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Old readers of the Greylriare stories will remember that
b avry Wharton came to the school as a new boy he
the unlucky possessor of a very hasty and somewhat
cy tompor, ~ By sheer force of will he avercame this
weakness. But, even when thus partially mastered, a diffi-
cult temper is bound to give trouble to its owner at tunes
and when he cannot keep it to himself it will also cause
trouble to other poople. The fine story which appears next
week—one of the best that Mr. Richards has ever given us
~~tells in graphic fashion of one of Wharton's infrequent
wutbreaks. “Skinner is the cause of it, and Skinner suffers
for it; but another fellow who is quite guiltless in the matier
Aers move sull. This is Frank Nugent, who is too open to
fact that he thinks Wharton has put himself
outbreak. The leader of the
v wl o

.
t

Nugent in sobtary and unhappy
But o the end everything comes right,
the good countel of Marjorie Hazeldene, and
the nuts of Higheliffe—though, ns perhaps
>e said. their interference was not designed for
efit of Wharton and Nugent. So the two staunch
ome together again, and there is no longer

**A SPLIT IN THE STUDY!"

OUR NOTICES.

Up to a few months ago only a small number of notices
appeared in these columns, mixed with the Replies in Brief.

en it oceurred to me that it would be in the interest of my
readers to separate them, so that they were somewhat moro
er‘ummon!. scarcely ant ted the result which followed.
We had been getting a few notices every week, and had been
able to print most of them. Occasionally one came along
which had to be thrown out because it was not of the trpe
that I cared to insert. But this was rare.

Now more notices come each day than used to turn up
each week; and, with our space cut down, it is quite inxpos-
sible to cope with any further increase. Indeed, the present
number is so great that it means a great deal of troubla
in finding room for them, and sometimes a good deal of
delay before they can appear.

It has been snggested to me that the charging o swall
fee for each notice woulil o the eflect of reducing: the
number, and I know that m of my readers would not
mind paying a few pence. But there are others of my
readers who could not afford to do so. and I am just as
anxious to be of help to them as to those who ave better
off. So—for the present, at least—I have determined to go
on making no charge.

But in future I must limit any one notice to one paper,
and, unless the circumstances are quite exceptional, to a
single insertlon. Some of my readers are inclined to ask
ton much hey forget that to e them more than their
share is to deprive othe

L om vers pleased to become as familiar with the names
and the handwritings of some of my readers as 1 have become
within the last few months, largely by reason of these
notices; but 1 fecl that I must put a curb upon their appetito
for getting notices inserted.  1f you want back numbers,
make up your minds what yeu want, and send on the com.
plete list, giving numbers rather than titles whenever pos
rible, a by this means the notice can be made shorter.  Don't
mek for three or four, and then remember a weck or 1o

* that thern are others you want. Don't ask for thyee
meertions, or for incertion” in  pap like the
f.n.mh_y, in which there are never amy

Boys' Friend,” in whih thes rarcly appear.

Just a word on a minor
matter. Many fellows
asking for notices begin
thus: “Kindly insert
—" 1 know that it is
not meant to be rude;
businesslike.

that
ntended, 1

rudeness is i . :
don't take offence. But it is the wrong way, and it as well

they should be told o When yon are asking a favonr
there 13 no need to grovel; but you certainly should not sk
it as though you were demanding a right.

LEAGUES.

Every week there are notices stating that So-and-so wants
to forn a “Gem > and *Magnet " League;
are so many of these that [ have been thinking a good deal
about them lately, and 1 have come to_the conclusion that
they are altogether too numerous. You cannot all be

, you know! It would be far better if some of you
joined Jeugues already in existence instead of trying to start
new. ones of your own., My vession is that the bulk of
fhese leagues are very shi i indeed; and 1 imagine
that some of the mors ambitious ones prove sad disappoint-
ments to their originators. Most of you hardly reahse, I
think, the amount of herd work that will follow your estab-
lishment _of a correspondence league open to whole
British Empire. You get fed up with it, and then it falis
through.

Some continue, 1 know; but I believe these arg the excep
tions to the rule. Hitherto, 1 bave never tried to exercise
any control in the malter of these leagues: some day, after
the war, we may be able to have a really big central Jeague,
with which the smaller ones could join up, and until then
T am content to let them go on their own way, for 1 am
sure that their founders are keen on my papers, and are
doing all they can to help us. ¥

But 1 shonld be glad how if cvery president or sceretary of
one of these leagues would oblige me with a little informa-
tion about it. should like to kpow: (a) when it was
started; (b) its objects; (c) number of members; (d} whether
local or of wider scope; and fe) anything else the founder
or representative thinks of real importance and likely to aid
me to form judgment as to whether a big league s really
wanted,

I am referring to this matter in the * Gem
any of those interested are not regular read:
paper. T w wsk them to get fhis week's

2
&

aleo, and if
that fine

e,

NOTICES.
Cricket and Football.
want home amd away matches within 2.mile
Wood, 353, Oldham Road,

Towerplace C
racding oe Rochdale.—on. Rec., J
Rochdale.

H. G. Catterall, 6, Brewery Street. Prestou, Lanes., is Hon,
Sec. of the Frenchwocd Villa F.C. and wonld be glad to hear
from other sccretarics in his neighbourhood with a view to
arrangivg matches

Bromley United F.C., Poplar (average age 15). want home
and away matches for coming season within 3-mile radios.—
Hao W. Claus, 64. Wrvis Street. Poplar, |
ove Hill F.C., Middlesbro’, would " like to
matches for the coming season within a d-mile radius.
Sec.. W. H. Simpson, c.o., the Tsne & Tees 8.8, Co,,
North Strect, Micdleshye

E. Tisseman. 84, Adel
glad to hear any r
oot wha would like to join a W

arrange
Her
tl.,

Street. South Shiekls, would bo
ders (age 15-164) i his neighhont-
wilnesday fonter club.
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RAKE'S RIVALI

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
at Greyfriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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Bunter collapsed on the floor with a yelp, “ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! ** said Bob Cherry, coming along the
passage. (See Chapter 13}

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Many Offers!
(0 OME in!"” called out Harry Wharton.

The captain of the Remove was in his study
alone, with o glum expression on his handsome
fare, when the tap came at the door.

he door opened, and Wharton glanced up,

expecting to see one of his chums.
But it was not a member of the famous C
No. 415,

that entered.

Copyright In the Unlted States of America.

“Hallo, Carthew!” said Wharton.

1t was Carthew, a new boy in the Remove. He had not
been more than & fortnight at Greyfriars, and Wharton was
rather surprised by the visit. He had not seen very much of
Carthew, and what little he had seen he had not liked.
Carthew was very keen on cricket, but otherwise he did not
seem to possess many qualitics to recommend him to his
Form-fellows.

Carthew nodded geninlly. °

August 19th, 1918,



2 THE BEST 8" LIBRARY E=~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND”

“T hope I'm not mhrmpt you, Wharton1™

"Well, yes, you are arry. *But 1t doesn't matter.
I'm going over the crll:kct list. I dare say you know I'm in
rather a fix, with four of lhe fcllon going away before the
Redclyfe_match comes of ut to ﬁlf the places i tho
eleven. But go nhnd—\-hat i- 11.

thm glanced at the paper Wharton had been poring

VAx a matter of
o o e e

wnlh:cnc)e&lcunplcspe k to
“You'll be short of players for the

Iyfle 5
Wlnrl.un nodded.
“T hear that Bull and Peter Tudrl and Hurree Smsh will
way at the time of the mate

“That's so. Toddy's unele BL js mm is_ill, and he's gane

home with Alonzo to stay with e shouldn’t miss
= much, so far as cricket's mnurnd " added Wharton,
with o_smile; “but Peter's nnother matfer. And Hurres
Siugh hos gone on a visit to a giddy rajh who's over hero
in connection with the Indian contingents, and he's taken
Johnny Bull with him. It's rather bad luck, just before the

lyffo match.”

“8o I heard. I bt wnndmng if you'd give me & chance!”
Wharton stared at b
on—a kid 1

new
“Well I've been here o couple of weeks,” said Carthew.
“T'vo stuck to the cricket-practice pretty hard, you'll admit."
Yes, that's so; and you've shown g
on. “T might put you down s a reserve.
rather play in the eleven.

‘Wharton laughed.
re say you would! So would a good many other
fellows in the Remove. But & cricket captain has to put in
the best material he can dig up. putting in Rake, 1
think. Rake's good stuff.”

C.ll’ll.\!!l frown

“I really think you might give me o chance,” he said

1 a better cricketer than 5 ick Rake, any day!”
dor't s0,” said Harry curtly. *“ Anyway, T'll give
chence.  There's going to a scratch match on
#, ednesday afternoon—to-morrow—and you can rlny in that,
if you lke. If you show better form than you wil
bave his chance. It nn!rbnulhc hu::n g

“ Well, that's good enough,”

form,”

lock of

satisfaction. 1 feel my oermn that I'm th better man—
in Iact miles shead of anything that Rake can do.”
Blessed it ho that bloweth his own trumpet|” said a

voice at the door, as Bob Chem lnokul in. ull worrying
about that cricket list, Wharton
“Yes," said Harry, laughing. “If I took Carthew at hlu
own valuation, h, there wouldn't be any more trouble.”
Carthew’s cyes gleamed for a moment, but he did not
ak, and he st out of the study, leaving the chums of
Remavo to "IJn;‘I:]‘;-It , 'd Bob
you ¥ e?” sa
br‘l‘l.-r nh."'i. ehap, 1

nc\-
think so, “ But l'l] ve Carthew a chance
to show what he can do in the practice maich fo-morrow. 1
must say it's rather a cheek of a new kid to think of getting
into_the Fnrm eluun n[ht away.

=1 say, ¥
Bum.sr hhnked into the study through his big

"Blllu, hallo, hallo! Got your postal-order?” asked Bob

“No |:; been dn'l.n-o«l nwmg to this conscription businicss,
1 ;hmk eaid Bunter. ' Never mind that. I hear you’ re
short of players far r.hn Redelyfe match, Wharton?"
it so.
*“1 suppose ;-eu']I put in the best men you can find?"”
“Yes, rather!”
“Ycu'd like a really good, all-round

“He's far away

layer—n chap who's

quw g?‘od at batting, bowling, and fielding?

t-

*Then Jon oan put my name down,” said Bunter.
“Ha, ha, ha1"

“ Blessed nr "L ey nnyﬂun[ m cm‘lle at!

to Plly in the Rndclyﬁe matel
Ha, ha, ha!

Billy Bunber blinked wrathfully ot the chums of the
Remove. He never could understand why his claims to be o
cnrkntor evoked nothing but langhter.

What's the joke?" mked Dick Rake, putting his
d mtu the :tm‘i

I'm quite willing

his services for the Redclyfe match!”
" roared

nn] Rake—

-m 'anmuos toared. Billy Bunter blinked wrathfully at

'I‘m. MaoNer Liprart.—No. 445,
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“Look here, do you want me to play against Redelyffe, or
do_you no:;‘ " he nmlndn
ot 1"

B';’Al Inky -ran]d :mmrk the notfulness is terrific]” grinned
ol

"' Well, sf you choose to leave out your best man through
lheer jealousy, I wash my hands of the result!” said Bunter

lofi
gn'" nxg.Bab. e Theg need o wash!™
lows—" "

a, hu, ha
Billy' Bunter snorted, and rolled out of tho study. He
rolled into Fisher T. Fish, who was just entering, and thero
was a yell from iha Yinpes junior.
i ¥oop! You clumsy jay
“Oh, go and eat coke, you Yankee bounder!” grunted

Bunter.
“1 guess I'd mop u e with you if—if T had
sime ¥ rowled Figher Fuh P and ho went into the study.
Wharton pointed to
“Cut off |_ Busy " he said hngﬂ

1 hcn you're
‘We ve 30!. Tots +

“1 guess I've got to talk to e Whnrhn
hnrd up for players for lh': Redelyfle m
ly ]:lrd up,” said h-mn
to dlov!c from."”
“1 guess you can't leave out - ﬁnl class player, all the
same. I'm ready to plly d;o
“You're ton wid Bob Cherry. *Are you
really, m\]y, -mvcn:ly reudy to place your inva uable services
at _our dnpml

“You're too generous!” said Rake.
“] guess I'm the man you want, and T'm ready!" said
Fish. "1 hear that galoot Carthew is talking of squeezi
into the eleven. A new juy, hi gum! Bm T'm your man,
calenlate. You know how 1 "
“We do!” said Wharton g nly
e We does 1" said Bob [,'Im:r with ow]llh- scriousness.
“Then you'd better me in while you've got a chance,”
said Fish, With ull his Yankea cuteness, Fisher T. Fish did
.m porceive that the Removites were pulling his transatlantic
“I'm your antelope, the wool on. And as one
r, 1 guew the Form citb ought to

m% turn deserves
stand my expenses.”
“Whaa a1
“The labourer is worthy of hi guess,” said Fish.
“I'm 2ok plaving cricket for my e & oty “Brveclass
player is en ea‘ five bob for. bia trouble—what?”
M k m gc-ned Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hi 1"
1t dawned uj Fisher T. Fish then that his Yankee leg
wa being ed.
“Look hyer, ycu jays—"" he bega “Hallo!

warml; Y.
Leggo my. year, Bob Cherry! h Tll make potato-
scrapings of you, you galoot! anwh'
Bob Cherz did not let go Fishy's car. He led him into the
n is muricular Ippmd.lg- and left I:um there, rub-
is elr and looking surprised. Bob went bacl o the

l“\

“Fou—you galoct!” roared Fish indignantly. *
jolly good mind 10 mop ¥ou up, you a3 ! Yau dabaided
mugump

O aaP b and I'll give you a chance ! ssid Bob, from the

But Fisher T. Fish went down the passage instead.

“I'm getting fed-up with the offers to play,” said Wharton,
laughing. “I've made up the eleven, really, and it's only a
question of the last place—whether Rake has jt—"

“No question about that, surely I" said Rake,

s Wpll wn lhnl.l e in the trisl match."

m.m, fef ot Here’s Coker 1" .

Coker of the Fifth looked in, with a condescending smile
vpon his face. movites _grinned; they could guess
what was coming. Coker's services as a cricketer were not
wanted in his own Form, and wherever the great Coker
offered them they were declined with thanks.

“1 hear you want players for your little mateh,” said Coker
genially, “I'm willing to do you a good turn.  Rather &
fome-down to play with fags, but I'm a good-natured c
I'm your man. Why, what— Hallo! Great Scott1”

ump

Cokop st down [n the passage, deposited there by three
pairs of hands, and wondering whether there had been an
earthquake. The door of No. 1 Study slammed on him.

DELICIOUS TUCK-HAMPERS ARE GIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE “BOYS' FRIEND,” 12
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The ball came down with a twist on it that
willow

baffled the
swept the air, the middle stump ]mlnusb reclined on the ground.

batsman ; and while the glancing
Qutl (dee Chapier 14.)

Horace Coker picked himself up, and went his way, makin,
remarks about the Remove in general, and Harry Wharton
Co. in particular, that were quite Hunnish. A few minutes
later a notics appeared, pinned on the study door, in Harry
Wharton's handwriting :

*No cricketers wanted ! Go and eat coke I"

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Rivals of the Remove!

6 ‘ELL caught, Rake ["
There was a crowd of Removites on Little
Side the following afternoon,

Harry Wharton was looking on at the trial
match with a keen eye, not playing himself.

Wharton was very keen about making up a first-class team
for the Redclyffe match, and his task was unusually difficult,
as_three of his best g]a’er! were Lway.

It was understood that the vacant places were to go to the
fellows who shaped best in the trial match, and all of them
were on their mettle.

Carthew, the new Removite, was in the scratch team,
which was playing the Remove eleven

He was batking now for the scratch side, and Dick Rake
was bowling against him.

Most of the Remove who were not in onc eleven or the
other were looking on

Billy Bunter .mg Fisher T. Fish looked on with decidedly
disparaging expregsions. They felt that the Remove team
would never be guite up to the mark with their invaluable

Tue Macxer Lisrary.—No. 445

NEXT
MONDAY —

“A SPLIT IN THE STUDY!”

solves left out. Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth wera
also there, wearing superior smiles. But, as a matter of
fact, the cricket in the trial match was miles ahend of any-
thing the heroes of the Fourth could have shown. The
Remove were a cricketing Form, and undor Harry Wharton's
captainey they had become splendid exponents of the grand
o]g game.
Arthur Carthew had gone to the wicket with something of
a swagger. The new fellow evidently had s good opinion of
imsolf as a cricketer. Harry Wharton frowned a little as ho
watched him. He knew that C
he disliked swank in a player;
es before a fall. The
arthew sent it Aying;
bowler, a click, and the ball rested in his palm. Ca
was caught and bowled | And the juniors round the cricket-
field shouted their approval.
“ Well caught "
*“Well done, Rake!"”
“T guess that was slick,” romarked Fisher T. Fish. *Not
:ln' iu“-' s T should have done it, T calculate, but it was some
ick.

“GCood man, Rake!"*said Harry Wharton epprovingly.
“Jolly good man!™

Rake was popular in the Remove, and indeed among tha
juniors of Greyfriars gencrally, TumR!e, Daboey & Co.
joined in the shout that greeted the catch,

“Well caught, sir!”

