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For Next Monday :

“THE SENTENCE OF
THE SCHOOL ™

By Frank Richards,

Next week's splendid story should appeal very specially to
Seots readers, for Donald Ogilvy of the Remove, a plucky
and staunch North Briton of the best type, plays the leading
part in it. Not very much has been heard of Ogilvy in recent
Greyfriars varns; but full amends for any neglect of the one
Seots junior at the school is made in this great story. Billy
Bunter alzo figures in an importangythongh not a very Tavour-
able, role. Temple of the Fourth is still another character of
whom more than usual is scen, and Dick Russell shows up
prominently,  Ogilvy fights with Tempie, and 1s beaten; he 1s
sent to Coventry by the practically unanimous verdict of the
whele Lower 8chool; and yet he keeps the reader’s sympathy
all through. For while beaten he 1s not disgraced, and he
conld have saved himself from the contempt of his school-
fellows quite easily—he would only lLave had to break a
promise. It never even occurs to the staunch son of '::':L*.f}llzﬂ] d.
to do this. DBacked only by Russell, he faces with a stifi
upper lip and a high heart the scorn of his former chnms and
the sneers of the ecad brigade. And in the end he wins
through to triumph, as he bad well deserved to do, and every-
body recognises that there was something wrong with

“THE SENTENCE OF THE SCHOOL!"
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A LETTER FROM AN EX-ARMY READER.

A Crewe reader writes thus:

“1 want to thank vou for the fine stories you give us. I
have been a constant reader of the * Magopet '’ and f Gem '’
ever since I learned to read at all, and I always look forward
to Mondays and Wednesdays, I have been a soldier, and
have been at the Front, and the two papers were my close
rompanions there—they were real friends to me. My chums
ivere no end keon to get hold of them after I had read them—
I ook good care that 1t was not till after, you bet! It wasa
pleasure to me to see how highly your papers were appreciated
among my comrades, beeanse I have always thought so much
of them myvself. When 1 bad been wounded and was
hospital, it was just the same in my ward. They were simply
lirst-class favourites. Now I have been discharged through
wounds, and I am kecping as a memento a copy of the
 Magnet * with two corners ent fairly away by a piece of
shrapnel whicl: put me out of aciion. The Boches did their
best to epoil my paper, but T shall iveasure it as a souvenir of
my fighting days. In closing, T want to offer you my con-
pratulations on a long continued and great snccess.”

That is the sort of letter to make a tired and overworked
editor buck up. Every line of it iz pood reading. 1 can guess
how the man who wrote it feels about being discharged as
unfit for further service before the big push began; bunt he
does not grouse about that or about his wounds., lle carried
with him to the stricken fields of Franece his old bovish loyalty
to the papers that had enthralled him in younger davs; and
he has brought it back unabaled. 1 do honestly believe that
his pleasure at inding my papers =o popular with lis comrades
was as great as my own could be, and it would be hard to say
anything stronger than that!

For the many cordial NICSsLEes that eome :L]nng fo me from
my thonzands of soldicr chums are more welecome than T ean
easily say. There 1s a veritable army of them by this time,
and though in these days of havd, grim Gghting that army is
thinned by the great reaper Death, vet the ranks close up, as
tlo the ranks of a shellswept Foree onthe battlefield @ ancd, as
in our country now, ever new battalions are forming to take
their place,

It mav zeem earious to some people that the favourite read-
ing of men o tha trenches should be stories of school life, but
I do not find it so. The [un and high spivits of such yarns as
Mr. Richards gives ns cach weck are just what a man needs
to take his thoughts off his own surroundings, especially if the
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man 1s one who has kipt
the heart of a boy in him
—and it 18 not the worst
or least likeable type of
man who does this. Then
Mr. Richards has always
a story to tell, and that
appeals to the reader whe
wants to be taken out of .
himself. You don’t finish one of his yarns and then sii down
to wonder sadiy where in all the thonsands of words the story
has gotb to, as it is quite possible to do after reading the tades
of some authors,

NOTICES.
Cricket and Football.

To. Francis, 134, Kingston Road, Tlford, wants Lo arrange
matches for the coming scason within a radius of a mile or
two for the I.13.5.C.

Cole Bros. C.C. (average age 14)) want home and away
matches for Saturday afterncons within a four-mile vadius of
Sheffield.—Hon. Sec., I1. Gunson, 40, Lydgate Lane, Crockes,
Sheffield.

Ehﬁ!ﬁ{; ﬂh{" Hon. &ee. of the Woodhurst IJIIEIEH]“’-‘ (.}, send the
Editor his address, which has been mislaid, and repeat the
notice he forwarded? _ _

Bed Crusaders IF.C. require home amd away mnatches for
the coming season within six-mile radius ni: district.  Average
age 17.—Apply, Hon, Scc., 127, Knight's Hill, West Nor-
wood, S.E. x _

H. Smith, 100, Grosvenor Road, Canonbury, N., is forming
a4 footer-club, amd would be glad to hear from any reader of
14.15 within a mile or so of his address who would care to
ol -

. M. James, 22, Llanfair Road. Canfon, Cardift, would be

pleased to hear from any readers m the lJu}-din_l:h:tr!:'-l. who

would care to join a footer league, age 14-16. Stampod and
wsed envelope, please.

llf[il:r‘f- H-t]'{.nhins{ﬁh Ei{rﬂrp:ﬁ Hotel Tap, Penny Sireet, Ports-

mouth, would like to join a cricket-club in his neighbour-

il”ﬂl].

Tenterficld AF.C.. Norden (average age 15), wants Liome
and awav matches, one-mile radins of Hochdale, for coming
conson,—Hon., Sec., W. Wightman, 50, Parkfield Terrace,
Norden, near Rochdale,

Burlington  Athletic F.C. (15-16) want matches fm-_‘l]m
coming scason within six-mile radins of Hackney.—IMon. Sce.,
.. Cohen, 97, Downs Park Road, Clapton, N.E.

For Correspondence, Efc,

Fxealibur Magazine Agencies want sub-agents—in large
towns preferred—for distributing amateur magazine, Comn-
wiesion on sales  offercd.—Apply  Exealibur  Agencies, 14,
Boberts Road, High Wycombe. .

Miss Elsie Meredith, 77, Goulden Street and Miss Phyllis
Redford, 13, Herd Street, off High :':'nil'i*vl.-—h:]t]'l of Secdley,
Pendleton—would be pleased to  corvespond with other girl
readers at home or abroad,

P. 8. Coombs, Btanhope Villa, Fort Royal Hill, Worcester,
wants to form a “Gem ™ amd “ Magnet ¥ League, open to
anvone in the United Kingdom, for the purposes of sending
back numbers of the companion papers to mien at the IFront.

& Cleaver., 27, Woestville Reoad, Shepherd’s Bush, W., is
forming a “Cem ” and “Magnet 7 League and Corre-
spondence FExchange, and will be pleased to send particulars
on recoipt of o stamped and addressed envelone,

Archie Bugin, Water Hall, Leeds, wants to form a “ Gem
amed “Magnet 7 Correspondence League for rveaders any-
where, including members of las Majesty™s Warees,  Stamped
and addresszed envelope, please.
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was caught before the blow could reach its mark.

‘ Skinner’s fist lashed out at Wharton’s face.

(See Chapter T,)

Wharton’s hand whipped up like lightning, and Skinner’s wrist |

— T o WP G - il

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Quite Unappreciated Joke

64 ERE he comes!"™
““Ha, ha, ha!"
“Shut up, you chaps!”
“Kot! Ha, ha!”
Harry Wharton paused in surprise.
The captain of the Greyfriars Remove had just comae in

from the cricket-ficld. IHe had his bat under his arm, and bis
face was ruddy end zood-humoured.

F<a. 346,

Copyright in the Uniled Stafes of America.
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A number of juniora were gathered belore the notice-board
in the hall.

They were evidently in a state of great merriment,

Skinner was chuckling, Bnoop was cackling, and Bolsover
major was roaring. A dozen eother fellows were grinning,
as 1f over a particularly good joke. Billy Bunter, the fattest
junior in the Remove, was cachinnating with such enerzy
that he seemed in danger of apoplexy,

Wharton looked at the juniors, and they looked at him.
Some of the fellows left off laughing, but not Skinner & Co.

August 26th, 1916.
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Somo of them looked sheepish as Wharton came up, but
Skinner & Co. did not look sheepish. There was nothing
sheepish about Skinner & Co. They cackled more loudly
than ever. Frank Nurents who was in the crowd, turned a
little red. Ile had been grinning like the rest. :

“Hallo! What's the joke?”’ asked Wharton, n surprise.

It was pretty evident that the laughter was connected with
himseli—that he was, in point of fact, the jeke.

As he realized that, the good-humoured expression faded
from Wharton's face. He did not exactly enjoy being
laughed at, _

“Nothing,” said Nugent hastily. “There’s nothing to
cackle at. Tea’s veady 1n the study, Harvy.”

Nugzent slipped his arm througl his chum’s as he spoke.
But Wharton did not allow himself to be led to the stairs,
Ho remained where he was, all the more determined because
it was clear that Nugent did met want him to discover the
“joke,” whalever it was. :

“No hurry,” he said quietlv. ©If there’s such a mipping
jolie on, 1 may as well shave it. What is it, Skinner?”

“Oh, pothing ! said Skinner airily.

*What is it, Bolsover?”

““Ha. ha. ha!” roared Bolsover major.

Wharton reddencd.

“Can’t any of you answer?” he rapped ocutl. “It must
ba jolly funny to set yvoi caclding like a lot of old hens!™

“He, he, he!” cackled Billy Bunter. **Ain’t it true to
life—what? He, he, he!”

“What do you mean, you fat duffer

“He, he, he! T =ay, you fellows, make room and let
Wharton sec it. It does a chap good to sce himself as others
sco him, vou know.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, come on!” said Nugent unecasily.
time on those grinning asses, Harry!”

“You were grinning yourself when I came in,
Wharton tartly.

“W-w-was 117

“Yes, you were!”

“Well, why shouldn't Nucent grin?” chuckled Bolsover
major. ‘“Nugent couldn’t help grinning, My, Magnilicent
Wharton.”

“Fa, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

“It’s only some rot of Skinner's,” said Nugent,
to take any notice of.”

Wharton «id not heed. e pushed his way thrcugh the
crowd of jumors to the notice-board. Then he saw what
had excited the merriment of the Removites,

There was a sheet of paper pinned on the board ameng
the school notices. DBut it was not a notice. It was a
caricature.  Wharton's brow darkened as he looked at it.
It was evidently micant to represent himself, and there was
no doubt that 1t came from Bkinner’s skilled hand.

It was a pen-and-ink sketch of Wharton, and the amateur
artist had hit off the likeness very cleverly.

