He was Gadsby major when he was here, you
know, and he used to break bounds with the best of them,
and have a high old time; and somctimes now he meets
us in Courtfield town and we have a bit of a razzle. Gadsby
mnajor was mauled by that beastly dog once, so he remembers
him, and the other day, when we met him in Courtfield, he
told us he'd show us how to settle the dog., and he gave me
this bottle. Of course, il would be no good poisoning the
brute; there would an inquiry at once. They mighin't
find us out, but it would be a risk; besides, all sorts o
unexpected things come to light when an inquiry’s started
on foot. But this stuff isn’t poison. It has an effcct on the
inside, and upseis the digestion, and so on, and makes the
‘beast ill and low down, without doing anything that o
veterinary surgeon can take hold of. Sce? We've tricd it
on the dog, and the beast crawls about with his tail between
his legs now, and has quite given up barking of a night.”

And the three young rascals chuckled. Hazeldene listencd
with great interest.

““ And the dog’s health isn't really affected 7" he asked.

“Not at all. Gadsby major says that when we stop
giving it to him, he'll recover from all cffects in about 2
week, and the same dog again. That jolly well won't
be till the end of the term, 1 promisc you.”

“]1 suppose not,” grinned Hazeldene.

“Well, if Wharton and some of the others—the best
players, of course—get some of this stuff in their grub, they
would be knocked up the sameo as that dog,” said Pon-
sonby. * Their health wouldn't really be affected, but they
would have dyspeptic pain, and heavy heads, and so on,
and when the footer match came, they’d feel more like
being carried off the ground than_ playing a hard match.
Sce the wheeze? You give them just a taste of this once
a day up to Saturday, and on Saturday they cither stand
out_]of ’the match, or they play so badly that we lick themn
easily.

Hazeldene drew a deep breath.

“MThere's 1o real harm in the stuff,” Ponsonby went on.
“You saw me taste it. It tastes like quinine and iron, and
I'm sure there's some of both in it, but that's all I know.
Laok here, Wharton hasn't treated you well, has he?”

*“No, he hasn't.”

“You'd be glad to sec him licked 1"

1 shouldn’t be sorry.”

“Then here’s your chance.”

And the three Highcliffe fellows, throwing oft the
assumption of indifference now, fixed their cycs eagerly
upon Hazeldene. |

The Greyfriars junior was silent.

His revengeful feelings towards Wharton, and towards
the whole footer team, were keen and sharp enough, and in
his heart he would have been glad to sce them defeated by
Hiﬁhcliﬂ'e on Saturday.

If Highcliffe had been able to defeat them, Hazeldene
would have stood by and watched them do it, and exulted.
If he had been able to help Higheliffe do it, by playing in
their ranks, hc would have done that.

But, this!

This was so utterly base, so mean and low down,”that,
angry as he was, revengeful as he was, he could not bring
himself to cntertain the idea.

He shook his head.

There was a flash of fury in the eyes of Ponsonby for a
nioment; but his manner remaincd perfectly quiet and
friendly.

“Think over it, old chap,” he said.
stuff’s harmless; you saw me take some mysclf.
lieve what I've told you about it ¢

“ Qh, yes; bosides, 1 should try it first on an animal,” said
Hazeldene.

“ Fxactly; a good ideal”

« But—but I can't take it on,” said Hazeldene, stfowly and
hesitatingly. *“I hate Wharton, and T prefty well hate the
rest of them. They’ve treated me badly all round, and they
have tried to separate me from Vernon-Smith, the only chap
:i:ho :l-’(;n.l!y stands by me all through. But—but 1 can’t

o it!

“You nced only give it to Wharton and Inky,” Ponsonby
suggested. “Inky will keep goal, and with a duffer goal
for Greyfriars we are bound to make the running. Then
Wharton, as he's the skipper and the best forward. Nugent
as well would make all safe. It ncedn’'t go any further,
And it’s as safe as houses. It’s uiterly impossible for them
to suspeet anything.”

“You know tho
You he-
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#1711 should have no chance.”

“ Have tea with them, and volunteer to make the tea,”
said Gadsby. * There’s chance enough for you.”

“I—I'm not on friendly terms witﬁ them now.”

“ Get on friendly terms, then.”

Hazeldene shook his head..

“I—I couldn’t do if, you chaps. I shouldn’t have the
nerve. Besides, it’s—it's rotten. I can't take it on.”

The Highcliffe fellows exchanged glances. Vavasour and
Gadsby were porfectly prepared to seize Hazeldene, and to
give him a record ragging, in complete disregard of all
the laws of hospitality and honour. Hazeldene never knew
how narrow his escape was at that moment. But Ponsonby
made them a sign. Ponsonby had not given up hope of
Ilazeldene yet by any means.

“ Well, look here, think about it,” he said. “We'll seo
you again before Saturday.”

Hazeldene hesitated.

“] can't come over here again,” he said. * Tt—it would
make the fellows suspicious. Soma of them were talking
about it this time.”

“ You needn't,” said Ponsonby. “ We'll meet you half way,
at the old barn on the Courtficld Road. You know it?"”

“QOh, yes. Bulstrode had a fight there the other day
with Trumper, of the County Council 8chool at Courtficld,”
said Hazeldene. “I was there. But—"' ’

“Look here,” said Ponsonby, *‘you think it over. To-
morrow I'll just stroll down to the barn after afternoon
{cssons, and if you feel inclined to join in the little game,
you stroll down, too, and meet me. I'll have the stuff with
me in case you want it."”

Hazoldene looked relieved. Like most weak, vacillating
natures, he hated to say either a direct ** Yes'' or a dircct
“*No." To refuse the insidious temptation, and yct to have
it always in his power to withdraw the refusal; that exactly
suited ﬁis ways.

¢ Well, that's all right,” he said.

“Pone ¥’ said Vavasour and Ponsonby together.

The matter so far settled, the Highcliffe fellows specdily
tired of their distinguished visitor’s company, and Gadsby
remembered an extra prep. which had to be done in the
IFForm-room with the Form-master, so Hazeldene took his
leave. The three Highelifians walked down to the gates
with him, Gadsby wheeling his bike for him, and ehook
fiands with him very heartily ns they said good-bye.

“ Don't forget,” said Ponsonby, at parting. ** I shall have
a walk down to the old barn every day after lessons, and
if you care to mect me there, you've only got to turn up
thore at half-past five or about.”

“That's all right,” said Ilazeldene.

And he pedallod away.

“Do you think he'll do it, Pon*" asked Gadsby, as the
Highcliffians walked back to the school in the dusk.

onsonby nodded.

“1 believe so.”

“Jf he doesn't—""

“We seratch the malch, of course.”

“But if he does,” said Vavasour, with a grin, “then
we've got those Groyfrinrs rotters in the hollow of our
hand at last, and we’ll make ‘emu sit up!”

And the Highcliffe fellows chuckled gleefully at the
prospect. Meanwhile, Ilazeldene rode away towards Grey-
friars. e had no light on his machine, though it was long
past lighting-up time; the lamp was in a bad state, aud
would not light easily, and he had let it alone. That was
Hazeldene's way in everything.  The long country round,
almost bare of lamps, was very dark, and Ilazeldene was
thinking more of the rascally plot that had just been un-
folded to him, than of where he was going. It was not sur-
prising therefore that at a turning he ran into three
pedestrians who were coming along the lane.

There was o sudden »¢ll from the darkness.

“Hurroo! Look out!”

Tuen the machine hecled over, and Hazeldene crashed Lo
the ground.

“I'll remember.”

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Hazeldene's Ghost.

o pOU thilly ass!™

“ You chump!”

¢ Faith, and ye're a howling omadhaun intirely "

Hauzeldene sat in the hard road, grunting. 1is
machine had curled up beside him. In the dimness of the
lane he was aware of three shadowy forms, one of which was
rubbing its leg and uttering sundry excited ejaculations.

Their voices were enough to tell Hazeldene who they
were. One of them, too, was so tall that he would have
guessed him to bo Trumper, the chief of the Courtficld
County Council School lads.
“You idiots!

“Oh!" groaned Hazeldone.
you walking in the road for?”

“ Faith, and I like that!" growled O’Neil.
footpath here, you silly omadhoaun!"
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“The thilly chump !” said Solly Lazarus, still rubbing his
damaged leg. “T’Il givo him a licking for running into me
in this thtupid way.’

“You confounded Board-school rottera!" said Hazeldene
?.ngrli;&;. scrambling te his feet, “I wish I'd knocked you
into_the ditch.”

** Nithe polite youni gentleman, ain’t he?”

“ Faith, and he’s a blaggard intirely !” .

“Get out of my way!” said Hazeldene, picking up his
machine. .

Tramper laid a heavy hand on the bicycle.

** Not quitc so fast,”” he said coolly. **You culled us some
pretty names just now.”

“Let me pass!"

‘*Collar the cad, chaps!”’

Huazeldene made a sudden attempt to mount~but activoe
hands dragged him off the machine. The bicycle went
clanging to the ground again.

“ Now, then,” said Tramper quictly, * which one of us
do you prefer to L-ut up your hands to, you young cad?"

““Let me give the thilly ass a licking,' said Solly Lazarua.
¢ He theems to be about my thize.”

“8o he i3, Sollv. You're the man.”

“ (Oh, rats!" said Iazcldene, who had no mind to fight a
sturdy, thick-set follow there in the dark lane, and who was
moreover anxious to got in for calling.over at Greyfriars.
“I'm sorry I ran you down. That's all right.”

“ And sorry for calling us names, ch?"

¢ Oh, rata!’’

“Stand up to him, Solly.” . .

“Thertainly, dear boy; all therene,” said Solly, leaving
off rubbing his injured leg. *‘ Fut up your thilly fists, you
thpaniel.”

“Took here—'

“ Rats! Put up your fists."”

Hazeldene backed away in a savage temper. Io made
a clitch at his bike to get ho!d of it, and attempt flight.
But the three Courtfielders had hold of him again in &
twinkling.

“No, you don’t!" said Trumper grimly.

“0Oh, he won't fight I** said Barney O'Neil. “ Look horo,
glo.l}'t waste time on the spalpeen. &ure, and he's not worth

"‘All_thorcno.“ anid Solly Lazarus, * but we'll give him
thomthing [or himself to take back to Greyfriars, the thilly

“What do vou mean, Solly?”

“We'll chalk up his thilly chivey,” said Solly, producing
a chunk of chalk from a pocket of his loud cheek waistcoat.
“ Keep thtill, you thilly ass !

“ Lot me go!" roured Hazeldene.

“Rats, dear boy!”

Trumper chuckied. .

i \l\'vl . buck up, Solly,” he exclaimed; *it's beginning to
rain.”

YAl therene, my boy.”

Hazeldene struggled in the grasp of Trumper and O'Neil,
but they held his army firmly.

Solly Lazarus procecdad to chalk his face.

[lazeldene was quite in the wrong, and he wos being
Lmnidm.-! very lightly, but he was furious all the same. [lo

ad ridden without a light, and run into the Courtfield
fellows, and slanged them instead of apologising. It was
not to be cxpected that they would allow him to cscape un-
seathed, Iazeldene struggled and panted in the irrutp of
Trumper and O'Neil, as Solly chalked his face with a deft
hand.  Solly did not spare the chalk. !

Over and over IHazeldene’s face ho went, simply grinding
the chalk intn the skin, till the junior's countenance glim-
mered a <dead white in the dusk.

The rain was falling in heavy drops now, and Trumper
and 0'Neil both urged Solly to hurry; but the Semitic youth
coolly took his time about it.

“ All therene,” he gaid, “ T want to make it a real work
of art, you know. Keep thiill, you thilly chump!”

“1'll pay you for this!" hisscd Hazeldeno.

Solly shook his head.

“'Not at nll, dear boy. I'm doing it free of charge. 1
shouldn’t think of accepting anything for a thmall thing
like thith."

# Great Scott, Solly, do finish I"* exclaimed Trumper. “I
;hal,l' let the bounder go. I've not got a coat, and it's rain-

“ All thereno.”
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“ Faith, and ye don’t want to be all night about it!*

“The chalk’s all gone!” announced Solly. *“The job's
done, dear boys, and it’s thimply ripping. "Look at him.”

The Courtfield fellows looked at Iazeldene, and grinned.
Even in the deep dusk his face loomed up white and startling.
It would take a great deal of soaping and scrubbing to get
off that well-rubbed chalk.

“Now you can go,”’ said Selly. ‘““Perhaps you will be
careful how you run into people in the dark in future, you
thilly ass.”

“ Hang you!"

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Hazeldene gripped his bievele and stood it up. He did not
‘trouble to make another attenipt to light the lamyp, although
siding without a light bad got him into this unpleasant
adventure. The grinning Courtficlders stood back to let
him pass.

“T'H make you smart for this,” he gaid thickly, " especiaily
you, you Jew bounder. Look out for yourself when I mect,
you alone, that’s all.”

*“Thertainly "' said Solly. * Pleathed to mect you at any
time, dear boy.”

Hazeldene gritted his tecth, and, jumping on his bievele,
pedalled away into the darkness.

Trumper & Co. chuckled gleefully as they resumed their
way in the dropping rain,

‘1 rather think that chap wiil jake a sensation at Groy-
friara when he gets in,"” said Trumper. “ He won’t get that
chalk off in a hurry.”

*“ All thercne.”

““ Faith, und you'll want to look out, Solly, if he does mect
you, with-some friends with him,” Barney O’Neil remarked,
“I don’t think he’d stop to think about fair play. You
offcred him a fair fight, but he wouldn't offer you one.”

Hazeldene pedulled on swiftly towards Grevfriars, He
thought of dismounting and atfempting to wish the chalk
off in a ditch, but he folt that he would not improve his
appearance much by that. Besides, it was raining, and the
rain was coming down more heavily cvery minute. He bent
over the handle-bars, and scorched on to Greyfriars, meutally
anathematising the Courttield County Council School and
all that dwelt therein.

It was fortunate that he met no traffie on the road, for
he was riding very rccklessly.

‘He_ came u{: to the gates of Grexfriars, and Gosling lot
him in, and he wheeled his bieyele in.  He kept his face
down, and his cap pulled over it, as e went in, to keep its
curious state from Gosling’s exes, and looked away from the
porter.  He whecled his machine through the rain to the

icyele shed.

Somewhat to his surprise, there was a glimmer of light
in the bicyele shed. 1le concluded that one of the fellows
was thero repairing a machine, or cleaning it, though he
could hear no sound from the building.

He glanced in at the little window as he passed it.

A candle was set upon o bench, and on a box beside it
Billy Bunter was seated. He was not cleaning a bike, He
had a paper parcel unwrapped on his knees, and was bolting
tarts and cream-puffs at a record speed.  Hazeldene grinned
sourly. He knew that the fat junior had obtained a remit-
tance from somcwhere, or a loan from one of the fellows—
as was more likely—and was indulging in thiy. solitary fecd
in the bike-shed to escape the denger of having to share out
with anybody clse. That was very like Billy guntor.

The candle was guttering down to its last flicker, and
Bunter was bolting the rcmaining tarts rapidly. Perhaps
he was timing himsclf to finish at the samc time as the candle.

Billy Bunter was not a hero, and he had often provoked
cloniemptuous amusement in Greyfriars by his terror of the
dark.

Hazeldene went on to the door, and pushed it open.

Billy Bunter looked up guiltily.

For the first moment he thought he had been discovered
by somcone who had come to demand a shere of his eatables,
and he was prepared to bolt the tarts whole rather than
share them out.

But what he saw startled him far more than a raider of
tarts could have done.

Hazeldene had forgotiten for the moment that his face was
ghastly white in hue.

Bunter jumped up.

*“Oh!” he gasped. .

His fat leg caught against the bench and jolted it, and
the candle sputicred out.

Billy Bunter gave a whinper of terror.

The apparition of that dvn:hly face, followed by the sudden
darkness, had quite overcome what little nerve he had., =

He made a dash for the window. Ile dared not go near
the door. That white, terrible fuce was still glimmering
through the darknoss there.

Bunter tore the window open and bundled through it. In
a calmer moment he would never have ventured upon that,
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He dropped outside with a bump, and gave a gasp of pain.
But in a sccond he was on his feet, and sprinting towards
the School House for all he was worth.

Hazeldene stood transtixed with amazement for a moment,

It dawned upon him that Bunter must have taken him
for a ghost, and he grinned. He relighted the candle and
put his machine up. Billy Bunter, without a backward
glance, dashed on at full speed to the School House,

]

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Not a Phantom,

i ALLOQ, hallo, halle!™
H Bob Cherry caught Bunter by the shoulder as he
came charging into the House. Bob was standing
. there, chatting with Nugent and Wharton, when the
fat junior pounded in at top speed,
“Jlold om, Tubby!”
roared Bunter, **Yow!

Leggo! Hc's alter

4 Logeo !
“Who's after you, you young ass?” demanded Bob
(‘herry, tightening his grasp upon the Owl of the Remove,
and foreing him to stop.
“Ow! Oh! Leggo!” i
“Who is 1t? lonides—Cokeri™
“Ow! No."

*“Who then, you chump '

'*The g-g-ghost.”

“The what!”

“ The ghost.” ;

“Off his rocker,” remarked Nugent. ““It's a case of
over-cating, and nightmare white he's awake,  Leave the
grub alone for a bit, Bunty.”

*Oh, really Nugent: s

“You sve, there’s jam all over his chivvy,” sauid Bob
Cherry. * Ile's been eating himself into a fit.”

“Ow! It was a ghost—Ilazeldene's ghost !

“ Hazeldene 1 exclaimed  Harry Wharton,
“MTauzeldenc’s gone over to Nigheliffe.”

“Then he’s got killed in some aceident .on the way,”
gasped Bunter. " His ghost walked into the bike-shed just
now, He looked simply ghastly, with a face like-—like
chalk, and fames coming out of his mouth and eyvs™

** Ha, ha, ba!”

“Oh, really, you fcllows )

Tunter's wikl imagination bad supplied the flames, but
Hazeldene's face certainly had been very like chalk. That
was not really surprising, under the circumstances.

Bob Cherry released the fat junior.

*“Oh, go and hide under & hed ! he exclaimed. T advise
you to keep off the grub. It's simply indigestion.”

“G-g-go and sec for yourselves,” said Bunter. “1 bet you
don't dure to go down to the bike-shed, and sce.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

* Let's go down and see, you fellows,” he exclaimed. * It's
possible that some accident has happened to Hazeldene.”

** Right-ho "

“ Y-you-vou'd better l-look out !"* gasped Billy Bunter. I
tell you it's a g-g-ghost! Of course, I wasn't frightened my-
self, but—"" "

* Ha, ha, ha!”

1 say, you fellows—-"

But the Fumncus Four were gone. Harry Wharton fummbled
in his pocket for matches as they went through the shadowy
Close. A light was glimmering from the bike shed.

' The ghost has a light, at all events,” remarked Nugent,
with a grin.

*Ha, ha! Yes.”

** He's washing himself, too,”” said Bob Cherry, as his cars
caught a sound of running waier.

**Ha, ha, ha!”

They looked into the bike shed. The light was glimmering
from the lavatory attached to it, where the water was yrun-
ning, and standing at the sink was Ilazeldene, washing his
fuce with lathered hunds.