“Oh, rather!"

“Good man!"

A Qrand, Long, Complate Blory of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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The shout went up from every Eu-l of the Beld, and Dick
Rake’s handsome fece flushed leasur e tossed the
ball skyward, and caught it again it came down straight
us

e,
And Arlhur Carthew's grasp tightened upon the cane
handle of his bat; for & moment he looked as though he
-Duld deacly like to use I.l to the earth the bowler
who had so neatly caugh o & itted his tecth as the
shout which Rake's exploit h:d c'l!l forth rolled over the
Greyfriars grow

8o much dependgd upon, how he shaped in t toh.

The Remove u{ |n was lhe:z, his nzl- eye here, there,
and everywhere, keenly noting the form of ever; “zllyer
And Carthew had come out -u.g the full intention J OWIng
Wharton and all Greyfriars thet whn he didn't know about

cricket wasn't worth know! 1 d the very first ball of the
over Dick Rake had caught im, nnd had to go without
breaking his duck. And ae he ba rk to the pavilion the
voices some hg‘ were he audibly inquiring the

price of ducks’ eggs.

He realised very clearly that his chances of getting into I.hr:
Remove eloven had gone down to zero. And, as if to fill the
cup o huilistion to overflowing, it had been Rake. his
especial rival, who had spoiled his chance by that unlicky

catch.

And Arthur Carthew stood watching the white fgures
dotting the green, and especially the well-set-up form of Dick
Rake, with anger and malice in’his heart.

nother roar went up.

Rake was still bowling He was pitted against Bob Cherry.
But_Bob’s skill was not proof against the ounning of the
bowler. A came down that looked like being a wide,
and curled in just where Bob least expected it, and before he
knew where he was, off stump was leaning back, with an
intozicated look, and the bails were dowa,

“Oh, well bowled 1"

Carthew gritted Jm teeth as the shout rang in his ears.
Buh et back with a rueful look.

& joyous chuckle.
shapes, Bob ! II( his batting’s anything like
u ing nnd bovmn( sha'n’t think twice about
giving him Juhany Bull's place.”

lh-ocn sce, old chap. That's last man in.”

Right
Carchew heard every word, and his eyes burned as he
bstened. He had slways disliked Dick Rake, but at this

moment he hat
The T was over. The side was out for 60, of which

Carthew had not ‘contributed a nnn-le run.

Carthew moved away with & black scow] on his face.

_ But he had one chance left of Towering Rake’s colours. He
was & good bowler, and he was determined that Rake should
not cut so good a figure at r.he wicket if he could possibly

revent it. He forgot that m of jealous bitterness
e was not at all hhly to da lu: best work.
e crowd of Removites looked on -:L‘h great interest when

Rake opened the innings with Frank Nugent. It was known

that R.h bed been working bard to fit himself for the

Remove eleven, and bad put in nearly wuy spare hour at

the nets, but be was showing unexpected fo: Everybody

wae curious to see how he would shape at l.hu wicket.  And

- with the single l'!‘ll‘!pllhﬂ of Carthew, the good wishes of the
crowd were with

Carthew went un to bowl] against Rake. He took a little

nd sent down a ball with i Mnmg velocity. But Rake

for it. The bat ﬂnhej there was a crack like

a pistol-shot, and the leather weul on & journey, past point

and cover-point, and clear over the boundary.

A boundary from the first ball of the aver !
onrookers shouted.

Carthew gritted his teeth. Wharton was looking at him,
m 'he caught the expression upon the bowler’s face the
s brow contracted a little. There was nothing the
upmn of the Remove detested so much as an unsportsman-
like spirit, and Carthew’s very visible temper was eminently

smanlike.

Carthew sent down the next ball with more caution. Tt
screwed in from the off with a cunning twist which had
baffled- many a batsman ere now ut Rake was all eyes.
There was a c]lck and the ball dropped dead on the cresse.

he rest of the over brought Rake five runs. Carthew,
striving to conceal his chagrin, but not suecceding very well,
chucked the leather to Tom B:nwn as they crossed over.

on, however, he was again bowling
tried him with every kind of ball, but w
Rake dealt with, :ulmgwg the rum Carthew's inward fury
was not conducive {o bowlin nd hn was not showing
his best form, and t}m knowledge that was contributing
in this way to Rake's tnum&h made him nngnar still

Tue MAGKET LisRaRy.—>
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No wender the

And when Rake's wicket finally-went down, for nearly
forty runs, it was not dus to Carihew, the balsman being
run out by Morgan in s gallant attempt at seoring & five.

Rake was loudly cheered as he went off, and he deserved it.
There were 10 two opinions now a8 to whether be would play

nmt Redclyfle. ere could not be the slightest doubt

t Wharton would be glad to have such a recruit.

And when the game was over, Harry Wharton interviewed

Rake upon that subject.

“Keep up present form, Rake, and you will have
your up I‘or tiue Remove eleven,” he said; promise you
that much.

e E shed with pleasure. )
do my but. harton,” be said earnestly.

"Hu 1l do, Bob," c:fh of the Remove remarked, as
he walked awa th his chu: “1 had ﬂvouEhl of Carthew,
tao, but— Kh there he a word or two

I want to speal
ew |

to that young bounder. Ca
E‘-?haw turned round.

"I've mot & bone to pick with you, kid. You lost your
temper when Rale caught you out, and that spailed your play
!}:rn||¥: the game. That's umpornmmhkq t would be bad
enough in a kid in the Third Form! Don’t be an ass!"

Carthew got this down as best he emlld The look ha
cast after the captain of lhe Remove was no means

amiable, and it is safe to eay that thnrmn s remarks did not
improve his feelings towards Dick

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bnnm in Troublel

“ ON" TT “Ow-yow
D * You little nt I'll teach you to pry into my

letters !
1 didn’t mean—"
"'I‘Ake lhnl‘ and that—"2

*Oh, don't—don’t|"

Dick Rake heard it all as he passed the door of Arthur
Carthew’s study, and a dark look came over his face. For
a moment he paused and hesitated, and then he opened the
door and stépped into the study.

Carthew looked up with a glare of anger. He was holdin
Billy Bunter by the collar, and thrashing him sa ly wit
e and ut every blow Bunter roared like

——"" sxclaimed Rake.
“:h;t du :uu want here, Rake? You've no business in
udy
's eyes glinted,

“Yu. T have, when you are acting like a brute.”

“If you take it it upon ,m.mu to interfers betwesn me and
this Jiftlo boast——

“You have no right to treat him like that. I don't know
w'lu.! he has done—"'

“I caught the little hound reading a letter of mine 1"
“ Well, he ought to be licked for doing that. Btill, you
ma!‘he draw it n:uld " said Rake.
think I'm the best :lldge of that,” replied Carthew
liged ., Rake, clearing out of
" business.

mr:];

‘And up went the strap again. Bunter gave an anguished
howl of anticipation.
Dick Rake took a step forwa
“Carthew, I tell you I 'n
right to treat the chap li
“arthew sneered, and the nrlp came down. Billy Bunter
roared and wriggled. Rake's lazed. In a moment his
Frasn was on Chrthw's wrist,
away and flung out into the It required
self-control to keep from planc-ng hu fist full in the bullys

tand it! You have no

Carthew was pals with rage.

“You—you hound! How tace you interfere!
ping T'd—)

* You'd whn’
vour own size, you've only got
Rake.

For a_moment Carthew scemed about to hurl himself at
Rake. But he thought better of it.

*T want no guarrel with you, Rake. Yu\l have no right
tu ml.erfem between me and that fat rotter !

“T tell you one thing, Carthew, and that is, that, if T
o e N g ou o lcking 1 So
look out! You'd better come with me Billy "

And Rake strodo from ihe study, with the Owl gladly
.ullu-mg him,

For twa

II you want to put up your fists to a fellow
to say the word!" exclaimed
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“T'll be even with you fer
bel

een his teeth. )
Rats!" was R.nke'n cheert:

“Thanks, Rake v good of you!™ stam-
merad Buster, in 'tk o “0b."T sz, the beast did
lay it on!

“Serve you right!” rep “What do you
msan by looking inte ar ers? You ought
to be ashamed of yaurse

“ Well, T only took a Lt " said Buntar. “It wasn't
worth making a fuss about—o; ter from his father
asking Carthew to meet him at the—

" t tell me what was in it, you fat rascal! And look

here, you fat houndlr you'd better stop these rotten tricks!
growled Rake. *Blest if I know what I chipped in for, come
to think of it!"
‘“Oh, really, Rake—"
“Toidy's licked yon often enough for it, and 1-.: a jolly
good mind to take on Toddy's job while he's awa;
Billy Bunter backed away promptly
“1 say, you know, don’'t be a boast, Rake! That new
chap Carthew wants a licking—putting on all these blessed
airs when he's only been at Greyiriars a week or two! Why
dnn : you thc\k him?"
ats 1"
Lcak here, Rake,
-pm-s.uml nly ;1'11 ho

“T believe he's o rotten funk, really, you know,"” said
Bunter, rubbing his fat shoulders where Arthur Carthew” s
stra) ad fallen. “You could simply mop him up, Rake!

, cheese it !" growled Rake. *What were you doing
gudy at all, you fat bounder?”

un wur-l in to ask him to cash & postal-order for
me, nter. ‘‘He wasn't there, and the letter was
on hl: llble l didn't really look at it, but T happened to
stoop down to tie my shoelace at the same moment, and so
—so T happened to see that it was a lpuer from his father—
by sheer chance, of course. I say, Rake

“Well, you fat worm?"

“1I say, what do you think Carthew's iuthur
to meet him outside Greyfriars for? b
said Billy Bunter mqumtuely
nthv.-r queer mysel

'he next moment William George Bunter glrn a loud
how] as Rake’s ﬁngur und thumb closed on his

" Yarooh! Leggo! Wharrer you at?”

“You inquisitive little heast!™ said Rake, in measured
tones. * What business is it of yours v.hlt Carthew"s father
writes to him, or where he meet; him?"

ou could lick him,"” said Bifly Bunter
your jacket if you like!"

im
he come to
I think that's

rowled Rake.
hard, you fat,

“T'm iolly sorry mow that T chy
“If Carthew hadn't been giving it to you too |
epying bounder, it was just what you wan|

, really, 1 hope you don't thi k I wﬂuld re‘d
a fellow's letter?” qnned Bunter, wrix
ear! I'd scorn such a thing, really! Still,
Carthew's fother raceting him in
Yaroooooh !

Billy Bunter howled as Rake shoved him against the wall
and left him there
The fat junior set his s
n:.le lnd bfmked after Di
ast! Grooh!
tbew ﬁew into such a tem,
ter's letter by chance.

J“eclulus straight upon his fat little

Yow-ow! It's jolly queer that Car.
r because 1 happened to see his
ow-ow! Rotter! And—and the
-order 1"

order; but new boys were Bunter’s game.
new boy, and Bunter felt it as s sense of personal inju
that Carthew deaclined to —in advance—his c
beated postal-order, which was always coming, but never
arrive

He blinked into the study at last.
with a scowl.

“You fat worm! Get out!"

“I say, Carthew, don't be waxy, you know.” said Bunter.
keeping at a <cantious distance. “TI-1 say, I'm expecting a

Certhew looked at him

pmxalordor—
‘ What?
“It’s bound to arrive to-night, or to-morrow morning at
the lntest. If you'd care to lend me five bol Faroooh !”
ump at

curthew cav ht up a cricket-stump and made =
Bunter. wl of the Remove vanished dows the pasags
at_record speed

The new junior slammed the door, tossed the stump into
a corner, m:] stared. moodily out of the wi He sowiad
a3 he caught sight of Dick Rake cross
Rates, %(c‘ paused to speak to Harrs
Cherry in the Close, and then went o
is study window Arthur Carthew sho:
unconscious junior.

THt Vl.m\n- Lisrary.—No.

[

“ONDA\’—

Reke !" said Carthew,
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Startling News!

ICK RAKE, quite unconscious of the savage glance
bent upon him, swung out of the Grey fmu gate-
way, and sauntered away towards Friardale. Rake's
face was very sunny and cheery. Ha crossad the
stils in the [ane, and took the short cut through

the wood to the willage.

A narrow footpath ran through the heart of the wood
under the shade of ancient elms and beeches. Rake followed
it with his quick, . Jpring stride, and he had reached n_poin
abont half-way to Frinrdale, when a sudden rustle-in the
thicket startled him.

He looked round, slackening his
clamation as he saw a white, hagga:

ace, and uttered an cx-
face peering at him from

ared the next moment, but in that fleeting glance
recognised it.

H p into the thickot, and in a mnmam stood faco
%0 faos with the one who wat 'Iu:lung ther

“Tom, how came you her
lad obout three years older than himsell wha stood

im, clad in blazer and flannels. He was trembling
wnh mmglcd fear and excitement.
Dick, is it really you? I hardly dared hope it w-s

“What's the matter, Tom?” Rake seized the sha hand
of his cousin in his own strong palm. ' What on cnl.lu brings
you here in such a state? Is anything wrong?”

“Come into the wood, and I'll tell you,” snid Tom Rake,
with a wild, nervous glmu towards the path. “Somecne
ma‘;‘é:a-s and see us.”

1L, why shouldn’s thes ?”
h., Dmk I'm in fearful trouble!"

Wxth 'Y dulL leaden weight at his heart Rake followed his
cousin deeper into the wood.

Tom's look and words were sufficient to show him that
something was wrong—terribly wrong. What it was he could
not guess. But his mind was possessed by dark forebodings.

Tom stopped at last, in tha depths of the wood. He stood
Em: Rake, who looked at liim with uneasy questioning in

fm m:mcenL Dick!”
Rake starte
" Immomt Tum r
“Yes, yes. Say
.lmm: hymmau;
dl

mu
ke gripped his hand.

= Ol' course I believe you, Tom, old fellow!
accused of? - Who has dared to accuse you?”

“They uv—oa, Dxck—;omwl\n has robbed the bank, and
they say that I— He broke off, and burst into pas-
sionate sobbing. "Oh,-Du:Ii. I'm as innocent as a

“] know you are, Tom!" nud Dick loyally. “B ut
whus could have led them to make snch a _ghn:uv mistake?”

—— It seems like a horrible dream! he bank
as ememd in the nizht, and the safe opened with a key, and
Mr. Carthew's key was found in the pocket of my over-
ocoat. Heaven knows how it got there! I swear I never saw
it till it was found there. And—and an old envelope was
picked up near the safe—addressed to me. It was one
you had sent me, and I had thrown it away. But ;murd-y
morning 1 was lmll!d into the manager's room, and h
said——

And Tom Rnke 'bruLe off ag:

Rake was almost stunned.
had not been anything like this.

Tom gasped.

“I am innocent, Dick!™

“I know vou are, old chap. But they believe——""

“They believe me guilty. I broke down whon the manager
spoke to me. - It—it all seemed so horrible. He advised me
to confess, and to tell him where the mune{ﬂ\ul. and I-!mn
he would deal with me as gently as he possi 7. could.
Carthew—that's our cashier—spoke to me
was. They both believed me guilty, and 1 :ould hlrd]y
stsmmer ont that I was innocent, and then they both became
very impatient. But Mr. Carthew was very klnd—n was
zeally through him that I had an opportunity of ppmg away
before the police came—and—and so 1 escaped, Dicl

“That wasn't a wise thing to do, Tom. It will ‘make the
case lou!. blu-lser against you, I am afraid.”

t o to prison, Dick!” cried 'I'om. with a shudder.
bl L3 wnuld knll me. I thought of the court, and the erowd of
faces, and 1 couldn't bear it. Desides, they would have [nung

you_believs me, Dick1” cried the other, .
Tt Jou dont believe me, I shall go

What are you

The worst of his anticipations
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Mr. Carthew maid that the proofs were complete,

ut the police! They will be looking for sou, then?” cried
R.n'l!cr. umhln to repress a shudder at the thought.

“1 came h!r.. Dick. I hoped to be able to get to see you.
1 knew suu would help me if you cor
“And I will, Tom, old fellow.

me guilty.
g

ul
I'll do anything for youl
ing

You must kee:p away from the police ur 1IJ this harrible
is cleared

When did you get here™

the wood lil night?” exclaimed Rake.

n prison!” muttered Tom,

s hand to his forehead. He tried to think.
What was to be done?

e police were huting for his cous’n. Whether Tom had
done wiscly or not in running away, he must be saved from
arrest now. An ke must save him.

That he might be infringing the law by helping the hapless
fuiitive did not then occur to R But if 1t had it would
not have made any difference to him.

‘Mr. Carthew said that I had no mercy to ex)
restored the notes,” Tom went on brokenly, *
restore them, when I had never seen them?
listen to me.”