But while retaining the likencss to Wharton’s handsome
features, he had imbued the countenance with an expression
of lofty pride and disdain. The lip was curling, the nose was
vlevated, and the whole expre:sicn was that of a person who
did not consider the earth quite good enough for him to walk
on. The ficure, very cleverly drawn, represented the junior
strutting, amid a erowd of fellows who were bowing down till
their forcheads touched the ground. Under the picture was
pcrawled :

“MR. MAGNIFICENT WIIARTOXN.”

Harry Wharton was generally popular in the Remove;
but he had his cnemies, and his enemies held it chicfly
against him that he considered himsclf monareh of all he
surveved. It was true that some fellows found it difficuit to
et on with Wharton, but they were genevally ecads like
gkinner and Snoop. True enough, there had been a time
when his uncertain temper had tried the patienee even of
his best chum, Frank Nugent, but that time was long since
past. But it was quite in Skinner’s style to rake up old
troubles and perpetuate them if he could. Bkinner was up
against No. 1 Study all the time.

Had Wharton been in his usual cheery mood he would
probably have laughed at the caricature, though perhaps in
a rather annoyed way.

But his temper was already a little on edge from the
laughter that had greeted him and from the fact that Nuzent
himself had been grinning at the nidiculous representation.

It was evident that a good many of the fellows considered
that there was a likeness between the captain of the Remove
and the strutting, swanking duffer in the picture. It was
not pleasant to find that anvbody dizcerned even the faintest
shadow of a likeness,

Wharton did not lauch,

His cyes gleamed as he looked at the caricature, and the
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juniors, noting the gathering signs of wrath, grinned the
more. It was immensely amusing, especially to Skinner &
Co., to get Wharton's rag out. Wharton was not casy to
draw as a tule. Dut he had becen drawn quite easily this
timt]a. He locked round with glinting eyes at the grinning
CITCIC.

“So that's meant for me?” he said quietly.

“He, he, he!” cackled Bunter. “Isn’t it a good likeness?™

“I1a, ha, ha!”

“*0Oh, wad some power the giftic gie us, to see oursels
as ithers see us " " quoted Ogilvy, and there was a fresh roar,

Wharton locked directly at the Scottish junior,

"“So that’s what you think of me, Ogilvyi”

“Well, not exactly,” grinned Ogilvy, “But there’s a
likeness, you know. Anyway, it's funny.”

A r{}rﬁi_v cood likeness ! roared Bolsovey major., ““And
it’s dashed funny.”

“1 don’t call 1t funny.”

“¥ou wouldn't. Ha, ha, ha!”

“I think it's rotten caddish,” said Wharton, “and T think
the fellow who did it and stuck it therc iz a roiten cad!”

“Thanks!” yawned Skinner.

“So 1t was youl”

“I felt called upon to pay my tribute to the Great One
and Only,” explained Skinner hunmorously, while the juniors
chuckled. “1 hope you don’t see anything to be offended
at in that likeness, Wharton. 1 did my very best to catch
the likencss. These chaps seem to think it's a good portrait.
But if you can suggest any improvements, I'm willing to
make any alterations.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“If you don’t think the nose turns up enough—" sug-
rested Skinner,

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Or perhaps I should have put a halo around the noble
brow?” remarked Bkinner thoughtfully. “Of course, I
oughtn’t to have left that out. Lend me a pencil, Browney,
and I'll put in a halo.”

The juniors yelled az Skinaer stepped up to the board and
began to pencil in a halo. Nugent grinned; he ecould not
help it. If Wharton had taken the absurd joke in good part
it would have fallen fat. But the anger in his face was the
cream of the joke. Shkinner & Co. congratulated themselves
on having drawn blood, as it were.

“Come up to the study, Harry,” said Nugent, a little
alarmed by his chum’s black brow.

“Oh, don’t be in a hurry!” said Wharton sarcastically.
“You haven’t enjoyed your laugh out yvet, Nugent. It must
he very agrecable to make fun of your pal behind his baclk.
I don’t want to speil your fun !

Nugent's face changed,

"Don’t be an ass, Harry!” he said sharply. “The thing’s
ridiculous, but it's funny. I suppose you ean take a joke as
well as the rest of us?”

“:3. joke about the Maznificent practically
sacrilege ! chuckled Snoop. I shouldn’t wonder if a joke
about Wharton isn’t an offence under the Defence of  the
Realm Act!™

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“What they call lazy majesty in Germany !” cackled Billy
Bunter—probably meaning lese-majeste,

“TIa, ha, ha 1"

“There!” said Skinner, stepping back to survev his im-
provement. *The halo improves it. ‘Thanks for the sugges-
tion, Wharton 1"

“You cheeky cad—"

" Any more suggestions to make ?” asked Skinner affably.

Wharton did not reply, but with a Aushed face he reached
up to tear the offending paper from the board.

skinner started forward,

“Let that alone! That's my propertiy!”

Wharton did not heed. He tore the paper down, and
Skinner ecaught his arm,

“(rive it to me !

“TI'll give you something else, vou cheeky cad ! exclaimed
Wharton, his temper breaking out. * Take that!"

“That ¥ was a drive with his right, and it caught Skinner
on his pointed nose, and flattened the point considerably.
Skinner gave a muffled yell, and went over backwards, and
landecd on the floor with a erash.

R S R

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Quite in the Wrong!

1 AHII! Oh! Ah! Ow!”
i Skinner sprawled on the floor, pasping. A red

stream ran from his nose. In the haste and anger
of the moment Wharton had hit really hard
without intending it, and 8kinner was hurt. The
atlhiletic eaptain of the Remove would never have thought of

One 1s

DELICIOUS TUCK-HAMPERS ARE CIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE “BOYS' FRIEND,” 1°.
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‘ Bob Cherry marched the two girls away to the cricket-ground, and Wharion and Nugzent went on into

using strength against the weedy, unfit slacker if he had been
cool.

There was a murmur [rom the crowd of juniors.
were not langhing now,

HBhame ! hooted Snoop.

Wharion turned on hium fiercelv. He was sorry for the
hasty blow as soon as it had been struck, but he was too angry
to think of admitting 1t,

Snoop dodgzed back hastily behind the burly form of
Belsover major, .,

Whartcn marde a movement forward, and Bolsover stood
solidly in his path. The bully of the Remove was sneering,
and he Liad hia hands up. It was a rare chance for Bolsover,
Certainly he would have knocked Skinner down without a
moment’'s hesitation for a smaller offence.  All the same, it
gratificd lim to be put in the position of defending the weak
egainst the strong—quite a new role for the Remove bully,

“Hands off,” said Bolsover major coolly. “ You're not
going to touch Snoop. Hit a chap vour own size !

“Dash 1t all, Wharton, keep your temper!" said Tom
Brown tartly. *Yon shouldn't have let out like ihat. It's
only a joke”

“Jokes musin't be made-about Wharton,” grinned Billy
Bunter. “The Great and Magnificent One mustn’t be joked

They

about. Ow! 1 say, you fellows, keep Lim off ! Yow-
ow-ow !
Tue Macyer Linrary.—No. 446,
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the School-house to repair damages. (Sec Chuapter 13.)

“I'm not touching you, vou fat idiot !" exclaimed Wharton
angrily.

“You're a beastiy bully ! gasped Bunter, taking refuge
behind Bolsover major. “Keep your paws off ! Hit one
your own size !

“1 wasn't momng to hit you!" shouted Wharton.

“Yes, you were, and vou would if Bolsover wasn't here,”
said DBunter, from the safe shelter of Dolsover’s burly back.
“IKeep him off; Bolsover!™

“1'll keep him off right enough.,” said Bolsover.

Skinmer sat up.  Russell and Ogilvy helped him to his feet,
Skinner dabbed his nose savagely with his handkerchief.

“You beastly rotter!” he gasped. *“You took me un-
awares !"

Wharton crimsoned.

“1 didn't mean to

“Liar " howled Skinner,

Nugent caught the captain of the Remove by the arm as hae
made an angry stride towards Skinner.

“For goodness’ sale let it drop, Harry!
to row about!"
o+ Dot being calied a liar?” exclaimed Wharten savagely,

Let me go 1™

* But look here "

Wharton shook off Nugent's detaining hand angrily. Ha
strode up to Skinner,

“Now, vou cad, you say I hit yvou unawares! Well, T'll

There’s nothing

A Qrand, Long, Complete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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}ﬁt you when vou're looking, if vor Liks Put up your
ands !

Bolsover majbr shoved in between them.

“Stand aside ! shouted Wharton.

“Rats !

Wharton's eyes blazed.

“Will you get aside?”

‘““No, I won't !

“Then I'll jolly soon shilt youl”

“(Go it, Bolsover!” sang out a dozen voices, as Wharton
rushed at him. Not a voice was raised for the captain of the
Remove.

There was a sudden shout from the passage.

“Cave !”

“Look out!” exclaimed Nugent. *It's Quelchy !

Wharton and DBolsover were fighting, hammer and tongs,
and they did not even hear. In the excitement of the moment
both parties had forgotten that they were within hearing of
their Form-master’s study.

Mr. Quelch strode on the scene with a thundercus brow.

“\Wharton! Bolsover! Cease this instantly ! he thun-
dered.

“Harry !

“ Chuck it, yvou doffers !

The two juniors, flushed and exciled, separated.

They stood glaring at one another, panting for breath,
while Mr. Quelch glared at both of them.

“ Noiv, what does this mean " exclaimed the Form-master.
“How dare vou fight in the House, within a dezen paces of
my study door?”

The culprits did not reply.

1t is disgraceful ! exclaimed Mr. Quelch.
as vou, Wharton, are head hoy in the Form.”

Wharton did not speal,

T must know who began this,” said Mr. Quelch.

Wharton set his lips. IHe did not regard himself as the
aggressor in the conflict. Bolsover did; and <o he id not
spealk, either,

“VYou have been fighting, too, Skinner?” exclaimed Mr.

“ Al the more

Quelch,
“Nao, sir.”
“What! Your nose is bleeding 1™

“ Wharton attacked me,” said Skinney sullenly. “I'm not
strong enough to fight him, and Bolsover took my part.™

It was true enouch, in o way—though it did not quite
correctly represent how matters stood.  DBut it placed the
captain of the Remove in a decidedly unfavourable light.
Mr. Quelch's brow grew darker.

“Ts that correct, Wharton 7"’ he exclaimed.

“Tn a way, I suppose it is,” said Harry, biting his hp, |
knocked Skinner down, and Bolsover meddled.”

Tt was not a very judicious reply to make to an angry Form-
master,

“ Bolsover did quite right to meddle, as you call it, if you
were ill-using a lad weaker than yourself!” exclaimed Mr.
Quelch angrily. *1 am surprised at you, Wharton® 1 should
never have expected this of you. Whatever cause of offence
Skinner gave you, you had no right to strike him.”

Wharton knew that well enough.

“alinner did nothing, sir,” said Snoop. “There was
simply a joke on, and Wharton hit out at him. T supnoge &
joke can be made about Wharton as well as anybody else.”