**The washfulness is terrific,'” murmured lurree Jamsct
Ram Singh,

** Hallo, hallo, hallo!" exclaimed Bob Cherry. * I should
think you'd find it more cowfy 1o wash in the dormn., in this
weather, Hazel.”

ITazeldene started and lookee round.

Hie fuce was streaming with curiously whitened water, and
his skin gleamed white and deathly still, in the light of a
Jantern perched on a shelf.

The chuins of the Remove stared at him,

** What on carth have you heen doing with your face?”
asked "U.rr;v Wharton.  *1lave you had an accident,
IHuzeldene ¥

inferested,

s
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“No,” growled Hazeldena.

*““Then what's the matter }'"

* Nothing." i . . .

“Bunter came pelting in saying he'd seen a ghost,” said
Harry. *“There's something wrong with your chivvy.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha ! roared Bob Cherry. * It’s chalk.”’

“Challk !”

“Yes, look ot the water—it's chalky. Hazeldene has been
chalking his face—for a lark, I suppose.”

“The chalkfulness is terrific.” .

‘“Blessed if I see the joke," said Wharton drily. “I
wouldn’t take all that trouble, and muck-up my face, to
scare Bunter!”

Hazeldene turned on them savagely.

“If you want to know, it was done by the Courtfield
rotters,” he exclaimed. ‘I was collared in the lane by those
Board-school cads, and that Jew kid did this to me.
I'll make him sit up for it, some time 1"

“ What did you do, to them first?”

“ Mind your own business !" .,

Wharton turned out of the shed. Hazeldene was evidently
not in a mood for talk. The chums of the Remove returned
to the house, and Hazeldene sullenly finished his ablutions.
The evening was very cold, and tho cold water was not en-
joyable, and wash as he would, some traces of the chalk
would remain about his ears and the roots of his hair. )

Hazeldene had intended to wash off the. chalk in the bike
shed, and say nothing about it in the house; but that was not
possible now. Billy Bunter met the chums of the Remove
as they came in, with an anxious stare.

‘“ Well, did you see it 7’ he demanded.

‘“ We saw Hazeldene," said Harry.

*Is he all right ?”

‘* Right as rain, so far as I know.”

Billy Bunter was puzzled. He waited for Hazeldene to
come in, and when he came in, Bunter favoured him with a
close stare. There was no doubt that he was alive and well,
and that he was in a bad temper. His face was no longer
pale, in fact, it was a great deal redder than usual owing
to the rubbing and towelling it had received.

Bunter blinked at Hazeldene. The fat junior was very
short-sighted, and he approached his spectacles within a few
inches of Hazeldene's face to take a good survey of him.

Hazeldene stared at him angrily. .

*“What was the matter with your chivvy, then?” asked
Bunter. * Had youwsbcen chalking it over, you ass? What
did you do it for?”

‘“Oh, get out of the way!”

““Of course, I wasn’t scared,” said Bunter. “I knew you
were only japing, and I pretended to rush off just to keep
up the game. Ha, ha, ha! I knew you were only trying to
pull my leg all the time."

Hazeldene gave the fat junior a violent push. PBunter
staggered away, and fell with a heavy bump on the floor.

2 5\\' " he gasped. *Qw—ow "

Hazeldene walked on, and left him there. Bulstrode came
and grasped the unfortunate Owl of the Remove by the
shoulders, and jerked him to his feet. Billy Bunter blinked
rather dazedly at his helper.

* Oh, really, Smith 2

“Ha, ha, ha!"'

4 0Oh, is it you, Bulstrode! I'm rather short-sighted, you
know. Look here, I've been treated rottenly by that cad
Vaseline. I'm expecting a postal-order by the first deliver
in the morning, Bulstrode. Look here, if you'll give Hazel-
dene a 'oll_v, good licking for me, Bulstrode, I'll stand you
a— Ow!

Bulstrode sat the fat junior down on the floor again with a
harder bump than before. This time Billy Bunter was left
to pick himself up.

[RE————

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Brought Up to the Scratch,

ERNON-SMITH, the Bounder of Greyfriars, was in his
study when Hazeldene came in, Hazel knew that be-
fore he eptered, by a scent of cigarette smoke that
came to his nostrils as he opened the door, The

Bounder was reclining upon a sofa, with his_feet upon a
chair, and & _cigarette was between his lips, He looked at
Hazeldene, dnd nodded without otherwise moving. Hazel-
dene came in quickly and closed the door. o 5

““ Rather rotten for you if a prefect looked in just now,”
he remarked. .

Vernon-Smith shrugged his shoulders. |

“That's not likely to happen,” he said. * Loder would
{ake no notice, anyway. get his smokes for him from
Friardale. Besides, I don't care if I get lines, I get them
done at a bob for fifty, and I ¢an casily afford it.”

“It's jolly nice to be rolling in money as you are,” Hazel-
dene said enviously.

_“*Quite s0,” said the Bounder coolly. *I find it very
ag‘re;nble. You've been over to Higheliffe 2

“ Yas 't

Thr MaoNer Liprary.—No. 147,
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“Had a good time 7"

*“Oh, yes!”

The Bounder blew out a little cloud of cigarette smoke, and
locked at Hazeldene keenly through the bfue wreaths.

* What did Ponsonby and the rest want with you?" he
exclaimed.

‘“ Oh, they just asked me to tea, you know !"

‘““For the sake of your beaux yeux, I suppose,” said the

Bounder, with a sneer. * Look here, you have come into
my study to talk to me about it, and it's no good be-
ginning by telling crammers.”
. Hazeldene coloured uncomfortably. He had had it borno
in upon kis mind on more than one previous occasion that it
was useless to attempt to pull the wool over Vernon-8mith's
eyes.

* 8it down,” said the Bounder, with a grin. “Sit down,
and make yourself comfy. Take a fag, and spout.”

. Hazeldene sat down, and took a cigarette, but he did not
light it. As a matter of fact, he wanted to tell Vernon-
Smith about his talk with the Higheliffe fcllows, and to ask
his advice. Vernon-Smith, lad as he was in years, was a man
of the world in experience, and Hazeldene was keenly eager
to get somebody’s advice upon the subject ; in fact to reliove
his own mind by eimply talking about it. And Vernon-Smith
was about the only fellow at Greyfriars he could safely tell
such a story to.

At the same fime, the foolish fellow was not above the
conceit of wishing Smith to believe that he had been askod
over to Iighelifie for his own sake. Hazeldene, like many
weak natures, had a great desire to be popular, and to be
considered an influential and sought-after fellow. He had
an uncomfortable consciousness that he was not, in reality,
sought after on his own account. He had some degree of
popularity on account of his sister Marjorie, who was re-
spected and liked by all the Greyfriars follows. He was
sometimes aided in a friendly way by fellows who thought ho
was weak and eusllg led into mischief. The Higheliffa
fellows had taken to him, but Hazeldene realised that it was
simply because they wanted to make use of him. it was
all along the line. Vernon-Smith himseli had interested
motives in chumming with him. Hazeldene knew no ono
who would ever have taken the trouble to be iriendly with
him for his own sake and his own qualities. He would
willingly have deceived Vernon-Smith on that point; but the
Bounder was not to be deceived, and did not mind saying so.

Vernon-8mith was watching him through the smoie with
a quiet grin. He knew his ascendency over Hazeldene, and
he knew that the whole story would come out.soon. Hazel-
dene was a fellow who simply could not helphaving a con-
fidant. e was always too weak to stang alone. And
Vernon-8mith was very curious as to why Ponsonby & Co.
had picked up with Hazeldene. At present he suspected that
it was on. account of Marjorie, and if that was so, that
Bounder would have something to say about the matter.

““Light up !"" he said.

Hazeldene lit his cigarette. In the Bounder's presenco
he always made a solemn pretence of being fond of smoking.

“Go ahead !" said the Bounder. “ Of course, it's admitted
to start with that they asked you because you're a nice;
bright, entertaining chap. But what else did they want?"

““Oh, shut up !”” said Hazeldene. “ I don’t mind telling
you. They were very friendly to me, but they had an axe to
grind as well.”

*I thought so,” said the Bounder coolly. * You were so
jolly secretive about it before you went. Ponsonby told you
something or other while he was here yesterday, that you
haver’t told me.”

* They’re up against Wharton."

“I know that.”” The Bounder's eyes gleamed. * Do you
;n:ajl,n that they’'ve got a dodge up against Wharton and his

g Yes‘”

¥ 8o that's it, is it?"

The Bounder sat upright on the sofa, and took his cigarette
from his mouth. He was keenly interested now. It was not
what he had expected. Ile had been prepared to oppose the
Highclifians’ influence over Hazeldene, It occurred to him
now that he might as well back Ponsonby up.

“ What is it " he asked.

Hazeldene stared gloomily into the fire. The Bounder's
curipsity was rer{ keen.

“ Hang it all, Hazel! Go on!” .

“ Look here, it will be necessary to keep mum," said Hazel-
dene. “It's & jolly serious matter—not that I intend to have
anything to do with it. If I did, and it came out, I might
be expelled.”

“Phew! You can trust me, of course! Go ahead!”

Hazecldene explained. . o

The Bounder listened in silence, allowing his c!garlelf.to
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go ouf in his keen interest. ITis eyes were gleaming.
11e did not interrupt Ilazeldene ounce.
My hat!” he exclaimed, at last.
scheme !’
Hazeldene started.
“ Is that what you think, Smith
< I%es._ratherl You've got the stuff "
“No.

“What a ripping

*No! You've refused it?"’

“I’ve refused to have anything to do with it,” said Hazel-
dene dogged!y.

The Bounder’s eyes gliticred. But he held back his anger,
He saw that he \\'oulcf have to be very careful with Hazel-

dene now.
*‘ Look here, Hazel, it's 2 splendid chance to take down that
swanking crew!”” he excluimed. ' I’d give a tenner to sce

Harry Wherton play a rotten game at footer and get hissexl by
the Form, It's worth anything to us. Look here, Hazel, old
man, Lt’s,to!? good a chance to be lost. You must do it."”

*“I can't.

‘“ Are you going to take cverything lying down, then?
Wharton's shoved you out of the tcamn, and put a nigger in
your place!”

*I've challenged him to fight me, and he won’t.”

Vernon-Smith laughed contcm}ﬁtuous!y.

“ Bah! Did you call that a challenge? You should have
given him the coward’s blow. He wouldn’t have refused you
then. As it is, he thinks you dare not.  And I’ll tell you
another thing—he thinks you're hiding behind your sister.””

Hazeldene flushed scarlet.

*“He can’t think that, after what I've said to him!” he
exclaimed.

** He knows you daren't touch him.”

e § dnm-—ung I will.”

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“T'll belicve that when I sce it!” he cxclaimed. “Of
course, it's nothing to me.  You can do as you like. I'd
rather get cven by this Highcliffc dodge than by getting my
head pumched, mysclf. Besides, there’s another thing—we
can get some tin on it.”’

“1 don’t understand.”

“ Don’t you sce!” exclaimed Vernon-Smith eagerly, * There
are a lot of the fellows who will put up money on the game,
or any game, for the sake of a pen—fellows in the Sixth, too.
They will be willing to back Wharton's team at long odds,
you see, because Higheliffe have no chance against t?aern at
footer. We can lay money on Highcliffe, and then if
Wharton and Nugent and Inky are put out of the match, weo
win all along the line, for Greyfriars can’t win without them.”

Hazeldenc’s eyes glistened for a moment. He was poor and
extravagant—a combination which has led many a fcllow of
weak nature into trouble. The chance of making a big coup
in cash over the affair appealed to him very strongly.

But he shook his head again. .

““You won’t do it 7"’ said Vernon-Smith.

“T can't! It's too rotten.”

The Bounder bit his lip.

“ And you're going to Fut up with whet they’ve done to
you—Inky getting your place iR goal, & new man being put
into the team, and Wharton treating you like a dog?”

Hazeldene's lins moved convulsively. .

“If he won't fight, what can I do?” he exclaimed sullenly.

“ Make him!”

‘“ But he won't!” i

“Bah! 1 heard Snoop saying to-day that you knew
Wharton wouldn't touch Marjoric's brother, and that’s why
you slanged him in his study—but that you dured not do any-
thing that would make him rcally bit out.”

Hazeldene clenched his hands.

“ By George! I'll show Snoop—"

“RBah! Let Snoop slone. If you want to be warlike,
there’s Wharton!” said Vernon-Smith. * Not that I care
about it, of course. It's no bizngy of mine.”

Hazeldene rose hurriedly, and threw his cigarette into the
fire.

“Come with me,” ho said abruptly,

““ Where are you going?”’

“To sco Wharton.”

“ What for1”

“You'll gee.”

And Hazeldene strode out of the study. Vernon-Smith
followed him with a satirical grin upon his face. He had
succecded in exasperating his comrade to thedproper pitch,
and he had little doubt that the fight he desired would
follow. And he knew that Harry Wharton would lick his
adversary if that fight came to pass. And then—then sore,
defeated, humiliated, would not Hazeldene turn to the Hiﬁh-
clifie scheme as the only mecans of revenging himself?
Vernon-Smith thought that he would!

@NET L1BRARY.—No. 147.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Coward's Blow.

ARRY WHARTON was in the common-room.

The Remove captain was far fromm cxpecting any
trouble that eveming—in fact, he was fecling very
cheerful and very much at his ease. He was playing a

threc-handed game of chess with Nugent and Hurrce Jamset
Ram Singh. The Nabob of Bhanipur was a chess-player of
zreat skiﬁ, and ho usually beat both his chums, who played
In consultation apgainst lnm. Rometimes they pulled off &
vietory, but it was only after a long and hard tussle. The
only fellow who could equal Hurrce Singh at chess was Wun
Lung, the little Chinec, and ho could beat him. At the
present moment the Nabob of Bhanipur had made a move,
and was sitting back in his chair with 2 culm and placid smile
upon his dusky face. Whartor and Nogent were considering,
and five or six fellows were watching with interest. It was at
this moment that Hazcldene came into the junicr common-
room, with Vernon-Smith at his heels.

Hazeldene walked straight up to the chess-table,.  Some of
the fellows, who saw the looL on his face and anticipated
trouble, followed him.

Wharton did not even notice that he had come in.
deeply considering his next move.

** What about the knight, Frank?” he asked.

Frank Nugent nodded. His brows were deeply corru-
zated in thought. Whatever move they made they felt that
the Indian had another move up his sleeve ready for them.
The king did not secm to be in danger, so far as they could
.]*(‘Of but Inky had on what Bob Cherry called his checkmate
ook.

I want to speak to you, Wharton,’
low, trembling voice.

The captain of the Remove did not leck up.

“ Another time,” he said.

*“ Anothier time won’t do,” said Hazeldene.

*1'm busy."”

*“1 don't care.”

Wharton looked up then. Hazeldene's pale face and burn-
ing eyes oould not fail to arrest his attention.

* Look here, Hazel, this is too bad!”’ he exclaimed. * What
is it? You can sce that I'm playing chess, and it’s my move.”

Hazeldene did not reply in words, but he threw out his
hand and swept the chessmen from the table. In a moment
the board was in confusion. )
p Frank Nugent gave a shout of wrath, and sprang to his
eet.

* You cad!”’ he shouted.

Hazeldene gave him a bitter took.
upon him with clenched fists and blazing eycs.
stepped back a pace.

* You can sit down,” he said; ** I'l} settle it with Wharton.”

Wharton pulled his excited chum back. Hurrce Jamsel
Ram Singh had not risen. He was quite calm; but there was
2 blaze in his dark cycs, too. Hazeldene's inexcusable rude-
ness had provoked even the quiet and placid Indian.

* Hold on, Frank,” said Harry qilletly; ‘““hands off him.
You can leave him to me. He has comec here to pick a
quarrel with me.” . .

“I've come here to tell you what I think of you,” said
Hazeldene, * and to show you up before all the fellows!”

Harry Wharton laughed contemptuously.

“1 don’t know that you can tcll the fcllows anything to
alter their opinion of me,” he said, * but I'm willing to hear
you do it.” . )

1 called you somecthing last night,” sail] Hazeldene—*it
was soniething that wouldﬁm\'e made any other fellow fight.”?
Wharton bit his lip. )

“T1 won’t ficht you,” he said.

“ Why won't you?”

“ You know perfectly well.”

Hazeldene gritted his teeth. He had worked himself up
into a perfect passion of ruge by this time—cven a lurking
sense in his hcart of being in the wrong made him more
savagely angry. )

He turned furiously to the fellows round him.

“ ¥You hcar that?”’ he exclaimed. * Wharton has treated
me rottenly, and he refuses to fight me, He wants to make
out that I'm hiding behind my sister.””

Wharton's brow grow dark and stern.

“T didn’t say anything of the sort!” he exclaimed. ** And

ou have no right to drag your sister’s name into a quarrel
hore !

Hazeldene turned livid.

“ You—are you going to dictate to me whether I shall
mention my sister’s name or not?’ he cried hoarsely, By
George -7 . .

* Faith, and ye'd better shut up, Hazel, darling,” said
Micky Desmond. ** It's excited ye are.”

* Mind your own business, Desmond I

* Sure, and [—"

e was

said IHazecldene, in a

“ What do you mean by that ™
Frank was advancing
Hazeldene
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“ Wharton refuses to fight e, after trcating me disgrace-
fully " said Hazeldene. '‘ He says, or hints, that he thinks
I'm sheltering myself behind my sister!  Well, then, I've
called him s coward, and it makes no difference to him!
We'll sce if that will make any difference!”’

]Ar}d stepping suddenly forward, he struck Wharton full in
the face.

The sound of the blow rang through the junior common-
room.

Wharton staggered back,

Everyone in the room expected him to spring forward and
knock Hazeldenc down. But he did not. He stood with his
face going ved and white. His hands were clenched till the
najils dug deep into the palms, but he kept them down at his
sides.

There was a deep, deep breath in the crowd.

And grim silence.

Hazoldene looked at Wharton with a sneering smile.

“ Will you fight now?”’ he asked.

Only one word ‘dropped from Wharton’s lips in reply.

* No.”

There was a murmur in the common-room. To some of {he
fellows who had laughed at the word of coward as applied to
Wharton, there came a doubt now that perhaps it was true,
after all.

Surely patience carried to such an extent had a very large
tineture of poltroonery about it. At least, it secmed so to the
Remove fellows.

“ My hat!” said Bulstrode aloud.
me, I'd smash him!”

“ Taith, and so would I!” i

“The smashfulness should be terrific!” murmured Hurrce
Jamsct Ram Singh, with an anxious glance at his chum,
wondering.

ITazeldene burst into a mocking laugh.

“ You won’t fight now ¥’ he exclaimed.

‘No.”

If a fellow did that to

L3

“ Coward—coward !”

Wharton did not speak. But Frank Nugent could stand no
more. He sprang forward, his hands clenched.

“Put up your fists, you cad!” he cried. “You know
Wharton is no coward, and you know why he won't fight
you! You can stand up to me!”

Hazeldene did not lift his hands. X

“Ts Wharton going to shelter himself behind you?’ he
asked mockingly.