" How much was stolen, Tom?”

g T-n thmnnml po ds. -li in notes.”

ct unless T
ow eould 1
They wouldn't

“Of cou umbers 1 exclaimed Reke hope-
fully. "T mly leld to lhi detection of the real thicf, when
he tries to pass them. I suppose he's sure to do so, sooner

or, Im

won "Dick, you don't know how guuful 1 m 1" cricd 'rnm
"1 was half afraid that—that—— m had eved
uilty I think I should have Jone uwt uf my sen
o fear of that, old fellow,” said Rake cheerily. “Youn
can rely upon me to stand by you. But now the question
is, nhcre can you lie low for'a time, till the scent grows

eold
“There's the old gipsy's hut, Dick. lt’u in the middle of
ibe wood.  Suppose I were to stay there,”

But it's so hnrnl:l, lonely, Tom.”

“ All the better. -

* Yes, but at mgm "

“1 sha'n't mind the loneliness. l’m not alraid of the dark.
I'm not lf:ud of anything but the police,” said Tom, with
a shudder. “You can bring , me tome tommy, Dick, and
iome things to make m n bed.

“I'll go to the
#ld chap, you must be inm hed.
back to the old hut, and wait for me there.”

And Rake wrung his cousin's hand, end hurried away.

In a few minutes he burst from the thicket into the foot-
path, and as he did so came face to face with Arthur
Carthew. He started back with a cry, and then, in his alarm
and iedxmumant.. sprang forward and grasped tho-other by the
shoulder.

“What are you doing here?™

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Strange Mesting!
i HAT are you doing here, Carthew?”
Rake's eyes blazed as he put the question.
What with the distress Tom's story had caused
him, and his fears for his cousin’s safety, his
nerves were in a highly-strung state, and he did
not reason with his usual clear judgment. ~ +
The sudden encovnter with Clrlh\'w so close to the spot
where he had parted from Tom, had startled him and
thrown him cff his guard, and the terrible thought had rushed
into his mind lh!! Carthew had been spying upon him,
and perhaps knew of Tdm’s presence in the wood. A
i had been the case, Rake knew what little consideration
he had to expect from the
But Carthew's look of zement 2z he tere
himself away from the Rake’s grasp started back at once
v\nr“!d Rake that he had committed a blunds
What the dickens do you mean, Rak
ll-llnw Like that?™ exclaimed Carthew,
dotty?

tub, Tom. Poor
lose a second. Go

ow nd et thc

jumping on a

Have you gone
“I—I beg your pardon,” stammered Rake.
startlecd me.”
Not so much as you startled me, confound you!"
Carthew. ““What have you been up to in the wood?”
At_this question Rake turned pnl!, and Carthew
was fratching hxm malevolently, noted it. and wondered
** Nothing ! sa ke unecasily. ' What ﬂmuld I be up
to? You sl.nrl.led me. | must be going. Ta-ta
He felt that he had betrayed hmu.el already. He had not
THE MAGNET LIBRARY. -—l‘

I'm sorry.

o

growied

who
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wholly recovered his self-control, and he was anxious to Eﬁ

away from Carthew’s keen, searching eyes. Carthew lool

after him as he hurried down the footpath towards the village,
e expression of wonder deepened in his face.

“What does it mean? He was htened out of his wits
;‘Vhrn he saw me. What's his listle game? There’s & mystery
ere.”

He looked into the shadowy wnod whence Rake had
emerged, and then glanced at his w
No time to see about it now, nr ] shall be late for the
pater. But I'll keep my eye on Reke, by gum!”
And he followed. ot & less hurried pace, the direction taken
h Rake. He did not, however, go to the village. At a place
to.a sec0nd footpiti crossed Ehe one ha wes following. b
m.ma off to the Nghthlm‘l as he advanced the sound of
11 upon his eal
tream flowed through a gully in the depths
a rustic bridge !'punnnd tha r:pphng water.
It was a secluded and picturesque s shadow ¥ huge
trees, through the foliage of whic "ihe lanting sun-rays
fell.

A man was standing upon the bridge smoking a cigar. He

was a tall man, i -il. L Troek soufs ¥iih & fen beard, and

o hard, cold face. There was sufficient resemblance between

hxl hard fn.lurel lnd those of the boy coming towards him to

r.‘n.t duy were rela

waiting for ynu. Arthur.

e help 3t, dad.” You o [Four letter to be

particular not to let anyone know where I was cnrrung, or

whom I was to meet, I had to do some dodging. =
e e e succcded 1 Eesping tin acter secraf?

“Oh, yes But what's the trouble?” asked Carthew
curiously. " Why couldn’t you come to the school, if you
wanted to see me?”

“ For excellent reasons, my son. It is of the first |m:pnrt-
.ml that this meeting of eun should be kept a secret.
can't see w
“It isn’t man':j for you to " replied Mr. Carthew,
el But I will tell you something, in case you should be
to chatter too freely, our wholu s may
dcpc nd upon your discrétion in this matter.
"My whole prospects " ropeated Carthew wouderiagly.
“Yes, and mine,

"%ul why gld ¥ uk'-nl to sec 2;;"

s ive this et into ur T

And Sir. Carthew drew {nuq e i
hand.

coat and placed it in hal won's

Carthew received it with deepening wonder.

“What does it contain?”

“Valuable documents, relating to a law case in which the
baxnk is cancerned,” r:phed his father, It will be necessary
for me to swear, at the proper time, that these documents are
not in my possession. It is possible that a search ma.
made for them, and so it is nut. fo for me to bave them

re they might be found. But in your locker at Grey-

fricrs College they will be safe—eh?”
“Oh, yes, 1 can shove them into a secret place easily
enough!” But what are they

“Don't ask me any questions, Arthur, lnd T'll fell you no
lies,” replied Carthew senior blandly. ccp the “papers
hidden, and keep the secret, and you'll dc ut don't be
curious. It will serve no purpose to tell you the p-rt:cuhu,
and you will be better off, really, to know nothing I

Carthew nodded.

A1l right, dad; but it looks to me like a risky b

“Na risk for you, my boy. TI'll tell you Ihn m
offal; T'm engaged in vuroy out s
a good deal richer than I am

be
now, n the me comes
for you to go “E to Oxford, you al\ai'l cnt & dash with the

ut if you should be fool enough to let out
Oxford at all—you'll have to
a pmmd o week.

best of them
this secret, never go to
loave (-rnyfrmn, lnd begin ]|I'o at o desk al
1s se [ needn’t say more?

U ma; dcpmﬂ upon me,"” replicd Carthew, won-
dering and uneas; But onc good turn deserves another,
dad. I've rem tﬁrongh my pocket-money I
Cartbew laughed, and, taking out a pound note, he placed
it in his son's
. “Take that, my boy; and I will double your packet-money
m long as you hlw that packet under your charge. Now
int‘.ar go straight back to school, ‘and put it in a safe
it always under lock and key,
t to carry it!”

, and remember to
I‘uck it somewhere out of sig]
“All right!"
“And now you'd better be off. Good-bye!™
And, shaking hands with his son, Mr. Carthew turned and
walked rapidly away. Carthew, with the rl!(-t concealed
under his jacket, went sluwl back towards the s
He was in o puzzled moo He did not \\Imlly belicve his
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| Billy Bunter roared and wriggled as the sirap came down agaln. Roke’s eyes blaged, and in a moment bis grasp was ’
on

Carthew’s wrist, and the strap was wrenched away and flung out into the eorridor.

(Ss¢ Chapler B.)

father’s explanation as to what was in the packet. That some
risky game was being played he felt sure; and he knew that
more than onoe Mr. Carthew, the sedate and respectable
cashier of the City and County Bank, had been engaged in
peculations of a doubtful ch and had sailed very near
to the wind.

But he roflected that it was no business of his. The pater
knew how to take care of himsell, and that was all that
mattered—from Carthew’s point of view. And if he could
make a big coup, in the benefits of which his son was to
share, Carthew had no objection in the world to doing a little
to help him.

As for keeping the packet hidden, that would be casy
enough. In his study there was a locker, with a lock and key.
Nobody ever went to it but himself.

. As My, Carthew disappeared in one dircction and the
junior in the other, the flltle bridge was left solitary in the
ehadow of the woods.

But not for long.

A figure came gnml)cring up th s
emerging from underncath the bridge.
t was the figure of Billy Bunter.

. In To,e of the thrashing Carthew b
insatiable curiosity was as strong u

In fact, it is probable that Carth
occasion of his reading the letter bas
attach more importance to it than

bank of the stream,

n him, Bunter's
as over.

anger on the
inquisitive Ohwl
otherwise have

one.
Tue Maexer Lisrarr.—No. 445

NEXT
MONDAY—

“A SPLIT IN THE STUDY!”

Although he bad told Rake that he had had only a peep at
the leteer e had, aa & matter of fack, rend almost the whole
of it, and the rendezvous arranged by Mr, Carthew had a
mysterious look which had interested him groatly.

‘And the rosult of it was that he had determined to be
beforchand at the rendezvous, and when Mr. Carthew had
reached the bridge in Friardale Wood that evening, Billy
Bunfer had been hidden underneath it, crouching on the
steep bank just above the water.

every word they uttered, and his amazel
When at length he ventured out of his hiding-place and
started off towards the college, his face was ablaze with
excitement.

He had come there in the hope of satisfying his curiosity;
but now it was more strongly excited than ever. What was in
the mysterious packet which Mr, Carthew had passed to his
son? Bunter would have given a lot to know.

And he hed clready resolved that by hook or by crook he
would find out.

But Bunter, who was generally as loguacions as he was
inguisitive, realised that he must deny himself the pleasure of
toking the whole Remove inso his confidence about w
ho had heard. It was not only that Carthew would ¢
him without mercy if ho should lesrn haw the inqui
Owl had spied upon him. That slone would not hava oetace
Bunter.  But he reflected that strict scccecy would ba

A Grand, Long, Complate Btory of Harry
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necessary in order to obtain an opportunity of viewing the
contents of the packet. And so Bunter, for once in his life,
was a3 secret as the grave, and Carthew had not the slightest
euspicion that the Owl of the Remove was on the track,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

« A Discovery!
R S

Mr. Quelch's voice was a little louder. The boys
. locked at other. Rake was never late for
calling-over. What had become of him?
Still silence. Rake was not there.
‘‘Has anyone seen Rake " asked Mr. Quelch.
“1 have sir,” replied C:!-".haw. “I saw him in Friardale
0.

Weoed about two hours

“Has anyone seen him since 1"

No reply.

Mr. Quelch frowned and, looking & little puzzled, he went
on with the roll-call. He had just finished when Rake,
looking hot and tired, came in.

Mr. Quelch raised bis eyebrowa a little.

“You arc late, Rake."

“I mm very sorry, sir,” said Rake, a little breathlessly,
was‘rlmn that he had been running, and running hard.
couldn't help it, sir.”

The master of the Remove smiled slightly. g

“I quite believe that, Rake,” he said.” “Never mind,
¥you are not usually unpunctual; we will let it E

" Thank_ you, sir!” said Rake gratefully, r]ceply relieved
that Mr. Quelch did not ask him for an explanation.

Carthew was -r-u-l:ing him keenly. Rake caught his look,
and the colour flushed deeply aver iin face. Carthew gave a
eneering smile. He guessed that Rake’s being late for calling-
over had some connection with the mystery of Friardale
Wood, and be was more than ever determined to find out
what the secret was.

Even withput the clue he already possessed, Rake's
altered looks would bave told him that something wi miss.

e was by no means the only one that noted the change.
“Rake, ordinarily oheerful and chatty, had suddenty ‘become
silent and slmost morose. At supper he s ent, speaking
to nobody, and when he was spoken to he attempted to
answer in his usual tone, but the atternpt was a dismal failure.

* Anything wrong, Rake "
the question as they went up to the
gave & star

It
Wy

Nugent asked
dormitery. Rake
“Of course not 1

“You are lscking so thunderingly queer.”

A look of vexation crossed Rake's Jace;  He roalised that he
have tc keep a better command of his features if he did

ive Tom's secret away. But how was he to
pear cbeery, light-hearted Dick Rake of old with a

t weighing ob his heart and brain—with the remem.
ce hauntung him of Tom's white face looking out from
thicket, of the lad’s lomely couch in the cabin in. the
glcemy wood, of the hue-and-cry that wae doubtless already
raised “after him?

ave a forced laugh,

“1 didn’t know 1 was looking queer. There's nothing the
matter with me.”

" Why did you eunt cricket practice?"

Again Rake started. Cricketer as he was, heart and soul
he had until that moment forgotten completely t had
missed his usual practice. He was 1o have nppeared on the
crickei-ground when be returned from the village, but,
instead of that, he had bardly reached Greyfriars in time for
calling-over.

“*1—1 forgot.”

At this reply Nugent stared, as well he might.

“You forgot!” he ejaculated. *“You forgot! Are you off
your dot, my son 1"

ake made no reply. He felt all the. misery, especially
keen to a boy of a frank, candid nature, of having a secret to

L3

not wi
aj

eep.

Mugent looked at him queerly, but asked no more questions,
He saw that there was something behind Rake's reticence,
but he saw also that Rake did not wish to explain, so he was
discreetly silent. But he could not help wondering.

The next day Rake, mindful of the warning he had received,
strove to appear his ordinary seif ; but he could not quite hide
the weight upon bis mind, and he was not so attentive as
usual during lessons. He saw Carthew look at him more than
once, too, with the same snecring smile, and he was disquieted
by the thought that Carthew suspected something.

Aud when school was over he found his position full of
difficulties which he had not thought.of the previous day.
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Micky Desmond joined him, expecting him to come into the

elds’ as & matter of course. And Tom was expecting him in
Friardale Wood. He had done all be could the previous
evening to make the old cabin habitable for hie cousin, but
much more remained to be done, and he had told Tom he
would come.

“Not going to practice!" exclaimed Wharton, when Rake
began to make an excuse. * Look here, this won't do 1"

“1 can't help it, Wharton. I've &:t to go to the village.'?

“Rats] You've got to come with me !” .

And Wharton, without much more ado, put his arm through
Rake's, and walked him off towards the cricket-ground. But
Rake jerked himself free. . s

“T "can't come, old chap. You know I would if 1 couid.
But T must go to Friardale.” .

Harry Wharton looked at him seriously. ) .

“Look here, Rake, what are you scting the giddy goat liks
wi': for? .'1;:».":'. something cn your mind, or on your chest.

at is it?"

“1 ean’t tell you. But I'm in a rible_bother !" Rake
grodned. *“ Daon’ k me any questions, Wharton, for I
can't answer them, and for goodness' sske keep dark what
I've told you.” : .

“Youn can rely on me,” said Wharton, mystified. “Can
1 help you?”.

Rake shock his head.

“No, you couldn't. Yes, though—there's
can do—fend me some money till next term. I'm S

And Rake, with a willing loan from Wharton in bis pocket,
went down the lane towards the vil]:ge, Harry looked after
him doubtfully, and, with a shake of the head, walked into the
cricket-field. "As he did so he noticed Carthew valkmzsdwn
the lane in the direction taken by Rake. p

ick Rake, after lesving Harry, hurried to the village,
where he made his purchases, and, with a pretty large bu
under his arm, took footpath back through Friardale
Wood. Near the spot where he had first met Tom be ltr.g_ck
off into the wood, and pushed bis way throngh trees-and
thickets and great ferns for a considerable distance, At
length he stopped, in one of the thickest and gloomiest
recesses of the wood. B

There, half-hidden by™the thick I;n-lhl, stood & ruined
cabin, the roof long since fallen in, the tottering walls partly
upheld by the young trees which bad sprung up round them,
Tt was said that a gipsy poacher had once lived there, but the
existence of the hut was known to few, and the location of it
to still fewer.

As Rake paused the fi

T

ure of his consin came through the
tottering doorway. Tom looked a good deal better than when
ol 3 £ et him the previous svening. Food, and the
reliet wivich Rake's loyal friendship had fven bim, ‘bad made
" wontertul diterence. His face wus a6l pae wnd worn, bt
aggard fear was gone from his looks. .

e T e to e o, Dick,  1t's good of you to come!”
i grass-grown floor was

be cabih.
e e e i | Rake set down the bundle

[
spread a bed of ferns and leaves.
he carried.

“T've brought you enough tommy for o weck, Tom, and

ecome books to pass the time. It must be horribly lonely
fore for you el ‘day by yourselt! 1 wish I could como

e
oltezerih you could, Dick. But T don't care mueh for the
lonelin: T am only too glad the place is solitary. But
ow

llhl! baoks will be ? blessing. 1t was thoughtful of y:
ong cin you stay !’ :
B miore then an hour, I'm afraid. 1 was lato for calling-
over last night, and that esn't happen again without ques-
tions being asked.” .

“You are sure no one guesses that youw've come here
Tnmhuid ner_‘iuu‘ﬂ;, . &

ent for a minute.

E‘; di::':'::; how anyone could, Tom. But I mustn’t come
too often. 1 can’t help feeling that C: o smeils a rat.
I ran across him on the footpath yesterday, after I left you,
as 1 told you last night. To-day it has scemed to me as if
he watched me with a peculiar interest, 1 shall have to be
careful of him!" 5

Tom started a little at the mention of the name.