“Y should imagine s0,” said Mr. Quelch. * You must learn
to curb your temper, Wharton. I am very sorry to see this
outbrealk ‘on your part.”

“ glinner checked me,” said Wharton sullenly.

Mr. Quelch raised his eyebrows,

“Do you take it upon yourself, Wharton, to knock down
any of vour Form-fellows who cheek you, as you eall it7 I
cannot allow this to pass unpunished. Yowe will take five
hundred lines, Wharton. Disperse now, my boyg, and kindly
Jet there be uo further disturbance.’

The Form-master rustled away, frowming,

The erowd of juniors broke up, some of them grinning.
Skinner went away to bathe his nose.  Bolsover major gave
Wharton a trinmphant, jeering lock which very nearly
brought about a renewal of hostilities on the spot, though
Mr. Queleh had hardly reached his study.

But the captain of the Remove controlled himself with an
effort, and went up the stairs to the Remove passage.

A laugh from Bolsover and Snoop and Stott followed him,
and it made his ears burn.  He turned back on the stars.

“(Come on, Harry!” said Nugent anxiously, catching him
by the sleeve.

Wharton shook off his hand angrily.

He was angry with Nugent, angry with himself, angry with
everybody. 1le realised guite clearly that he had not acted
well, and that he had placed himself in the wrong. Dut the

Tae Macner Liprany.—No. 446.
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condemnation he saw in most faoces only made "him the
angrier,

Ile did not return to the lower hall. He went on to the
Remove passage and into his study. Frank Nugent followed
him in in silence, and with a somewhat contracted brow.

He had thought that those outbreaks of temper, so common
during his first acquaintance with Wharton, were over for
good. It was an unpleasant shock to discover that his chum
was capable of acting badly, and being unreasonably angry
about it. It was easy enough for Wharton to read the
thought in his face, and it added to his inward bitterness.

It was not with their usual cheerfulness that the chums of
No. 1 Study prepared the usually cheery meal, and when
they sat down to tea they sat in grim and uncomfortable
silence,

i —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Strained Relations!

‘e | ALLO, hallo, hallo!”
H Bob Cherry looked into the study, and grected

the juniors with his usual exuberance.
Bob was in blissful ignorance of anything being
up, and he did not notice for the moment the
glum silence that reigned in No. 1 Study.,

“ Finished your tea?’ he asked. ‘“‘Buck up, anyway!
Coker of the Fifth is holding a giddy rehearsal in the Rag.
The Fifth Form Stage Club is going strong. T thought we
might help to make 1t go a little stronger—what E

“What's Coker up to?” asked Nugent, as Wharton did not
speak.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“They're going to do ‘ Hamlet.’
know, with Wibley in the title-role.
Greyfriars how it ought really to be done,
play Hamlet 1V

“Ha, ka, ha!”

Nugent langhed, and Wharton could not help smiling. The
idea of Horace Coker of the Fifth as the Prinee of Demmark
was enough to make the glummest fellow smile.

“ Coker's been revising the play,” went on Bob, grinning.
i Colkeor thinks that a play ought lo have a happy ending.
1 heard lim arguing about it with Potter and Greene. He
thinks Shakespeare was rather potty to make everybody dic in
the last act. He says it gives him the creeps.  He says they
might as well have died in the first act, and saved Shakes-
peare the trouble of writing the play!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“3n (Coker has rewritten the last act?’ chuckled Bob,
“ Hamlet doesn’t die; he becomes King of Denmark. Ophelia
turns out not to be drowned, after all; she recovers, and
marries Hamlet. Coker says that's a much better ending!”

“Ha, ha'! So itis!”

“Well, it's certainly a bit more cheerful,” said Bob.
“RBut, there have been fearful arguments about it in_ the
Fifth Form Stage Club. Potter says that Coker 13 a Humn,
and Greene says he's a Vandal. He had Fitzgerald’s head
in chancery when I looked into the Rag. Coker's going to
have his way. Hamlet will be worth secing, the way
Coker does it.  And I was thinking that some pea-shooters
at the window would help them along—what 1"

“Good egg ! said Nugent.

“ Johnny Bull's getting a squirt filled with ink, in case we
come to close quarters. Come on, Wharton! You're
coming 7"’

Wharton hesitated.

‘“Nothing the matter, is there?" asked Bob, looking from
one to the other,

1t dawned upon the cheery Bob at last that something was
Wrong.

“Nothing,” safd Nugent quickly.

“(h, nothing ! said Wharton.

“Was it one of you chaps gave Skinner his nose?” asked
Bob. *I've just seen his nose; it's a corker!”

“T did,” said Harry eurtly.

“Good! T dare say he asked for 1t,"” said Bob,

I“ ?i'ugent doesn’t think so,” said Wharton, with a curl of
the lip.

“Never mind about that,” said Nugent.
jawing about, anyway! Let’s go and rag Coker

“Yes, come on!” said Bob, secing that troubla was in the
air, and anxious to ward it off. * Coker would make a cab
laugh, and we get a ripping view from the window!”

“71 do mind about it,”” said Wharton obstinately. * Skinneg
was a checky cad!”

“Of eonrse ; he always 15,” agreed Bob pacifieally,

“He drew a rotten picture of me!”

Bob chuckled.

“* That picture on the board?” he asked.

We did ‘Hamlet,” you
Coker is going to show
Coker’s gomg to

“Tt's not worth

L)
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“(Oh, you've seen it?"

“Yes, I saw it. It wsd cheeky, of course, and all rof, but
it was funny, wasn't"it?"

“It didn't strike me as funny.”

“0Oh, come, it was funny enough, and Skinner knows how
to draw, too,"” said Bob., **Some of his caricatures are jolly
nearly as good as the pictures in * Chuckles.” He drew me
once with feet like a giant; but I didn't mind. 1 know I’'ve
%nt good-sized fect—Dbetter than Skinner’s stumpy hoofs,
Surely you didn't give him that nose for drawing a comic
picture "

“Yes, T hd.”

“Well, it's no bizney of mine,” said Bob, though his
expression changed a little.  “Let's go and rag Coker!"

"So you agree with Nugent?”

“IEh?Y  What's the good of jawing? Coker will be getting
through that reliearsal if we don't buck up!”

“Hang Coker and his silly rehearsal!” exclaimed Wharton
irritably.

“Well, we cat’t hang him, but we can rag him,” said Bob
amicably. “The window’s open, you know, on the quad. and
we can get in a volley before they know we're there.  Then
Coker’s Hamlet will have a sad ending, after allt”

“Bkinner was a cheeky cad!” said Harry., “He ecaought
hold of my arm when T was taking down his foolery from the
board, and I hit out!”

“Well, he deserves 1t for a lot of other things,’ said Bob.

“He deserves it for that!”

“What a chap you are to argue, Wharton !”

“Oh, it's my rotten tempér, of course!” said Wharton.
““I can see that that’s in your mind. DBut I think a chap in
my own study might stand by me, and not join those cackling
cads against his own pal!”

“What’s the good of jawing?" said Nugent.
hasty, and that's all abont it!"

“I wasn't hasty!”

“Well, vou weren't, then,’
that satisfactory?”

Wharton threw himself into his chair again, his brow very
dark,

*Come on!” said Bob anxiously,

“For goodness’ sake, don't play the giddy ox!" exclaimed
Nugent. “1I suppose I'm not bound to approve of every-
thing you do? You know jolly well that you oughtn’t to
have knocked Skinner down, as he’s a weedy rotter, and can’t
stand up to you! It isn't the game to hit a chap who can’t
tackle yvou!"

“So I don't play the game?”

“1 don’t say that, and vou know it. TIf vou want it quite
plain, T think you onght to tell Skinner you're sorry!”

(R

“I'm not sorry!

“Well, you ought to bhe!” said Nugent tartly. * You stand
any amount of check from Bunter, because he's a fat idiot.
Why couldn’t you keep your temper with Skinner over a
barmless joke?”

“1t wasn't a harmless joke! It doesn’t amuse me so much
as it amuses you and Bob, you see!”

*Oh, don't be an ass, you know " said Bob uncomfortably.
“What's the harm in grinning at a joke? I saw you grinning
over Skinner's pickure of me with fect like a Hun!”

“That was different.”

“Well, T don’t see it. And sinee vou've asked me whethop
T agree with Nugent, I do. Tt was altogether too thick to
knock Skinner down. You might have pulled his ear. But
vou really hurt him!”

“I didn’t mean to hurt him,"” said Wharton, flushing. “I
suppose you'll be calling me a bully next!"

“Well, you did hurt him, and he'll be wearing that nose for
an week. But for goodness’ sake don’t let's Ef)egin ragging
over 4 worm like Skinner! Let's go and help Coker with
his rehearsal 1™

“Hang Coker !

“You're not coming?™

" Nol™

“Well, don’t, then!” said Bob tartly: and he left the
atudy.

Nugent made a movement to follow him, but hesitated.
“ Better come along, Wharton!™

“TI'm noi coming,” said Wharton grimly. “You've as
good as called me a bully, and vou say I don't play the game,
I expect you to take that bacl !

Nugent paused.

“You put the words into my mouth,” he said. “All I
said was that you acted hastily, and that you ought to tell
Skinner you're sorry!” )

“Well, until you think differently, you needn’t trouble to
speak to me again!” said Wharton savagely,

Nugent looked at him. His own temper was very patient,
but it was rising now; but he checked the words on his lips.
He did not wish the breach to go any further, if it could be
helped. He quitted the study without another word.

Wharton half rose, but he sat down again. He drew his
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{;ﬂ{}kﬂ towards him, and began his preparation, with a knitted
row,

Bob Cherry and Nugent, both with somewhat clouded loois,
joined the rest of the Co. in the passage. Johnny Bull had
a squirt full of nk all ready for Coker, and Hurree Jamsct
Ram Singh had a pea-shooter.  Squiff and Tom DBrown and
Peter Todd had joined the raggers, also armed with pea.
shooters.

“Come on!"” called out Bob,

““Isn't Wharton coming?"

1 Nl]‘.j*

“0Oh, rot!"” said Squiff. “T'1l call him! He can't miss thia!
You don’t see Coker as Hamlet every day !

Sampson Quincy Iffley Field ran along to No. 1, and put lLis
head 1n at the door.

“Come on, Wharton!"

“You can leave me out,” said Harry, without looking up.,

“But we're going for Coker," said Squiff.

5 Hlpw Coker !

Squiff looked at him curiously,

“ Anything wrong "

L Nn+|!‘

“You look as if some common mortal had come betwaen
the wind and your nobility, you know,"” grinned Squilf,

“Oh, don't be an ass!"

“Thanks for the tip. T won't,” said Squiff, imperturbably.
”Fll give you a tip in return, if you like.” :

': You needn’t trouble.”