“ You hound!”

Wharton drew Nugent back. More than one of Harry's
chums were simply aching to knock Hazeldene down, but
Wharton’s look restrained them. .

“ Hold on, Frank,” said Wharton quietly.
bizney, you know.”

Nugent snapped his teeth. . i )

“ And minc, too!’ he exclaimed. ¥ You're taking this
altogether too far, Harry! Marjorie would never expect you
to put up with an insult like that!"

* 1Tush !’

“[ won't hush! That cad has gone too far! If you won't
fight him, I will—and I'll give himn such a licking that he
won't be able to crawl about for a week!” shouted Nugent,
who was almost beside himself with rage.

“He will fight me,” said Hazeldene, with a hateful smile,
“for if he doesn’'t I'll treat him like that every time we
mect—in the Form-room, or in the Close, or in the dorm. 1’Il
inake him meet me!”

Wharton's face went hard and set. .

 You hear that?’’ said Frank angrily. ‘“Are you going
to stand that, Harry? Can’t you sce the cad has been egged
on to do this, and he will make you fight, whether you like
it or not "’

“ [ will, certainly,” said Tazeldene sneeringly,
him fight, or T'll give him the life of a dog !’

“ Hold your tongue!” said Bob Cherry =avagely.

Tazeldene shrugged his shoulders. He took a step towards
Ilarry Wharton, with his hands clenched.

“ Now what do you say, Wharton?"”

Wharton met his cyes guictly.

“1 say that I've done all T can to keep out of this,” he
said. *“The fellows will all bear witness that I've put ap
with more than any chap ever was called upon to put up
with, for the sake of peace. Bat if you mean what you say,
I've no alternative but to fight you. And I will—and you'll
be sorry for it,”" he added grimly,

“ When—and where 77

¢ To.morrow afternoon, behind the pavilion.””

“(iood I” .

And 1fazeldene swung away. Ilarry Wharton zat down
quietly. Iurrce Jamsct Ram Singh, who had a wonderful
memory in chess, had alveady reset the board, in the same
yeder as 1t was in when Hazeldene seattered the picces and
soard.  Wharton, with a wmanner of perfect calmness,
sesumed the game.  But the calmness was only outward ; and
sis moves after that were strange and uraccouniable.  On
tho morrow he was to fight Marjorie’s brother—and how
was he to face Marjorie afterwards?

Tie MagNeT LiBrARY.—No. 147.

“This is my

*

“I'Il make

rorsny, T ;‘I’nﬂg’net "

NE
PENNY,

THE CLEVENTH CHAPTER.
Knocked OQut,

AZELDENE did not approach Wharton again that night.
Whether he felt any regret for his action Wharton
could not know; at all events, he did not show any.

i When the Form went up to the dormitory Wharton
did not speak to him. The coming contest was weighing
heavily upon his mind. The matter was a worry to Nugcub
and Bob Cherry, too; but they were not sorry that Wharton
was to fight Hazeldene. They were looking forward to sceing
that youth get a thorough licking.

In the morning, when the Remove went down, Vernon-
Smith came beside Wharton on the stairs. Ilarry did not
look at him.

“I want to speak to you,"” said the Bounder.

“The want is all on your side, then,”

“It's about Hazeldene.”

Wharton's face lighted for a moment.

“I'm his second,” said Vernon-Smith, a grim smile coming
over his face as he noted Wharton's cxpression. “I've got
to make the arrangements for him, that's all. What time
are you mecting him? Will hali-past two suit you, as il's
a half-holiday to-day 7

“Yes,” said Wharton shortly.

#Right !"

And the Bounder went fo join llazeldene. There was no
more discussion of the subject, and no suggestion that the
affair should cither be postponed or patched up.  After what
Hazeldene bad said and done, there was not&ng for it Lut
a meeting.

The whole Remove was intensely interested in the matter,
and there was certain to bo a big crowd to watch the combat.
Even the lalo fight between Bulstrode and Trumper pale:l
in interest beside it.  Harry Wharton was the champion
athlete of the Lower Forms.

Fellows in the Upper Fourth did not care to stand up
to him; even the burly Bulstrode was no match for him.
That Hazcldene should have any chance in such & combat
was not to be thought of. ITazeldene was not supposed to
ble m‘:xr:h of a hero. What did he mean by mceting Wharton,
then ?

The Removites were puzzled, and they all meant to turn
up on the seene and sce Ilazeldene licked. There was little
or no doubt but that would be the result.

But there was a glimmering of anxiety in the minds of
Wharton’s chums. Nugent tackled him on the subject when
they came out after morning lessons.

“ Look here, Harry,” ho said abruptly.
do your best in this affair, I supposc?"”

“T suppose s50,” assented Harry.

“1 mean, there's to be no rot about it.
it. that the cad is Marjorie’s brother.
him."”

I »

“You can't let him off lightly without risking getting
licked yourself. You're not thinking of anything of that
sort, Harry?"”

Wharton made no reply.

¢ Mind, if- you should happen to be licked, somebody clso
will take up the quarrel for you,” said Nugent wrathfully.
“The cad won't get off. So you may as well make up your
mind to give him what he’s asking for.”

“ Look here, Frank—"

“1 mean what I say.”

And Nugent would say no more.
silent after that.
to do.

As the time drew near for the fight, the Lower Fourth pro-
ceeded in twos and threes towards the pavilion, and there
was a considerable erowd on the ground when Wharton camo
up with Nugent and DBob Cherry and Iurree Jamset Ram
Singh.  Hazeldene was there, and he had his jacket off
already, and Vernon-Smith had a basin of water, a sponge,
and a towel ready for action.

“We're waiting for you,” said Vernon-Smith, with a carl
to his lip. .

flarry Wharton did nol reply.

Nugent helped him off with his jacket.

He pushed up his slecves, and lazeldene came forward,
ready for the contest, Tom DBrown took out his watch.

¢ Look here, Tlazel,” said Harvy Wharton, speaking with
an effort. * This is mere rot—1 don’t want it to go any
further.”

Hazeldene looked at him with glittering eyes.  Vernon-
Smith_ had expected sometling of this sort, and he had
primed Hazeldene veady for it. .

“Are you wlllmg’ to reinstate me in the team, and say
you're sorry for acting as you've done?” said Hazeldenc.

Wharton flushed with anger, i

“You're going to

You can’t help
You've got to lic

. Wharton was very
In plain truth, he did not know what
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“ ¥eu know that's impossible I”” he exclain:ed.

“Then you'll stand up to me.”

H:Irry Wharton drew a deep broath.

" Ver

- Tum. 1” sald Tom Brown.

“Go it, Wharton!"” shouted a dozen voices.

There was no doubt which side had the gcncm] ;mipathy.
For a footer captain to be challenged because be haJ dropped
an incompetent player was, as the }lumora put it, altogether
too thick. And that Hezcldene should drive Wharton to
fight him, after the rcluctance Harry had shown, and in
spite of the fact that Harry was on friendly terms with
Marjoric Hazcldene, disgusted most of the fellows. It was
pretty certain that no one oo the ground wanted Hazeldenc
to win that fight--not even his own recond. Vernon-
8mith’s plans would have been upsct if Hazeldene had gol
the better of it, and all the rest were stroengly in favour of
Wharton.

But not one believed that Hazeldene had any chance. In
fact, it was certain that he was booked for a mosL treimendous
hclnng. if Wharton did anything iike his bes

cnt looked on anxiously. He was afraxd that YWharton
wouicf make the mistake of sparing his adversary; and that
was cxaotly what Wharton did do. In Hazcldene's face,
weak and apgry as it was, there was a strong resemblance
to that of Marjorie, especially in the eycs and in the sensitive
mouth, It was a weaker face than Marjorice’s, bat very like
it. Wharton fclt that he could not drive his blows at that
face, in spite of all; and he contented himself with defence.

But this was not casy. The best way to defend is to
attack; and Wharton was determined not to attack. He
gunrded well, but some of Ilazeldene’s blows came home,
end once or twice Wharton reeled under them. In the first
round he had a dozen openings for a knock-down drive at
his foe, and he let every one of them pass him.

“Time!"” growled Tom Brown.

Wharton stepped back. Nugent gave him an almost
furious look.

“ You're not touching the cad!” he exclaimed.

Wharton coloured.

“I can hold my own without hurhng him,’* he said.

““You can’t] He'll wear you down.”

“Btuff! He can’t stand up to me. ”

“He can if you don't touch him,” said Frank angrily. “I
tell you you are going the nght way to get licked. I
supposc you don't want that.”

‘“Well, no,” said Wharton slowly. “T don't think I could
stand I.ha.t Frenk. He would swank till I had to fight him
again, and lick him.”

*“Then #0 for him now, and make an cnd of it.”

“Time I”

Wharton went forward gloomily. The fight was absurd;
he had only to put forward h?&, strcngtﬁ to knock his
adversary into a dazed and helpless state in the compass of
a minute or less, But he could not do it.

Hazcldene’s cyes were gleaming now. He was beginning
to hope for victory. In hia angry spite, he had been willing
ténl:nke]; licking, for thilpurpmduf lovcmg Harry into that

t. ut to win— _His cyes danced at the th
dfd not sce yet that Wharlox}; Sujght. He
was merely playing with

tz-urd round. “You're only playing with the rotler! Go

Hazeldene flushed angrily. He was beginning to see what
had been perfectly clear to everybody elae from the beginning.
But the thought that he was being sparced only made his rege
the more bitter.

He redoubled the force of his attack. Wharton, still only
defending, retreated step by step, guarding well. But
Hazcldene attacked savagely, rdcntitssly, and Wharton had
no choice but to hit out or take a severe punishment. Ho
hit out, and Hazeldene staggered back, and fell to the
ground.

* Bravo !” shouted Bob.

Hazeldene scrambled up.

He threw himsclf upon Wharton furiously. There was no
help for it; it was give or take, and Wharton had to give.
And hLis blood was warming to the work now, and his own
4NRCT was rising.

He hit and bit hard. Hammer and {ongs they went at it
for the rest of the round, and Hazeldene was driven round
the ring under a rain of blows. The Removites losked on,
grioning.  Hazeldene was losing any- trace of swank now.
He was realising that he was no match for Wharton, and he
was driven to defence—and his defence was no more successful
than Wharton chose that it should be.

Hazeldene came up to time for the fourth round burning
with rage. He hurled himsclf at Wharton, determined to
force the fighting, “They exchanged heavy blows now, and
Wharton hit out with all his force. ~ His knuckles came
grirnly upon, Hazeldene's jaw, and the junior was fairly lifted

off his feet, and crashed (.iown upon his back.

He lay there dazed and gasping.

Wharton dropped his hands at once, his face white and
warried. Tom Brown counted, and had counted ten, and
might have counted a hundred. Hazeldene made one feeble
attempt to rise, but sank back, his head recling.

“1'm done !” he gasped.

Wharton bent over him.

“ Hazel,” he said, “I'm eorry for this. I'm scrry, old
man! Give me your fist, and let's say no more about it.”

He held out his hand to the fallen junior.

Hazeldenc's eyes blazed. He raised his hand, but not to
take Wharton’s. With his open palm heo struck Harry in
the faca.

“*That's what I ilink of you !’ he gasped.

“Shame!”

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
’ ‘The Cat’s-Paw.
HAME M

The word was shouted out by ncarly every fellow
on the ground.

* 8hame, you cad!” .
Hazeldene glared round at them. Wharton rose to his
fect, his cheeks a deep crimson. He could not return the
hlow to one in Hazeldene's etate; nor did the thought of

doing so cross his mind.
He glanced down at Haze!ldene with a look in which com-
passion and scorn were
mingled, and turned away

—_—

im.
The second round was as

NEX'ET YW ERIK!

uneventful as the first.  All
the fellows could eee that
Harry Wharton was holding
his hand; but Hazeldene was
not holding his. Wharton's
face was beginning to show
the signs of punishment.
Hazeldene's had not been
touched. Vernon-Smith was
feeling increasing alarm.

Gladly enough, at any other

time, he would have sccn

Harry Wharton defcated.

GRAND CHRISTMAS
DOUBLE NUMBER.

juniors followed mnore slowly,
most of them pausing to tell
Hazeldene what they thought
of him before they went.
What they thought was not
complimentary, and Hazel-
dene listened to it with a brow
growing cver blacker.

He was left alone with his
recond at last. Vernon-

But not now! If Hazeldeno
ot the better now, he would
e eatisficd with his revenge

and there was no chance o

his adopting the Highcliffe

scheme. And that would not
suit Herbert Vernon-8mith at
all. But he could not inter-

Four Splendid Complete
Stories,

Smith bathed hiz damaged
face, his own wearing a look
of frmnd!y ecngern,

“Hard cheese, Hazel, oid
man ! he said.

Hazeldene groaned.

"llelp me up!”

"There you are, Docs

fer& now; he could only
watch and hope that Whar-
ton’s patience would prove ‘

unequal to the strain that was
belng put upon it.

“Oh, go it, Harry!”
growlcd Bob Cherry, in the
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your jaw hurt?”

The defeated
groaned again, His  jaw
ached terribly, and he kruew
it would be a long time before
that ache was gone,

junior

from him without another
word,

Nugent halped him on with
his jacket, and he left the
spot with his friends. The
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“ Mind your eye!” sang out Bulstrode.

football banged, and the Highcliffe

But the warning came too late.

Right upon Ponsenby’s face the

captaio gave a wild yell—_ (See page 2.}

“ Yes,” he groaned, “it does! Ow! T—I've never had &
drive like that before. [ suppose I was a fool to stand up
to Wharton. 1 knew I was not good enough for him.”

“Well, you would do it,” said Yernon-Smith.

11azeldene turned on him eavagely.

“Waell, I like that from you, Smith,” he exclaimed.
“You were egging me on to tackle him all the time.”

“] said you ought to go for him somehow; but, you'll
remember, 1 recommended a safer thing than this,” eaid
the Bounder coolly.

*1 know you did—that Highcliffe acheme.”

“ 81ill, you preferred this,” said the Bounder, &s he helped
Hazeldene on with his coat. *'It's not my bizney. If you
choose to stand up to a fellow above your weight, you muet
expeet to get it in the meck, you know. 1 suppose that
you'll take the matter quietly now, and be civil to
Wharton.”

Hazeldene ground his teeth.

“You'll see,”” he muttered thickly.

The Bounder watched his face covertly.

“ You won't challenge Wharton again 7

‘' What's the good?’ grozned 1lazeldene. “It’s no good
going through a milling like this again. I zhall not get
over this for u week. I'm not built to stand this cort of
thing. I'm not as hard ae nails, like Wharton. He never
emokes, or touches a drop of liquor--and I've done both
with you."”

“Never mind that,”” said the Bounder. *You put up a
good fight. Now you're licked—there's no denying the fact
that you're licked—*

“ Oh, shut up !’

“Well, now there's nothing for you to do but to lie low,”
said the Bounder. ‘‘ You're kicked out of the Form team,

TrE MacrET LiBRARY.—No. 147.

licked because you objected to it, and generaily put in your
place and rat upon. The best thing you can do now 1s to
join the circle of tame pups fawning round Wharton.”

Hazeldene turned on him furicusly.

“T can’t stand up to Wharton, but I can eland up lo you,
Smith ™ he exclaimed. '* And if you say another thing like
that, I'll knock you fiying !”

The Bounder grinned.

“QOh, keep your weol on!’ he said. “1f you're up
against Wharton—if you're going to make him smart for
this, I'm with you all the time.”

* Of course I am "

“ What are you going to do?”

“Can't you guess?’

“ The Highchifie dodge?”

“ Yes!"” gaid Hazeldenc, between lLie teeth.

“ Good ! said the Bounder.

‘He had won, and he knew it. They walked slowly
towards the house. In the Remeove dormitory, Vernon-
Stnith helped lHazeldene to make himself as presentable as
possible, and bathed his bruiscs, and did everything he
could for him in the [riendlicst manner possible. Hazeldene
wae playing his game now, and it.was worth while to make
much of him, and keep him up to the peint.

““VYou look better now,” said the Bounder,

Hazeldene looked at his face in a glass, and muttered to
himeelf.

“ My face is black all over!” he eaid passionately. I
ﬂ;all be a eight for days,  Oh, I')l make him suffer for

is 1

“ How's your jaw now?"’

¢ Aching like the dickens!”

& Ji's rotten !’ eaid Vernon-Smith.

sy

“ But you don't feel
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worse than Wharton will when he's licked at footer by the
Highcliffe fellows next Saturdsy. He may even be shifted
out from the captaincy of the I'orm eleven."”

Hazeldene's eyes gleamed.
 “Good—good I he exclaimed.  “ Anyway, he will bLe
licked, and the whole team will have to climb down. Thes'll
uever get over a defeat from the Highelilfe fellows.”

“That’a so. Are you going to see Ponsonby to-day 7"

“Yes; he said I could sce him any afternoon about hulf-
past five or six at the old barn on the Courtfickd Road. I
shall walk down thers and wait for him.”

“Good I’

Some little time later, Hazeldene left Greyfriars. Vernon-
Smith <id not go with him. Me was using Iazeldenc as a
cat's-paw in this mailer, and he did not mean to run the
risk of taking a hand in-it himself. If anything went wrong
in the matter, Hazeldene could ** face the music " aloue.

The Bounder grinned as he watched Hazeldene go.

‘“ And how to sce to the financial part of the case,” ke
murmured. “I can get Loder and Ionides to bet in sov-.,
and half a dozen fellows to put up bobs and half-crowns on
the match. I rather fancy I shall make a nice little pile out
of the Higheliffe match this Saturday.”
. And the Bounder chuckled, DBob éherry heard his chuckle
in passing, and turned round to look at him.

** What’s the joke?"* he aeked.

The Bounder laughed.

. !*Not one I can tell you,” he said; “but a very good one,
all the same. ‘Ha, ha, ha!"

,And he strolled away, leaving Bob Cherry looking after
Tum dubiously.

But as Solly looked, Hazeidene came swinging up to the
sfile, and he stopped there, ¢vidently waiting for the High-
cliffe fellows to come up to him. It was growing dusk in
the lane, but Solly, whose eyesight was very keen—all Solly's
faculties were very sharp indoed-—could see the bLruises on
Hazeldene's face. Ile chuckled softly as he observed them.

“The thilly ass has been in the wars!" murmured Solly.
T wonder what he is meeting the Highcliffe rotterth for?
They are generally rowing with one another. That fellow
is a beathtly cad, anyway !"

Ponsonby and Gadsby eame up to the stile, and, to Solly’s
alarm, the three juniors, after shaking hands, vaulted over
the siile, and came directly towards the old barn.

Solly’s face was a study for a moment.

“ My only Uncle Tham !"” he muttered. * They know I'm
kove, ‘and they're coming to theize me. and rag me, by
Tholomon! Oh, dear!”

But_another look at the juniors removed that idea from
Lis mird. He could see by their expressions that they did
not know there was an enemy in the old barn as they cama
towards it. DBut there was no <oubt that, if thoy found
Solly in the barn, they would rag him just as thoroughlv
as if they had come there for the special purpose of doing il.