“(Carthew? That's Mr, Carthew’s son! For goodnesy’
cake, be carciul of him, for if ho suspected how matters stand

e might write to his father and betray me|”

“1 think 1 liad better not come to-morrow Tom,
tad to miss cricket practice to-day and yesterday, and
making the fellows talk, We play Redclyfe in a fort:
and Wharton has promised me a place in the team if I am
fit. 1'd give it up for your sake, old fellow—"" X

“You mustn't do that, Dick.  Besides, it would only excite
talk, which would ndd to my risks. No. Come as often as
you ean, but don't give Wharton cause to complain.

A sudden thought struck Rake.

it

&
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¥ Tom, would you mind i I ronﬁuod the sccret to one
other chap—Micky Desmoznd, my chum?
Tom hesitated.
“He's as true as steel.™
“Do u ou think best, Dick.
“He ba as silent as the grave. And he could come
here to bnn you things. and to communicate between us, so
that 1 vhould Ack be seen, 30 olten coming mio the wood.
And when Dick left his cousin it was agreed that Micky
Desmond should be admitted to the secret.
he dusk was deepening in the wood when Dick strode
through the trees towards the footpath to return to Grey-
fnni;‘u As he emerged into it & voice broke upon his ears.

He started vnolenlly

Arthur Carthew had just come out into the path a short
distance away. He had come from the seme direction as
Rake; and as Rake locked at him he saw upon his face the

sneering smile he knew so well.

.H:u very heart turned sick within him

For Carthew’s d him everytinn. and he knew that
his rival and enemy had followed him, had watched him, and
knew that Tom was bidden in the gipsy’s hut in the wood.

Rake recled back against a tree,
€x] reslloa one of utter misery and

ur Carthew came towards him,

trumph the malicious, sncering smile stil

hn faco white, his

cyu gleaming with
upon his face.

THE SEVENTH
Under His Thumb!
“ ARTHEW! You cur!"
Dick Rake panted out the words.
Well he knew what that sneering emile meant
upon the lips of the new jusior in the Greyfriars

move.

His eyes blazed, while his heart was almost sick with appre-
heasion within him. Carthew knew !

It needed only & gl-nce at the meering face of the new
Remoyito to tell him that.

He knew !

Carthew bit his 1-p slightly.

The misery in Dick Rake's whue face had not moved him,
but ﬂxu bitter scorn in the junicr’s voice brought a Hush tc

s cheel

“You cur!” repeated Rake. “You were lickin,
for spying lhe other dey—now you are spying yoursel
Totten eur !
arthew :hrni‘ ged his shoulders.
“1 suppose ve as much rE:n in Friardale Wood as any.

he sneered. e you bought the wood, hy

an
i’hk! did not r?ly He drew a quick, panting breath. It
was all be could do to keep himself from springing upon the
new boy who had constituted himaclf his enemy, and sending
him reeling with a right-hander fall in his mocking face. But
he fels that it would not do. He had Tom Rake to think of—
the wretched fugitive in the poacher’s hut, whose fate was at
the mercy of Arthur Carthew.
on't tell lies!” muttered Rake thu:kly
here l'ur a walk. You have been wlw]un
“Cuufuundeénur cheek ! You mi
growled Carthew. “I don't

B\l.l‘lll‘
You

‘:Yﬂu weren't

nd lI better to be
a fancy names applied

‘ve becn watching me—spying on me, like Bunter
himse! said Rake bitterly. “You're worse than Bunter—
that fat idiot knm" no better !"

Carthew laughod

“It might p?l;en to speak civilly,” he remarked,

“Why should T, you cad? 1 know what I've got to expect
now,” said Roke bitterly. “I've never don> anything to hurt
you, except to stap your rotten bullying, but you won't loss
& chance like this to score over me.” You are cad enough to
tell all the Remove what you've l'numl out.”

“I might keep your secret for &

Rake started, h

Fo: a moment there was a gleam of hope in his L
face, But 3t died sway aimost &t onee. T Eroubled

know you don't mean that” he said quictly. “It
wouldn't be your way

“Why not?" said Carthew. “It doesn't matter a rap to me
whether you're hiding your cousin in the poacher’s hut, It
dne:n t matter twopenoce whether he's nrmed or not, so far

'm concerned. I don’t see why go out of my
wlg to help the police nail him. It's not my business, =0 far
can see !

Rake looked at lun-Lu} Lma;o-qut

pmg fgue enqug e gtammered. ' But—but—->""
ud to kecp your secret,” said Carthew
coolly. "A: I'n said, it's no business of mine, and I'm ready
to chuck the whole matter out of my mind, and forget that
you've got a cousin at all.”
T LisrarT. —No. 445,
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Rake made a step towards him impulsively. .

Thanks, old chap! I—I'm sorry I

“You'll keep it dark?
said what T did—f misjudged you. I'm sorry—

Tho Jumor had ol ot Hin haudbut Carthere did 0k
scom to sse it oth hands info his pockets.

Rake, chilled, let S Erind deop ta s sl

]m sorry, Carthe he repeated. 1 had no right to

5 Idid, and I take it back. And—and my cousin, Tom
lrrlw. is innocent, Carthe It's clear cncugh to me, Some
awful scoundrel has robbed the bauk, and managed to put it
on poor old Tom—that's how it is. The truth must came ous
some time, and Tom will ba cleared—I'm certain of that! I
only want to keep old Tem eafc until the real criminal is
discovered. You don’t know hfm graicful I am, Carthew, for
your keeping this dark, uni
clu:‘ uﬁ’. na hu aw the sneering,” sardonic expression

“Slap a bit, 3 md Carthew coolly. "Ynu didn"t let me
fi T am willing to kecp your cousin's secret—on certain

ons.
The glow of gratitude and relief faded from Rake's face,
A sort of chill ran through him.
“I don't quite |Inder-tand Carthew."”
“My idea xu that onc guud turn deserves another. Don't
you think so?
“Of course; and if there's anything I can

do—"
** You know how mateers stand about the cleven. You can
el g me there.”
ake started,

“You know very well that I've set my heart on getting
m\n the team that pl.un Redc!
ell, how can I help you? Y
Wharton will taks my adv me do you?
“On Monday the two Remove sides pla{ each cther again.
You will play on Mondey, Desmond takes my place, and
‘Wharton h“ md that I am not to play in the team at all.
And Carthew’s brows contracted ns he epoke, and his eyes
littered with suj rage. He knew thai it was to Dick
ake he ows Wharton had dropped all idea of
playing him against Redclyffe—though it wi have been
more correck to say that it was to his own envy and bad feeling
that he ower] it. For it was his display of bad temper ch
ad made Wharton decide mot to give him another chance
of showing what he could do, but to put Desmond in his
place for the trial mach on Monday.
“Well, T can't help that,” replied Rake, in a conciliatory
wny‘ “It ian't by my wish !hal you are chucked."
t is all your hnlt .nyw-; " exclaimed Carthew umnly
“My fault ? ow you make that out. You I
your temper the mh r ay. I don't see that it wae my hull
1 was bound to pla; uwell uI uould'

ou don't suppose that

“ Well, anyway, ) lay, by hook or by erouk, on
uunda, 10 8 t0 h-ve e Sed i o8 the cap for the first
ven,

*That depends upon Wharton."”

“You must try to influence him. You can do it. He has
shown lately that he thinks o lot of you—an absurd lot, in my
opinion. 1l any of my predsed my claims, upon
ho wouldn't listen. But i o that there's no lave lost
between us two. If you tnuk n. up, I believe ho would give
mn another chance.

luuiwd deeply troubled.
"] mnt honestly ask him that, Carthew, when
And I can’t honestly hclp ou to shield & crimin,
jmtﬂicu 1" sneered Carthew. et you don't mind asking me
to do it.

“How dare you call him a nruumll"' flashed out Rake.
“Tom is as H‘II'\OCOI'“. &8 you or

* Possibly ; but it doesn’t mnm to me whether he's inno-
cent or gut i)v enid Carthew coolly. " He's a fugitive from
justice, and if T help you to keep him out of the clutches of
the police you ought to be willing to do something for me
in return.’

“But suppose I get Wharton to
Monday, that won't help you. You
play isn't up to first eleven form.

A bitter look came upon Carthew's face.

ut you in the eleven on
now very well that your

“That's -your og»mon.‘ he snee “and I don't think
you are likely to form an unbiased opinion of my merits as
a oricketer, At all events, I differ from you. am really

congeited enough to thin rh. on Monday I may show form
quite a3  good as yours, 'm willing to take my chance
of that.

“ri speak to Wharton,” niﬂ Rake shortly. * But mind,
1 don't answer for the result.’

“Don't you? Let us be plain with cach other, Rake. %

A Qrand, Long, Compists Story of Harry
Wharlon' & Co. By FRANK R QHAHDI
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Micky looked amazed,
but he gave the required
promise.

Then Rake, in a low,
agitated voice, told him
the strange happenings,
with which the reader is
already acquainted.

Micky listened in won.
der, and when Rake had
finished, he said:

“Poor old chap!
wonder_you lool

No

wor=

ried] But, sure, 1 bes
lieve your cousin is iDno-
cent as Brmly as

s

yon do, and the truth

will come out somie dnf
p

could have sav ou
going tonight. ut
sure, 1 can always go

instead of you wlien you
ought to be et cricket.”

AL don't, know how
to thank you, Micky. ¥
couldn’t speak to you
without asking Tom
first, but I knew {un‘d
stand by me, like a
pal.”

“Of course I will. As
for that momgrel Car-
thew, sure, I don’t see
what you ¢an do. You'll
have to knuckle under
at present.  Still, it's
pretty certain that
plays in the trial match
on Monday he'll make
a guy of himeeli as
wsual, and o there
won't be any harm done.
Bedad " n ]
“Shouldn't" 1 like to
wring his measly neck,

= e the spalpeen, that's all I”
A tall man, In a black frock-coat, with a trim beard, and a hard, cold face, was standl He broke off abruptly.
Spon the bridge smoking a elgar. *Tve been Walllng for you, ATtbur,” Do sad, as 2 L e
Carthew appeared, (See Chapter B.) ive you a lecture, old

: : g Shap, 1 suppose.’”
w much good will you bear me. If I don't play on The captain of the Remove was bearing down upon the

5 1 won't keep your secret !”

at isn't fair | T'll do my best, but if Wharton won't
o me—

You must make him "
“T'll do my best!” repeated Rake wearily.
4And he returned to Greyiriars with a heavy heart.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Forcing Rake's Hand |
AKE was in time for calling-over tonight. As he
went in he noticed Wharton give him s peculiar
look, but the captain of the Remove did not speak.
Rake knew what Wharton was thinking of. He

: had missed him from the cricketground sgais.
Rake knew how strange his conduct must appear to the
ppain of the Remove, but he could give no explanation
I was in dread lest Wharton should speak to him o t
1gain.

"1 say, Wharton was wild when he saw that you w
bot there,” Micky Desmond remarked. “I don't was
slarm you, old fellow, but 1f you don’t mind your p
s your chance of getting your cap for the Remove
« goner, bedad!”

“I'm gn}ng to wire in to-morrow, Micky. And
1aid that if 1'd tell you what was worryiog me yeu

8o I will id Micky Desmond a
“1 can trust you to keep a secre
“You ought to know that, ye spalpeen!
“Yes, yes, old fellow. 1 do know it, b
rericug,” said RaRe, in a low vaice.
3ot to let o word of it escape you to anyone.”
Tue MaoneT Libnany.—No. 445,  °

two juniors as they stood talking by themselves.

“1 want to speak to you, Rale,” said Harry. *“You were
to play on Monday—"

“Were!” exclaimed Rake. *You don’t want me to stand
out, Wharton, do you?”

The distress in his face touched Harry a little,

“Well,” he said, * why have ‘rkou chucked the game for
the past two dayei Do you think you're up to form. with:
out any more practice, you silly ass?”

*No, 1 dou't,” replied Rake. “I mean to slog in as hard
as 1 can go, Wharton. I—I haven't felt Bt to-day.” And
this was true enough, for the trouble on Rake's mind had
made him feel far from £t. “But give me a chance, and
T'll show y how I can work, t wants four days to
Monday, and if you'll ine me & chance, you sha’n’t have any-
thing to compl of”
ery well,” assented Wharton. “T'll give you another
chance.” Let me see you put in some hard work between
this and Monday, and you shall play in the trial match, and
then we'll see about the cap for the eleven.”

“Thanks!” said Rake. “Tll do my best.”

And during the next few days he kept his word, and
Wharton had to admit that he buckled to it with hearty good

cll and, good as his form already was, every day it showed
le improvement. Wharton's brief annoyance had
rated. He was delighted with Dick Rake's “perform-

i every word of commendation was gall and wormwood
arthew, In theso days he also was assiduous at the
ket-ground, but his form was only mediocre. He was not
to Rake's form, but he did not acknowledge it, even to

himsell.
He did not speak again to Reke on the matter they had
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discussed in  the
until Saturday.
he came up to Rake in

and
into the subject

dlm gympasium,
plunge;
abruptly.

“Have you spoken to
Wharton1”

“1 haven't had a
chance yet.”

“1 thought not! 1
only want to remind
you_that if 1 don’t play
on_Monday, Tom Rake
will be arrested on Tues-
day—that’s all1”

And he walked off,
leaving Rake with a
heavy heart. There was
no way of getting out of
it. He had to try the
cffect of his persuasion
on the Remove captain.
He was by no menns
certain of ~suecess, but
the thought of failure
was terrible. He knew
that Carthew would
keep his word, and in
his distressed imagina-
tion he already saw

Tom ia the grip of the
ice.

He had put off doing
C

w
Monday.
Vharton was in good
humour, and Rake was
relieved by the friendly
way in which he listened
to his suggestion.
“That's very decent
of you, Rake!™ he said
cordially. “1 can't help
knowing that you are

i down, old fellow, and tell mo what's the matier,” sald Rake's cousin, Rake sat
down upon & mossy loz, and Tom stood leaning agalnst the wall walting for him to
speak. (See Chapter 13.)

not on good terms with 3
Carthew. T've noticed the past few days that Carthew is
doing his best, and Fll give him another chance. Perhaps
he’s had lesson enough. Anyway, we shall see on Monday.
You can tell him from me that he can play.”

Rake went away feeling like a hypoerite. Yet, what could
he do? He longed to make a clean breast of it to Wharton,
but the thought of Tom's peril restrained him. He had
gained his point, upon which so much depended, but his
success made him feel very miserable.

He met Carthew in the corridor, after leaving Wharton's
study. Carthew looked at him cagerly,

“¥ou have seen Wharton1”

“Yos?

“What is the result?”

“You are to play on Monday,”

Carthew’s eyes gleamed.

“I thought you could fix it," he said.
you would, if I pinned you down.”

*'I hope you are satisfied now,” said Rake bitterly.
have made me act like a cad!”

I don't sce it. You can’t expect me to keep your secret
for nothing, I suppose?”

And Carthew walked away, quite satisfied with himsell and
with the point he had gained.

He had been going tdwards his study when he met Rake.
He passed on, and, as he came to his study, he heard the
¥atind of a movement within.

He opened the door suddenly. Billy Bunter was there,

Carthew looked at him suspiciously

' What are you doing here, you fat rat?” he asked, in his
usual polite way.

Tae Maaxer Lisrary.—No. 445,

“And T thought

“You

“I—T came to see if you could—could cash a postal-order,”
stammered Bunter. §

“More likely prying, you rat

“0h, really, Carthew—" .

“Clear out! And look here, don't come into my study
again! Do you hear?”

“Oh, really, you ain't—"

“QOh, get out "

And Bunter got out. He grinned to himself as he went
down the passage.

“What a suspicious beast!” murmured Bunter. *“Tha

acket is_in the locker; there’s no doubt sbout that. But
THE NINTH CHAPTER.
On the Cricket-Ground?
FINE summer's day; the sky brighi and blue,
dotted with fleecy clouds; the fields green, and
fresh and fair.

ow am I to get hold of the key?”
A The ground was Erclly well crowded with fellows
to see the match between the two sides.

Both elevens were in deadly earnest, determined to do or
die. From the players who made the best figure that day
Hurry Wharton  was to make his final selection {or the
Remove eleypn which was to meet Redclyffe. And ev2iy 6nd
of the twenty-two meant to do his level

It was to be a single innings match. It was a perfect after-
noon for cricket. f)i:k Rake's face was more cheerful than
it had been for some time as he locked over the emerald lovel.

Carthew was not looking so cheerful. In fact, he had a
weight upon his mind.



He had watched Rake doing some bowling that morning
befere school, and envy itself could not ignore the fact that
Rake's bowling was really hot stuff

Carthew had pictured himself at the wicket with Rake put
on to bowl, and in his mind’s eye he had scen his wicket
awratk and himself, as bofore, going out without breaking

is duck.

“I want to speak a wmd Lu you, Rake:”
ke locked at him col
Yell what is :.!“

ou intond to bowl against me, don’t you!”

Rako stared. g o
“That depends upon Bob Cherry. He's captaining my
If he puts me on to bowl against you, of course I
nhnll bowl.™

“That's all very well, but you know as well as T du that if
you hint to Cherry s wish to bowl, he'll let you.”

Likely cnough; but what about it?"

" he said abruptly.