No trouble at all, my son! At the present moment vou
Iﬂﬂkiaa if you're trying to live up to Skinner's caricature of
you,” said Soquwiff. “Don’t do it 1"

The Australian junior quitted the study without walting
f::-r a reply, leaving Wharton with a flushed and angry face.
Squiff’s remark-had a somewhat unpleasant truth in it, and
1t went home.  Wharton knew that the general opinion
would be that **Mr. Magnificent Wharton " was sticking on
his dignity, like Achilles sulking in his tent. It was ridiculons,
and it was exasperating, and it added to the hitterness in his
breast. But he did not follow his chums, and the little joke
on Coker of the Fifth proceeded without the assistance of tho
captain of the Remove.

— ——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Mischief-Makers!

bé OW-0W ! Wow!"
Thus Skinner, as he sat in his study and rubbed
his nose tenderly.

His nose had swollen a Tittle, and it was very
| rod and very tender. Harry Whartan had hardly
realised how much foree he had put into the blow: but
Skinner, naturally, had fully realised it. Skinner was fecling
hurt and very savage. He would have given a term’s pockot-
money to have been athletie, like Squiff or Tom Brown or
Bob Cherry, so that ho could have stood up to Wharton in
the gym, and called him to account for that hasty blow.
But that was not in Skinner’s line. As a matter of fact, he
was a little taller than Wharton, and could casily have made
himself fit to tackle him; but slackine and smoking did not
condues te fitness, and the weedy waster of the Remove was
not capable of shining as a fighting-man.

Vernon-Smith, Skinner's study-mate, looked impatient. Ha
sympathised with Skinner to a certain extent. But he was
I{-{]:-;’E:r \':ri!.h Skinner’s sufferings.

“Youre not a very cheery chap in a study, Skinney,”
he remarked. “Can’t vou ahﬂt upI;Dr a bit?" - !

“My nose hurts.”

“Well, chaps have had a pain in the noss before, without
weeping and wailing and gnashing their teeth,” suggested
the Bounder.

“You can get out of the study if you den't like it!™
snarled Skinner.

The Bounder yawned and throw down his book.

“Well, I will!” he remarked. “I hope you'll have got
over the pain when I come in for prep. You really get on
a chap’s nerves, you know."

Vernon-Smith lounged out of the study, leavin~ Skinner
alone with his nose. Skinner sat in the armechair and caressed
it, and murmured things. The door opened a little later, and
he looked up euddenly as Bolsover major and Snoop and
Stott came in.  As they were his pals, he supposed that they
had come to sympathise, but sympathy did not help his
painful nose.

* Well, how are you feeling 7" asked Bolsover major.

“Rotten 1V growled Skinner.

“How's your nose?"” aslked Snoop.

“Look at it!"

“Well, it does look a giddy cherry-blossom ! said Bolsovoer
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major, with a grin.“ You won’t get rid of that Sir a week,
Skinner,”

“You'll be an ornament to the Remove!” grinned Stoit.
“People will see you coming, by Jove, with that nose!”

“If that's all you've got to say you may as well clear!”
growled Skinner, *“I’ve bad enough of that from Smithy!”

“We've been talking about it,” sald Bolsover major.
“We're your friends, Skinner., We're not going to see you
treated like that.”

" Certainly not!” chimed 1n Socop. “ Whe's Wharton, to
take it on himself to knock down a chap at his own sweet
will? Might have been me!”

“Or me, or Bolsover,” observed Stott.

““Not me!” szaid Bolsover. * Wharten would think twice
before he punched my nese. He punched Skinner’s mose
because Skinney takes it lying down.”

“Well, he did lie down, and no mistake !

“*“He, he, he!l”

“What can T do?"" growled Skinner,
think I ean lick the beast, do you?
round me "

“You can try.”

“(Jh, rot!”

“It 1en’t rot!” said Bolsover major., ' That’s what we've
come about, Skinner. You can't be treated like this. I
suppose Wharton isn’t Grand Panjandrum and Brother of the
Sun and Moon, hke the Emperor of China. He hadn’t any
right to punch your nose, I suppose. You've got to call him
to account.”

“QOh, rot!" grunted Skinner. He began to have a glim-
mering of the purpose of this friendly visit, and 1t made him
uneasy.,

““Now, look here, Skinner.
didon’t he?”

“Yes " snarled Skinner.

“You can’t take it quietly.”

“1 prefer to say m:Iﬂling about the matter.
can't tackle him.”

“Yes, you can. And T'll be your second.”

“We'll all back you up, Skinney !'-

Skinner gritted his teeth.

“I'm jﬂlf;; well not going to fight Wharton, if that's what
vou mean! After all, I don’t suppose he really meant it
He was in a temper.”

“Turning the other check—what?"” sneered DBolzover
major. “That won't do, Skinney. I dare say Wharton was
in a temper. But he can’t punch fellows’ noses because he's
in a temper. He’s not Sultan of the Remove, I suppose, and
we're not in Turkey. The proper thing to do when a fellow
punches your nose 16 to fight him! TI'll take your challenge
to Wharton.”

“T'm not going to send him a challenge !” _

“Pon't you sce?” broke in SBnoop eagerly. * The rotter’s
in the wrong already. All the fellows are down on him. If
he licks you as we]f: that’ll make them still more down on
him, as you're not a mateh for him.” _ _

“] dare say it would. But I'm not going to be licked
because you've got your knife into Wharton!” growled
Skinner.

“You've been knocked down,” roared Bolsover major,
“and 1 can jolly well tell you, Skinner, that 1f you take 1t
quietly, you'll jolly soon be knocked down again! If you
like it, I'll give you some of it !”

" Look here——"

“You won't get hurt much,” said Bolsover contemptu-
ously. “Yeu'll ficht with the gloves on. What are you
afraid of ¥"

“T—T"m not afraid !I"" mumbled the unhappy Skinner. * But
—hut—""

“ But—but !”” mimicked Bolsover. ‘A fellow punches your
nose, and you're not afraid; but you let him do it. You'll
have every fag at Greyfriars punching your nose after this, if
you don’t stand up for yourself. We're your friends, and
we're not going to see you disgrace yourself. I know T'm
not going to pal with a funk, for one!”

“T'm not a funk! DBut—but I can't tackle him ! said
Skinner desperately., *“He knew I couldn’t tackle him, or he
wouldn’t have done it."”

“You've pot to stand up for yourself E%u]ixpﬂﬁ-c‘ Loder of
the Sixth punched Wharton's nose, do you think he’d take
it quietly? He's got no more chance against Loder than
you have against him. But he’d fight till he was knocked
into a cocked hat rather than have his nose punched. A chap
ia supposed to consider his personal dignity a bit, even if lie
gets a licking for it. Wharton will hek you right entough,
but you'll have shown that you're not a fellow to be knocked
about without some trouble to follow.”™

“That's all very well. But——"

“Oh, don’t keep on butting like a billygoat ! said Boleover
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major impatiently. *Tackle Wharton, like a decent chap.
You might lick him—after all, you're a bit bigger than he
is—if you've got the pluck. But if he licks you, you'll have
everybody on your side. The fellows will say vou couldn’t
have done more. And 1t will be up against Wharton, fighting
a chap who's not his match, It’s enough to bring him off
his perch.”

Skinner shifted uneomfortably in his chair. He realised the
cunning of Bolsover’s little scheme. It was such a scheme
as he might have thought of himself, with another fellow as
principal. But he was to met the licking in the scheme, and
that made all the difference.

“still, if you like to have wour nose punched, that’s &
different thing "' said the bully of the Remove scornfully.
“T'II jolly well punch it myself, il that’s the case. As a
matter of fact, yvou're my pal, and you've got to fight
Whartou, or else fight me! You can’t disgrace me by
backing down.”

“You want to use me to score over Wharton,” growled
Skinner,  * U'm jolly well not going to be used!”

“(h, have a little pluck, do! 1 suppose you're not a
worm, to he trodden on whenever Mr. Magnificent Wharton
pleases ¥V

“T'm not a punch-ball, to be thumped in the gym!”’

“You'll be thumped in this study if you don’t show a bit
of pluck!  You'll have fags i the Third pulling your ear
next. Have a little pluek !

Skmner erimsoned.

“T'ri not afraid of him, hang him! Only "

“ Well, give mie a message for him, and I'll take it,” said
Bolsover major.  * Suppose vou agree to let the matter drop
if he apologised 2 That’s fair. You ecan’t do less.”

“ Nothing less than that,” said Bnoop.

Skinner gritted his teeth. He was in the hands of the
Philistines. Bolsover major did not mean to let that oppor-
tunity pass for scoring over the fellow whom he regarded
as his rival.

Skinner reflected that he might as well be licked by Whar-
ton as by DBolsover major—ifor that was really his choice,

And eertainly there was a revengelul satisfaction in placing
the captain of the Remove still more hopelessly in the wrong,
and exhibiting him in the hght of a bully.

A victory over Skinner would not redound to Wharton’s
credit, while a fight would certuinly give Skinner a leg-up.
1t would show pluck. Not many fellows in the Remove were
keen to face Wharton in a serious contest, though there
wore plenty who would have been ready to do eo for ﬂ'{}ﬂd
Canse.

Skinner had eause enongh—there was no doubt about that.
He would be licked, but he would fall with glory. But it
wss the licking that Skinner disliked !

But he made up his mind.

“Well,” said Bolsover, who had been watching Skinner’s
face with considerable amusement, * you're going to take 1t
an?”

“Well, T suppose it's up to me!” grunied Skinner un-
graciously.

“Of course it is! Shall T take him a message?”

“(ive him the chance of saying he's sorry!” said Skinner
uneasily.

“(Oh, T'I! do that, of eourse!” grinned Dolsover. “71f the
Cireat Magnificent chooses to climb down, all serene !

And Bolsover & Co. left the study, leaving Skinner n a
very anxious frame of mind. Vernon-Smith came in, eyeing
Qkinner curiously. ;

“ Vou haven’t lot those fellows egg you on to play the giddy
goat, Skinney 7" he asked. ] i

“I've just heard them——

“T've sent a challenge to Wharton ! said Skinner loftily.

Now that he was fairly in for it, Skinner {elt that he might
as well elaim all the credit Pnsﬂiblm

“Then yvouw're an ass " said the Bounder, * You can’t touch
him 1"

“1 suppose I can’t let mysell be knocked down without
gaying a word afterwards?”

“Well, it’s not quite like that.
farther ! You haven't an earthly against Wharton

“T'm going to do my best!” said Skinner sullenly.

The Bounder grinned.

“YVon're a betting chap, Skinner.
five to one in quids that you don't survive the second round

Shinner was a ‘ betting chap,” but he did not accept that
generous offer.  Ie only grunted.

A Grand, Long, Complsate Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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The Highelifle fellows raised their straw hats to Marjorie, looking at Wharton with siparciuuus-smiles.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Coker Comes for Wool and Returns Shorn!

HERE was a rush of feet in the Remove passage, and
Bob Cherry & Co. came bolting into No. 1 study.

“PBack up, Remove !” roared Bob.

“Ilere comes Coker !