Solly had no doubts on that point, and he immedintely
l:rocecd_ed to make himself scarce. He could nat leave tha
»arn without being seen; but there was a short step-ladder
leading into the loft over the barn, and Solly nipped up
that ladder in a few seconda. Ile crept into the loft, anld
remained near the opening to watch. If the juniors «lis-
covered that he was there and attacked him, he felt that
lic could hold his own in a position like that; but he did not
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Secret for Solly.

- Y only Aunt Thelina I murmured Solly Lazarua.
Solly Lazarus was alarmed.
And B0olly had reacon to be alarmed. Iie had
been coming oslong the Courtfield Road, and Ll
paused to rest upon a stile by the roadside, where a foot-
path led to the old barn. The high bushes round Sully
almodt hid him from sight from the road, and, naturalir,
almost hid the rond from him.

But he had become aware of approaching pedesiriais
from two directions; and, recognising a Greyfriars cap in
one dircction, and Higheliffe caps from the other, Solly
Lazarus was on his guard at once.

There was rivalcy and warfare between the Couniy
Council school at Courtfield and Greyfriars; but there wi-
a more bitter enmity between Solly's friends and ITighelilTe.
The Greyfriare fellows were mostly sportsmen, amd there
was little ill-feeling mixed in their endless rows with the
Courtfield fellows. But the Higheliffians were very far from
being wportsmen, and Ponsonby & Co. often found fun in
ragging membeors of the Courtfield party if they caught
them by themselves, and had numbers on their side.

Solly, finding that a Greyfriars fellow was coming on one
side, and two Highcliffe fcllows on the other, naturally folr
a.armod. They were coming towards the stile from up and
down the lane; and when they found him there, it was
more than probable that they would join forces for the
purpose of ragging the County Council-school * boundur.”

Solly slipped off the stile, and pecred through the hedge
from the field to observe the encmy.

His alarm was not in any <egrec lessoned when he recoi-
nised the wearer of the Grexfriars dap as Hazeldens, the
fellow he had chalked the previous night in the rainy lane.

The Highcliffians were Ponsonby and Gadsby, two of the
least sportsmanlike of the Iighelilfe juniors. And as Solly
watched them, he saw Ponsonby suddenly wave his hand 1o
Hazeldene in the distance,

“My Aunt Thelina and my only Uncle Tham!" mur-
mured the alarmed Solly. “They're going to mect hers,
and I'm in a beathtly hole!"

Under such circumstances, discretion was evidlently the
better part of valour. Solly remembered the old barn lying
back from the road, and, trusting to the high bushes to cuyver
him, he made a dash for it.

In less than a minute, breathing quickly, lie stood wiikin
the cover of the okl barn, and peecred cautiously out of tho
window to see il the encmy were visible. They were not in

pight.
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anticipate 1. ITe was sure by this time that the meeling at
tie barn bad a reazon utterly unconuected with himself.

He laid himself down on the hay in the loft, looking down
from the opening into the dusky barn beneath. Throw
figures came in at the open <loorway, and he heard tho
murmur of voices. e recognised all three of the f[=llow.
a~ they came in.

“Well, here we are!” said Ponsor:by. 1 rather expect.l
that we should see you, after all, Hazeldene.”

. ik ‘I.:'ou wouldn’t  bave scen ne,”  suid  Tlazeldena,
tonly - M

“Only what v

“ Something has happened at Greviriars,' said Gad.dwy,
who had been watching Hazeldene's fuce. “ Lluve you faliza
out with Wharton 7"

Haveldene flushed under hLis bruises.

“Yes," he said shortly,

Ponsonby and his chum exchanged glances.

::.;}mlntl:cru'a been trouble ™ suid Yonsonby.

us.
““ Did you lick him ?™
(5 ‘0 iAd

No.

Ponsonby had known well what the answoer to his questina
would bo. Ile could ser how sore Hazeldens was in bath
inind and hody, and ho knew that tlhe Grevfriars junior el
bud a licking. e contrived to look svinpatheotie, but |y
could bardly keep a smile of satisfaction from his face. Eventa
seemerl to be shaping thewselves exactly to suit the plans of
the Highcliffe plotter.

*Well, 1 suppose you've coine down for the staf.' suil
Ponsonby, dropping all further 1oention of the fight, as if thae
had nothing to do with the ater at all. * You'vo decided
1o take up the idea?”

“1 think so.”

“1 don’t know whether I've got it witl mie,”” suid Ponsonhy
carelessly,  ** You see. you wore so puositive vesterday abo:t
not fouching it, that 1 just stroiled down lorré on the elanes,
really. Of course, T can get it."”

Huzeldene's brows contracted.

* Look here, thero's no necd to bieat aboat the bush *° L
exclaimed. “I am going to carry out thoe scheme you sug-
gested, and T want the stull to give Wharlon, I kuow you'vs
got it with you, too.”

Ponsonby frowned. He did not quits like being tulked ta
in this manner. In the loft, Solly's eves widened, and he dyew
in a quick, silent breath. Less than ever was he inclined t
show himsclf now. Not that the Courtfield boy wanted 1
I)lu_v tho cavosdropper. It was not that. But he kuew what
w might expoct from these young rasculs if they learnod
that ho had discovercd their sceret. And Solly had a very
clear idea by this time of what the mecting botween Llazel-
dene and tho Highcliffe fellows muant
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“T’ll sce.

Hazeldene grunted as Ponsonby made an elaborate pretence
of scarcling through his pockets.

** Oh, come off |’ he exclaimed. ‘‘ You know you've got it !
You know jolly well that yott’re determined to make Wharton
lose the match on Saturday, by fair means or foul, and you
wouldn’t losc a chance like this.”

* Ah, here it 13! exclaimed Ponsonby.

Hazeldene’s lip curled in a sneer.

‘1 thought you’d find it,”” he said.

“ Yes, here it is,”’ said Ponsonby, without taking any notice
of Hazcldene's unpleasant tone, and-he held up the little
bottle containing the yellowish liquid. “I've found it!
There you are !”

Hazeldene took the little bottle. He peered at it in the
growing dimness of the barn, and then struck a match to
look at it more closely.

In the light of the match the three excited faces, the bottle
with its glassy glimmer, showed up to the watching eyes of
the Courtficid boy above

There was a moment’s tense silence.

Then the match went out.

“So that’s the stuff 7’ said Hazeldene.

“That’s it.”

i * '}I‘l,m same stuff that you showed me at Highcliffe yester-
day 7"

* The same.”

** The same stuff that you tried on your head-master’s dog ?”°
persisted Hazeldene. )

* Just the samne,”’ said Ponsonby impatiently. ‘I suppose
you don't think that I'd pass any poison on you, do you ?”

**Well, I suppose not,”’ said Hazeldene. ** But a chap can't
be too careful in a matter of this kind. You say this was
made up by a chemist ?”

*“Yes, Gadsby major—he made it up himsclf.”

“ And it won'’t really hurt #”

“ Not at all. You saw me taste it myself yesterday.”

* ¥Yes, that's tiue.”

“ It simply has an ¢ffect on the inside,” said Ponsonby.
* Makes a chap feel dyspeptic, and low, and out of sorts—in
fact, it throws him out of condition, and when he leaves off
taking it, lie’s himself again in a couple of days.”

“ Well, T don’t scc that it can do any harm, then,
Hazcldene, as if arguing the matter out with himself.

“Of course it can't.”

“How am I to give it to him?”

“In coffee woul(fbc best, as it is bitter to the taste. It
tastes very like quinine, but in coffee Wharton won’t notice
the flavour.”

‘“ How many doses ?”’

“ One woulg do, I think; but one every day until the match
would be safer, then you could give smaller doses, and make
quite sure of it."”

“1 supposc I could work it?”* said Hazeldene thoughtfully.

“Of course you could,” said Ponsonby. “It’s as easy as
falling off a form. Shove some into his tea or coffee, and
therc you are. But I think you had better let some of the
others have it, too—Nugent and Inky, at least. If Inky is
off colour on Saturday, we shall score.”

13 Good E’,

'Huve vou got it 7" demanded Hazeldene.

said

“T think the three will be enough—more than three sick
might make fellows suspicious. Though you might give that
New Zealand chap some if you get a chance, and Mark
Linley. They are dangcrous players.”

Hazeldeno slipped the bottle into his pocket.

“ That’s about all,” said Ponsonby. * If you should change
your mind again—"

T sha'n’t change it.”

“ But if you should, drop me a postcard, that's all. You
need only say * All off” on the card, and I shall understand.
Then I shall write to Wharton and tell him that we decline to
play after all.”

““Exactly,” said Gadsby. i

“We don't intend to come to Greyfriars for another lick-
ing,” said Ponsonby. ‘‘It's cither got to be a cert., or no
match at all.””

*1 understand. But I sha’n’t fail.”

Hauzeldene turned to the doorway.

“ Right-ho,”” said Ponsonby, “"and good luck !”

Hazeoldene looked cautiously to and fro before he left the
barn. Conscience makes cowards of us all, and Hazeldene
was in fear of being observed in company with the Highcliffe
fcllows. But there was no one in sight in the thickenin
dusk, and Hazeldene strode away, and disappearcd towards
Greyfriars,

Pcnzonby and Gadsby walked quickly away in the other
direction. The Highcliffe fellows were in high feather now.

Neither they nor Hazeldene would have becn so much at
ease if they had known that, as soon as they were gone from
the barn, a lithe lad slipped down the ladder from the loft,
and stood in the place where they had been speaking.

“ My only Aunt Thelina !’ said Solly Lazarus, in a whisper
to himself, and then he added: “ My only Uncle Tham !’

Tue MaeXer LierarY.—No. 147.
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,

A Visitor for Wharton
“ gy OURTFIELD cad!”
“ What does he want here 7"’
“ Qutside !’
And then Snoop added :

‘* Board-school bounder !’

The exclamations of the Greyiriars juniors were caused by
the appearance of a Courtficld fellow in the Close. It was
Solly Lazarus. He had walked in at the gatcs with as much
coolness as if all Greyfriars belonged to him, and strolled
casily to the School House. In the lighted doorway of the
School House a group of juniors were standing. They tighted
Solly, and grected him far from po]itcl?-.

Solly looked at them with his big black eyes.

* Good-evening, gents!” he said.

“ Yah "

“ Courtfield cad!”

“ My dear thilly atheth——"

““Hallo, hallo, hallo! What do you want here, Moses 1
demanded Bob Cherry, coming along.

“I want to thee Wharton.’

“Rats !’ said Snoop. “ The Board-school bounder wants
f{r) ]]I‘("!{ up anything that's left lying about, morc likely.

ow!

Snoop’s remarks wero cut short by Bob Chetry's grip o
the back of his collar. With }’-oTJ’sFlmrd lmucklgs ggrinizlin;
into the back of his neck, Sncop gasped and snorted for
breath.

* Ger-r-r-r-roch "

“You miserable cad,” said Bob Cherry.
to talk to Wharton’s visitors?”

1) Gmo !,3

‘“Oh, get away! You're not fit to touch !” said Bob.

And he gave the cad of the Remove a twist that sent Lim
whirling across the hall, to fall down in a gasping heap on
the other side. And Snoop, seeing that Bog Cherry was in
an excited temper, deemed it best to remain there:

Solly looked at this little performance with a grin. His
placid temper did not scem to have been rufiled by Snoop's
m?‘"fl}fs'h 'l ked. “I 1

therene,” he remarked. want to thee Wharton.”
t‘:i()q:’ne in,” said Bob Cherry. *I’ll take you up to hia
study.

*“ All therene.”

And Soll{{ followed Bob Chcrr;r into the house. The other
fellows looked on curiously. What business Solly 5,
of Courtficld, could have with Harry Wharton, was a puszlo
to them. Hazeldene met the two as they came towarss the
stairs. Hazeldene had been in only ten minutes before
Bolly’s arrival. His face flamed into anger at the sight of
the Jewish lad.

;i‘?l:ly hat!”” he exclaimed. ‘“So you're here, are you, you
cad 7"

Bob Cherry frowned.

“Hold your tongue, Hazeldene!" he exclaimed angrily.
“I don’t want to touch you after what you've had this
aftc?z’oon, but you won't talk to a chap like that, I can tell
you!

Hazeldene turned on bim fiercely.

“T tell ls;cru. this is one of the cads who chalked me up in
the lane the other night!”

Solly chuckled.

“You buzzed into me on your bike, and never thaid you
were thorry,” he remarked. “I think you were let off
eathily.”

“T'Il settle with you now, you cad.”

“I’ve come to thee Wharton,"”

“1 tell you—""

‘ Stand aside, Hazel,” said Bob Cherry. “I don’t want to
handle you, but if you lay a finger op Lazarus, over you go!”

Hazeldene gave him a bitter look, and strode away. He
did ilpt want a,fﬁstich?ncoﬁ;lter with thlgli‘erry.

“I'm sorry for this. zarus,” sai ob. *“You ruffled
his lordship a lot the other night, I think.’:

So]l; grinned.

“It’th all therene,” he said.

“ Here’'s Wharton's study.”

Bob Cherry stopped outside Wharton’s door in the Remove
passage, and kicked at it.

“ Come in, fathead !” sang out Nugent’s voice,

The door flew open under Bob’s heavy boot. Wharton,
Nugent, and Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh were there. They
had just finished tea.

* Visitor for you, Wharton,” said Bob Cherry. * Here
youn are, Lazarus, old man!”

And he pushed the Courtficld fellow into the study, and
tramped on down the passage with his heavy tread.

Iarry Wharton & Co, rose to their feet in surprisa

‘“Is that the way
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Solly grinned at themn amiably.

** Hallo, Lazarus!" said Ilarry.
you here.”

' Quite tho,” said Solly, showing his white teeth in a grin.
“ Like my beathtly check vithiting chaps like you in their
own quarters.”’

Wharton coloured.

“I didn't mean that,” he exclaimed,
8it down.”

* All therene!" said Solly, taking a chair, and putting his
boots on the fender, where they immediately began to steam
before the fire.

** Had your tea?” asked Nugent.

‘ Not yet, dear boy."” . .

“ Then have some with us. We're finished, but luckily the

rub i;;'n't.. What do you say to sardines and bread-and-

rtter "’

“ All thereno !”

‘“ And I can jolly soon make some more tea.”

Solly looked curiously at the chums of Study No. 1 as they
busied themselves looking after his creature comforts. Tha
expression upon his face was very soft and cordial now. His
reception in Study No. 1 pleased him. There was nothing
like Snoop about these fellows. Swank and snobbishness
found no place in S8tudy No. 1—at least, now that Biliy Bunter
was no longer a tenant there.

‘““ These are jolly good thardines,” said Solly. *' I'i hungry,
you know. I was going homo to tea, when I—when I thtopped,
and came here instead. This tea is very nithe. Thank you
very much, you know!"

‘““Rats !’ said Wharton cheerfully.
Try the cake,”

** Yeth, rather!”

“I didn't expect to see

“You're welcome.

* Make yoursclf comfy.

And Solly certainly did make himself comfortable. His
eyes beamed, and his aquiline nose seemed to glow with
oanfort, "

*“You are a dethent lot of fellows,” he remarked. * Of

course, I came here on bithness, you know.”

* Business?"" said Harry, \\'1&_: a smile. ““ What business?
Does Trumper want to meet us in a footer match?”

*Qh, no, it's not footer. It's your bithness, not mine.”

6" Oum‘!,}

*“ Just tho.” . .

Solly took another big bits of cake, and emptied his fourth
cup of tea. Nugent silently filled it forshim again, and then
the three chums regarded Solly in silence. His words mystified
them. What business of theirs could it possibly be that had
brought Solly Lazarus to Greyfriars thoy could not imagine.

Bolly rubbed the arched bridge of his nose éhought!tﬁly.

“I've got news for you,” he said.

‘.VYQ-’ . - .

‘1 understand that you are playing Highcliffe juniors on
Thaturday?”

‘“That’s right, though I don’t see how you know,” said
Wharton, in surprise, ‘' We've scratched a Form match to
make room for them, but how do you know——"

““You aro not playing a chap named Hazeldena?”

““No; he’s been dropped.”

“QOh, I thee!"”

“ Blessod if I understand you !’ said Wharton.
you driving at, Lazarus?
on the stage or the hero of a newspaper serial.
you got in your mind?" .

“The Higheliffe chaps think they are going to win, you
know,” said Solly.

‘1 dgn't see how they can think that, after their experience

{ ““What ave
You're as mysterious as a villain
What have

of us. But I suppose they hope so, or they wouldn't challenge
us. But—" | . .

‘‘ Ponthonby is certain of it.”

“ Flow "

‘“ Because he has made arrangements for you to lothe the
match.”

“ What?” shouted Wharton.

“ And unless thognebodjr interfered,” went on Solly calmly,
e you would lose it, and that's why I've come over, dear

Y. e :
And Solly laid back in his chair, and regarded the astounded
faces of the Greyfriars fellows with a grin of enjoyment.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Solly's Advice. )

ARRY WHARTON broke the silence that followed. He
was surprised and vaguely uneasy. He understood at
onoo that the Courtfield fellow had got on the scent
of some plot on the part of Ponsonby & Co., and had

come to Greyfriars to put the fellows there on their guard.
But Harry was far from suspecting the miserable truth as
yet. That a Greyfriars fellow ocould be in league with the
enemy never even crossed his imagination
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““ What do you mean, Lazarus?’ Harry asked. “ ¥You say
Ponsonby has made arrangements for us to lose the match?™

“Yeth,” said Solly, with a nod.

““ And you've found out his little game?"

“Yoth."

‘“ And came over to warn us?”

“ Exactly, dear boy.”

“It's jolly good of you,” said Wharton gratefully. ** Of
courze, wo know the Highcliffe chaps. They're a set of utter
cads,; and they take to foul play like a duck takes to water.
They've served us dirty tricks before now. I was in two
minds about accepting their challenge, use I suspectad
they would havo some card up their sleeve. But I'm blessed
if I know what they can do this time! There’s an age limit
for tho players, so they can’t spring Old Boys on us as they
did last time. And we're playing on our own ground, so
they can’t get up to any foul play with a crowd against us.
If Ponsonby has a scheme on after all, he’s as deep as a coal-
mine.”’

14 %m‘l} he has a scheme, Lazarus?” asked Nugent.

“ Yeth.”

“You know all about it, Lazarus?"’ Wharton asked.

“ Yeth."

“Then go ahead, and put us up to it.”

** All therene! You are to have some thtuff given you
bofore the match—a dothe on each day, if pothible—so that
vou won't bo in a fit thtate to play,” Solly explained.

“* My hat!”

“ You, and Nugent, and Hurree Thingh, and perhaps Brown
and Linley,”’ said Solly. ‘ That's the igea, dear boys.”

“What kind of stuff?”* asked Wharton, with a deep breath,
looking at his chums. *“ Not a drug, surely?”’

Solly shook his head.

“Noj; it'th a thtuff mixed by a chemist, Gadsby's elder
brother—thome thtuff that makes you off colour without
injuring your health; but you'll be feeling bad all the time
you're playing, and won't be able to play up.”

** My word " said Nugent.

Harry Wharton locked puzzled.