“You haven't thought of doing it, I su ppose” mmecred
Carthew. *“You haven't been rncmmg ng so hard
lately for the pll:rpme of getting cven with nv.\ by bovrhm;

me in this mate
*Certeinly not "

. if you haven't, all right,”” said Carthew, with a
sneer. in ease you shoul ?d be tempted to revenge
yourself tl\at way, I warn you that you had better not bowl
against m

1 won l. ask Bob to put me on, if thet's what you mean.”
“Look here, Reke, T mean this—that if you bowl me out,
you had better look out for squalls—and your cousin, too !”
Rake turned pale.
" Do you know what you are asking me to do?" he said,
in & low voice. “ You are asking me o give away my side.”
“Rats! It's on]y a practice match, anyway. You are not
compelled to go o mmt me. There's no need for it,
except your “ms o
+ Don 't be an must bowl if Bob puts me on.’
Well, if he dnm u had better not knock my lrant
down, that's all,” sudyc(l}lrr.hew savogely. “I am gain to
get into the Remove Eloven. I believe I can do it, unless
Fou pre\eu! me. And if you prevent me, I will make you
suffer for it
“If you make a long score through my lpumg you, you
will be getting a reputation on false pretence:
“ Choose betwesn that and seeing Tom 'Rll(e in the hands
of the police !" repliad Carthaw coolly,

Rake bit his lip. His eyes were gleaming with scorn.
|0ngd to dash his fist into the sneering face before him,
I can't do it, Carthew. Ask me nnythmg e]lH

‘1 have no{hmg else to ul. you."
"It would be rotten—-
Rats !

He

“I can’t do it. Tl avoid going on ngnm{, you if I
possibly can, but if T am put on fmuae do my

‘Very well!” said Carthew between his teeLh "T]\st
es it. You know the consequences. I leave it to you
as yoy Like, but if you spoil my chance for the Bemeu
en, Tom Rake goes to prison!”
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And he walked away.

Bob Cherry's team went in first.  Bob opened himself, with

Nugent Nugent was caught. at mid-wicket by Bquiff, and
went out, and Dick Rake donned pad and gloves, and tool
his place.

And then the gloom vanished from Rake's foce. He was
a born crickoter, and as he gripped the cane hendle of the
willow everything but cricket disappeared from his min:
With_ealm, ‘cool ?ncu and alert eyes he took his stand, pn:
pared for mmhmg the enemy might send him.

The best of the bowlers tackled him in vain. Carthew
did his very best, but the over he bowled ended by adding
mmu to Rako's score—a result which made the bowler snap

s teoth,
“And still the score bounded u
Vernon-Smith sent down & ball which left Bolys wicket a
wrock, and rnother batsmen took his place, who in turn was

caught in the slips, and gave place to amother. But Rake
was still batting.
But cverything has =n end in this world, and so had

Rauke’s innings at last.

The innings clmed for 100. Rake had scored 57.

Voruon Smith opened bis inuings vath Squiff and Tom
Bro

When the latter got out, Carthew took his place.

(ol as soon seen that Carthew's batting had improved.

innings opened auspiciously. He tcok § for the over,
md wis still batting when Squiff went out and Vernon-Smith

self came on. And then Carthew nnd the Bounder
kmocked up runa fast, snd showed no signs of shifting.

““Here, young Rake, take the leather!” exclaimed Bcb
Cherry. " “You can bawl the next over against Carthew.’

Rake hesitated.

But the ball was pitched to him, and he had to cateh it and
go on, whether he liked it or not.

Carther's eyes glinted ns he suw Rake preparing to bovl
Hs fels that he was at Rake's mercy if the later chore to
bowl ]lim out. He swore inwardly that Rake should rue it
if he did.

Rake was in a predicamen

B ol Galfiee that e could not do as he demanded;
but now that the hour had come he did not know what to do.

If he did his best, he had little doubt that he could send
Carthew out, and then he knew that Carthew would keep his
word ; and he thcught of Tom betrayed, of the visit of the
police to the poacher’s hut in the wood, dp oor Tom dragged
xay 1o'pribon, to suffer for o erime he had nerer commitied,

o knew that he ought to do his best; but he knew tht Tom
et il the ball was leaving

'muld suffer if he did, and it wi
i upon him that he coul

his band that the conviction
not sacrifice Tom.

Carthew played to one of the easiest balls he had ever
met. He sent it whizzing to the boundary, and his ryes
glinted with triumph. He knew that Rake ad surrendered.

It was the same with every ball of the over. Rake's fare
te and set. He dared not risk taking Carthew's
nd the result was that his bowling gave his rival
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‘U'ne over funished, Rake gladly abandoned the leather. Me
had saved Tom, b 1 & way that made his heart sick.

Carthew lived through two more overs, and went out with
& tetal of 30 to his crecit, which was at least twice as many
as anybody had expected of him,

Wharton looked surprised

“Carthew's shaped better than I expected, Bob,” he re-
marked. * It was Rake acvised me to give him another trial,
and he , was right.”

ou don’t tlnuk Clr(‘vuvs good enough to play

agl‘qml edclyfe, do you! ked Bob Cher:
“Oh, no! would put hm in at a pinch, but there’s no
need. We have better men.

The innings ended—all out for 80. They had been beaten
by 20 runs.

Dick Rake was not lnehmg cheerful, and even to Micky
Desmond he said no woi

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Mr, Fix, of Scotland Yard !

AP! -

“Come in!" called n.¢ Rake.

His study door open
He looked with som: curnmty at the man who
ente
A man of medium_size, plainly but rnpeclnb!y dressed,
with 4 red face and little,

ly to
! heen

** Allow
You ere

n to speek to you.

e.
- I"nc\ly I am Frederick Fix, of Scotland Yard.”
Rake started uj
Every vestige ut colour fled !rum hn face at this

ment. " At once he knew that i est of

had brought the man from Emﬂlnd Yard ?n Greyfriars.

But he felt the little, penetrating eyes upon
realised that he was betraying himsell, and he sank dewn
again into his_chair, breathing hard.

A slight smile crws d the detective's face. He had made
his announcement uddenly in order to sec whether Rake
bad anything to e(mc!ll and the way in which it had been
received showed him pretty plainly that he was on the right
rac
“You appear surprised, Master Rake."

he remarked

euavely.
“1 am |urpriled " replied Rake. "1 can't imagine what
your business can be with me. Wil you plense state it?"

But while he spoke thus boldly his heart was sinking.

‘The thought of Carthew had instantly rushed into his mind.
Dunn' the days that had elapsed since the match it
had, become known for certain that Carthew would not pla ay

against Redelyffe. The runs he had got by thrul!’.umg
had not saved him. There were better playe: an he ,.

the Remave, and the cloven, which includéd s,

up without Arthur Carf

Carthew had been unlblu to hide his chagrin and disg)
pontment, and Dick had been in constant fear lest he should
tell the secret of Tom's retreat out of sheer malice.

But he did not. Whether he ferred to keep Dick in un-
ensiness, cr whether he stil hoped. 10 furn his power fo some
account, he kept the secret. And Dick had begun to take
comfort, when, in the midst of his growing security, came the
visit of Mr. Fix from Scotland Yard.

And the !I)mlgh!. that Carthew had betrayed him had natur-
-il{’ risen at once. Had his rival been base encugh to write

is father, or to Scotland Yard? But if so, he would have
told Tom's hiding-place.  Then Tom was elready found!
Rake's brain swam at the thought. But he controlled his
dlsmjly with & great effort. It was poseible that all was not
yet lost.

Hs spoke with forced co'mness,

ix was looking at bim with a keenness that was most
r]swnncemng The slight smile was still hovering about his
mouth, and 1t made Ruke vaguely uneasy

ou cannot imagine what my business may bet" the
detective remarked slowly. *You have not heard of the
bank robbery, then?"
ake made an lmrllth‘ gesture.
* Please come to the point, and tell me what it is you want
with me, Mr. Fix.

“T went to find your cousin, Thomzs Rzke,"
tective abruptly.

Rake's heart gave a great throb of relief.

His most terrible fear had vanished
betrayed him; Tha man from Scotland Yard
where Tom was!

The detective, watching him, saw the rehel th.'n. involun-
.Jll'll thnd into the boy's face, and wond
said Rake, speaking with h
was _relieved of his mest terribl
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had asked the doctor, Mr. Fix, he would have told you that
Tom. ‘kf jeft Greyiriars & long time ago—

“I am eware of t}mt " he said quietly.

“And he is now employed at a bank,” added Rake, in o
casual way.

"He was,” said Mr. Fix; “but he robbed that bank of
ten thousand pounds in banknotes, and fed. From informa-
tion given by people who saw him that day, he appears to
bave taken a train for a point near Friar nle I am here
to ask you if you have seen anything of him."

Rake did not re] ]y
Ho could not tell a deliberste lie, and he knew that after
the emotnm he had lho!rn :t would be uselaes if he did.
e had no intention of admitting anything, or of satis-
fyulg ﬂm detective on a single point.

r. Fix watched him in mlence for a few minutes, waiting
for him to speak. He had a pretty shrewd idea that Reke
could tell him where the fugitive was if he liked.

" }kh" you seen him?" he said at length, as Rake did not

speak.
Rake looked him I'ull in the eyes.
Do you expect r that question?” he asked.
“Do )Du really \hmk l uugbt h-lp you to arrest my own
cousin
“T¢ is your duty to aid the law.
“Well, a3 far as that goes, the law’s duty to punish the
guilty, not to hunt down the innocent,” retoried }hks
*And Tom Rake is as
“That is not » guestion for you or me to_settle,” the
detective said drily. am here to find him. 1 have every
reason to believe that you have met him—that you know
where he is to be I'oun
ke made no repl; to that.
“1 ask you, therefore, to gi t infarmation u
our power,” the detective persuasively. * If
iako is innocent, it will be best for hlm to ltmd. hn trial lnd
wms afu.md You must see tha

1 don’
" You hng .dmmed that you knew where h is.”
¢ contrary, I have admitted nothing.

The detective's face wore a baffled Jook. He had not
expacted to be ropulsed like this by a_mere schoolboy.

Tell me plasaly, have you met Tom Raks during the
past week or not ' he exclaimed.

Rake was silent.
"Wlll you answer me?'"

']'he ‘detective rose. There was a gleam of anger in his
eyes.
"Ynm refusal to answer can have only one meaning,
Master Rake. You have met him, and you have aided him to
evade the la:
“of course, Jou mky think so if you like,” said Rake com-

pose
" And it is prm; cloar to mo that he is in hadm; e
where near Greyfriars,” added the detective. *‘I shall cer-
tainly Gnd him. Now, don't you think, Master Rake, both
sake and your own, that you had better
st of it?"
e nothing to tell you.”
* Geod-day !"
At ﬂm moment the door of the study few open with a
and the form of Bnl! untor came fiying headlong
peiled by the boot of Micky Desm
k at shat little spalpeen ! 1 fmmd him with his car
luad to the keyhole ! exclaimod Micky wrathfully., Then
saw the detective for the first time. ** Sorry if 1've inter
]r;ucpmli you; but I simply had to let fiy at '.hu little spying
ast
“It's all right,” said Rake. * Mr. Fix was just going.”
And tho detective left the study,
Micky seized the luckless Bunter by the throat, and backed
him sgainst tho wall.
""Now, you spring por , what do you mean by it?"
“I didn’t hear an uu roared Buntor “md 1 Jwon't
tell anybody that Rake's cousin has robbed & bank: .

roan.
tho inquisitive Owl had heard &l the
teik with Lhu detectivo, an was equally certain that in
be all over Gmyl‘rmn

teeth rattled.

an hour it w
Midey shook the envedrapper Ol
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“You little beutl What shall we do to him, Rake?"
“Let him g n

t 004 licking him."
“That's just it!" Bunter eagerly. * Licking only
makes me worse—it does, really. Here, I say, bold on!”

ST risk it said Mu:ky “It ean’t make you much

worso, anywa i
he_cuf e: the unﬁ::ky Ow! right and left. Bunter
;ulled and roared.

Rukc unp i m' I won't say a word—I won't,

:c-nnvl Wild horses sha'mt doog n from me! Ok, oh, ch!"
him alone, Micky, o
And Mick ul:wllimgly Sesistet® He glowored Gercely at
lf\n EWI of emove.

W, you mon rel, you must promise to—""
nnka interru) uf
" n s no good, Micky.

"Hm1 No; I suppose he woulda't,” ad
"Hu a |:|I.] we can't throttle the little rotter!
Bunter.

He wouldn't keep & promise if he
ted  Micky.

“1 won't say a word!" gaspe
“ Get nn seid Rake.
The f; or made for the door gladly enoug]
But therc, struck by a sudden thought, he mrned to ask a
question.
“ I s Did he

. Rake, did you really moet your cousin®
give you any of the banknotas?

Micky mads u rush at him. Bunter turned to flee, and
Micky's foot fairly lifted him behind and sent him
ing out into the corridor. In a twinkling he picked himself
up and fled.

Micky turned back to hi

chum. Rake sank into his chair,
lumng his elbows on hu -k, his face buried in his han
“ Cheer up, old bo; said Micky. “ After all, the fellows
won't think any tlw ‘worse of you."
After a minute or two Rake raised his face.
pale, but his look was resolute,

“Even if Tom were guilty, you have nothing to be ashamed
of,'" continued Micky. » But *he is innocent, and the lmlh
will come out some z

“Wall I m\u t faco it, anyway,’

“Iva
no use giving
ik hl:alﬂ 8 bim corionaly. .
w did you come to be talldng it over with t
~Fix. I think you caljed him > he aske e
‘ He is a detective from Scotland erﬂ * said Rake.
Micky started.

He was very

said Rake quietly.

*And he wanted to
him 7"
=

get out of you whether you had scen

I refused to say anything.
te right. Like his cheek to nsl ¥you, beda
o he kn very well that 1 have met Tom,” con-
tinued Rake h-] suspects that my cousin is hidden

somewhere near Friavdale.
Micky whistl
"N old fellow, you will be able to help me,” Rake went

ix is pretty certain to hang about Greyfriars, and
lu watch my going out as much as he can, in_the hope
that il lead him to Tom's hiding-place. Don't you

think o
t won't be safe .

agreed Micky. =
ardale Wood again.”
thinking. whall want you to go
ad of-me, when it ecessary for someone to
I'll do 1t, like a bird,” answered Micky Dﬂmend “You
bad better give the wood a wide berth, and never go near it.
I shall be able to do all that is mqnuvr] And, sure, 1 had
better run over and pay Tom e visit, and warn him that a
beastly deteotive is posing around. What do you think?”

“Yes, it's a good idea."

“T'll go as soon ms we've finished prop, then. Hallo,

Trotter, what do you want ?

This query was addressed to the page, who had put his head
in at the door.

“Master Rake.is wanted in the Head's study.”

Mncky Desmond gave a whistle.

213 ansbody with the Head

‘Ves. The gentleman who came a little whil

e
Hb"i-'.'n"‘d ?6 57"‘ m"‘é’ 'i”i"g F’ms

D\'ﬂ C0., Deat. ‘F:.I‘IA.
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He knew what the summons mcant,

Rake changed colour.
“ Alter

“Eeep a stiff upper uy, old fellaw,” said Micky.
all, they can't force to say anything.
Rake nodded, lnd; left the ltuc{y Hu face was deepl:
troubled as ho made his way towards the doctor's study,
s mind was fully made up. His resolution was taken, o
nothing could shake it.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
No Luck for Mr, Fix!
HE doctor's face as almost u uonhlad a3 Ralke's when
I M. d Yard

the boy entered. rd, sat
and his little, bis

g & pencil, . penetrating
once fxed upon Rake.

The doctor coughed uncomfortably.

He looked over his goﬁi pince-nez at Rake, who waited
respeetfully for him to speak. It was not difficult to read
irom the Head's expression that he sccretly withed the gentle-
man from Scotland Yard at the ends of the earth.

T

“Ahem, Rake! You are aware that Fix has come
to Greyfriars to aeel-: m(mmu respacti wahenx—yuur
cousin '}hamu ho is—ahem

ed of—ol
ity Bank of bankuotes to tho
sid Mr. Fix, removing the

01 robbing the City and C
unds,
g(: mouth for & moment to make that

value of ten thousand
end of his pencil from
remnark.
The Head coughed,
Ahoneratth Now, Rake, Mr. Fix has an ides that
you might know something of your cousin’s whereabouts,
and, thinking that this notion was certainly erroncous, I
ave him leave to question you. But he has astonished me
¥ tellin, mn that the result of this interview is that he is
convinoed that you kncw where Tom Rake is hidden.”
Rake remained silent, _
“Now, Rake,” ennnrmed the Head gently, “if this
the case, your duty is to give Mr. Fix any information in
your power to p\'a. You must not take upon yoursell to
ohltruct the law.”
Fix has no right to assume that I know -nvthms
re) Iled Rake. “T certainly have uut told him so.
'he Head looked relicved.
“If he is mistaken, Rake, tell ium 50, and that will c:\J
the matter,” he said. I nlv ahwlnuly upon your word.”
Rake was silent.
“Come, Rake! If you have not sccn enything of this un-
fortunate youth, pray say so at once.
8till R {e did not speak .
Mr. Fix smiled a httie as much as to say, “1 told you
”T,h l;,ut‘dhu |'3Md nothing -
e He: row grew troul -
“1 can only infer from your silence, Rake, that Mr. Fix's
suspicion _is well founded.”
“May T speak to you alone, sir "' said Rake.
The dotective’s face assumed a some-
He evidently did not want to be

The Head hesitated.
what hostile e:preu n.
]ail out of the m:

*“ Why do you a I|. Iha!. Rake?"” said the Head at length.
“T want to explain to you, sir, but I do not want to speak

liod Rake bluntly.
e o iecked at the man from Scotland Yard. Mr.
Fix

rosa. ;
“1 will retire if you wish it,” he said.
And he walked out of the study.