Apparently the interruption of the rehearsal had
not pleased the Fifth Form Stage Club. At all events, Bob
Cherry & Co. were rushing back to their quarters in hot haste,
and a crowd of Fifth-Formers were on their track. Coker
and Potter and Greene raged into the Remove passage, fol-
lowed by Fitzgerald and Smith major. and half a dozen
others,

Harry Wharton jumped up.

“ Back up, Remove !

The alarm rang along the passage.

Removites turned out on all sides. Even Fisher T. Fish
turned out to join in repelling a frontal attack upon the
gncred quarters of the Remove,

There was a rush of the juniors from all the studies.

Coker & Co. were met on the landing, and there was a
terrific serimmage.

The seniors were bigger and stronger, but they were hope-
lessly outnumbered, and in a couple of minutes Coker & Co.
were rolling down to the next landing.

A roar of defianece followed them.

“Come on, you rotters!”
Tue Macner Lisrary.—No. 4430.
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“Down with the Fifth !"™
“Come on, Coker!”

Horace Coker serambled up.

“Tollow me ! he shouted.

“ Betther follow me intirely 1" said Fitzgerald, and he led
the way downstairs,

All but Coker had had enough of the hornets’ nest they had
stirred up.

But Horace Coker did not even notice that his followers
were executing a strategic retreat.

ITe rushed up the stairs again., bent on vengeance.

“Collar him!” roared Bob Cherry.

“Tlarrah !

*“Collar Coker!™

Horace Coker charged the Removites manfully, and was
seized on all sides and whirled over.

“Yarooh!” roared Coker. *“Rescue! Dack up, Fifth!™

But the I'iffth had gone.

There was no rescue for Horace.
Roemovites, he struggled desperately.

“ Bump him down the stairs ! yelled Mark Linley.

“Huoreah ! Bump him !? shrieked Squill.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yarooh!"

Bump, bump, bump, bump!

From stair to stair went Coker of the Fifth, smiting each:
gtair in turn with a mighty smmte.

In the grasp of the yelling

DELICIOUS TUCK-HAMPERS ARE GIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE “BOYS' FRIEND,” 10



& THE BEST 30 LIBRARY ¥®~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3. LIBRARY, "gpo

Tiere was a sudden howl from Hazeldens=, va the lower
stairs.

“Cave "

M. Prout, the master of the I'ifth, came up the lower stair-
case two steps at a time.  He was frowning,

[} Ilﬂ:r's.[.::

“Yarooh!” Coker was roaring.
demons! T'll smash you! Yow-ow!"”

“Boys!" thundered Mr. Prout,

“Yah! Leggo!”

The Removites let go, Coker rolled over, and sat upon a
stair, almost at the fect of his angry Form-master, blinking.
Me. Prout gazed down at himewith indignant wrath.

“Loker, how dare vou !V

“Groogh!'" gasped Coker,

“1 am astonished at vou, Coler 1"

(BL]

“Oerrooh !

“I am shocked ! thundered Mr. Prout. “ It is not sur-
prising that unruly juniors play these noisy games on the
starrs, but I am surprised to sce a senior boy taking part in
stich horseplay !

“Wow! Wow!"”

il - &l L &

A Fifth Form boy, Ccoker, is expecied to have some sense

of personal dignity !7

“Ohy eriliey 1M

(3 % 1 - & LY &

“And not o utter ridiculons ejaenlations, Coker 17

“*Wow P
_ "Rowdiness is exensable to a certain extent in thoughtless
Jumiers. It is quite incxcusable in a Fifth-Former, Coker.
How such a noisy and ohstreperous game can appeal to vou 1
cannot imagine !

The Removites tried hard nol to erin,  Coker was speech-
less. Tt was bad enough to be bumped down the statrs, but
to hﬂ':'n- It supposed that he was taking part in a *noisy
game " with the fags of the Lower Fourth—that was a little
tm::‘ much. Coker conld not find words to express his feelings,
_ lri:, there is any vecurrence of this, Coker, I shall cane
youl” said Mr. Prout majestically,
[—[—I—" stuttered Coler.

"I should be sorry to inflict corporal punishment upon a
member of my Form; but if a senior hoy is lost to all senso
ot personal dignity——" :

“T—I didn’t I—I wasn’t—"

“Do not interrupt me, Coker! T have seen vou with my
own eyes taking part in a childish game on the stairs, and
making a great deal of noise 17

L (o R Ll .

It 18 inexeusable. You will write out two hundred lines
of the Aineid, Coker, and bring them to me this evening !

:‘ fjm: I——I-—I‘ " shrieked Coker.

Enough! Go to your study at once !”

“But 1 tell vou I i

“Will you obey me, Coker, or will you not?”’ thundered
My, Prout.

Coker choked back his wrath, and obeyed. His feelings
were indeseribable as he marched off. Mr, Pront gave the
juniors a chiding frown, and followed him. The Removites
respectinlly waited till he was gone before they FAVEe OXPros-
eton to their merriment, .,

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry, wiping away his tears.

Y Legpo, you young

*"Coker was born to look [or trouble and fAnd it. Poor old
Coker 1™
" A noisy game on the staira!” wept Squiff. “Poor old

Coker! No sense of his persoual dignity, vou know 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!” S

The Remove crowd dispersed in great spirits.  Mr. Prout’s
peculiar mistake had a very exhilarating effect on them. Bob
Cherry sat on the table in No. 1 study and gasped.

Y Lake Coker’s cheek to follow us here!™ he said, “ He
knows we don’t allow strange dogs in the Remove passage !
But old Prout—— Ha, ha, ha !

“The Proutfulness was tervifie!” grinned ITurree Jamset
Ram Bingh.

" Hallo, halle, hallo!
Wharton 7

“Fitzgerald's fist,”” said Wharton, hughing. The * scrap”
with the Fifth had restored him to good humour,

- “Well, 1t jolly nearly matches Skinner's now,” said Dob
Cherry.  * Hallo, hallo, hallo, Belsover! Where did you dig
up that eye 7" =

“ Some silly ass gouged his elbow into it,” growled Bolsover
major, coming into the study.

“My hat! I knew I knocked my elbow on somothing——"’

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

Bolzsover major rubbed his eyve.

“Well, 1t couldn’t be helped, I suppose,” he said,
Potter a lift under the jEl‘L‘-'. and that's somme comfort,
rotters to come here! What was the row about 77

Bob Cherry chuckled.
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What's the matter with yvour nose,

“1 gave
Checky

“We interrupted their rehearzal. They had just got to the
wedding scene mm * Hamlet '—7

“Th? There isn’t o wedding scene in ‘ TTamlet? ?

“There is—in Coker’s edition of * Hamlet.,” Ophelia re-
covers, and marries Hamlet in the last act.”

“IIa, ha, ha!"” roared Dolsover,

“Then the pea-shooters started, and the Fifth seemed to
et waxy,” said Dob. “ DBut I don’t see why there shouldn’t
be a pea-shooter scene in Coker’s ‘ Hamlet,” along with the
other altcrations. I hope we shall be able to introduce the
same scene when the play comes off—if the Stage Club don’s
lynch Coker before it comes off.”

“Good ege ! said Bolsover major, “ Well, now I've come
here on business.™

“Go aliead '

“TIt's with Wharton.™

“Ialo ! said Wharton, looking up.
nose with a somewhat reddened handlerchief,
wanted ¥

“I've a message from Skinner.”

Wharton’s brow darkened.

“1 don't want to hear anvthing from Skinner.” he said.

* But you've got no choice about this,” =aid Bolsover major
coolly. * Bkinner’s sent vou a challenge. You can either
apologise for biffing him on the nose, or you can stand up Lo
him with the gloves on, and vou ean take vour choice,”

He was dabbing his

*What's

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Dieclined !
ARRY WHARTON'S brows contracted darkly.,

There was an uncomfortable silence in the study.

Frank Nugent leoked out of the window. Bob
Cherry began to hum a tune. Johnny Bull and
Hurree Singh looked very uncomfortable,

Boisover major looked round with a jecring expression.
Skinner’'s challenge was extremely unwelcome in the study,
For that reazon it afforded the amizble Bolsover a keen
pleasure to bring it there. Boleover’s fixed opimon was that
Wharton badly wanted pulling down off lus perch, He was
prepared to do anything he could towards that very desirable
end.

“Well,” said Bolsover, *you're not in a hurry to speak,
Wharton! I suppose you're going to meet Skinnev?  Of
course, you can apologise if voun like,”

“1 shall do nothing of the kind, and vou know 1t!"7 =aid
Wharton tartly,

“MThen :-,'ml"il meet Skinner in the gyin ¥

There was a pause,

“No, I won't,” said the captain of the Remove, at last.

“You won't!” ejaculated Bolsover major,

“MNo! I don’t want to fight Skinner."”

“Don’t you think that you ought to have thought about
that before you knocked him down 7"

“That's my business, not yours.”

Bolsover major snorted.

“All serene! You punch a fellow’s nose, and you refuse to
fight him afterwards. I suppose a common or garden member
vt the Form i1sn't quite fit for you to lay your dainty fingers
on—what¥ The 1dea 18 for Remove chaps to be knocked over
lke skittles whenever Mr., Magnificent Wharton is in a
temper—hey #"

“(h., don't be a silly ass!”?

“Well, you can’t run the Remove on those lines,” said
Bolsover major emphatically, “If vou punch a chap’s nose,
vou'll have to answer for i1t.  You ecan’t refuse Skinner's
challenge.™

*“1 do refuse 1t.”

1 suppose you're not afraid of Skinner?”

Wharton laughed involuntarily. He did not think that any-
body at Greyiriars would suppose that he was afraid of
Skinner.

“You can think. so if you hke,” he <aid, shrugging his
Hh”lild{'rﬁ-.

“1 dare say the fellows will think you're funking.”

il bR |

Let them !

“You don't care twopenece what the Remove thinks, I
suppose 77" snorted Bolsover,

“*Nat three-halfpence.”

“Bo that's your answer "

“Yez, And I don’t belhieve Skinner wanted to send me a
challenge, either. Bome mischief-tnaking ead has cgpged him
on to do it

“Hear, hear I said Bob Cherry.

Bolsover major turned erimson, :

“Well, the matter won't end here,” he said.
your answer back to Skinner. Skinner's my pal, and I'm
secing him through, T dare say you'll make vp yvour mind to
light him when he tweaks your nose in publie.”

“T'll take
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And Bolsover major stamped out of the study, dizappointed
and furious, Silence followed his departure, Wharton looked
round at his friends.

“I suppose you fellows don't think that I ought to fight
Skinner *”" he asked. “ You,know that weedy waster can'é
stand up to me,"”

“That's true enough,” said Bob.

“What do you think, Nugent "

Nugent made an uncomfortable movement.

“You oughtn't to fight him,” he said.
match for you. But——"

“Oh, out with it!"

¢ 1:1:-1.1 ought to tell him you're sorry, and let the matter
end.’

“ Apologise, you mean?”