‘I don't think Ponsonby is any too good for a trick like
that,”” he said, ‘ but—but—— Look here, Lazarus, you're not
pulling my leg, I suppose?”

** Thertainly not.”

“ Iow do you know about this scheme?”

“1 heard them dikeuthing it.”

“ But—but I don’t quito follow,” said Wharton, wrinkling
his brows. ‘ Ponsonby is quite rotter enough to play such a
trick, I feel sure, but—but how is the stuff to be given to us,
Lazarus? The Highcliffe fellows never comé here.”

*“ It's to be given you by a chap here.”

Wharton sprang uF.

“YWhat? A Greylriars chap?”’

“ Yeth.”

There was a heavy silence in the study. The three Grey-
friars fellows were on their feet now, their eyes blazing. They
looked at Solly, but Solly was still reclining in his chair in a
perfectly easy attitude, apparently deeply interested in watch-
ing the steam rise from his damp boots.

““ Look lhere,” exclaimed Wharton, **if this is a jape, Solly
Lazarus——"

“ Not at all, dear boy.”

“You say that a Greyfriars chap is in the plot with those
H:ghchﬁ'e rotters to spoil our gare on Saturday "

“Yeth.”

“ What is the chap's name?”

¢ Hazeldene."’

* Good gracious ! exclaimed Harry Wharton.

IIe sank into his chair again, overcome,

He hardly needed any proof. 1t Hashed into his inind that
it was true, Marjorie’s brother—Marjorie’s brother was guilty
of this base treachery.

*“T can't believe it!" said Nugent.

The nabob was silent. He believed it.

‘“I'm thorry,” said Solly, looking at them. *Ith the chap
a friend of yours? I thought I had better come and tell yon,
you know."”

“Quite Tight,”” said Harry. ‘“He's not exactly a friend
himself, but he's the brother of a girl friend of ours.”

Solly grinned slightly. He had met Marjorie Hazeldone,
and he understood. p to a few days ago the Courtfield
fellows had been attending a class at Clff House which was
also attended by the Grevfriars chums.

“But_are you sure?”’ asked Harey, in great distress, 1
can hardly believe in such wickedness, How do you know?”

“Let’s "ir.ave the whole yarn, anyway,” said Nugent.

* Thertainly, dear boys.”

And Solly explained at full length. His explanation carried
conviction with it. Thero was no weak point in the story.
Even if the chums could have believed the Courtfield fellow
wicked enough to come to them with a slander on his lips,
he could never have invented a tale so circumstantial as this,
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1*Do you mean to say that yon want to
fight me, Hazeldene?” said Whartom.

(See page 6.) i

Wlarton's face went very pale as he Jisteped.

My word!” said Nugent. ** It looks like it, Iarry."™

Wharton made a passionate gesture.

“ And he's Marjoric’s brother "' he muttered.

“ It sceins impossible "'

“It'th true, you know,” zaid Solly.

*“ Look here,”” said Harry, whuse face seemed to have
becoine years older while ho listened— look hero, Lazarus,
ix it po~sible that they knew you were there all the time, and
wero piling on tho agony just to pull your ley, you know*”’

' By Jove, I shouldn't wonder "’ said Nugent. ** Ponsonhy
4 just the fellow to think of a trick like that. Ilo might have
puested that Lazarus would come hevo and warn us, and that
\\]o should rag him for saying such things about a Greyfriars
clap.”

.‘\'L!I_v «hook his head,

“ Tt was all therene ™ Le zaid.

Wharton rowe, and begun {0 move asbout the study. Tt
sectned ay if lie could not kcep still, There was a painful
sileiico in the reom, Solly lilied in tho interval by eating
the rest of the cake and emptying his teacup for the fifth
time.  Then ho ro<o to his feet.

1 shall have to be getting along,” he remarked. **1'in
thorry for this, vou know, but I thought I'd bLetter tell yon,
I think 1 wmentioned that Ponthonby meanth to theruteh the
match if the thing docen’t come off. But if it haed come off,
they would have liched you hollow. TI'in tharry for it."’

“You'vo done us o jolly good turn,” said Wharton, and
he grasped tho hand of the Courthield fellow, ** I don’t know
bew to thank vou.”

" That's ail therene ! said Solly.
ard I like to do yeu a good turn,
advice, too—-

*(io ahead " caid Wharton.

“ I1 3o thpeak to Hazeldeno nbout this, he'il deny the whole

* You're dethent chaps,
If you would like sone
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thing, and =ay it was o lio got up by a Board-school bounder,”
said Solly checerfully. ** You'll get to think the thame dnnﬁ
yourself in the long run, for the whole thing will drop throug
thien, and so there will never be any proof.”

Harry was silent. There was a great deal of probability
in what Bolly stated. Once the muiler was mentioned to
Hazeldene, the possibility of proof would certainly be gove.
And it was very likely to come to pass that the Greyfriars
fellows would take their own schioolfellow’s version of the
inatter,

* You thee, that would be beathtly,” said Solly. *‘I came
over here to do you a good turn, and I thould not like you to
come to conthider me a beathtly thlanderer. It would be a
little bit hard on e, don't you think tho ?”

** We should never think that, 1 hope,” said Nugent.

* All therene! Bethides,” went on Solly, ' you ought to
bawl the bounder out, or he may try the thame trickth again
another time. Bethideth that, vou want to make the High-
cliffe rotterth thmart for it, don’t your”

* Yes, rather,”’ said Wharton, between his teeth.

** But they'll theratch the match if the thing falith through,
and you'll have no chance at them. I’'ve thought out a
theheme for vou, if you care 1o follow my advice,” said Solly.
“ You can take it or lcave it, ath you like, of courthe."”

* Go ahead !

* I thould thay nothing to Hazeldene, but keep an eye on
him.  You'll thoon find him out in trying to give you the
thtuff. Then you can pretend to be knocked up, and unfit
fur the footer match, and the Higheliffe rotterth will come
over expecting to lick you holiow; and you can thuddenly
recover on the morning of the match, and wipe up the
ground with them."”

Nugent burst into an involuntary chuckle at the thought
of the surprise the Highcliffe fellows would experience if
that should happen. A grin came over the dusky fcutures of
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Hurree Jameet Ram Singh. But Wharton remained vory

grave.
“ Thanks, awfully, Lazarus!” he said. “ We'll think it
out. And once more, thank you for coming over and telling

us.

““Not at all, dear boy.”

Wharton went down to the school gates with Solly, in case
he should be troubled by any ‘“lark” of the Greyiriars
follows. Then he returned to his study, his face dark and
thoughtful, to consult with his chums apon what was to be

one,

—

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mum’s the Word,

1 ELL, you chaps?!"
“Well, Harry ?"
“ What do you thinl ?”

‘ Blessed if I know what to thinlk !"

“The blesstulness is terrific.”’

The chums of the Remove looked at one another grimly.

What was to be done?

M1 feel inclined to call on Hazeldene, and have it out
with him,” eaid Harry Wharton, slowly. ‘*That’s what I'd
like. Only—"

“ Only if you do, he'll have the bottle in a safe place, and
he'll deny everything.”

““ And if he's innocent, he'll deny everything.”

*“ Exactly.”

““Bo that will leave us just where we are, with no proof
either way,” said Harry. * And we owe it to Lazarus to
make sure. It was decent of him to come here and warn
us. He knew that he might be disbelieved and ragged; but
he came all the same. He's a sportsman. now he
wouldn't lie. But he may have been taken in. It might be
? ?poof business altogether, because they knew he was in the
oft.”’

*Or he may have gone to slcep there and dreamed it all.”

“It's not 1kel{’; but I'd rather believe that than that
Hazeldene could be such a villain. The worst of it is, that
we've no way of punishing those Highcliffe scoundrels excapt
by having them over here on Saturday.”

“ And they won't come if Hazel takes the alarm.”

“That's it."”

“ Lazarus suggested a jolly good idea. It would be ripping
to see their faces, when they came over expecting to beat
us, .and found us in first-class form."

. You're right there, I'd like that,” said Harry, clenching
his hands. '“I'd like that, and no mistake! It's the only
way we can punish them.”

“If it’s true!"

 Yes, if it's true, of course.”

“We must prove whether it's true,” said Nugent reso-
lutely, ““ and the only way is by giving Hazeldens his head.
I don’t like keeping the thing secret any more than you do,
but we must have proof one way or another."”

Wharton nodded.

“That's right. If Hazeldene tries to doctor coffes for us,
he must come into our study to do it. That will give him
away.”

“ Exactly.”

“The exactfulness is terrific."

‘““We must tell Brown and Linley, too,” said Iarry
Wharton, with a worried look. * They will have to be pul
on their guard.”

Yes, rather.”

And it was left at that. Harry Whartonl went downstairs
to look for Mark Linley and the New Zealand junior. He
met Hazeldene on the stairs, and Hazel stood aside to let
him pass, without speaking or meeting his eyes,

Wharton passed him, in wonder. Could the fellow be so
base—had he allowed envy, and hatred, and evil feelings to
carry him so far as Solly had stated? Or was there some
trick, some mistake in the matter?

Well, he would soon know. He found Mark TLinlev and
Tom Brown in the common-room, and with a few words ho
put them in possession of what Solly had told him.

Both of them looked very grim.

““ Do you believe it 2’ Harry asked.

“1 hardly know," said Mark. ‘' But I agree with Lazarus,
that we owe it to him to make sure one way or the other.”

‘“8ame here,” snid the junior from Taranaki.

** Well, that's settled, then. You'll be on your guard, and
not give the game away either. Not a word to Fazeldene
or to anybody else.”

* Right you are."

Hazeldene had nothing to say to the chums of the Remove
that evening, It was part of the scheme concocted with tho
Higholiffe fellows that he should make up an appearance of
friendship with them, and so gain an entrance into their
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study once more. But Hazeldene hesitated at that. He felt
that he must do it, but he could not do it all at once. For
that evening, at all events, Harry Wharton’s blows rankled
too keenly for him to be able to approach the chums in a
friendly manner, however insincere.

But hatred was feeding upon his heart, and if there waa
at any moment a glimpse of repentance there, it was only
momentary. And if he had faltered in his evil purpose,
there was his bad angel at his elbow always ready, liko
Mephistopheles, to whisper evil counsel in his ear. Vernon-
Smith, at all events, was not likely to repent.

Vernon-8mith had found fellows of his own tastes, who
were willing to lay bets with him on the match. To Hazel-
dene’s hint that Sixth-Formers would not pay a junior even
if they lost, the Bounder replied with a mocking grin.
¢ They will pay me,” he said.

“They jolly well won't,” said Hazeldene. ‘I remember
a sweepstake some of the seniors go¥ up, and they wouldn't
pay when a junior won.”

“I'm not quite like the rest of the juniors,” said Vernon-
Smith scornfully. “I shall make them ay. I've mads
them I[:ui; ui) the stakes beforchand, you duffer! When they
saw the gold in my hand,.they couldn’t resist it, and they
were so certain of the Remove beating Highcliffe, that they
were w;llmg to put up ready money."

“Who's holding the stakes—one of themsclves?"”

‘“ No, ass—Banks, the bookmaker."”

“Banks! He's hand in glove with that crowd.”

“I know he is—and with me, too. Banks has more to
gain from me than from Loder & Co., I cun tell you,” said
Vernon-8mith, with a grin. “ Banks will sec fair play, and
hand the stakes to the winner. Oh, I've got my eye-teeth
cut, I can tell you.”

*“ You might put something on for me," said IIazeldenc.

“I have done so. I've put up a sovereign for you, and if
the Remove ure beaten, you get three pounds, and I get tho
sovereign back. Carne laid three to one.”

Hazeldene’s eyes glistened.

. “I can do with the money,” he said. “I owe a good deal
in various ways.”

“* Well, I know that, and, of course, I want you to score as
well as myself,” said Vernon-Smith. * I'm relying on you.
I've put up all my available cash, as a matter of fact, und
if we lose, I'in stony till I get another remittance. DBul we
can't lose if you do your part of the business.”

Huzeldene grated his tecth.

* I shall do that,” he said. * Hang the money! But I'll
make Wharton & Co. smart for dropping me out of the team,
or I'll know the reason why!"

*That's the tune!” said the Bounder heartily.

Hazeldene did not look in Wharton's dircction when the
Remove went up to bed that night.  Vernon-Smith gave him
a significant look. evidently thinking that the sconer he began
the better; but Ilazeldene affected not to understand. 1o
went to bed in silence, and in the morning, when he rose,
he left the dormitory without the exchange of a word with
the chums of the Remove,

Vernon-8mith followed him down with an unpleasant look
on his face.

* You're leaving it pretty late, Hazel,” he said.

Hazeldene made an impatient movement of the shoulders.

**Hang it! T can’t make up to the fellows " he exclaimed.

‘ To-day's Thursday, the match is the day after to-morrow,
and there isn’t much time,"” said the Bounder, with lowering
brows,

- Oh, I'll think about it presently !" .

“I'll break the ice for you,” said Vernon-Smith.

“ [fow do you mean?"’

“ I'll speak to Wharton for you."

Hazeldene made a gesture of annoyance, but he did not
reply. When FHarry Wharton came out after breakfasi,
Vernon-Smith spoke te him, with an appearance of greal
frankness. = .

. "I.ga}‘, Wharton, if you don't mind wny speaking about

{hemst

Wharton looked at him.

“ What do you want " he asked directly,

“It's about llazeldene.”

“ What about him ¥

“1 fancy he's sorry for the way he's been acting towards
vou,” said Vernon-Smith. I think that if you gave him a
chance he'd make it up, that’s all. Of course, it's no busino.y
of mine, but you've accused me of making trouble between
you, that's why I spoke.” . i

And he walked away with his hands in his pockets,
whistling. Harry Wharton looked after him with a curious
expression, and then met Nugent's eyes. Nugent nodded 121
reply to Harry's unspoken thought.

“Then it's true,’ said Wharton, “and--and Vernon-
Smith’s in it?" .

And Nugent nodded again.
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ERNON-SMITH had supposed that his few words would
be enough for Harry Wharton, He knew how anxious
Harry was to be on good terms with Hazeldene, for
Marjorie’s sake. He had expected the Remove captamn

to suatch eagerly at the olive-branch. .
3 Under other circumstances, Wharton would certainly have
dane s,

Ile would have embraced any opportunity of getting on
ihe old terms with llazeldene. But in the light of what
Qolly Lazarus had told him, he knew the inner meaning of
{he Bounder’s intervention, and he did not stir. He did not
apmoach Hazeldene that day, and Hazel, who knew that
Su]niih had spoken, waited in vain for some overture from
Wharton.

Vernon-Smith was puzzled and annoyed. But as he had
failed, that was all the more reason why IHazeldene should
attond to the matter himself, and on Thursday evening he
urped Hazeldene to make a move.

Ilazeldenc hesitated long.

Wharton avoided lLim so carefully, and so carefully
vefinined from giving him any opening, that it was diffieult
to find an opportunity; and Thursday evening passed away
without Hazeldene making the attempt. At bedtime that
night, Vernon-Smith was in a savage temper, which he tried
hard to keep within control. It was useless to quarrel with
Hazeldene, for the weak, passionate junior was quite capable,
in an angry and remorseful moment, of throwing up the
whole matter, and having no more to do with it. Vernon-
S:nith did not want to risk that,

* Hetter say good-night to Wharton,” he whispered, as he
«al on I'i'azeldena'a bed to take his boots off. ‘' That'll break
the ice.

1lazeldene shook his head.

“}iang it!” he muttered I can't do it.
Smithy, some other way can be found.”

Vernon-Smith compressed his lips.

“ There is no other way,” he said. * You can’t doctor his
tea at the breakfast-table I suppose, with the whole school
looking on, or pour it over the joint at dinner. You can’t
ask him to take a ginger-beer without making friends.”

“ It’s—it's so rotten!” muttered Hazeldene desperately.
#7 don't mind doing it—le descrves that for the way he’s
treated me—but to make friends with him—bah 1’ .

*“\Well, he was keeping friendly with you, all the time he
was making up his mind to kick you out of the eleven.”

" Vs, that's true.”’

“Ii's only a Roland for an Oliver. And you can’t do it
without, Ilazel. And you can only manage it in the study.
There's no other way. And to-merrow’s the last day before
the mateh.”

“ Oh, all right!” muttered Hazeldene.

“ Ypeak to him now for a start.”

Hazeldene’s lips twitched.

*“ (ood-night, Wharton ! he called out.

His voice sounded husky and strange.
looked across at him.

** Good-night "' he said.

The other fellows stared at 1lazeldene, too, He went red
and pale. But the Remove were not surprised that he had
come cut of the ** sulks ' at last. He had kept it up long
enough, and the fellows imagined he had come to look upon
a Leller side of things. Only five juniors in the dormitory
knew the cause of his change of front. They were the chums
of No. 1 Study, and Mark Linley and the New Zealand
junior. They knew only too well!

The Remove turned in.

1lazeldenc slept badly. Ile was awake when the rising-
bell went in the morning, and he was the first up. His eyes
were heavy, and he had a feverish headache. He was feeling
ont of sorts altogether, and in a vile temper; A bad temper
aud a headache on a cold and visty morning are not con-
ducive to an amiable frame of mind, or a state of repentance.

azeldene was more determined upon the rascally deed
thun he had becn the night before.

After morning school that Friday he made the plunge at
Ja«t. Harry Wharton was still careful to give him no open-
ing: if Hazeldene chose to betray himself, he should do so
withont any cncouragement. As the chums of the Remove
went out into the Close, sniffing the air tinctured with frost,
pe fore dinner, Hazeldene came up to them.

There was a flush in his checks, and a curious brightness
in hLis eyes, which would not somehow mect those of the
junior whom_he addressed.

“1 say, Wharton,” he exclaimed abruptly, *I think this
hae pone far enough, don’t you?"

“1low do you mean?"’

“Well. it’s no good keeping up black looks at one another,
¢« a2 as I can sec.  It's beginning to look silly.”

“1 quite agree with you there,’’ said Harry; * and_good-
suwe« knows I've never had any ill-feeling towards you, Hazel,
aini liould be glad 1o be friends again.”
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Look here,

Harry Wharton
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jlazeldene’s lip curled for a moment with the old look.

“ With me out of the team, though?’ he sneered.

* Naturally—unless you get into form to play -with some
eredit for the side.”

“1f I did, would you shift Inky out for me?”

Wharton paused and reflected.

“No,” he said. *‘ Inky is too ﬁocd a goalkeeper for that.
He's the best goalkeeper the Remove have ever had. I
couldn’t move him out. But if you get into good form, T'i
rive you a chance in the team vomewhere else. You bave
played half cometimes.”

“ Well, never mind that,” said Hazeldene. * In the team
or out of the team, it’s no good going about like a bear with
a sore head. It's all over, as far as I'm concerned.”

Wharton looked him straight in the face, but he could not
meet Hazeldene's eves. They were too elusive.

““Very well,” he said. I hope you mean that, Hazel.”

Hazeklene started.

“ What do you mean, Wharton?"

“ 7 mean what I say. I hope you mean it, and if you're
!Simsm' there’s my hand on it,” said Harry, holding out his
hand.