The Head waited until the door had closed.

“Now, Rake, what have you to say? ., .
“1 wnh to tell you the n‘im]e truth, sir,” said Rake.
have met my cousin. I met him last week. -Ho told me

that had happenod at the buuk, and I know that he is

lnnncent"
1 sincerely hora s0, Rake;
that is a question for a judge and jury to decide,

“There is 8 conspiracy against him, s Rake went on
hurriedly. *Things have been cunuingly arranged, »0 as to
throw it all on old Tom. I am certain of it He
never robbed lhe blnk of a penny. He asked me for help,
sir, and syrely I could not reru- “to help my own cousin_in

but you must be aware that

distress. 1 holped him, and Eromlled to keep his secret.  You
kuld not ldvnn ma m brealk that promise "
em!"” the

"Even if you were to expel me from
Greyfriars, I could not betray Tom,"” ake earnestly.

"The Head passed his hand over his brow. He was in &
position of great difficulty. The boy's sturdy lD{ullv to hia
cousin touched him, and he could not very well advise or
corsmnnd him to break a promise. He did not know what
to do.

“1 hepe you are not angry with me, sir. But I couldn't
betray Tom. Even if ho wore not my cousin, it wouldn's
be honourable. It wouldn't be cricket—would it, sir?

“T could r\ot do it, alr
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The Head smiled
“Perhaps Sou are righ
command you to do w

the door.”
When Mr. Fix, of
was not lecking i the
“T am sorry, Mr. F
the Head. It wil
r. Fix's brow w

Rske. At oll events, T shall not
you consider dishonourable. Open

nd Yard, returned to the study, he
st of humours,

st Rake can tell you nothing,
i further.

seless 10 question

ckled a little,

ke waid. “You know best. I shall con-

ons without help from this goaser, and
i ill bring dis-

d, however, that

!l come to light which w
rs School. I

out.

The Head, with a somewhat clouded brow, diemissed Rake,
who went buck tc his study, whore he found Micky Desmond
awaiting him.

Well, old son?”

“It'e all right, Mick.” .

An ke gave his chum an eccount of what had passed in
the Head's study.

*The doctor's a brick,” eaid Micky. “We shall have to
keep our weather eye ix, though. He meens business,
Tom will have to lie awfully low while he stays here. As soon
as you go to the cricket, Dick, I'll be off to the gipsy's hut to
put Tom an his guard.”

And a littie later, when Rake was at cricket, he had the
satisfaction of scel Mr. Fix, of Scotland Yard, looking on
et tho game, while Micky was specding on his way to the
Tugitive's hiding-place in Friardale Wood,

eanwhile, ifily Bunter had not been idle. Rake was not
mistaken in thinking that he would not be able to keep the
secret he had discovered. :

Bunter confided it—in strict confidence, of course—to every
boy in the Remove, and it rapidly spread. Before lang the
lh:rznwu all over the school.

That Tom Rake, who used to belong to Greyfriars, had
robbed a bank of ten thousand pounds, and that'a detective
had come from Scotland Yerd to lok for him, was naturally
a topic of exciting interest to the bovs, and it was discus
breathlessly.

While most of the fellows l&l’fﬂd in condemning Bunter
for the way he had surp e secret, few them were
abcwe asking him for particulars, and even some of the
seniars listened to his tele.

In the general thirst for information, Arthur Carthew found
himself of great account, for it was known at Frinrdale that his
father was cashicr of the bank which Tom had roblbed—or was
accused of having robbed. Carthew’s opinion was listened to
with great respect, and he did not conceal his belief that Tom
was guilty.

The discussion

n full swing when Dick Rake came in.
red there was an awkward pause, and
im es plainly as words could have done
he boys had been talking about,

e stopped dend, flushing scarlet, and then turning white.
There was milence in the Common-reomn for a moment, during
which & pin might have been heard to drop.

It was broken by Whartan, who happened to be there, and
who had heard the discussion with a [rowninﬁ)bruw.

The captein of the Remove strode towards Dick and clapped
him on the shoulder,

what

. D very sorvy to hear it,
I'm certai ht in the end. Buck
up, kidi”

The tears started to Rake's eyes. He was too much moved
fer werds. He could only press Harry's hand in silence, and
turn away.

t w25 socn known that Mr. Fix had taken up his quarters
at TFriardale, evidently with the ictention of staying
some time in the neighbourhood.

He was an object of considerable interest to the jumicrs,
who not infrequently encountered him in his walks abroad,
which very often brought him near the school, or into the
playing-fields

_Dick Rake knew very well what his object was. He be-
lieved that Tom was hidden somewhere in the neighbourbood,
and he was on the watch for any ccmmunication between the
cousins.  But every visit that it was necessary to make to the
hidden hut in Friardale Wood was made by Micky Desmond,
and Dick gave the wood a wide berth, taking care never to go
near it,

This baflzd the detcctive; but he knew that he was on the

, and he could afford to be patier

It was Arthur Cartliew who caused Rake more anxiety than
Mr. Fix. of Scotland Yard. Carthew had promised to keep the
secrct if Rake yielded to the demands he made. Rake yielded ;
but he knew that he could not depend upon Carthow. That
deliow's previous conduct showed how little he was bound by
gonsiderat:one of honour, and Dick felt that if it ever suited

‘M 1o break his promise he would do so.
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He had not done so yet. It appeared to be his object to
keep Dick in anziety. On more than one occasion Rake saw
him in conyersation with the detective, and o paug of appre-
hension went to his heart. But each time his terror proved to
be unfounded,

He gradually came to the convietion that Carthew had some
card up his sleeve—that he intended to make some fresh use
of h:!{mweri but what his plan was Rake could not gucss.
That Carthew bitterly resented being excluded from the
Remove eleven was no secret.  He had not been able to hide
Lis chagrin, and when the names were known, he had mut-
tered comething about favouritism which brought Wharion's
wrath down upen him.

They were anxious days for Dick Rake.
consolation. Every leisure hour was sper
When he had the leather or the willow in hand he forgot
all his troubles, and remembered only the grand old game.

A couple of days after the interview in the Head's study,
ix in Friardale Lane, and the detective

But he had one
the cricket-field.

stopped to speak.

PR word with you, Master Rake.”
Rake stopped, not very w ilingly.
fortable under iha detecsive's sharp gase:

" You will not tell me whether you have met Tom Reke,
but, of course, T have drawn my owi conclusions. ypor hat

He never felt quite com

oint. W I want to say to you is this. When Tom
ake absconded, he carried cff a packct containing bank-
potes to the value of ten an unds.  Patience, please !

Whether this packet remains in his possession, or whether,
is more likely, he has placefl it in the care of somcone
elee, of course I do not know. But one thing I do know,
and that is, that he might consider a schoolboy’s locker a sale
biding-place for—"

Rake's eves blazed.

Mr. Fix went on imperturbably :

“ He might consider a lchoulborn locker u safe hiding-place
for anything he wished to conceal, and he migls take advan-
tage of the friendship of an unsuspicious cousin.  Now,
Master Rake, I want to ask you a simple question. I do not
mean to hint that you would be guilty of concealing stolen
property.  That is not my meamng at all.  But did your
cousin entrust to your charge arything—anything at all 1"

be penctrating eyes were fastened upon the boy's frce.
Rake hed turned red with anger.  But he answered calmly :
“ My cousin did not entrust anytking to my charge.”
“Nothing at all?™
hing.

1.

The dotective looked a little dissppointed. He was a suffi-
ciently keen reader of character to know that Rake was telling
the truth,

1 believe you, Master Rake. But let me tell you zome-
thing which you may tell to someone clse when you see him
again. You understand me? nk is moré anxious to
recover the notes than to punish the thief. 1f the plunder
were given up, it is probable that a certain party who is now
being searched for, and who will certainly be found before
lnlla. would find a free path left to him to escape. That is

all.

“Wait & moment!” said Rake. “Let me tell you some-
thing, too. You would be much better employed in looking
for the real thief than in tracking down an innocent lnd who
knows no more about the crime than 1 do. That is al

And be walked away. The detective looked after him with
a smile. Rake had given him a ian;l deal of trouble, and yet
he could not help liEing the frank, fearless lad.

But the smile vanished from his face the next moment, and
a sharp, alert look took its place. He swung round, made a
sudden dive through a gap in the hedge, and the next moment
thero was a roar, and he reappeared in the lane dragging a
wriggling form by the collar.

“ Hold on! 1 mean, let go! You're ch-ch-choking me!”

The detective relaxed his grip, but still held the boy so that
he could not run away.

“8o you were deeply interested, were you!" he drawled.
“What do you mean by listeuing behind the hedge, you little
rascal Wiu are you!"”

“1'm Bunter!" gasped the Owl of the Remove.

* Do you belong to the schocl yonder ™

“Of course I do!” :

“And what were you listening for?”

“1 wanted to hear what you said to Ralke,
ingenuously. * I eaw you stop and speak to him
behind the hedge.” .

* And don’t you think you deserve a hiding ?”
“XNo," said Bunter hensively, _

Billy Bunter biinke t the ctive through his big
spectacles, his round eyes gleaming strangely,

“I—I say, Mr. Fix!" he gasped.

said Bunter
and s0 I cut
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- Wq]l?" snapped Mr. Fix.

—1 say, supposc that h\mdle of banknotes was hidden in

one of tho chap's lockers, in a stuly at Groyiriars—"

o Mind your omn business, you young rasesl!” growled
£,

Fix.
And he tarned his back zpon William George Dunter with
a grim frown, and strode away.
illy Buntor blinked after him, his eges glittering bekind
hia spectacles.
i iy amazing ldea liad evidertly come into the brain
of | lhe Owl of the Remx

In a chap's locker ! i mumrud Bunter breathlessly. *Oh,
my hat! In a chap's locker—in & study at Greyfriars! Ob,
crumhn  vad

He dashed

i Bunter started for the school at a run.
into the gntemy 80 quickly that he ran into Bob Cherry
thout secing

“Ow 1" gasped Bun

Bob Charry o htit junior by the collar, and shosk

izn
You fat duffer! Where are yon running to?" growled
D?.b “You've jolly !lt(rly winded me, you porpoise 1"
"Uruoag‘z‘ ggo! I'm in a hurry!" gasped Bunter.
Postal-order come?” grinned Bob, releasing the Owl of
he Remove, with a grin.

"Dh really, 1 may know whers to find a lot of
banknotes ! sa:d Billy Bunter’ mysterionsly.
Bob Cherry ji

umy
nknotes!” he ojaculated.

n not %mg to tell you anything." said Bunter. "[
nqw where to get as many banknotes as 1 like, ang I

may pof
" You fat duffer, what on carth are on brrbli L
exclaimed Bob, in utter amazemen gonchotbiion; Mteutt
“That's telling,” said Bunter mnlnnouslr “Perhaps a
chap bas got a bundle of banknotes in his locker, and perhaps
e hasn't. Perhaps 1 can see how the land lios, and E:rhap!
T can't.  Perhaps I'm nmg to pay Carthew out for being
bullying beast, and perbaps
with thase wexrﬂ T tsrloul words Billy Bunter
rolled awas ncross the Close towards the School House,
leaving Bob Cherry staring after him dumblonnded,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Futting His Foot Down!

ICK RAKE was in his study, with Micky Desmond,
Wibley, and Morgan, his study-mates. = The other
,Tuers were talking cricket, but Rake was rather
sileat.

Billy Bunter's discovers had, ol course, been
spread far and wide long ago, and all Greyfriars had dis-
cessed tha strange affair of Rake's cousin,

It wad> no difference so far as his study-mates were con-
ith most of the other fellows. Whatever his
hed done was evidently not Dick Rake's fault.
of the fellows, nwing to their liking for Rake
u'\]m to the gl-elmf that Tom Rake was

d been some mistake,

ost

not in Rake's hewring.
at Horace al’ thp Fifth—had clapped Rake
d told him to buck up. and that it would

t r st the door, and Arthur Carthew came in.
bim, his heart sinking.

reak to you, Rake,” said Carthew.
g!emcd at Micky Desmond, and his cth under-

- and wed bejter go and have a look at the
ky. ata's batting, me bhogs, and

aid Morgan and Wibloy.

'l'lru !7l]o-crl Mu—ky Desmond from the atudy.
closed the door, and Dick Rake was left alone with the new
boy in the Remove.

= What is it, Carthew?" Rake asked heavily,

His heart was heavy.

The exprmsron on Llnhews hacrd face was & warning to
laok for trouble.

Rake felt that the blow he had been -x;;.wung s long
was to fall at last. sarthew was tired of playing with him
like a cat with a mouse. and the hour of betrayal was at hand.
Il}::u heart was like lead as that thought passed through his

A sardonic smile crossed Carthew’s face. It wes easy for
kim to see the thoughts that were passing in the mind of the
troubled junior.

}:i was a puzzle to Rake that. Ca:lhcw had kept silent so

TrE MaGxer Lisrany.—No.

Micky

long.  Unless the fellow found a eruel pleasure in lnrmenb
)kng “him, be could Dot guess the roason; but he was soon
now,
Carthew s3t on the edge of the table, his hands in his
pockeils. the old, sneering smile upon his face that Rake know
well.

80 wel

“The Rodelyffle match is coming off the day after to-
morrow,” he remarked.

F.-\kc nodded.

You have been looking forward to it as a dny of triumph,

of eo suid Carthew, with an ugly sneer, ** though you
me as well as 1 do that sou ought not to be in the team
:\t all, Td that Wharton has given you the place I ought to
ave ha

know nothing of the kind!" said Rake warmly.
"Whnrmn chose the one he considered the best player!™
*Of course, you don’t find fauLt with his favouritism when
you are the one to benefit by it
“It’s not much use dlwuum it, Carthew.  Whether I
ought to be in the toam or not, l{k‘harmn has put me in, and
there s an end of
Yes, he has pet you in, and I'll make you sorry for it!
said Carthew, between his teeth,
RAke stared at him
on’t sce how rou'll manage that,” he remarked.
not likely to attach much importance to your

ion
“He'll attach some importance to losing the mateh, I
suppose?”

Vhat do you moan®”

"I mean that you ars not going tn lrmm{h over moe as you
anticipate ! mg Carthew saragely. are going to
lose the match!™

“I am going to lase the match?"

‘:ire, or you'll be sorcy [-Jr yourself I
rt:

“Speak plainly, Carthew! Do you mean to say that you
want Greyfr he hmten by Rodciyfie?”

Carthew 1

“Yea; r..‘nl.n oxvt'l.y wh:t 1 do meoan.”

“You cur!

“Better lunguege, plense id Carthew ﬂarenlomnslv

“You cur! %rou mongrel " ericd Rake, unhecdin And

ou think I could bn rotter snogh to do as you wish—to e
the match for the Remove?”

“1 kmow you could if you liked, and I think you will, too,
if yon don't want your cousin to go to penal servitude!”

Rake made a step towards him \rn:‘| blazing eyes.  Arthur
Carthew slid from the table, and threw up his hands to
defend himseli. ~ For a moment it I')o"ed as if Reke would
spring at him like a tiger. And if he had given rein to his
temper. Carthen's defence would not have availed him much.
But the thought of the unhspjﬂ fugitivo of Friardale Wood
fashed across Dick Rake's mind in time. His cleached hands
foll to his sidas.

“You nd "

Carthew gave a yawn.

“Now you know what to oxpect, Rake  You've been
thinking dllrrf'g the past week that I meant to knuckle under,
haren't you? ‘ou were mistaken, you see, Vhen 1 saw
the names of the eleven, I m d- up my mind to make you
all smart for it, and you cs) . _It s all through you
that T waa left out. Your lrxum‘ph will be a frost, after all.
You can do as you like, of course % but I shall watch the
mateh the day aifer to-morrow. if Greyfriars wins, 1
shall go straight to Mr. Fix nrd siow him where to find

your cou 80 you know what to expect !
And he moved to the door.
“Stop'" called out Rake,

rthew turned round.
Well?

“Have vou fully considered what you are doin anid
Dick. *“Do you understand what you are asking me to do?
Can you be rotter enough to wish vour own school to loss a
match for the sake of petty spi

“Ts that all you want to say’

Rake set his teeth.

“You have made up your mind, then?"

“Certainly I have

“ And you will beh:y Tom unless T lose the match?”

“1 have said so.

“Then you must do it," said Rake, with a deep breath,
“T can't do what vou ask, even to save Tom !

Carthew sneer:

“Very well,
your scruples?
to think over it!