“Well, ves,”

“And when should I hear the end of it, if. T apologised to
B crawling worm-like Skinner ?” growled Whartoun.

“That i=n’t the point. It's up to a chap who's in the
wrong to admit it."

“So I'm in the wrong ™

*“Yes, I think so. Ask the other fellows.”

Wharton's face set.

“I'm not going to apologise for punching a cheeky cad.
And I'm not going to be dragged into a fight with a weedy
slacker to please Bolsover, I’ﬁ fight Bolsover if he wants ma
to. I'm not going to be dragged into hammering a weedy
rotter like Skinner., I was an ass'to ask your opinion. I
might have known you would be against me.”

“*You've no-right to say anything of the kind.”

“Peace, my children, peace!” said Bob Cherry uncomfort-
ably. “Let dogs delight to bark and bite, you know, let
Hobson and Croker brawl and fight i

“The blessfulness of peace is terrifie,” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh gravely., “I beg the esteemed Wharton
not to let his angerful passions rise. The stitch in time shows
a wise head, and goes longesi to the well, as your English
proverb says.”

“I can see you're all against me,” said Wharton bitterly.

“Well, T think you're angass!” said Johnny Bull, who was
famous for his remarkably eandid speech.

“Same here,” assented Bob.

“The samefulness is terrific.”

Wharton gave his chums a dark look, and left the study
without replying. The four looked at one another grimly.
B“”W']mt a blessed storm in a teacup!™ growled Johnny

ull.

“Oh, blow Skinner ! said Bob Cherry. “I've a jolly good
mind to go and give him another on the same spot !

Nugent did not speak.

Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull and Hurree Singh went along
to their own quarters, and Nugent was left alone. Ile was
m a very uncomfortable mood.

Wharton did not return to the study.

There was a breach between the two chums now, and Frank
had a miserable feeling that the split in the study would
widen instead of healing.

Ile looked round frowningly as footsteps neared the door.
Skinner, with his arm linked in Bolsover major's, appeared
there, Snoop and Stott bringing up the rear.

“ Wharton here?” demanded Bolsover, looking round the
study. ““ITallo! Where has he hidden himself 7"

“He hasn't hidden himself, and you know it!” snapped
Nugent,

“Well, where is he? Skinner wants to see him—don’t vou,
Skinney 7" i

“Ye-cs,” said Skinner, not at all enthusiastically.

“Find out!” growled Nugent,

“Come on, you fellows!” said Bolsover major. “ We'll find
him. We'll sce whether he won't fight a chap after punching
hiz nose!”

Bolsover & Co. marched off downstairs to look for the eap-
tain of the Remove. TFrank Nugent, after some moments'
hesitation, followed them. Hazeldene met him on the stairs.

“What's the row?” he asked. “I hear Skinncr’s hunting
i"i-‘fhn:"tnn up and down the house, and Wharton's dodging
i,

. “Rot!" growled Frank. “ Skinner's looking for a thrash-
ing, and Wharton doesn't want to give him one. I suppose
he must have it if he wants it.”

And, with a frowning brow, he followed Bolsover & Co.
into the Common-room. Hazel followed him, and other fellows
gathered from all quarters. Bolsover & Co. were on the war-
path, and there was evidently going to be trouble,

“Skinner's no

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Fight!

ARRY WHARTON was in the junior Common-
room. Ile had sat down to play chess with Mark

Linley when the enemy arrived. His face was still

very moody. His temper had placed him in a false

position, and he realised it; but he was not pre-

pared to extricate himself from it by undergoing the humilia-
THE Macxer LIBRARY.—No. 446.

NEXT
MONDAY—

“THE SENTENGE OF THE SCHOOL!”

L

ONE
PENNY.

every The ¢ m.éguel ”

MONDAY, LIBRARY.

tion Dolsover had planned for him. He could not lick
Skinner without discredit to himself; yet it was impossible
to avoid the challenge if SBkinner persisted in it And
Skinner was quite under Bolsover's thumb, and the bully of
the Remove was determined not to let the matter drop. And
the feeling that the general opinion was against lum only
added to the angry obstinacy in Wharton's breast,

“ Here ho is!"" announced Bolsover, as he led his flock into
the Common-room. * You're wanted, Wharton.”

Wharton's eyes were fixed on the chess-board, and he kept
them there. Bolsover major marched up to the table, his
arm still linked in Skinner’s. The hero would probably have
executed a strategic retreat on the spot if the Remove bully
had not tuken precautions,

““ Perhaps the Magnificent One will kindly give us his noble
attention for a few moments?” suggested Snoop; and there
was a laugh.

Wharton did not look up.

“Wharton!" roarcd Bolsover.

No answer,

** Bkinner wants fo speak to you!”

“Can’t Skinner speak for himself ¥’ suggested Vernons
Smith.,  “ Ilas Skinner cngaged you as his trumpeter,
Bolsover "

“You shubt up, Smithy! Skinner has chellenged Wharton,
and Wharton 1sn't going to funk it!"”

Wharton looked up at last.

“1f you've come here looking for trouble, Bolsover, I'm
vour man,”’ he said quietly. “I'm ready to step into the
gym whenever yvou please.”

“You can’t get out of it like that,” said Bolsover coolly.
‘“ Skinner’s the injured party. Look at his nose, you
fellows.”

“Well, it does look a picture,” grinned Hazeldene.

Skinner rubbed his nose and scowled.

““Speak up, Skinner I”” chimed in Treluce. ‘ _

“I've sent you a challenge, Wharton,” said Skinver,
Bolsover major had pinched his arm as a hint to get to
business.

“Ive rensed it,” sawd Wharton.

“ You punched my nose.”

*You asked for it.”

“You're going to fight me for it.""

“Well, I won't!”

“0Oh, draw it mild ! said Ogilvy. “You can't refnse,
Wharton. What the dickens—you can’t punch fellows’ noses
as you please! We're not in Germany—and you're not a
IKaiser, I suppose?”’

“You'll have to hight Skinner if he insists,”” said Russell.
“* You should have kept your paws to yourself, you know."

“When I want your opinion I'll ask for it, Russell !’

“T'Il give it to you without being asked!" exclaimed
Russell angrily. “ You're acting like a cheeky bully !

““ Hear, hear "' chimed in Billy Bunter. * Really, Whar-
ton, I'm surprised at you! I should advise Skinner to punch
your nose, as you did his, In Skinner's place, I should
certainly lick you, Wharton."

Wharton laughed; he eould not help it. The fat and un-
wieldy Owl of the Remove was not Jikely to lick anybody.

“ (o it, Skinner!’ said Belsover major encouragingly,
and giving the unfortunate Skinner's arm another twist by
way of further encouragement. )

“ Lool here, Wharton, you've got to fight or apologise !I"*
said Skinner,

“T won't do, either!”

“Then you're a funk!"” said Skinner,

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

““ 8o vou don't mind being called a funk "’ sneered Treluce.

“* Not at all—by Skinner."

Bolsover major gave Skinner a glare,
ceed to more drastic measures,

“Well, I'll give you the coward's blow, then!” gasped
Skinner,

Wharton's eves glinted.

“You'd better not, Skinner.”

“Will you fight me #"

1] N“ !'l‘

““Then take that!”

Skinner's fist lashed out at Wharton's sav face. Wharton's
hand whipped up like lightning, and Skinner's wrist was
caught before the blow could reach its mark., Skinner
struggled to free his hand, but he could not. He lashed out
with the othor hand, and his other wrist was caught in a
erip like a viee. Then Skinner was helpless. He wriggled
and struggled in Wharton’s grasp, but in vain, and there
was a howl of laughter from the juniors, The dramatio
coward’'s blow could not be siruck, under the circumstancés,

Wharton looked grimly at Skinner’s flushed, furious face.
The humiliation of his position, held like an infant in &

9
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It was time to pro-




0 THE BEST 30 LIBRARY

@ THE “BJYS FRIEND” 30 LIBRARY. ‘i
“0Oh, don't talk to
H'II_'!!”
Wharton  shook  off
Nugent's  grasp, and
1'l|ie'h;;::d at Skinner. |
Imn;laj:w jrf)l?: " ur:.-;L :]p' ; {il‘lﬁ

fight you now—till
can’'t stand!”

“Mot here!” exclaimed
Vernon-Smith, " You'll
have Quelehy in if there’s
a row. Come into the
gymL.”’

“T'm—I'm going to
have the gloves om”
stammered Skinner
“I'm not a rotten prize-
fighter! I—Tm not
going  to fight without
gloyes!”

Wharton
scornfully,

“Come into the gym,
then, confound yout”

“Come on, Skinney,”
eid  Bolsover  major.
“I'm going to be your
soeond. ™

Bolsover marched
Skinner off  triumph-
antly.  Tlarry Wharton
followed, with a black
brow. Nugent  joined
himn.

“I suppose ['m going
to he vour sceond? ho
said quietly,

you

lavghed

With a flushed face, Wiiarton reached up to tear the offending paper frem the

board. “Let that alone !™ cried Skinner.

- S hal P FEE e Tl

stronger grip, roused Skinner lo fury, and he forgot his
desire to avoid the fight. He struggled desperately to release
his hands.

“ Lt me go, you rotter !’ he shouted.

Wharton smiled contemptuously.

““What chance do vou think you've got if I mect you, you
ass ! he exclaimed. * Why don’t vou chuck it ¥’

“ Chuck it, and don’t be an ass, Skinner I”" said Nugent,

Skinner panted.

‘‘ Help me, Bolsover, you votter !

“ Let him go, Wharton 17

“ Mind vour own business !

“Then I'll jolly well make you !

Bolsover major made a grasp at Wharton, and he had to
et Skinner go. Ie turned on Bolsover angrily, and as he
did so Skinner struel him full in the face. The blow caught
him by surprise, and he reeled back over his chair, and rolled
on the floor of the Commeon-room.

There was a buzz as Wharton went down, Shinner, almost
geared at what he had done, stood hlinking at him.

Wharton serambled to his feet, his face white with rage.

*F

“We're even now,”’ said Skinuner, backing away., “Vm
willing to let it drop if you are.”

“That’s fair!” grinned Russell.

Wharton made no reply, but he rushed at Skinner. Frank

Nugent caught him by ithe shoulder and stopped him.
“Let me go !’ shouted Wharton,
“ Hold on, Harry—"
“Let me go!”
““Hold on, 1 tell vou!
Frank.
Wharton glared at him.
““You may be funk enough to take a blow in the face, but
I'm not !’ he shouted.
“T1t's no more than vou expected Skinner to take.”
THE MaAcNET LIBRARY.—No. 446.

Let the matter drop here,” szaid

(vee Clapler 1.)

“You can pleaze your-
volf about that™

“Then I'll be
second, Harry.”

Wharton growled, and
made no cther reply. The
pavty arrived in the gym,
followed by about half
the Remove.