Hazeldene hesitated, and then took the hand, giving a
hasty and ineffectual handshake. Then, with a nod’, he turned
and walked away.

“ My word?’ said Nugent softly. ‘* Harry, he can’t be
such an awful rotter as to shake your hand if he meant
to play you such a trick!”

Wharton looked troubled.

*I hope not,” le said.

“ What do you think about it, Iarry?”

“ Blessed if I know. But we shall see.”

Hazeldene made another remark to Wharton after dinscr.
It was only a remark on the weather, but Harry replied
civilly enough; ard matters hetween them scemed to be
assuming something like their old footing.

The matter was weighing upon Harry's mind during after-
noon lessons, and he was very quiet and thoughtful; he
made Mr. Quelch some absent-minded answers that surprised
that gentleman. He left the Remove . Form-room the ricker
by fifty lines in consequence when the class was dismissed.

Billy Bunter tackled him in the passage.

“Tsay, you fellows, I've got a splendid idea about a big
bust-up for the end of the term, before we break up for
Christmas 1’ he exclaimed. ‘' You see—""

But the chums of the Remove were in no humour to listen
to Billy Bunter’s great ideas just then. They pushed him
against the wall, and left him gasping for breath as they
walked on.

“Pear me!" said Alonzo Todd, stopping and looking at
Bunter. *‘ You seem to be quite out of breath, Bunter. - I
trust that you have no organic weakness in the region of the
lungs. My Uncle Benjamin says s

“Ow! It's that—ow—gerrooh!"”

“Dear me! Have you got something on your chest,
Bunter?’

“Yooh! Yoop! Ow! It's that beast Wharton !’

Alonzo looked astounded.

“ My dear Bunter, impossible. How could you possibly
have Wharton on your chest?”’ he exclaimed.

Bunter snorted.

“ Asa! It was Wharton shoved me here, and took my
breath away. I'm rather short of breath, owing to—to net
having enough to eat. I was going to have tea with these
rotters, and now I won’t!"”

“ Deaxr me!”

“ J'lIl have tea with you ipstead, Todd.”

“ That is really very kind of you, Bunter, and a great
honour to me. I should be very pleased—""

*“ That's all right—let’s get to the tuckshop, then.”

1 But_li

““ We can talk as we go along,” said Bunter hungrily.

“ Oh, certainly !'" said T'odd, falling into step with the fat
junior. ** Very well, certainly. The only difficulty is, that
I have nov't,noney-—”

at?

“W

]

“ But, if you would carc to lend me five shillings—"

e E}i?”

“ Or return me part of that ten shillings of mine which you
used by mistake-—""

“ You ass!"

“ In that case I should be very pleased to stand a really
nice tea, Dunter,” said Todd, beaming. ‘' I could not very
well ask Mrs. Mimble for credit. You eee, my Uncle Ben-
jamin always impressed upon me very carefully never to get
into debt, and—""

But Billy Bunter was alveady rolling away, leaving Alonzo
to waste his sweetness upon the desert air. o
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THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Traltor.

UGENT jammed the kettle on the fire, and piled up
the coal round it. The weather was very cold: ripping
weather for footer, as Nugent remarked, but not quite
ripping for sitting around in studies. Keen winds

canme off the sea, and blew cold into the old Close of Grey-
friars, and fellows were already talking about snow. The
firc bluzed up and cast o ruddy glow over No. 1 Study, and
Hurreo Singh’s dusky face glowed with contentment as he
camo in with a packet of comestibles from the tuckshop.
Harry Wharton followed him in, and threw his cap upon tha
bookshelf, and his scarf into the armchair, and blew ocut a
steaming breath.

“(lold!"" he remarked.

“ Jolly cold,” said Nugent.

“ The coldfulness is terrific,” Hurree Singh remarked
“ The coldfulness of the estcemed Englisii winter is felt bone-
fully by iy honourable self.” )

I suppose it must be,”” grinned Nugent. “ I believe you
can cook egysin the sun at Bhanipur, can’t you, Inky? Still,
you'll never turn blue with cold, that’s one comfort. Shove
the eggs on”

“ The shovefulness is terrific.”

The fire crackled and blazed, and the lkettle began to sing.
wharion laid the table while Hurree Singh boiled the ezgs
Nugent made the coffes, sending a fragrant odour through
the study. The rooni was not large, but it was cosy, and
the tea-table of the three chums looked very cheery and com-
fortable.

Harry Wharton's face had recovered its wonted cheerful-
ness.

“ Looks as if Iazeldene had given up that idea, if he ever
}xa(li‘ it,"" ¥Frank remarked, reading Harry's thought in his
ook.

Harry Wharton nodded.

*“ That's what I was thinking, Frank. The fellows must
tave known that Solly Lazarus was there, and must have
been pulling his leg.”

“ It doesn’t seem exactly likely, but—""

““ But it's more likely than the other now.”

“ Well, yes.”

“ Unless Hazel comes in now, I shall— Sh''! Wharton
broke off as a tap came at the door. It was Hazeldene.

He locked into the study and nodded to the chums.

“Can I come in?" he asked.

“ Yes,” said Wliarton heavily.

His tonoe was abrupt: he could not make it cordial. The
black doubts and suspicions that had been thronging in his
mind had been almost dismissed ; but now they crowded back
again with redoubled force. His tone as he replicd was so
disoouraging that, unless Hazeldene had had a special purpose
to serve, he would hardly have persisted in coming in. But
he affected to take no note of it, and he came into the studs.

“ The fact is,”” he said, with apparent frankness, “ I've
had a bit of a row with Bulstrode, and I don’t want to go
to the study. Do you fellows mind if I have tea with yvou?”

“ You're welcome!” said Nugent, as Wharton did not
speak ; he could not, for the moment.

“ Thanks awfully !’ said Hazeldene. * You're very kind.
It's some time since I’ve had tea with you fellows.”

“ Well, 1 can’t say that’s our fault!” said IFrank.

Hazeldene laughed, in a somewhat hollow way.

“ Well, let's leave that out,” he said. ‘‘It's all right—let
bygones be bygones. That coffee smells ripping.”’

* Yes, it's all right.”

“The all-rightfulness is terrific,” murmured Hurree Jamsct
Ram Singh.

“ Let me pour it out. As I've come to tea, T may as well
make myself useful, as Alonzo would say,” remarked Hazel-
dene.

¥ Jertainly, go it.”

Byizeldene took up the coffce-pot.

#*\Ve shall want some more water in it, for four of us.,” he
said. “* All right; I'll shove some in from the kettle.”

He lifted the coffee-pot down to the fender, and took haold
of the kettle, and opened the lid of the pot.

Tlae chums of the Remove made no movement, said no

word.
Bus for Solly's warning, they would have thought nothing
at all of the matter, for Hazeldene's action was natural
enough. .
. Bn_:g in the fight of that warning, it had a terrible
significance.

As Hazeldene bent down before the grate, with his back
to the chums, the coffee-pot was hidden from their view,
and it was quite in his power to empty the little bottle into
it, if he chose, without being seen—if unsuspected.

But, as a matter of fact, Nugent, who was nearest to
Hazeldene, half rose silently from his chair, and looked over
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ITazeldene's shoulder from behind without etirring from hia

ace.
lazeldene did not hear hizn move, and never suspected.

His action concealed, as he believed, from observation, ha
dropped the contents of tlie bottle into the coffee-pot.

. Nugent caught the gleam of the glass bottle in the fir>-
light, and saw it inverted over the coffee.

Then, still without a sound, he sank into his chair again.

Hazeldene did not even know that he had moved. 112
closed the lid of the coffee-pot with a bang, at the same timne
slipping the bottle into a pocket,.

He rose from the fender. His face was very red, but that
might have been caused by the glow of the fire.

Nugent had said nothing, but the look upon his face was
enough for his chums. They knew what he had seen, as
well as if he had told them.

Hazeldene set the coffee-pot on the table again.

‘“‘ Better let it stand a minute,” he remarked.

His voice was shaking a little. Again, it would hava
passed unnoticed if there had been no suspicion. But
now ——

“Good !I" said Nugent, speaking with perfect calmness.
“ Better let it stand. By the way, I don’t know about the

milk. wonder whether ‘you'd mind getting sone,
Hazel 2"
“ Certainly ! said Hazeldene, with great recadiness.

“Don't wait for me for your coffee. I'll have mine when I

get 1n.

He took the milk-jug and left the study, glad enough to
get away while the chums drank their coffee. He had been
puzzled in his mind for an excuse not to drink any himsel!.

Nugent closed the door after him.

Wharton and Hurree Singh sat quite still,
seemed to have devolved upon Frank Nugent.

Nugent acted promptly, without stopping to think. Ile
took the coffee-pot, poured the contents into a basin in tho
cupboard, and covered it with a plate. Then he rinsed the
pot with hot water, and threw it away. Then, hastily pui-
ting in fresh coffee, he made a fresh pot of coffee, and
placed it on the tray where Hazeldene had put it. He had
not waited to boil up the water again, and the coffee was
not likely to be very successful as a beverage, but that
mattered little,

Wharton and Nugent watched him in silence,

Frank sat down again.

“ Good gracious ! said Harry at last, in a low and broken
voice. “It's all true, then? It's 2ll true, Frank?”’

“Yes, all true.”

“You saw him?"”

“I saw him empty a bottle into the coffee.”

“By Jove!”

“It won't hurt us now,”’ said Frank grimly. “We can
drink this coffec quite safely. But not a word, mind.”

“ But—but when he comes back 2

““Mum’s the word! We don't want him to warn tka
Higheliffe cads that the thing's fallen through, and hava
them scratch the match at the last momant. We want the:m
to _come over here, to-morrow, and give them a dressine.”
said Frank savagely. ¢ They've led this rotten fool into tis
bizney, and they've got to be punished.”

Wharton drew a deep breath.

* Right !I'' he said.

Frank poured out three cups of coffee. He heard footetens
in the passage. He was stirring his coffce sedately when
Hazeldene came in with the fresh milk.

Hazeldene's eyes snapped as he saw the three coffee-cups,
and saw Harry Wharton sipping his. Harry felt that ho
must do something to avoid speaking to the traitor or look:
ing at him, and he sipped his coffee. That the druggeld
coffee was in a basin in the cupboard, and that the preseni
liquid was quite harmless, of course, Hazeldene was not
likely to suspect,

“ Here’s the milk!"”” he exclaimed.

““ Thank you 1" said Nugent coolly. *“I'll pour out your
coffee now.”

Hazeldene faltered:

“I-I don’t think I'll have coffee,”” he said. ““It's not
good for me. If you don't mind, I'll make myself some hot
milk.and-water.”

*“Oh, better have some coffee!” said Nugent merciless!y.
“It's ripping coffee, too; and you've taken the trouble to
put more water in it, you know, for yourself.”

_“'E‘r.’e,s; but—but I'll bave milk-and-water if you don't
mind.’

“It's not cheap coffee,” Nugent explained. “It's the
best that Mrs. Mimble keeps, you know. You needn’t Lo
afraid of it."”

Hazeldene changed colour.

“I'd rather not have any.”

“Oh, all right!” said Nugent.
myself.”

All action

1

“I'll have another cup
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He dral_lk his coffee and refilled the cup. Wharton and
Hurree Singh had emptied their cupe. Nugent filled them
again. Hazeldene watched him, as he poured out the coffee,
with a kind of fascinated stare. He seemed unalle to take
his eves off the steaming brown liguid.

Nugent moved his lips a litile.

]“ego you notice that the coftee has a taste, Wharton ?** he
asked.

“It doeen't seem o0 nice as usual,” said Harry, quite
truly, for the coffee had been made with unboiling, water.

* The tastefulness is terrificl”

Nugent olxl):ned the coffee-pot and sniffed into it.

“It sme much the eaine,” he said. “II'm! I don’t

think I'll have my second cup, after all. It's not nice. ¥You
were right to let it alone, after all, Hazel."”
Hazeldene's face was almost ghastly. .
“] I-I'm feeling rather faint,”” he muttered. *If—if

you don't mind, I'll go. The study's very hot, and I I
think I'd better get out of doors.” .

*“ But you haven't had your tea,” said Mugent,

“1 won't have any, thanks.”

“'Well, I must say, you're a queer fich, Hazel.
you had a cup of coffee, it would set you up,”
Nugent.

** N-n-no, thanks!”

Hazeldene staggered rather than walked from the study.

Perhaps, if
suggested

———

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Tom Brown Feels Very Bad.

HE chums of the Remove looked at one another.
T For some minutes there was grim silence.
Wharton was very pale. e could not eat and he
pushed his plate away and rose. He stood before the
fire, his hands in his pockets, his brow darkly wrinkled.
His face seemed to be older.

“Well 7’ sail Nugent at last,

“The villain!” said Wharton. * The {oung scounddrel !
But-—but he's not alone in this, Frank. The fool is a cat’s-
paw! I am sure that Vernon-Smith has been egging him
on, as well as those rascals ai Higheliffe,”

“Very likely.”™

“ But it's Poneonby & Co. who are at the bottom of it,”
rf-:aid_ H,arry, his eyes gleaming. “ We'll make them sit up
or 1t

““What-ho !"" said Nugent emphatically.

And the Nabob of Bhanipur added that the esteemed sit-
upfulness should be terrific.

“The worst of it is, that we can't have it out with
Hazel,” said Harry Wharton, biting his Jip. “1I feel rotten
at the idea of keeping it dark, even for one day. But
there's no other way of getting at the Highceliffe rotters!:
And we can't make the tale public, either. 1t would be too
fearful a disgrace for the school. If we told the Higheliffe
rotters we knew, they'd crow over us for having such a
rotten traitor in the school. As it is, they'}l say nothing, for
their own sakes,”

“That’s s0.”

“But we’ll make them simply crawl to-morrow!” said
larry, with Bashing eyes. "1 don't like rough play as a
rule, but to-morrow we’'ll smash them! We'll play within
the rules, of course; but .we'll do everything that the rules
allow, and we'll make them feel that life isn’t worth living !"*

“Good egg "

“ The goodfulness is terrific 1"

“ And now there's a chance for us to show what we’ve.

learned in the Amateur Dramatic Society,” said Frank,
with a grin.

“ How do you mean?"”

“] mean that we've got to be invalids,” said Nugent.
“ That stuff —which we haven’t awallowed—has got to knock
us up, or Hazel will get suspicious, and let his friends at
Highcliffe know in time to put the match off. We've gol to
be done in.”

Wharton nodded slowly.

“ 1 suppose you're right, Frank.”

“0Of course I am! Mum!” said Frank suddenly, as the
door handle moved.

But it was not Hazeldene returning. Tom Brown and
Alark Linley came into the study. Mark clesed the door
behind him.

“Well?"" said Tom, looking inquiringly at the chums.
“Wa saw that Hazeldene had been to tea with you, and we
thought we'd see how it had turned out.”

*1 hope it is all right ?” said Mark,

“It's all wrong.””

“ What has happened ?*’

Harry Wharton explained.

*Then it's all true?” said Tom Brown. ‘“My hat! We
owe a lot to that Courtfield chap. We should have been
caught in the trap like rats!”

“The catchfulness woukl have been terrific I

“ As it ie,” said Tom coolly, “*the Ilighcliffe rotters will
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be caught. Hazeldene is standing at the window at the end
of the passage. lle saw us come in here. I fancy he’ll look
in soon, to see if we're having tea with vou, and drinking
his precious coffee., He'd better tind us doing it."

Nugent grinned.

“Good! This coffee won't hurt you. Squattez vous

As if to prove what Brown had said, fcotsteps were heard
coming along the passage., )

Tom Brown and Mark tock the cups of coffce Nugent
handed to them, and began to drink.

Hazeldene looked into the study,

His eyes glinted for a moment. !

“Hallo!"” said Nugent. **Come back for some coffee?
I'm afraid it's all gone now.” ' 2

“Oh, no!" said Hazeldene hastily. I-T just locked in
to tell you that I'm fecling better now, but—but 1 don’t
want to have tea, thank you. That's all. So-long!”

And he weni away.

Tom Brown grinned over his coffee.

“The cad's quite satisfied now,” he remarked, as Nugent
closed the door. “ We're all in the same boat, as he's seen
us drinking the coffee. Nice chap.™ .

“The utter cad ! said Mark, putting down his coffee-cup.
“Y could never have lelieved it of him. It seems ime
eredible ! i

“ But it's true,” said Nugent.

“What's the programme now 7' asked the New Zealand
junior.

“ There's only one thing to be done, if we're to get at the
Highclifie cads, we must seem to be knocked up by
stuff,” said Nugent. * We may as well go to bed early;
1hatéot}l:ie easiest way of keeping up appearances.”

b s

"

Tom Brown and Mark left the study. Mark went to his
own study to work, but Tom went down to the common-room.
Hazeldene was there, sitting by the fire alone, and looking
decidedly gloomy. Tom Brown dropped heavily into a chair
by his side, and gave a deep and hair-raising groan.

Hazeldene gave him a sudden guilty look.

** What’s l’hel matteri” he asked breathlessly,

Tom groanced again,

Two gr three jgmninrs gathered round him. The New
Zealand fcllow was very popular, and he had plenty of
friends to feel concerned if he were ill. g

“ What's the matter, Browney?” asked Ogilvy. ‘

“ ¥aith, and he sounds as if he had the hump!” remarked
Micky Desmond. * Shall 1 pat ye on the back, Tommy
darling#"’

“QOw!" groaned Tom.

“ But what’s the matter?” g

“T—I wasn’t like this till T had that blessed coffce with
Wharton,” said Tom Brown, guite truthfully. ** I say, Hazel,
you had coffce in Wharton's study. Did you notice amy-
thing wrong with it?”

Hazeldene's face was livid.

1 didn’t have it,”” he said
I didn’t stay there to tea.””

“Ow! I wonder what it is lilke to be poisoned?’ groanecd
Tom Brown. “I—I wonder whether it would be possible
for a careless ass to use poizon in a coffec-pot by mistake?™

Hazeldene muttered something. .

“Oh, rats!” said Bulstrode. “You're not poisoned.
Perhaps you've been ecating some New Zealand mutton by
mistake.”

** Ha, ha, ha!" .

«Oh, rats!’ said Tom Brown. *I tell rou I was all right
till T had the coffce. I heard of a chap once who put some
stuff in somebody’s coffee for a lavk, and it turned ont
that he had used rcal poison, and he was a murdever, Ow!”

zeldene rose unsteadily to his feet.

“Hallo!” said Tom, looking at him. ** You're not queer,
are you? You said you didn’'t have any of the coffee.”

“{—I'm fecling scedy,” said Hazeldene. I think I-1I
go and e down for a bit.”

And he almost staggered cut of the common-room,
followed by another hair-raising groan from Tom Brown

Vernon-Smith followed him into the passage. There was
a vague alarm ju the Bounder's face.

* I say, you haven't made any bungle with the stuff, have
you?" he muttered. * You weuldn't Le such a fool as that.”

Hazeldene's face was ghastly.

“ I gave them the stufl Ponsonby gave me,” he muttered
thickly. *I—I saw Ponsonby taste it when I was at High-
cliffe—ut least, he said it was the same stuff.  Of course, I
had to take his word for it.”