And he went out of the study
H: left Rake a prey to a terrible disquietude,

1T wonder what Tom Rake would think of
But please yoursell,  You have another day
t
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What could ke do? He threw himself into a_chair and
buried his face in his bands, What could he do? He groaned
aloud as he though: bow helpless he was.

The door opered.
“Why, Ra
1t was Micky.

e old cha

P
R;ke raised his face. Micky locked at him

hap?"
ed Rake. if T only knew

asked

“Oh,

has that spalpeen of you this time?”

Tell me whli it is, old chap "

Don’t ask me, Mick Rike started up. |
mrl see Tom. I'll see what he says, at any rate.

**And you can't go and see him ight, you h:nlr.”-

* No, I forgot that.”

Rake began to pace the room, bis chum watching him in
uneasy slence, but not quél'.wnmg him further, as he saw
that bis questions onl to Rake's trouble.

Tty Bastiew Pad aged will Ty which Rake

ooked forward to wi joyous anticipation was to be
1|l! blu:keﬂ of any he had spent at Greyfriars. He must
either lose the maifch for his side or he must play with the
knowledge that as mnn as the game was over the police would
visit Tom's hiding-place and seize the unbappy lad, and
drag him away to an“rer for another's crime.

e must commit an act of treachery, or send his cousin
to a living death. The one thing that could save him would
be a defeat for Gre !rnm by fair play at the hands of Red-
clyffe, and he much confidence in the Remove
Eeve:n to uxr.ct (bnt to happen. And what misery to be

lled for such a defeat !

\ hat could he do? In his despair he wished he had never
been selected to play in the Remove Eleven—and at um
thought, & way out of the difficulty Sashed into his mind,

possible escape from his dilemma. What if he did noi yllr,
l!l.nr all?

He could resi There ware plent;
there who would jump at the rﬂ:lnrn
he stood out the team would suffer.

wm: would Wharton say? Whn would the whole Form

? It would be impossible to give any explanation.

arton wnull] naturally resent having such a thing sprung
upon_ him at the moment, and Gray[rm.rl lm the
match, E-ke was_pretty ceriain to be r cause
oF the aeteat " Wihet o mniid devpine S and e ool
never explun. But even that was better than playing for
the Form and giving amy nm game to the rival team.

He turned towards the

“ What are you gul to ﬂu, Dick?” asked Micky Desmond.

“T must WL " said Rake, in a strained voice,

And he hurn!rl Un Whlrmn tudy.

THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Play the Game!
AN T speak to you for a m.\nnu ‘Wharton "
The captain of the Remove nodded. He locked
a Iualg muzpmod:k v.w erpremm of Rake's face.
And he pushed his bock away.
“1 want to resign my place in the eleven.
Whartou stared at Rake,
you know what you are saying 7" be asked.
“ Yes,” said Rake miserably. *'I mean it, Wharton.™
“ And why!
Rake was silent.
* You have a reason, I suppose 7" said Wharton impatiently.
'Yu. 1h 8 resson,
is it 1"

And w]

“I1—I'd rather not play.™

Rake's white face grew scarlet under Wharton's searching
gaze. The captain of the Remove was puzzled and angry.

“I don't understand you, Rake. Do you mean that you
don't feel up to phymr against der:. e?! Are you afraid
that your form isn't good enow

=1 couldn’t do Greyfriars 8 atice,

“1 must go

eager crwkelen
ﬁlhn p ey

but——

"

said Rake, in a low

‘voice.

Harry Wharton's expression cleared.

T vk you're feeling a bit nervous about it, u sort ni
attack of stage-fright—eh?" he said, with a laugh.

you've no reason, e. And in my case |:. Ipc te n tn
think of llurmg the team. Pocnbl:r be
pcr(%lwle to fail us at un St tmomentt Tike um"

W\Ihnrmn '"ﬂf l_Lu hand. i
* No more, old cha :I T me to acce, our resignation.
Now baff‘and ok betr of b PLIE Heination
And he turned to his book a
Tt was mpumble to pursue ﬂne anhlect Rake left the study
with & heavy hea
He would hl\-e to play. The quesuun remained whether
I‘nz Mnmfﬂ Lisrary.—No.
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his best for Greyfriars, or whether he would

he would pla
to be used as the laol of Arthur Carthew's

allow himse!
revenge,

He remembered Carthew's words: I wonder what Tom
would think of your scruples?” He felt that he must con-
sult Tom. He could not make up his mind until he had seen
his_cousin,
He l|epi little thet night. He had resolved to visit Tom
the next day, at the risk of being seen by Mr. Fix ut ho
took every precaution against bm followed. After morning
scheol he cycled to Courtfield , leaving his bike at an
inn there, entered the woc ou “the si farthest from
Friardale.

He walked throngh the woad, cressing the little rustio
bridge where Carthew had kept the mysterious L s
with bis father, and made his way to the poacher's hut in
the shady recesses.

** You here, Tom1"

Tom looked at_his cousin in estonishment.

“Yes, Tom. I h|d to come to see you.
Iv's important,” said Rake.

1 must speak to

ious.

* Has the detective diecovered anything 1%

“No. It isa't that.”,

“8it down, old fellow,

e eat down upon & mossy log.
against the wall, waiting for him to speal

“T'm in trouble, Tom."

And Ralke told of Arthur Carthew's demand, and the threat
which had accompanied it. Tom Rake listened in eilence, his
brow clouded, and aze bent  upn the ground.

“You can’t do what he asks, Di

Rake's heart gave a great sob of rehv!
dvise, then, Tom 1"

Do your level best for the school.

nd tell me what's the matter.”
]"[‘om stocd ]enmng

You're

* But—the consequences !” fll‘ered Rnke.
Tom was pale, but his face
“Whatever the wumgu:utel )'nll cm allow yOIIr:elf to

be bullied into_acting dishomourably, he said. *'T couldn't

consent to it. You must plq to win for the Remove. And
if that hound betrays me—"'

*He is sure to do so, Tom. He will be furious.”

“Well, let him. I will leave here tonight.

“PBut where will you go?” said Rake miserably. There is

no other hiding-place near Greyiriar:

“It's the only thing to be done, Dick. After all, I am not

safe here, with the secret known to Carthew. Even if you

gave in to him this time, ha might make some fresh demand

ou could nntb:lut. ‘might betray me out of sheer malice.
tr

e & run for freedom, and take my chance. With
the workman's clothes you have brought me, I think I may be
able to dodge away. nd the search can’t now be so hot asit
was at first. I think I shall very likely get clear

‘The cousins had a long . ‘and Dick, though with many
mnsgwmil lgn to Tom's plan. It was evidently the only
thing to be d

They plrl.u] lt last, Rake bastening back to Courtfield, and
mounting bis bike for u scorch back to Greyiriars. He had
left himself none too much time.

Artbur Carthew smiled as he saw Rake como in. He

uessed whers he had been; but ho was far from guessing the
secmum Dick and Tom had come to.

The great topic now in the Remove was the morraw's
match. Hurry harton and his merry men were in fine form,
and e for the fray. All the eleven and all the Form
lmked. ur-rurd to the contest with confidence. Redclyffe was
known to be a strong team, and it was certain that they would
Eun up a good fight, but Wharton's eleven was one of the

nest the Remova had ever sent out, and there was good
Teason to hope that they would win another victory for the

Well, what do you say about resigning now!" exclaized
‘Wharton, as he met D:ck that. evening.

Rake shook his hea

“I'm going to do my best, Wharton."

The captain of the Form patted Ium on the shoulder,

“That's right; stick to that!"

Rake's mind was made up. Tom's counsel had strengthened
him to follow the path of duty; and, sithough fears for Tom
bl huunted i, < deiita decision bronght him something
like peace of mi

But while she vrhule school was talking and thinking of the
coming match, there was one whose Mlemwn was engrossed
by another matter. . It was Billy Bunt,

Billy Bunter was n unusu.llly :hnughtful moad, and |!
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anybody had taken the trouble to observe him, it might
have been noted that Bunter's eyes gleamed behind his big
spectacles with the light of deep and exciting thoughts
When Rake came in to do his preparation he found
Bunter in the study.
“Well, what do you want!” he asked
“I—I say, Rake, lend me a tanner, you? T want it
very pamcuhrlrv. and—and I've been disappointed about a
postal-order—"
“Oh, ring off the postal.order, for
Rake. ' Hero you are "
o sixpence, an|

oodness’ sake !” said
. e tossed the Owl of the Remore
Billy Bunter scuttled out of the study with

" “The fat junior rolled along to No. 14, the study belonging

to Squiff and Johnny Bull and Fisher T. Fish. Johnny Bull
was away—as the cricket team knew only too well—and
Squiff was downstairs. The Yankeo junior was alone in the
study. He pointed a bony forefinger at the door-at Bunter

came in.
:Ll\m}m_az doing, T guass!" he remacked tersely.
You silly ass! I want to borrow your bunch of keys—the
same Jot you lent me before to open my desk—"
You know the terms, I guess,” said the merchant of the
Remove. A tanner a time for borrowing my keys.”
sher T. Fish grinned.
. Hand over the tanner, and it's a trade,” he said.
‘Right-ho!”
Rake's sixpence chmged hands, and Fisher T. Fish handed
over an_enarmous bunch, containing a variety of all sorts and
conditions of keys. Billy Bunter shoved it into an inner
pocket, and rolled out of the shl%y, grinning with satisfac-
tion. As usual, the short-sighted Owl rolled into somebody,
to be Arthur Carthew, the new

and the somebody happen:
boy in the Remove.

Carthew uttered an angry exclamation, and gave the Owl
a rough shove which sent him spinning, and walked on.
Bunter collapsed on the foor with & yelp.

“Yow-ow! You rotter!” The fat junior picked himself

up, his eyes gleaming behind his spectacles.”  Tou  welt.

;::nh““ e murmured vengefully. *To-morrow after.
o

Aoon= ﬁu !.;1 the Redelyfie match is on—youn wait, you beast,
' “Hallo, hallo, hallo!" said Bob Cherry, coming along the
passage. " What's that ahout the match ‘tomormm. me fat
lul:p.‘ Has Wharton accepted your services, after all?”

+Oh, really, Cherry—" ° '

Bob laughed, and went into his study, and Bunter rolled
awhy, looking forward to the morrow with as keen an antici-
pation a3 the cricketers of the Remove themselves.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Redelyfle Matoh!

HE next day—the day of the Redclyffe match—came,
and the Removites joyously hailed a fine morning,
wxll:;l a hrés(ht sun Tndkldclnudlu;ls sky.

looked over the visiting
he could guess that Redelyfic juniors et ‘grle";dl

form
Harry Wharton won- the toss, and
Joncs, the Redelyfle skipper,
Nearly all the
and cheer.

elected to bat, and
led his men into the feld.
Remove were round the ground to watch

Jones caught him at mid-wicket. Then the Remove wicket
Tell pretty fast, till Wharton himsell went in, and the captain
made things hum a littlo. e had knocked up 40 before
his middle stump was shot out of the ground,
Harry Wharton was heartily checred as he came out.
. “Look out for Peters' bowling, Ruke,” said Wharton, a
little ruefully, )
Rake smiled ml‘:: nodded, and went on.
ere was o burz th
e, T wick':.mnng e Remove fellows as he took
The first ball Rake swiped for a boundary; the sccond he
sent past point and caver-point, and took 4 while the Red-
clyffe fieldsmen were leather-hunting; the third and fourth
gave him 2 each: and the fifth and sixth he played back.
Rake batted cleverly, and finally carried ont his bat icr 40
rons, amid cheers from the Remove crowd.
he Remove innings ended for 100. It was a bigger fizure
than RedelyfTe had expested to sez, and they realised that they
were in for & hard fight '
Rake sent them the first over. It cost tho visitors a wicket
er two. —The innings had not openad.auspiciouss. Four
TE MAGKET LInRARY.—No. i

wickets were down when the score stood at 25, and
the faces of the Redclyfians began to grow long.  They
brightened, though, when the mighty Jones grasped the
willow and went in. .

And then their prospects looked up. Jones simply defied
the Remove bowlers.
But what was that? The bat sent the ball a journey,
Jones started to run. But a roar went up from the wh
ficld  Jones glanced round, and he saw the ball go up sky-
ward from the hand of Dick Rake, at cover-point, and come

down again straight as a die.

““Oh, well caught

After that the Redclyfe wickets [ell faster, till all wers
down for a total of 80.

During the play the excitement had kept Dick Rake from
thinking of anything but cricket. But now he caught Arthur
Carthew's eyes upon him, and a chill ran over him.

His thoughts ran to Tom. Where was ha? He had left
the hut in Friardale Wood, but had he gone to safety, or
from one peril to another? That was a question Rake could
not answer.

But he had one comfort. He had observed Mr. Fix amongst.
the spectators. The gentleman from Scotland Yard was
looking on at the match with a great deal of interest. And
: ke was glad to see him there. It showed that he, at

. was not on the track of Tom.

And Rake, naturally, glanced more than once towards the
spot wheve he had seen Mr. Fix standing, to assure himself
that he was still there. And just before the second innings
he observad a peculiar incident which made him wonder a
good deal.

Billy Bunter sidled up to Mr. Fix, and twitched his sleeve.
The detective looked cdown a little impatiently, but Bunter
apparently said something that mollified him, for his ex-
pression changed, and, after a brief exchange of words, he
walked away with Billy towards the School House.

ake wondered what the incident meant, but he had little
time to think about it. The second innings of the Remove
commenced. and all his thoughts were given to the game.

The Redclyffe bowlers were in deadly earnest.

The faces of the avites gradually lengthened as un-
mereiful disaster followed fast and followed faster.

o cor ¥ br; Five down

for 121 A sort of groan went throngh the Remove ranks.

“You see how it 15, Rake,” said Wharton. “Go in and do
your Best, old chap!™

“Right you are, Wharton! Trust me!"
_ Tho Remove crowd breathlossly watched Rake open his
nnings.

And when Rake began to hit their spirits revived, and
ddecI:ﬁo found that a change came o'er the spirit of their
ream.

For Rake was in perfect form. It did not matter in the
slightest degrec what kind of ball they sent down to him.

e\'hlrhn made 20 in his first over. Then Rake gave
the visitors some more leather-hunting, His score was at

now.

“Hang it 1" said Jones. “Something will have to be done.
Tomkins, old man, go on, and get that young villain out.”

“T'll try,” said Tomkins, not very hopefully.

He had t before. Rake was ready for him. He sent

those balls to all points of the compass.
ut suddenly there was a shout from the Redelyffians in
which delight and relief were mingled.

Tho ball had glanced fram Wharton's bat, and Jonos, at
point, had got it.

“ Well caught !” roared Redclyffe.

The innings closed for 110.

And when Redeclyffle went in again, they went in with
the look of men determined to do or die.

Five wickets were down when the board showed 50, Then
105 for seven wickets. )

Fifteen to tie, sixteon to win, and three more wickets to
fall! The faces of Redclyfle were brightening wonderfully,
and Wharton's look was just a little anxious as he tossed the
ball to Dick Rake.

The Remnove watched cagerly as Rake went on to bowl
Most of them expected that he would save the game, but
thex hardly looked for the treat he gavo them.

Tho man at the wicket gripped his bat, and preparcd for
squalls. But, in spite of his preparedness, the ball broke in
sharply, and whipped his of stump clean out of the ground.
The next man came in, and played helplessly at a ball which
curled in between his bat and his legs in the most astol g
way, and before he knew what was happening his bails were
on_the ground.

Jones gave a heavy sigh as his last man went in. That
sigh was justified, for the ball came down with a twist on it
that completely baffled the unfortunate batsman; and whils
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um ﬂlnemg’] willow smept the e, the middle stump grace-
reclined on the grocnd. Out!

o Rake had don the kst

bm\frmra had won! While

clf hoarso, Arthur Carthew
gleaming eyes. He went
rd.

astened away, with
to seek the men from Se

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Truth at Last!
“ O you want to know where to find Tom Rake?"
Mr. Fix looked carioucly at Carthew.  Arthur
had met him rather unexpectedly in thn quad-
had =zt once addressed to him the

rangle, and
He was determined not to lose a

ahove query.
moment. His heart was on fire with malice.
* What do-you knew about 'l"cm RIL:"' asked Mr. Fix.
"I know where he is hidden.”
“Really "
* He is hidden in a hut in Friardale Waod
Rnl:a last week when he visited him there,”
" Last week! Then how is it you didn’t mention ;lll tllgli
r. ix

1 followed Dick

to me when we were talking the other day?” asked
au:pn:m

ed me not to.. But, upon reflection, 1 have
demrled th-e you ou{ht to be told.”

That's vazy right and proper of o, Master Carthow.”
said Mr. Fix, with irical smile, which Arthu
quite understand. it happens, I hava been wi
to speak to you. Please came with me to the

ew, & lmla uneasy, a.nd \grutly 'nomi!n

”
EVERY “m ONE
MONDAY, The m“a._g'!"[ FERNY.
“1f what Mr. Fix says is mm:cl, ou have hun used shame-

fully, and by one in whom you had a right to pla:l every
confidence. 1 am deeply, deeply sorry !ur you, my r boy!
T e g e o E Rt S R
contents of the packet.”