The famous Co. weras
all on the spot now,
but for once Wharton's
chums  ecould not  feel
proud of thew leader.
i, The look on his  face

showed that there was a
bad time in store for Havold Skinner, and it would not be
a pleasent spectacle to see the athletic captain of the Remove
ammering a weedy alacker who was not half his mateh.

The two juniors threw off their jackets and donned the
gloves, Skinner’s expression was the reverse of ]D_]_-'fﬂ'f. He
looked o good deal as if he was going to execution; and
indeed, if he had been capable of hicking anybody, he wuul_:i
rather have licked Dolsover major, for getting him into this
serape, than Wharton. : : ;

“Rounds, I suppose #’ said Vernon-Smith, taking out his
watch.

Wharton's lip curled. .

 How many rounds do you think there are in that
slockeor?” he said. © One round will be enough for him.”

“0Oh, don't swank!” said Snoop.

Wharton turned on him savagely.

“What’s that?"

vOur

“Oh, mn-n-nothing!” gasped Snoop, dodging behind
Bolsover major with a haste that made the juniors roar.
“Well, shall 1 keep the vounds, or not!” asked the
Bounder.

“] don’t eare twopence.”

“Yes, do,” said Skinner,

“Right-ho! Ready?”

“¥Ye-ps.”

“Soconds out of the ving ! said the Bounder.

Nugent paused.  Dolsover major backed out, leaving his
champicn alone, DBut Frank spoke to his chum in a hurried
whisper, ‘

“Tlarry, let the poor brute down hghtly.”

“ After what he's done?” prowled Wharton.

“ He's no mateh for you. You know what all the fellows
will think of you if you hammer him. Keep your temper.”

“0Oh, let my temper alone! ['ve heard a little too much
about that. If you think I'm going to act like a beastly
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bully, you necdn’t be my

second, ™ , :
Nugent  bit lip
clear  off 1™

hard.
Y Secaonds,
sald Vernon-Soith; and
Nugent stepped out  of
the ring
“*Time

his

12
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THE 8(h CHAPTER.
Broken Friendship!

“Time "
The fight began.

The Removites looked
on  with  leen  anterest,
curious to see what kind

of a Aght the black sheep

of the Form would put
wp  against  his  athletio
opponent.  Skinner, find-
g himsell fandy in for
it, did his best. He
started the attack. He
got home a couple of
blows, and then he
found humnseli, as it ap-
peared to him, the contre
of o whirlwind.

Blows rained on Lim,
and he was kuoeked
right and left.  Dofore
the two minutes allowed
for the round had ox-
pired Skinner went to
the floor, wasping.

Vernon-fHimith,  g1vin.
ning, beran to count.

“One, two, three, four,
five——"

Skinner staggered up.

“Hang vyou, I'm not
done yet!" lie snarled.

He  rushed a2t Whar-
tDIII- IIi"'\- ].]‘1(] Wik LA R
brushed aside, amdl &
hard glove smote him
on the chin and hurled
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him baclkwards.

i ;].1i|'|].ﬂ :Il

Bolsover major
dragged Skinner up, and

Wharton looked up from the chesc-board, “Ii you've come here looking
for trouble, Bolsover, I'm your man,”” he sald quietly. (S¢¢ Chapter T.)

made a kneo for him.

Skinner sank on it, blinking and
“I—I ca’t go on!" he stuttere
“Yes, you can,” prowled Bolsover. * And for poodness’

salie put a bit more beef into it! You've hardly touched

him vet.”

“Grooh! Ow, my chin!”

Wharton had stepped back, but he did not go to Nugent,
He caught the Jook on Frank’s face, and read the condemna-
tion there. Ilis face Hushed with anger. e waited grimly
for the next round.

“Time!” said Vernon-Smith.

Wharton stepped up quickly. Skinner left Bolsover’s kneo
with visible reluctance and toed the line.

“Go it, Skinner!” sang out Snoop encouragingly.

The second round began.

Skinner attacked desperately, eager to get it over. He did
not have long fo wait. A drive straight from the shoulder
knocked him off his feet, and he went down on his back with
a crash. There he lay, dazed.

“One, two, three, four, five, six, scven

“Buck up, Skinner!"

“{iet a move on, old chap!”

“Eight, nine—out 1"

The Bounder slipped his watch back inte his pocket. The
fight was over; the defeated champion had been counted out,
much to his relief. Bolsover major snorted with diszust.

“Call that a hght?’ he growled.

Skinner groaned.

Bolzover jerked him to his feet.

“You're not hurt. Get your jacket on.
fght? Brr-rr!”

“*Ow-ow! Wow!” mumbled Skinner.

Nugent held Wharton’s jacket for him,
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Call that a

Wharton slipped

s e 5

it on, and, without a word to his chum, strode cut ol
the Fym,

Skinner limped away more slowly, leaning heavily on
Snoop, The punishment he had received would not have
hurt a fit fellow much; but Skinner was weedy and out of
condition, and he felt as if he had been through a threshing-
machine,

There was no safisfaetion in the victory for Wharton. Ha
was angry and disturbed and ill at ease when he returned to
his study and strove to centre his mind on his preparation.
His look was so forbidding when Nugent came in that Frank
did not speak, but sat down quietly to his work.

It was not easy for Wharton to concentrate his mind upon
work in his present mood, but by sheer force of will he did
so. Work was finished at last, and he rose to his feet,

Nugent put aside his boolks.

It was Nugent's intertion to say nothing of his thoughts,
and to allow everything to go on as before, if he could. But
he was aware that that would not be easy. His unspoken
condemnation, which he could net help, had its influence,
and he did not expect his chum to endure it patiently. And
it was hardly possible to chat in the old cheery way as if
nothing had happened. Nugent made the effort, but it could
hardly be called a suceess.

“Coming down to the Common-room?”? he asked.

Wharton paused before he replied.

“We'd better have this out,” he said abruptly. *We can’t
dig in this study together scowling at one another,™

“1 wasn’t aware that I scowled.”
~ Do you think it isn’t plain enough what you're think-
ing?”? exclaimed Wharton scornfully. *“I expected you to
stand by me as my friend, and instead of that you've joined
with all the rest!”
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“If all the rest are down on you, Harry, that ought to be
a pretty plain hint that vou've put vourself in the wrong."

“1 don't admit it for a moment.”

“Well, there's no need to quarrel about it.
drop.”

“That's impossible. You think I treated Skinner brutally
in hammering him after he had struck me.”

“¥You had struck him.,”

“That's different.”

Nugent's eyves rleamed.

. “If you think that's different, Wharton, it's Because what
Bkinner & Co. say about you is true—that you lock on your-
pelf as a little tin god. You seem to be trying to justify
everything they say about you.”

“Well, you don’t want to pal with a little tin god,” said
Wharton bitterly,

“I'll et out of the study, if you like," said Nugent tartly.
“It isn't particularly agreeable here.”

“You won't! It was your study before I came to Grey-
friars. I'll get out.”

Harry Wharton walked out of the study as he spoke,
‘without giving his chum time to reply.

Nugent looked after him in silence, his eyes glittering and
decp anger rising ir his breast.

There had been little disagreements in the study before,
but it had never come to this. But if Wharton could throw
over an old friendship as lichtly as that his friendship was
not worth keeping, and it could ro.

Hurree Jamset Ham Singh looked into the study. An
expression of concern came over his dusky face as he caugit
Nugoent's expression. -

“The esteemed Wharton has gone down?” he asked.

“Yes,"

“Let us go followfully.”

Nugent shook his head.

“1 trust hopefully that there has been no more troubleful-
ness in this angust stady?” remarked the nabob anxionsly.

“There has,” said Nugent abrupily. “1 suppose all the
Remove will know soon. Wharton and I aren't on speaking
terms now. Ii's nothing to bother about.”

“The regretfulness is terrific. But the blowfulness over will
be soonful,” said Hurree Sinzgh, “If is a stormful agitation
in an estecined teacup.”

Nugent grinned faintly.

“I think not. But never miund,
into our row, Inky."

I shall presevvefully keep the sameful friendshi
the esteemed and ridiculous duffers,” said the nubo

When the Remove went to the dermtory that mnight
Wharton and Nugent did not speak. Skinner, though still
feeling somewhat sore, grinned as he noted i, It was a
revenge for him, at least. FHe was glad to see the s-'.p-EJ'l. in
No. 1 Study. But it was distressing to the membeoers of the
fanious Co., so long shoulder to shoulder, and now divided.
And the position was awkward for Bob and Jehnny Bull and
Inky, who were still on chummy terms with both the parted
friends. If the breach continued, it looked as if they would
have to take one side or the other; it could scarcely be
avoided. And that would be the end of the Famous Five.

Let the matter

You needn't be dragged

for both
eravely,

NOW ON
SALE.

THE NINTH CHAFTER.
A Chanee for Bunter!

HE split in the study was soon known far and wido,
and excited a good deal of comment among the
juniors,

Wharton and INugent had been such good chums

that it took the Remove quite by  surprise.

And it was difficult to suppose that anybody could quarrel

with =so good-tempered o fellow as Nugent, unless he was
deliberately looking for trouble, _

The Remove agreed that Wharton was to blame, as indeed
he was. a

Some of the fellows said so; but Wharton appeared to be
deaf to remarks made in his prescice, and Nugent broke oub
with unexpected sharpness of temper if anyone uttered a word
against his former chum.

The rest of the Co. did not kaow how to deal with the
matter.

Johuny Bull proposed knocking their heads together till
they found some common-sense; a proposal that made Bob
and Inky grin, but which they did not adopt,

Squiffi and Peter Todd, and Tom Brown and Vernon-Smith,
and some other fellows, tried their pood offices with a view
to healing the breach; but they mizht as well have saved
their labour. The breach was not to be healed.

The two old chums met without speaking or lecking at one
another, and they did not meet when they could help it.

As most of their work and play were in common, awkward
situations continually arose. Both were prominent members
of the Remove Dramatic Society, of which Wibley was the
head, and it was a little difficult to sce how they were to
rehearse together under the cireumstances. Wharton settled
that difficulty by resigning his part in the fartheoming play
and keeping away from the rehearsals. Nugent, who would
not appear to have driven him away, resigned his part also—
a proceeding that made Wibley almost tear his hair, Wibley
visited both of them in turn, and slanged them till he was
out of breath, getting nothing from either of them in response.

Wharton, as captain of the Remove, could not resign from
the ericket; but Nugent did not care to play under the clreum-
stances, and he gave up his place in the team.

That gave Wharton a twinge. e felt that he was keeping
Frank out of the cricket. But he made no sign,

Meanwhile, Wharton bhad ceased to “ dig 7" in No. 1 Study.

The study was Frank's by right of priority. Billy Bunter
had been his study-mate there before Wharton came 1o Grey-
friars, Nugent would not have insisted on his rights, by any
means: but Wharton settled the matter by taking his books
and things away. He would not ask any other fellow to let
him share his study, however, and he began to do lus prep
in the Form-room. Vernon-Smith invited him into his
auarters; but, as Skinner was there also, Wharton could
scarcely accept. But after a day or two he settled down in
No, 14, with Johnony Bull and Fisher T. Fish.