* I suppose it must be all right,” said the Bounder: ** but
—but Gadsby major mayn’t be a skilful chemist, and they
all make mistakes at times. "’

»Oh!" muttered Hazeldene, clenching his hands. Z:I

“I'm feeling scedy, and

FOUR SPLENDID COMPLETE STORIES NEXT WEEKI
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wish I were well out of it.
pp in the matter at all.”

He had unconsciously raised his voice.
grasped him by the arm almost ficreely.

“3uiet, ou fool !"

. “Oh, I don’t care!” But Hazcldeno lowered his voice, all
the sgame. *I'm sick of it. I don't carc if it comes out.”

“ You mad idiot! Do you want to be cxpelled from the
achool, and sent to a reformatory for ten years?” Vernon-
Smith whispered fiercely.

Hazeldene shuddered.

“You'd better go and lic down,” said Vernon-Smith con-
bemptuously, *“H you've used the wrong stuff, you'd better
!:eep mum more than ever, unless you want to grow up
in prison instead of at school. That's what it would mean.
I nugﬁose you're too young to be hanged?”

*“ Oh, shut up—shut up!”

““ Go to bed, then, and keep your nerve.”

Hazeldene went to bed. It was the only place wlere he
was safo. He folt that if he pad to mect the eyes of his
schoolfellows, he would start dp and shrick out the whole
ah?rﬁ. and face everything to get that terrible strain off his
mind.

What a fool I was to get mixed

Vernon-Smith

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
The Invalids,

AZELDENE went to bed, but not to sleep. A ]ié:'ht
burned in the long, lofty dormitory, and he had a
book by his bedside, but he could not rcad. The
solitude of the great room terrified him, Vernon-

Smith might have kept him company, but the Bounder of

Groyfriars was not likely to think of putting himself out

for the sake of the troubled, conscience-stricken traitor.

Hazeldene lay with wide-staring eyes, thinking, tortured by

fear and romorse. He had sinned, and sinned deeply, but

there could be no doubt that he was paying for it now.

The silenco of the dormitory was broken at last. Tom
Brown came in, groaning heavily at every step. Ogilvy and
Morgan and Russell came with him, to help him to bed.
They were full of sympathy, and, indeed, Tom’s groans
seemed to demand sympathy.

‘Hazeldene looked at him wildly, but dared not speak.
He closed his eyes, and affected to be aslcep.

Tom Brown turncd in, and tlr other fellows left the
dormitory.

“Hazel!"

¢ Yes,” said Hazeldene, forgetting for the moment that
he was supposed to be aa!eeg.

::g;ﬂ}! you be very much scared if I were to die here?”

“I'm sorry if my groans keep you awake,” said Towm;
“but if you were feoling as I do now, I'm surc you'd do just
the same as I'm doing.’

“It's—it’s all right,” muttered Hazcldene.

Groan! : i

Hazeldene closed his eges again. He tried to sleep He
would have given worlds to sleep, but worlds and solar
systems could not have bought that boon for him. Even,
without his torturod conscience to keep him awake, there
were Tom Brown's decp groans echoing through the silent
dormitory at intervals, .

Tom was one of the n!nimng lights of the Amateur
Dramatio Society, und he entered into the spirit of the thing
with great zest. He had somctimes played ghost to groan
behind curtains on the junior stage, and he was working
2ff his most dramatic groans on Hazeldene now. In fact,
so woll was he doing his work, that he almost began to
believe that he was roally ill, and he groaned without
stopping to think.

om was in the middle of a very long groan when the
door opened again, and Frank Nugent came in, leaning
heuri!ly upon the arms of Micky Desmond and Lacy. They
helved him fo his bed, and ‘ho sat there and groaned in
ut.. 3" with the Now Zealand junior.

“Feel very bad?”’ asked Tom Brown.

Nugent only groaned in response.

His frionds helped him to bed, and then went downstairs
Ten minutes later, Hurroe Jamset Ram Singh was helped
in by Trevor and émi_th mince.

o {Iallo! You got it, too, Inky?"

Groan!

& Foeli'ng very bad?”’

roan!

* Poor old Inky!"

roan!

And Hurrce Bingh turned in. Hazeldene, with three
juniors groaning away in three diffcrent parts of tho
dormitory, was not likely to go to sleop, even if he had been
otherwiso able to do so. He felt distracted, and thought of
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Tom looked over towards Hazeldene's bed.

goetting up and dressing and going down. But he reflected
that he would see Wharton or Linley doubled up with pain
in_the common-room if he did. i .

It was getting near bedtime now. Wharton and Linley
did not come to bed early, but three desperate groaners
were sufficient to keep Hazeldene in an unenviable state of
mind. When the Remove came up to bed, Hazeldene looked
anxiously at Wharton and Linley. Both of them were very
quiet, but they were not groaning. No doubt they were
standing the effects of Ponsonby’s medicine better.

Hazcldene was relioved to somec extent. He had feared
that Ponsonby had deceived him, or made a mistake in the
stuff. But it was pretty clear now that he could not have
used poison, at all events. Probably the real trouble was
that he had, in his haste, and through leaving the attempt
so late; given an overdose. But he remembered Ponsonby's
assurance that the ill effects would not be permanent, and
he was relicved.

The juniors’ groans, too, ceased when the Form came to,
bed. Perhaps they felt that they had groaned enough, and
were too considerate to keep the whole Remove awake. As
a matter of fact, they wore fast aslecp as soon as any. y

But they did not forget their part when the rising-bell
clanged in the morning. Tom Brown crawled out of bed
with the manner of a fellow upon whom old age had
descended suddenly. He went through his washing in a
dispirited way, and dragged on his clothes, and left the
dormitory without speaking to anybody. . .

Nugent emitted a scries of suppressed groans during his
toilet. Hurree Jamset Ram_Singh twisted his dusky facc
into alarming expressions of agony whenever ho noticed
that Hazcldene’s eyes were npon him.

Wharton, on getting out of bed, stumbled, and fell upon
the floor. This was so unlike Wharton that it could not
fail to attract attention. Hazeldene folt that he alona
understood it. Wharton was fceling as bad as anybody clse
who-had drunk the coffce, but he was keeping it under with
;::on self-control. But that sudden weakness had betrayed

im.

Hazeldenc's worst fears were relicved now, and the success
of his dastardly scheme scemed assured, but he hardly
knew himself whether he was glad or not. But he told
himself that it was too lute now to be either glad or sorry: it
would not make any differonce. All he could do was to sit
tight and watch events. And to that Vernon-Smith coun-
sclled him, too.

At the breakfast-table it was noticeable that five juniors
ate very little. Bob Cherry observed it with anxicty,

* You're off your feed, Harry ! he exclaimed.

Wharton smiled.

“Oh, I'm all right!" he said.

“Look here, we can’t beat Higheliffe, if you chaps are
sick,” said Bob, in alarm. ** Aren’t you feeling any bLittor
this morning?”

*“I'm all right, old chap.”

“Tho all-rightfulness is terrific!”’

“We'll beat Higheliffe all right,” said Nugent.

“I say, you fellows,” said Billy Bunter, blinking at thew,
“if you feel off colour to-day, I doun't mind pluying [.r
Greyfriars, you know.'

“ Go hon, Billy! You're too good.”

But Bob Cherry was so uneasy that immediately afeor
breakfast Harry Wharton took him aside, and confided 13-
whole matter to him. Bob listened in astonishment, and his
desiro to look for Hazeldene at once, and smash him. was
only kept in check by the still more attractive prospect of
amashing Ponsonby & Co. in the afternoon.

After dinner five juniors went to the dormitory to i
down, instead of turning up to practice. Tlazeldear aml
Vernon-8mith exchanged glances as they drageed themselv, s
slowly up the stairs.

“ It's all serene!” whispered Vernon-8mith. * The Hich
cliffe chaps will simply walk over them this afteinoon. Al
if o team is played without those five in it, it will be jus
as casy for Ponsonby.”

Hazeldene nodded without replying.  Now that he hud
succeeded, now that his revenge was within his grasp, was
he glad? He could not have told himself.

But there was great alarm in the Remove. The fillows
had been looking forward to the Highcliffe match as 14 a
comedy. To see the Higheliffians chased over the ficld, ait
nine or ten goals scored against nil, would be amusirz,
almost as amusing as a really good and well-fought matchi—
for a change, anyway. But to see Grevfriars licked br a
team they rightly despised, that would not be so amus
And if five of the top players in the team were * roc!
what chance on carth would the cleven have* The H
cliffic fcllows, however rotten they were, could not fail
score. And if the five best men were left out, and five
reserves ﬁlaycd instead, it would be like giving the gumoe
away to Higheliffo.

wli.
ta
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The Removites had very long faces. .

Micky Desmond went up to see the sufferers in the
cormitory. A chorus of groans greeted him, as he
looked in.

“Faith, and it's like a hospital intirely I” he said. ** What
rort of o game are you gossoons going to put up, anyway?®”

Oh, we'll be all right, Micky, when the time comes!™
siid Harry, = All this will pass off as soon as the High-
cliffie_fellows arrive.”

“Faith, and it's a mighty quare illuess ye've got, then!”
said Micky, puzzled.

“Quite right; it is queer,” agreed Wharten, “ We've
never had anything of the sort hefore, Look here, Micky,
o and watch the road, and fell us when the brake comes
m sight. There's a good fellow.™

“&ure, and I will, but I don't understand at all, at alll”
said Micky.

“That’s all right, Micky.”

And Micky went away very much perplexed.

Nugent gave a soft chuckle.

“I'll bet there never was such a recovery in the history
of doctoring, as we shall have when i's too late for Hazel-
dene to send Ponsonby a wire,” he remarked,

“1la, ha, hal”

The chums waited. A quarter of an hour later Micky
DBesimond burest into the «dormitory.

* Sure, they're coming!”

“You've seen the brake??

“T's coming down the road intirely !”

“Good ! exclaimed Nuogent, © Huorran !

And he bounded off the bed. Micky Desmond stared at
him blankly, and his eyves almost started from his head as
the other juniors also jumped up guite briskly.

“Faith I gasped Micky Desmond. “And ain’t ye ill
mtirely 777

“Ha, ha! We've recovered ™

“ Sure, it’s mighty quarce!”

And Micky went down, leaving the chums changing into
their football things, and he was sti!l muttering, as he went
downstairs, that it was mighty quare.

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
In For It.
ONSONBY & (0. alighted from their brake, and were
greeted by Bob Cherry. Harry Wharton had not yet
appeared.  Ponconby looked rownd for Hazeldene.
As the Higheliffe fellows were taken into their dress-
ing-reom, Hazeldene joined them.
Ponsouby gave him an eager look,.
“] haven't heard from vou,”” he remarked, “so I suppose
it’s all right?”
“Yes, at's all right.”
“They had the stuff
“Yes. I was only able to give one dote,” muitered
Hazeldene, “T gave them ucarly all the siuff at oncel”
“My hat! i

Tt must have riven them a twisting !”

“ 1t did,” said Harzeldene thickly. “ It—it was horrible.
Four of them went to bed early last night, and were
grroaning out loud for an hour or more. Wharton fell down
when he got up this morning.”

Ponsonby's eyes glimmered with satisfaction.

“ Ry Jove, voi've done splandidly 1" he exclaimed. It
will be a walk-over for usI”

“Good I said Gadsby. I had my doubts.”?

“Oh, it's all right!” muttered Hazeldene. “ But—but I
wish I bhadn’t done it! I've felt inclined to tell }Wharton,
more than once.”

Ponsorby laughed mockingly.

“1 sheuldn't recommend you to do that,”” he said. “You
would get ragged out of the school. It wouldn’t make any
difference now; we shall lick them.™

“ And, of course, we should «eny anything about the
matter,” suid Gadsby. *So you'd better hold your tongue,
wy fine fellow.”

“In fact, we don't know anything about it,”
Vavasour. ‘I don’t for one, and I don’t mean to. You've
been telling us a fairy-tale, Hazeldene, and you'd better
ring off. T don’t want to hear about it.”

Tazeldene gave the Higheliffe fellows an evil look, and
guitfed the dressing-room. i

Ile had little to expect from them, either in politeness
or anyihing clse, now that he had done their rascally work.
He was a used tool.

“I'm rather anxious to see Wharton,” said Ponsonby,
with a grin. “My hat! How long their faces will all go
when we score zoals!”

*“1Ia, ha, hal”

The Higheliffe fellows turned ont in high spirits. Six of
the Remove team were on the greound now; Treluce and
Morgan and Ogilvy and Desmond and Bob Cherry and
Smith minor. Harry Wharton & Co. had not yet appeared.

The Highcliffians punted a_ball about to keep themselves
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warm. Five fellows issued from the School House, with

long coats on over their football garb, and came down to the
ground. They were Wharton, Nugent, Hurree Singh, Tom
Brown, and Mark Linlecy. They walked slowly, as if with
effort, and their faces were very serious. Vernon-Smith
chuckled as he saw them.

“1 don't think they lock like a winning tcam,” he re-
marked to Ilazeldene.

Hazeldene did not speak.

No one clse thought so, either. The Higheliffians ceased
punting the ball about, to stare at the new-comers. Tho
faces of the Greyfriars fellows were serious cnough. Was
this the team that was fo beat Highcliffe? Judging by
t‘;:cir looks, a Second Form eleven could have walked over
them.

“Hallo, Wharton!?”' said Ponsonby quite__jovially.
‘I‘Yhou’re”not looking so chippy as we expected. Not seedy,

ope ?

Harry Wharton looked him straight in the face,

“Not in the least!” he said.

“Well, you don’t scem very Ot, anyway."

“QOh, I'm all right !

“AWell, we're ready,” said Vavasour.

The two teams turned into the field. As if by magic, the
sickness that seemed to have [allen upon Harry Wharton
Co. vanished. They ran on the field as lightly as the rest; with
their overcoats they seemed to have cast aside all slackness
and sickness. Vernon-Smith and Hazeldene watched them
with starting eyes.

“T don’t understand this,” muttered the Bounder. * The
gecem all right now. Has the effect of the stuff passed off,
do you think?’

“J—I don’t know.”

“They can't have heen gammoning all the time,” mut-
tered Vernon-Smith. “They can’t have suspected, and
gammaned you, can they, lHazel?”

“Goodness knows, I don’t care!”
savagelg.

The Bounder bit his lips hard as he watched. Coker of
the Fifth, a big fellow in norfolks, was refereeing the match.
Ponsonby won the toss, and as there was a stiff wind blow-
ing, he gave it to the Greyfriars fellows. to kick off against.
Not that it made much difference to Harry. Wharton & Co.
If it had been blowing a gale, they could. have beaten the
Higheliffians hands down, f

Wharton kicked off, and the play started. Ponsonby had
told his comrades to rush the Removites, and to keep them
going all the time, and foree the play without cessation.
The invalids would soon be helpless at that rate, and the
1ligheliffians would be playing practically a team of six
men—without a goalkeeper. ~And if they could not win
under those circumstances it would be odd.

muttered Hazeldene

nly

Only Harry Wharton & Co. did not crumple up as their
adversaries confidently anticipated. The medicine should
have done it, But it didn’t. Instead of tottering about the
field, falling over each other, miskicking, an enerally
mucking up the game, the chums of the Remove pﬁayed up
in their finest style.

Harry Wharton led a forward rush, and the ball was
taken away from Highcliffe quite easily, and slammed into
goal within three minutes of the start.

Ponsonby Jooked bewildered.

“W.w-what does this mean?” he muttered to Vavasour,
as they went back to the centre. * Ilas that cad Hazeldene
been tricking us?”

“He’s given the game away to Wharton, and they've
fooled us between them,” said Gadsby, gritting his teeth.

“ He didn’t look like it,” Ponsonby said sluwly.

“ But Wharton looks like it.”

There was no doubt about that. Certainly Ilarry
Wharton & Co. could not have been dosed as per pro-
gramme, or they could never have played up in this way.
The fellows who had filled the Remove dormitory with their
groans the night before were playing up like Internationals

now.

What did it all mean? Had there been a mysierious and
miraculous recovery, or had Hazeldene played the High-
cliffians false? It really mattered very little, for in either
case, the Highcliffe eleven was committed to the match now.
Ponsonby & Co. had started, and they had to play it out.

They were in for it—with a vengeance.

Ponsonby cherished a desperate hope that the medicino
was, perhaps, lying low, and had not yet taken its full
¢ffect. He hoped every moment to sec some sign of slack-
ness on the part of the Remove players. But he hoped in
vain. Instead of sluckening, they warmed up to the work,

Three goals were put in in the course of a quarter of an
hour, and by that time the Highcliffians were gruelled almost
to a standstill.
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And the game went on, fast and furious.

Wharton was only playing at all to punish the rascals who
had plotted against him, and who had ied a wealk and foolish
follow into tﬁeir own rascality., He did not regard the
match as normal football. The Removites played up as
they had never played before. They did not exceed the
rules in any way. Never once had the referce any cause
to whistle on their account. But they took full advantage
of all that the rules allowed them, in tho way of charging,
and the slack, unfit Highcliffians were in no state to brace up
against it. They were crumpled up, knocked right and lofi,
and they were scon almost on their beam ends.

And still the terrible gamoe went on—terrible to Pon-
sonby & Co. It scemed to them that half-time would never
come. Yells of laughter were vising round the field, and
every goal taken by the Romove was greeted with o gust
of merriment from the crow:, instead of a cheer. The

ls were not worth cheers; the Remove had no dificulty
in scoring. In the first half of the match, seven goals were
put up for Greyfriars, and the Highcliffc fellows had not
scored once, and were never near scoring at any time.

When the whistle went for the interval, Pounsonby & Co.
were hardly able to stagger off the ground to rest.

Greyfriars yelled itself hoarse.- Seniors and juniors were
crowding from all sides to see the match. The fame of it
had spread abroad, as it were, and fellows didn’t want to
miss such a comedy. Even some of the masters wore seen
at their study windows, looking out, with countenances
decked with joyous smiles.

There were only two faces, apparently, in all Greyfriars,
that were not smiling. They were Hazeldvne's and Vernon-
Smith's. The latter was clenching his hands madly. e saw
now that, whatever the reason might be, Highclife had no
chance of winning. As for Hazeldene, he had ccased to care
whether H'ghcliﬂ'o won or not, The thought that was beat-
ing in_his brain was that Harry Wharton must know all—
that his treachery was no secret. Tho chums of the Removo
could not have drunk the coffec—they had discovered the
plot somchow, and avoided it. Tho groans and affected
sickness had becn to blind him, 8o that he could not warn
H!slhnliﬁu of the failure—as if illumined by a lightning-
flash, he saw it all now. And his heart was siol in his breast.
He could not have been fooled in that thoroughgoing marnner
unless the chums knew all. He was known to be a traitor,
and when the match was over, and thero was nothing further
to serve by k %ping- the sceret, he would be denounced.

Ho grasped Vernon-Smith by the arm as the playera camo
on again.

*‘ They—~they must know !"
voioce,

“ Fool " said Vernon-Smith, bitterly and savagely. “ Fool!
You have bungled somehow! I have lost fiftcen pounds—
do you hear that? I'm stony-broke! Fool!™

And, shaking Hazeldene's hand roughly
the Boun of Greyfriars strode away. He did not care to
scc the finish of the match. He knew how it must end.