Whereat Mr. Fix winked solemnly at the ceiling, but he
held his peace. And the three of them proceeded at once to
Carthew’s study, where Arthur produced his key and opened
the locker. ‘The disarrangement of the contents made it
Rmuy clear that some investigntor had been there befors

im, but in his dismay and agitation he hardly noticed it.

He was too disturbed fo even wonder how the detective had
obtained his information, and certainly no thought of Billy
Bunter crossed his mind.

He drew out the packet with u trembling band, and passed
it to the detective,

The string had already been brekin

Mr. Fix opened the packet, and a great roll of rustling back:
notes was

rthur Carthew stood white and trembling.

The sight of the n.nlan banknotes was 8 ﬂunnmg blow.

He knew it all now |

It was not Tom Rake who had robbed the bank. It was his
own !nh:rmd he had been made the receiver of the stolen

gt

nhaw ave a deep groan.

He covered his faos with bis hands_and sank into s cha

bis knee giving way beneath him. Tho Head stood pale and
bils Mr. Fix made s methodical examination of

mied the d al

r. Fix had sent a message to lha doc'tar
interview.

The Head of Gresfriars was waiting for the detective in
his study in a rather unguiet frame of mind. As Mr. Fix
entered with ‘Arthur Carthew the Head adjusted his gold
pince-nes, and looked quntmmnlly at tive.

“1 have received certain information, sir,” nxd ‘Mr. Fix,

“ which makes me dosirous of questioning Master Carthew in
your presence.”

“ Certainly !" said the Head wonderingly.

Carthew ‘stared at the detective in amazement.

ukmg for an

imagined that Mr. Fix was about to refer to the information
he had just given, but this was surely a sirange way of lead-
ing up to it.

“As for you, Master Carthew, you are not compel
answer my quen&mm but I warn you that it will be {
own good to reply with perfect good fai frankness,
said Mr. Fix.

“1 don't understand you

your

“Did you meet your father one day last week at the lmle.

bridge in Friardale Wood!"”
Carthew stared.
“How do you know that!”
“Did you receive from him a packet, -rlm:h be asked you
to keep concealed with the g:uum secrec: r:
hi Carthew did pot reply. A hunted look was ereeping into
is eyes.
“Did_you place thu packet in the locker in your study?
And s it thsrl now
“ You lh ng nonsense!" exclaimed Carthew
ﬂe!'poral.elv “ Mv father inve me nothing, and——*
Very good. Doctor, I wish to make an examination of
this young gentleman’s locker in your o.”
Carthew ‘was as white as a sheet. e Head looked at Mr.
Fm in amazement.
‘Why do you wish to do so, Mr. Fix? If Mr. Carthew
gave his son a packet, I fail to see how it concerns
o

resenc

¥

“It concerns me very deeply. Carthew is cashier of
the City and County Bank, and T bl Bl believe that
the packet he entrusted to his son contains the

the 'bm]r.nn&c
“Quite correct,” said Mr. Fix, with a smile. * The numbers
are correct, Dr. Lodl e notes which were stolen

e—these are
from the City and County Bank. Will you let your man drive
me to Courtfield, air? T want to send a wire!
Five minutes later, Fix, of Scotland Yard, was driving

rapidly to Courtfield, and the telegram went its way. The
same evemng‘ M.r C.rth-w ‘was arrested. -
. . ‘ ‘
“1 eay, you fellows—""
o hallo, halle "
“1 it!” announced Bunter prondly.
“You did what! Fatty?” asked Harry Wharton.
“Idid it from beganiag to ead " said Bunter.  Talk
about Scotland hy, the detective chap rould

have done nothing without me! After Rake's cousin all the
time, when it was oll Carthew who robbed the bank—"

bat !” shouted ILnIm.
Bunter. *“And the awful rascal
bm\;ght the notes hur- !w Carthew of the Remove to hide.”
mmon !" eaid Bob Che
“You can atk the Head " said Bunter loftily, “0ld Fix has
gﬁlaﬁ to nrrest Carthew's pater, and Carthew's left the
2l

RLTL e e, don bp;bruth Wingate of the Sixth came
up, lnd ta) him on t
here's: good. ews, e mid “Your cousin’s
B e B B o S G B iy
Carthew. i the stolen motes hero without
Enowing what wae & {lio
e el G 1 8 id Hamy Wharton; aad
Bob Cherry clapped Rake on the bac
T Broter: Eipiaingd, herw: b had
dong #; bu, 1o his mirprise and incignation, he did not
Tcceive an ovation. Hacry Wharton & Co. agresd that it ws
Tory Tucky i Bad been done; but they sgrecd also. that
Bunter was a mean Prussian for the way {w had done it, and
to Bunter's grout waath ho was zewarded with a bumplss e

which were stolen from the bank, and which Thomas Rake
was accused of stealing.”
“Good heavens!”

“Tt is false!” panted Carthew.
of my locker, sir, and—"

Mr. Fix's grip fastened upon his collar as he made a dart
to the-door.

“No, you don't!” said the d:hctwu grimly. “You dﬂn't
5o to that locker alone, young 'un. Not for Joseph!”

*“This is—is terrible!" gasped the Head.

“Will you come with me to the young gentleman's study,

“1 will fetch you the key

"Y - yes; certainly !
And then Carthew's courage sompletely JEave wax
*1—I didn't know what was in the packet, sir!” he eried,
“I'll swear I didn't, sir!™
* said the good old Head.

ng into tears.
lon't doubt you, my bey.”
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NEXT
MONDAY —

“A SPLIT IN THE STUDY!”

the hard,
Carthew had anm- Ha hnd been little mlre than threa
weeks at Greyfs time he had no one care
m whan he went. the fellows
for his father’s crime, but none
were sorry that he lud one from Greyf,
The next morning Dick Rake had news of his cousin.
Rake had fled, but e had not succeeded in getting clear.

had been dozen, miles from Friardale. But tho truth
was known r as only & matter of form.

'om Rake's name was nnmplelelv cleared, and he returned
to the bank; but he did not stay there long. The next time

and_ere long his name

saw his cousin, he wns in
Old Boys " at the front,

i
was added to the list. of Greyfs
) THE EXD.

(Co not miss A SPLIT IN THE STUDY!"—nsxt
Monday’s Grand Story of Harry Wharton & Co., by
FRANK RICHARDS.)
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& Grand, Long, Complete Btory of Harey
Whartcn' & Co. FRANK RICHARD!
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Our Magnificent Adventure Serial Story.

| £y -ALEC-G-PEARSON-

A Story &'Sl‘rénge o.hd
Ghrilling Adventures in
an Ama3zing QuesT

PREVIOUS INSTALMENTS BRIEFLY TOLD.

Hal Mackenzie receives a mysterious Message, urging him

= ¢o come out to the Bouthern Andes and learn the secret of

the Tower of the Golden Star. He sets out upon the voyage
accompgnied by his chums, Jim Holdsworth, Bob Sigsbee,
and Pat O'Hara. . .
_ After exciting experiences in thé hands of 'a treacherous
Eaptain, they arrive at Buenos Ayres:

hey Frm:-d upon their journey into-the mountains, and
eventually arrive at the Black Bentidel—a rock cut in-the
figure of a huge man,

ter they discover the skeleton of a man,
Cavallo, a Spaniard, together with an old parchment telling
now he had out one hundred and fifty years previously
in quest of the Golden Star.

“After a further three days' journeying they arrive at the
Valley of the Shadows, of which Aymara, the daughter of a
native chief, had told them. Here, in the night, the dark-
ness being made intense by a thick fog, a Bght takes place
between the adventurers and a number of half-breeds. Pat
O'Hara becomes separated from his chums, and accidentally

ets into the
Fielt Captain Ga

The other three are overpowered by the half-breeds, who
tie them on their own mur: and lead them away.

(Now read on.)

Guzman

A Bold Irishman.

Sigsbee had taken no part in the conversation. Tle fact
of having his limbs bound, and being trussed up so ignomini-
ously on a mule, had roused some latent fierceness in his
disposition for which his captors would have to pay dearly
if ever he contrived to get free. He was savagely silent;
but when he was in that mood it wes a sure sign his brain
was working busily on some plan for the discomfiture of
his foes

"I wonder what's become of O'Harat" said Jim, breaking
a lengthy silence. “If he hasn't been captured, there's a
chance he may be able to help us.”

His comrades had also been wondering what had become
cf the Irishman. They little guessed that Pat O'Hara was
at that moment seated on the floor of a stone hut, with his
back against the l, keeping the leader of the half-breeds
covered with his rifle. But, all the same, Pat was more than
a prisoner himself, for he couldn't move from his po
without exposing himself to be shot by one of the
breeds outside.  And it was to this stona but that
cwlixs\: were being taken
o

When at length the party came to a halt at the
ill, two of the half-breeds mscended to the
One of the

acquaint their captain of their arrival.
at the door with his clu
Pat O'Hara, who was getting heartily tired of
Printed and published by the Proprietofs at the Fleetw
Gotch, Melbourne, Sydney, Adelaide, Brisban
Jobannesbirg.

"the dutside.

_and after a short panse

Yurringdon Btrest, london, England,
o, N.L ; Ll

welcomed this as a relief.
shoulder.

“If anyone comes in at that door,” he warned Captain
Garotte, “'tis yourself will be the first man to die. You'll
remimber what I tould ye before. And the.man that opens
the door’ll be the second!” ?

Captain Garotts shouted out something in the patois which
his followers spoke—a mixture of Spanish and Indian tongues.
The knocking ceased. There was a surprised murmuring oo
Then Captain Garotte shouted out some more
instryctions, and there was silence. R
hl l‘! tuation has changed somewhat, Senor O'Hera,"” said
the v “

reed leader.
outside.”

“The whole worrld's outside, barrin' us two,” retorted Pat
O'Hara drily. *But the situation hasn’t changed inside af
all, at all 1"

Yet perhaps it will do so.” replied Captain Garolte,
“when you hear what I have to say. To begin with, your
three compani: risoners in the hands of my men.”

*Are ye asking me to belave that?” said O'Hara.

“You shall have proof!” returned the other. :

Again he called out some instructions to the men outside,

, O'Hara heard the trampling of men's
voices, and the stamping of hoofs.
ou can call out to your comrades,” pursued Cap-
tain Garctte. “They can hear iuu."

Pat's heart sank, for he could hardly doubt the truth of the
statement now.

“Hal," he shouted, “is it yerself, and the others that'
beyant the door 1"

Then Hal's voice came in surprised reply.

“Is it you, Pat? What are you doing in there? Are you
u prisoner, too? We've been captured, worse luck !

A sardonic smile showed itself on Captain Garotte's evi)
features. But he remained silent.

“Are you tied up?” asked O'Hara.

“Yes," replied Hal. * Trussed up on the backs of our own

But he instantly brought his rifle

“There are fifty of my men now

mules

“I'm not able to come out to ye just yet,” continued
O'Hare, " seeing that I'm being entertained by the leader av
these snuff-and-butther coloured gintry. nt I'm nigh toired
av his company. So I'll just shoot eeing he's the cause
of all the throuble, and thin—"

“ rasped Captain Garotte, his baleful eyes
He was afraid the Irishman was going to keep his
Do you know what would happen if you shot me?”
“You'd be dead !" replied O'Hara promptly, *'Tis an aisy

tion to answer, that same."”

And so also would your eomrades he
“I have already given instruttion
rifle-shot in this hut, they will put your companions to death.
And it will be an unpleasant death. Slow, but very sure,”

{Continued on page iv ﬂf_tol'm'i
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!" rotorted the leader.

irectly my men hear a

ption, e por somum.  Seturday, Avgust 19th, 1916,
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o o i agnin.” sainl Pat O'Hara,
 shull nor wet eashly.

iv

t Fmea free
comriades, wind
it

re forgetting.” rev:
Vhin T've shot som | oa
Tl et their ande whil
Then there will
cou. if

in Garorte,  And b
a_ shouted answer.
b added.

ave I1” replied Capf
more to his men.. There wa
know, what T haye told th
“Pat O'Hara shook his hea
S Xhat if I do not leave this but. 1
lhm minutes,” said the half b
putting your comrades to death
6’-‘5'1‘Imn that gives them thees

edl, within the next
ars to ('ul;llllmr

o' grace!” excluimed
'Hars.
tHis rifle was pointed straight ot Caplain Garctte.  He
pnlmi the trigger.
Ab that instant the light was .xm-pmiu\l and lhe hut
plunged into profound durks

Death and Destruction,
There wore ﬂmuh from the half-breeds ou uh at rhe sound
of I};:‘oilni, but ( 4. iaroite had utte

v
] ied O'H,
e ha mhlml his hm
breaking thre

v from its sheath, h'a:"'

a
o A ar e e o iy el ey, sl oy iem
ong on which Sigsbee was I} th the

hau A fow slashes

Iu\en-uu-d blade Iﬂ\‘] the Amer w e free
e liad a score to settle. The indignity of being
lho back of a mulr hko & bundle of nlrl elothes ha
more than the pain he bad endured and the peril he w.
in. I| had roused him to & pirch of fury such as hu comrads

had never seen in him befor
Il- uttered no word. I
with terrilic blows of
ng the thi

& two of the nesrest broede
he rushed at the one who was
Him he struck down senseleas with
snatched up one of the rifles, It was

e
I..-uml
“aptain Carotte
rds lIE\DIuJ llu- end of the

was eutting

thraiugh 1 *The mnn
standing fnrmm that ‘\ﬂ\mh d
The wooden shed was a few

rifle, and pressed the tri ;ur
hreeds saw the action, aml,
dawn on the grownd.

Then an amazing and |||w'\pfrmi ﬂnng Tappened.  The
sharp report of the rifle was full by a vivid Hash of
light from the shed and the sound nl a dull explosion. Tt
is 1||r|i to describe the effect of that explosion.

Th was blown ta atom<. Alen and mules wern flnng
in all directions, some ~ingly. uthers piled upon ench other in
ioa

Jnm fonnd himsolf undorneath s kicking mule, and a=

de were cnt, he managed . f!rufv himsalf froe
to his feet, he sarsd almm% SR B | Wtween hin

o

ar thought, Aung himself
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&
Hal eall
I and he u

Srm help!

Juu um |Iw terrified mnl- witl
|

m il bound b
and fan e

to ite feet
niht hold nf Just i ting
1 it wonld eertain Lv lla\o balted. for it was b

quieted the mule.
work to free u-l et the rapes which buund Iu ;
slipped 1 e His limbs w w0 stiff and swollen
that he ol mrl‘r!r stand.  He began 1o chale them re
rostare the cireulation.

© Where are Sigsher and ' ITara
= They nay Iy hort, Jim; they »

lie asked anvionds.
o —

v tok 2s
Tar Jim had caught
I, gingerly funling
| trsing to find

w all wan pricc
threw us all about like
it an earthquake ¥

Though what nq-l.al- o

igsbee, .ln:! lm
face down'wards on k e earth.

¥ fresh a
urvivors had bprted
ured a light. and made

Wi ca nto hut, one end of which was
completely llunerﬂl They k
from the hall-Lreeds, for Oh

they coul

na

uttered O Hara, with prof.
"he's_been blown clane acrost
But if he's n1nue we haven't seen the last av

v

“T'is shure 1"

Hé joined the others in the huf, and smiled grimly when he
s

saw that the nd n'-ryfhm.- at that end of tho

more { rubbi
a 't I:appen Irhea R: was q‘ on the
Hal and Jim had hlh«r and bounrl up Sigbees’ wmlnd Land
he wi ¥ Tecovering consciousness. 'hc man of

slowly
'rummdum vitality, lu- brain_cleared as -onu u he
regnined his senses. all thit had |

g fragment had “strnck

up to the moment whm some fi
im down.

“It was my bulM that cansed all ihe racket.” he ex.
aller skunk fung

ll".l‘i"ll ‘t‘I ﬁl t Garotte, but thwh
imsell flat as momt the trigger.
have struck nmo explosive \hal wis stored i
re-whix —that mussed up il nlum— 1
imself on the gronn
nd u owe our lives to the rm that there were’ twen

or thmy all-breeds between ns and the shed.” said llal.
“They acted ns a sort of shield. More than balf of them
lnlhd. E:
‘Hmt about the mulest™
*Two of them are cut about the bods.” replied Jim, “and

one of them isn't .’IIIIH at all. ".Ill\k the dumaged ones Wllf
B all right in & day or twa. T've picketed thems all
T ke o ind out whal it was exploded.”
owly sainis. 'rwas a mix-n
Boeh O ET Dalr o e Ane hma
I towid meself T wa dend intoirels 1
They all Iaughed, Their

on top av me.

g again now that

night of terror was over. It w aybreak now, and
the mist was rlurm; - By the time that the first rays of the
Tisi were tinging the mountain-tope with red and gold
the fog had all Y

Then Hal and Ji A examined the interior of the
W but thex o ed no clue as to what the
cxplosive had been.  All that remained wus a heap of fue,
grey pow der.

“I g " anid Hal. *Ir'z something of which T have

began Jim, and then e stopped.

trhcu will e another grand instalment of this

xciting lory In mnext Monday's issue of THE

= MAGNET " LIBRARY Order your copy In advance.)
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