Hazeldene remained. He was rooted to the spot. While
tho rest of .Greyiriars roared with laughter, he stood still
and silent and pale—silent with fear. What was to happen
to him after the match? Could he hope for merey ! He was
conscious: how little he deserved it.

The whistle had gone for the second half, and the teams
were playing again. The brief rest just enabled Highcliffe
to go on. DBut whatever nerve there had been in their play
was gone now. Their goalkecper was in a state of bodily
fear. IE ho left his goal, he was charged into it again with
the greatest promptness, and he was aching all over from
concussion with Removites and the hard ground. When the
halves and the backs were attacked, they began to lot the
ball go ecasily, fearful of being charged. Tio game was
becoming farcical.

The Remove plavers were now laughing loudly as they
played. They expended as much breath in running as in
playing. But it made no difference. The Higheliffe ~lackers
werc 80 hopelessly outclassed, that half the Remove team
might have sat down, and the other half would have won the
match now. The Highclifians were 80 confused and dazed by
the rough and rapid play, that they hardly knew what they
wore doing.

Goals were piling up till tho Removites wore tired of
ocoring. With a total of twelve goals to nil, it ceased to bo
worth the trouble of kicking them.

‘I'he Removites contented themselves now with keeping the
Highclifians on' the go, charging them off the ball, and
generally gruelling them.

Ponsoaby & Co., hardly knowing whether they were awake
or in the grip of some terrible nightmare, were rushed and
run about tha field, five or six of them always gasping on
the ground at a time. Two or three fellows had crawled off,
and Pensouby found himself playing only seven men pre-
sently. Then Ponsonby felt that he had had enough of it.
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he muttered, in a choking

from his sleeve,

Bob Cherry was charging at him, and Ponsonby knew what
it would mean if Cherry rcached him. With a gasp. he
turncd and fled. "

Thero was a roar of laughter from the crowd as the High-
cliffe captain made a wild break for the pavilion, with Bob
Cherry on his track. The Remove players left off playing,
and srood and yelled.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

*Oh, my hat!" gasped Nugent.
Ha, ha, ha!"

The rest of the Highclifians followed their leader’s
example. They made a break to escape, and dashed off the
field, with a quarter of an hour yet to play. Coker stared
after them, and put his whistle into his pocket.

“Well, my onf) Uncle Sam!” said Coker. ““I’ve never
referced a match like this-before! Ha, ha, hai” ;

Yells of laughter followed the unhappy Highcliffians into
the dressing-room. They lay about the room gasping for a
long time befora they found strength enough to change into
their ordinary clothes. When they reappcared, they were
staggering and gasping and snorting painfully, and their legs
sc\vm;l-d to have a great tendency to give way under their
weight. .

A crowd of grinning Removites escorted them to their
brake. They refused to take any refreshments; they did not
even say good-bye. They simply piled into their brake, and
went off, and 43 soon as they were out of hearing of the
Removites, they groaned in chorus on the way home to
Iigheiiffe.

“My hat!” said Bob Cherry. *‘Those fellows will have
somc first-class aches in their bonos to-morrow, I rather
think.” )

Y The achefulness will be terrific, my worthy chum.”

And the Removites roared again.

But Harry Wharton's face grew hard and grave as he loft
the pavilion, and Hazeldene stepped into his path. The
junior's face was white as death -his eyes burned from it
with an unnatural glitter. . .

“I want to speak to you, Wharton,” said Hazeldene, in a
hoarse, dry voice. ;

Wharton made a sign to his chums to zo on, and stopped.
They remasined alone. Hazeldene fixed his eyes upon
Harry's face. i

 You—you know ?” he said.

““ Yes, of course.”’”

* Everything "’

‘ Everything.”

There was & moment's silence.
came from Hazeldene's throat.

“What are you going to do, Wharton?"

* Nothing."” .

Hazeldene looked at him wildly i

* You—you don’t mean that! You can't mean it

Wharton logked him straight in the eyes. .

‘' The Higheliffe cads were worso than you,” hs said.
“They put you up to it. We have given them some punish-
ment they won’t get over in a hurry. You—you ave & rotten
traitor, ﬁneldenm You've turned egainst your own school,
and against fellows who have always treated you decently.
You've acted as I never believed a Greyiriars chap could act.
If T gave you what you deserve, I should lick you till you
couldr’t stand, and then show you up before the whole
school, and havp you sent to Coventry by every decent fellow.
You can’t say you don't deserve it.”

“I—I was mad—mad!” muttared Hazeldenc.
sorry afterwards."”

“I hope that's the truth.” i

“ But—but you are not going to—to give me away now?”
muttercd Hazeldene, licking his drey lips. “‘Is that what you
mean ?"’

“Yes. I can't disgrace Marjorie's brother,” said Wharton
abruptly. * You've got moe there. She would feel it more
than you ever would, and she's the noblest girl in the world.
I wouldn’t make her suffer your disgrace for anything.
That's why you'll get off. DBut don’t expect me to speak to
rou again, or any of the fellows who know about this, either.
They couldn’t, and I couldn’t. You make me sick,
Hazeldene !

And Harry Wharton strode on, leaving the schoolboy
traitor alone, Hazeldene stood staring after him dully. Ha
had escaped far more easily than he deserved, and than he
expected ; but—

But the bitter scorn in Wharton's cyes was as lard a
punishment as any that could have fallen upon him. [ie
turned away at last with a groan. What could he do—what
could he ever do to wipe out that stain? Was there any
chance for him?

“Hold me, somebody !

A quecr, rattling sound

“I was

THE END

(Next week’s Solendid Christmag Double Nrumber il contain four long
complate stories.  Order your copy of THE MAGNET in advance.)
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A Dyoamite Explosion—News of Mark Sefton’s Death and
Burial—A Startling Surprise,

“ Here !"* Stanley Dare said.

The boy, supposing he was the person to whom the lctter
was addressed, handed it to him. Dare flung him a peseta,
ond tfl;a urchin, picking up the coin with many '* Gracias!"
ran off.

“If Scala and company don’t employ rather more in-
telligent messengers to deliver their correspondenca than
that one, they are likely to come to grief,” muttered Dare,
with a laugh. .

In dealing with such miscreants, he was perfectly justified
in tho action which he had taken. Opening the letter, ke
read the contentz, They werc as [oullows:

v Mark Befton sailed two davs ago in the Pacific Mail
steamer, Cotopaxi. His passage was booked for San
Salvador.”

There was no signature.

Daroe tore the note into fragments, and tossed them to
the wind,

“4an Salvador must be my next destination then,” he
murmured. ' 1 think I have got chead of Senor Leon Hcala
and his friends this time.”

The small republic of San Salvador lics on the western
side of Central America, and south of Honduras and
Guatemala, and the capital city of the republic, one of the
most unhealthy and unpleasant of the larger cities of what
was once the épanish Main, is a short distance inland from
the Port of La Libertad.

It is a part of Central America so little heard of in
Kurope, and practically 0 out of the world, that Stanley
iure, when he arrived there, was not at all surprised that
Mark Scfton should have chosen it for a temporary hiding-
place. Morcover, earth uakes are of such frequent occur-
renee, that the average European gives the country a wide
berth.

At Libertad the young detective learnt that an Englishman
arswering to Sefton's appearanco had lunded there from ‘he
(otopaxi four days previously, and had gone up to the
cupitul, San Salvador. But in that city the young detective
lost all traco of him agamn.

It did not follow, however, that he had quitted San
Rulvador because he happened to have vanished for tiie time
heing. It might easily be that he was lurking in the town
disgui=cd, and, possibry, passing himsclf off as a Spaniard,
for, having epent a considerable Imninn of his life in the
South American Republics, he could speak the old-fashioned
Spanish of these Kln('os like a native.

Dare left the hotels of these places scverely alone, and
yented some furnished rooms in a house on the outskirts of
the city. From these quarters he could make excursions at
ail hours of the day or night, without exciting any remarks
from the irregularity of his movements, as would have been
tho caso at a hotel

On the third night of his stay in his new quarters, he
went out about ten o'clock to follow up a clue which he had
obtained that evening. No sooner had he gone than two
cloakedt figurcs, who had been in hiding on the opposito side
of tho road, crossed quickly, and, by the aid of a duplicate
key, opened the door, and entered Dare’s apartments. Ore
of them carried o dark lantern, the other one & small blong
case, which he deposited with infinite care on the floor,
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INTRODUCTION.

tanley Dare, the Boy Detective, is engaged by a big firm of South
African merchants to recover the sum of £200 000, which has been stolen
from them. Dare traces the money to Vera Cruz, where he finds that it
has been stolen from the original thief by a secret criminal society, one
of whose members, an Englishman named Mark Sefton, has absconded
with the whole ot it.
when he comes face to face with Leon Scala, the chief of the criminal
society, who is staying at a hotel in Panama under the name of Murillo.
Scala bolts from the hotel, and shortly afterwards a boy comes in with a
note for Senor Murillo.

‘The young detective is on the track of Sefton

(Now go on with the Story.)

The two men were Leon Scala and Pedro Valdez.

*“ This is his bed-room,” said Valdez, leading the way into
an inner room, ** He will be back here soon after midnight.
(Juintana will take carc of that, for he is leading him in this
fundango. We may reckon, therefore, that he will be here
in two hours' time, and that he will be in bed, eay, in three
hours’ time.”

*It is of little consequence whether he is in bed or not,”
observed Scala, *“so long as he is in the house.’

“ It mnttcrs.nothinﬁ at all,” replicd Valdez. * There is
enough dynamite in that caso to wreck the house. Luckily,
the other part of the house is at present unoccupied, or
there would be others making a sudden lcap into the next
world at the same timo as our young detective. The time
{’uso l‘l’mt will explode the dynamite will burn for three

ours.

*“Then we will not sct it until eleven o'clock,” said Leon
Scala. * That will make matters more sare. We will meke
oursclves comfortable here until that hour.'

S0, with perfect sangfroid, the two villams, who were
deliberately planning a dastardly murder, sat down in the
most comfortable chairs they could find, and, lighting
cigarettes, helped themselves to a winebottle which they
found in a cupboard. Eleven o’clock struck.

_Valdez etretched himself lazily, and, producing some tools,
liftcd one of the foorboards under Darc's The
dynamite was placed in the space beneath, and the fuse was
lighted. Then the board was fastened down again, so neatly
and skilfully that not the slightest trace waa visible that it
had ¢ver been interfered with.

* Curamnba! There is & surprise in store for the residents
of this part of the town to-night,” said Leon Scals, with a
fiendish chuckle. ** When they hear the explosion they will
think that an insurrection has started.”

"'l'he\;mrticu!nr surprise will be for the youth Dare,”
replied Valdez.

** Ho will scarcely have time to realise it in this world,” said
Leon Scala, with terrible significance.

They quitted the housc as stealthily as they had entered,
and disappeared into tho darkness, ~. An hour and a hal
passed, and then Stanley Dare came briskly down the street,
He entered the house, and lit. the lamp in his sitting-room.

“Hallo!” ho muttered. ‘' Somebody® has becn here.
Cigarctte-ash on the floor, and a strong smcll of smoke in
the room. H’'m! My visitors have becn helping themselves
to my wine, too, Very carcless of then to leave such traces
of their presence. Nothing missing, so they are not ordinary
thieves. Evidently someone who takes some intercst in my
movements. Ah, what is this?”

He picked up a broken slceve-link, which must have fallen
from the shirt-cuff of ono of the men. A grim smile curled
his lips as he put it carefully away in his pocket.

“It belongs to Leon Scala,” he said to himself. “I
remember _noticing tho peculiar _doslfn at the hotel in
Panama. I may have an opportunity of returning it to him
before long.”

He made a careful inspection of the rooms, but could dis-
cover nothing, for Valdez had taken care to remove even
the trace of a finger-mark on the boards. That they had
left signs of their recent presence in the way of cigarette-
ash and the half-empty winc-bottle showed the pcculiarity
of their methods—extra cautious in vital points; but carcless
in minor details,
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At ono o'clock Stanley Dare retired to rest. At two
o'clock the burning fuse would readh-the dynamite, and the
explosion would take place: :

Tho hands of Dare’s watch pointed to five minutes o two,
when_he was suddenly aroused from his sleep by the sounds
of ‘wild cries and sheuts, and an occasional pistol-shot,

8lipping on some clothex, Stanley Dare hurried to the
street. A orowd of men were in hot pursuit of an unfor-
tunate wretch, who was flying for his E_fe down the centre
of the road.

“ Murderer ! Thief! 8top him! Stop him!"

It was such a scenc as' is not infr uently enacted in the
turbulent centre of South American Hepublics. The face of
the man who was boing pursued was livid with terror, and
his breath was coming from him in short, spasmodic jerks.
His clothes were in rags, and covered with filth; his hat was
gone, and thore was ilaod trickling down the back of his
neck.

The crowd surged past, carrying Stanley Dare with them.
To interfere to suve the life of the hunted wretch was out
of his power, for he was whirled along like a straw on
a flood by the mob. A church clock struck two, and on the
very stroko of the hour a terrible explosion drowned all
other sounds.

Tho house which Dare had quitted only two minutes befors
was completely wrocked, and shortly afterwards all that
remained of it was blazing furiously.

- L] -

On the following afternoon Stanley Dare obtained a
reliable cluo, which enabled him to trace Mark Sefton to
the sca-coast town of La Union, in tho south of Salvador.
Here he found the keeper of the postada at which the fugi-
tive had lodged. When questioncd, the man shrugged his
shoulders with an expressive gesture.

“The mad-braincd Englishman!" he exclaimed. “ We
thought at Grst he was a Spaniard, for he spoke the language
well. Carai! I am at the loss of a week’s board and lodging
through him.”

“ How 807" asked Dare.
paying "’

*“One may say 80,” was the reply, “since he is dead.”

[ DE‘(’ 91

“Dead as a saint,” declared tho innkeeper. *“ He qarrelled
with a man, and struck him. That samic night the man he
had struck stabbed him to the heart. The Englishman whom
you name Sefton was buried two days ago.”

“ Where 1

“Boyond the clump of palms.” Flc led Dare to a win-
dow, and pointed out the trees in question. * There is an
outcrop of rock, and the grave is by the side of the one
which is marked with a cross.”

. This waa startling news indeed, and left the voung dnatec-
tive in a dilemma. He had reason to belicve that the brolen
link was carried in a small washleathcr bag, which Scfton
wore susponded by a “wmf) picce of ribbon from his neck.
There was nothing for it but to asl the man point-blank
whother ho had seen it.

“ What the Senor Inglese had on him.”
declared,

“Has he gone away without

I the innkeeper
‘“we rcgarded as his own special property, and

left there. 8o the washleathor bag you refer to is buried
under six fcet of earth boyond the palm-grove vonder. It
is a strange thing, senor, but not more than threc }inr.-urs ago

am not

I was asked the same question by a half.caste.
fond of these oolonred

bo carried out in the dead of night, when nobody was
about.

Stanley Dare resolved to keep watch in the vicinity of the
rock outcrop that night, and with that object in view he
made his way into the palm-grove as soon as darkness fell,
and took up a favourable position, where he could command
a good view of the spot without being himself eeen.

For five hours he waited there, with the patience of a Red
Indian stalking an enemy, until he began to think that his
vigil was going to be a useless one after all.

resently a sound broke on his ears—the low murmur of
men’s voices, and stealthy, cautious footsteps among the dead
leaves. Three minutes later Pedro Valdez, Leon Beala, and
Quintana emerged from the grove of trees, and came to a
halt in front o? the rock on which a cross had been carved
to mark tho site of the grave. Quintana was the third man
who had been with the others since they had left Vera

z

“ Don't waste any time,” c¢xclaimed Valdez. Car:i'lo!
This digging up of dead bodies is not the sort of work that
I care about.”

They had brought a couple of spades and a growbar, and
they started to dig at once.

Suddenly one of the shovels struck something with a hollow
sound, and Valdez uttered an exclamation of satisfaction.

* Here is the coffin ! he cried.

They cleared away some more earth, and then Leon Secala
got to work with the crowbar, prising one end of the coffin
up. Then, exerting all their strength, they lifted it out on
to the level ground. Quintana produced a couple of screw-
drivers, and the screws wcre soon removed from the lid.
That work accomplished, Scala and Valdez lifted the lid off.
Thoy bent forward to look into the coffin, and then a singular
outcry arose from the trio of scoundrels. Fierce oaths and
exclamations broke from their lips. .

The coffin was empty, save for some pieces of lead wrapped
in canvas. No man had ever becn buried in it.

Anything so uncanny as the half-caste’s ap]pcarance at this
discovery cannot be imagined. His dirty yellow complexion
turned now to a greyish green, his eyes gleamed maliciously,
and he bared his teeth like a snarling dog.

At length he mastered himself, and shook his clenched
hands above his head.

“He has baffled us again!" he cried. “ But he shall not
ecscape my vengeance in the end, even though I have to
follow him for half a lifetime. If I could but once get sight
of him, it would be—""

The words that he was about to utter froze suddenly on
his lips. He stood rigid, his eycs staring straight in front
of him. The others followed the dircction of his gaze, and
a choking cry of fear broke from the lips of Pedro Valdez.

For, standing by the open grave, they saw the Young detec-
tive. They made sure that on the second occasion they had
done their work properly, for they had watched him cnter
the house in Ban Salvador, which was blown to atoms by
the dynamite so soon afterwards.

And now here he was alive and confronting them just
as_they had concluded their nefarious work.

The hour and the place of his reappearance had such an
offect on the auperstitious fears of Pedro Valdez that he
took to his hcels, and ran as hard as he could back to the
town. Leon Scala and Quintana stood thoeir ground.

“You were scarching for a broken link,” said Dare

men, but I gave him the
information he required
as I have given it to
you.”

Half - caste! Leon
Scala, then, had stolen
a march on him again.
‘Knowing the character
of the man, he knew {ull
well that 4e would not
have the elightest hesi-
tation in desecrating the
grave to see if the
broken link—which was
af guch immense value—
had really been buried
with him or not.

But although the dead-
Englishman was a
stranger in the land, it
was not likely that any
such act as the inter-
ference with his burial- .
Elaca would be tolerated

y the people. It was
work that would have to

quietly. “ Well, here is
one that belongs to vou,
Leon Scala.” Ife tossed
the sleeve-link at the
half-caste’s feet. ¢ You
left it behind you in my
room at the house in
San Salvador —the house
% which you and your ac-
T complices destroyed, in

the hope that I should
OUR SPECIAL XMAS be destroyed at the same
DOUBLE NUMBER. time:
‘“Caramba —""
“Bilence!” ¢ 0o m-
manded the voung de-
tective.  “I give you
Ird. two hours 'in' wh{rh to
th —** Two Chams. et out of La Union.
Sted tales thak XOU will eajoy o! And meke no at-
tempt to draw your re-
volver, for I have mins
handy and loaded, and
I shall not hesitate to
use it.”

(To be continued.)

Tou will find our next isyue cramimed
with good stories.
These are the titles :
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