The chums were compietely separated. now. When there
was a row with Coker of the Fifth, if Wharton was present
Nugent was sure to be absent. When there was a rag with
the Highcliffe fellows, Wharton stayed out if Nugent took &
part. Perhaps, inwardly, each was waiting for the other to
come round. DBut each was too proud to think of making the
first advancoes.

In a fow days most of the Remove ccased to think abouf
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the matter. 1t was settled that Wharton and Nugent did
not chum together, and that was all.

Billy Bunter, meanwhile, was thinking the matter out.
Billy Bunter honoured No. 7 Study with his presence, but he
was not wholly satisfied there. Peter Todd had a somewhat
heavy hand, and he was wont te resort to a cricket-stump
when Bunter raided the study cupboard, and scoffed all the
avauable supplies at one fell swoop. And on Saturday Billy
Bunter rolled into No. 1 Study, and bestowed a very friendiy
blink on Nugent. : T

“ All alone—what?" he asked.

* Yes, fatty,” growled Nugent.

“ Wharton isn’t coming baclk—what "

“ No, ass!”

* Oh, really, Nugent, you ghouldn’t call an old pal names,
¥ou know " remonstrated Bunter. ** I've come here to speak
to you like a pal.™

“ Then buzz off 12

“ Wharton was always rather a high-handed beast, wasn't
he?’ pursued Billy ~ Bunter {:ﬂnﬁdantiall;,r. “1—1 s=ay,
wh-what are you going to do with that bat?'

* Lick you, if you say another word about Wharton!™
growled Frank. ]

* Oh, really, Nugent!
beast ¥
vou.”

“ Oh, shut up!”

Billy Bunter glaved at Nugent through his big glasses,
This was a vely ungrateful return for his kind syinpathy and
friendlineas. )

“ Well, if you can’t be civil, T'll elear,” he growled.

“ Good !

“Ahem! The fact ds, Nogent, T used to be in this*study
with you before Wharton came.”

“ Don’t remind a chap of a horrid time like that, Bunter !

* Oh, really, you know! 1 was going to say that I'm
willing to dig with you again. I really couldn’t stand it while
Wharton was here, but 1 could get on with you, Nugent,”

“You couldn’t,” gaid Nugent grimlv. It takes two to
make a bargain, you know. Shut the door after you.”

“ Look here, Nugent !"" roared Bunter. * If you don’t want
me in the study——"

“I don't. Good-bye!™

“He, he, he! T can take a joke,” said Bunter quite cheer-
iE]IF.” “He, he, he! It's settled that I'm coming back,

on,

“You fat owl—"

“I'm not going to stick with Toddy any longer. He's too
mean about grub,” said Bunter. ‘' He kicked up an awful
fuss yesterday because 1 ate all the sardines and finished the
cake. T can't stand a mean fellow. Now, you're not mean,
Nugent.”

“ Thanks!"” gaid Nugent, geinning. * But if yvou ate all my
sardines and ecake, I think T should kick up a fuse, too.”

“Well, you see, you've got more money than Toddy.
He's only the son of a miserable solicitor, or something. You
have better feeds in here, Of course, vou don’t want to
feed alone. It's unsocial. I'm going to give you my com-

any, Nugent that you won't feel lonely.”
pany, Nugent, so J ¥

“You needn't trouble.”

* No trouble at all. I'm coming back,” said Bunter. “1I
shall expect a pretty decent tea every day, that's all. T malke
no other conditions. Of course, I should expect vou to cash
& postal-order for me occasionally.”

““ Oh, go and eat coke!” sald Nugent.

“You'll ind me an improvement after Wharton,” urged
Bunter. It will be a bit diferent from having that ratty
bounder about. Now, I'm a good-tempered chap; nothing
ratty about me. I sha'n’t fly out at a word, you know. In
fact, you'll be jolly comfy here, with a decent chap like me,
instead of a sulky, rotten-tempered, rativ bounder like that
——  Yaroooooop!”

Billy Bunter was interrupted by the ericket-bat clumping
on his fat person,

He jumped away with a roar.

““ Wharrer you at? Stoppit!

Clump—clump !

Billy Bunter made a desperate spring for the door.

Nugent’s boot rose in the air and caught the fat junior
fairly on the bound. Bunter went through the doorway hike a
ghell from a mortar. i

There was a terrific bump in the passage,

Slam !

Billy Bunter sat up and roared:

“Yow-ow! Help! Fire! Murder!

Peter Todd looked out of hig study.

“Hallo! What's the matter, fatty?” _

“Yow-ow-ow! Come and help a chap up, Toddy, vou silly,
grinning, cackling ass!”

Peter took Bunter by a fat ear and helped him up.
roareqd still more loudly.
comfortimg,
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; _ Haven't you quarrelled with the
I'm on your side, you know. I'm sticking up for

Yoooop !

Yarooooh!™

Bunter
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Peter’s help was not grateful or

“THE SENTENCE OF THE SCHOOL!”

“ Leggo, you skinny beast!” howled Bunter. * Leppo my
ear, you rotter! Yow-ow!"

** Now, what's the row about?’ demanded Peter.

“ Ow-yow! It's that ecad Nugent, Beecanse I wouldu't go
back and dig in No. 1 with him,” epluttered Bunter. * 1 I{ﬁﬁ
him I couldn’t do it. He fairly begred me; but T felt I had
to refuse——"

“ Ha, ha!”

“There's nothing to cackle at, yon rotter! T refuse to go
back to No. 1, if Nugent begs me on his bended knees!
Yow-ow-ow !’

“I can see im doing it,” grinned Peter.
man, vou know I keep a stump for you when
whoppers. Wait a minute till T get that stump!”

Peter Todd stepped back inte his study. When he looked
out again, a few moments later, William George Bunter had
dizappeared. He had nct wailed for the stump.

“ Bunter, old
you tell

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Gives It Up!
N Sunday morning it was a custom with the Famous
Five to take a Sunday walk together after morning
chapel. Their Sunday walk generally led them m
the direction of ClLiff House, and they sometimes
walked home with Marjorie Hazeldene and her
frionds Phyllis and Clara,

But when Sunday came this time the inseparable five were
no longer together. Nugent went out with Jehnny Bull and
Bob Cherry, and the patient and good-tempered Tn!c;i-'
bestowed his company on Wharton, And as it was quite
eertain that Dob Cherry's footsteps would wander inevitably
towards CLiff House, Harry Wharton took ancther direction,
which happened to be towards Higheliffe.  In the lane he mef
Frank Courtenay and the Caterpillar, and chatted with thein
for same time, and on his way home he {ell in with Pmmﬂl‘:h]r
& Co., his old enemics. It was a rule with the Greyiriars
chums never to enter.into a rag on Sunday, but Ponsonby
& Co. were not =o particular ; and, as they were in force, they
bhecame warlike at once. There was a scrap before Wharton
and Hurree SBingh got clear of the encmy, and they returned
to Greyfriars in a somewhat dusty state,

“ Our luckfulness is out,” the nabob remaiked, as  he
mopped his nose. ** If our esteemed chuims Lhind heen with
ns  the atrociouns and ridiculous Ponsonby would have been
mopped up terrifically.”

“ Vs, I wish Bob and Johnny had been therve,” said Harry.

“1 aleo wish the esteemed Franky had been there,” said
the nabob gently, and Wharton made no reply,

Bob Cherry and his companions came in cheerfully  for
dinnéer., Hazel came in with them, and after dinner Hazel
sought out Wharton.

- Marjorie asked after you,” he said.

Wharton nodded.

“She doesn’'t know you and Nugent have been rowing,”
sald Hazeldene. *“Of course, it's no business of mine. But
it's rather awkward. You know Marjorie and Clara and
Phyllis are coming over on Wednesday to tea?™

“Y[:'E'::I

“Well, they gencrally have tea in your study. It seems
that yvou’ve changed out. I suppose you'll be thrre?”

Wharton coloured.

“No,” he said, after a pause.

“Well, it’s your own husiness,” said Hazel carelessly.
“The girls will think you and Nugent a pair of asses.”

“Indeed !”

“Yesz indeed ! sald Hazel coolly.
if Phyllis jaws you. She does jaw a chap, you know,
suppose yvou can hardly punch her nose, ™

“Doti’t be an ass " exclaimed Wharton irritably.

“Not at all. But Phyllis isn’t in the Remove, you know,
=0 vou can’t knock her down, can vou?” said Hazel agrecably.
And he walked away before Wharton could make any
rijoinder.

Wharton drove his hands deep into his pockets and strode
aAwWay, It was an vuncomfortable situation. Matters had
changed in No, 1 Study since Marjorie & Co.'s last visit, and
it was certainly awkward., He was no longer on speaking
terins with his former chum, and he could not jom the nsually
merry tea-party in No, 1 Study.  Under the cireumsiances, he
could not =it at the same table with Nugent—the siluation
would be altogether too pwkward.

The quarrel, in fact, made matters nneomfortable all vound.
The girls would wonder at his absence. They would soon sew
that something was wrong, Phyllis had chipped in once when
there was a misunderstanding between Wharton and Baob
Cherry, and had set the matter right.  His quarrel with

13

“T1 chouldn’'t wonder
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Nugent was quite a different matter, and he shrank from any
comment on the subject. But it was impossible for things to
go on as they had gone before. .

Marjorie & Co. would think them a pair of slly fellows,
He knew that, and it was not a gratifying reflection. -They
would think that the two had gquarrelled about nothing, or
next to nothing.  After all, what was the quarrel abount?
Nurent had considered that he had acted badly towards
Skinner. 1lis own conscionce was not quite easy on that
subject. If Skinner had been a different kind of chap—if he
had been a decent fellow, like Squiff, or Tom Brown, or
Linley—\harton would bave told bim frankly that he was
S50ITY.

But to humuliate himself to o rotier hike Skinner was too
bitter a mll. Skinner would make it as humiliating as pos-
sible for him; be would consider it a triumph. and crow over
it.  Wharton could not quite malke up his mind to go through
that, vet he had an uncasy feeling that he onght to do so,
and to aceept it as o punishment for having been in the wrong
in the hrst place.  But suppose he had been o the wrong |
Nugent might have stood by him, all the same, he thought,
He would have stood by Nugent., He did not quite realizoe
that the quareel was chicfly of his own making,

Billv Bunter joined him as he paced restlessly under the
elms.  The fal junior came up, with an agreeable erin.

“I sav, Wharton—"

“0Oh, don’t bother ! eaid IHarry erossly. He was usually
very palient with the Owl of the Remove, but his temper was
BOTE HOW.

Bunter jumped back in alarm,

“Hands off I he exclaimed,

Wharton burst into an angry laugh.

“You young ass, what are you afraid of "

“Of course, I'm not afraid of you, or anybody,” sniffed
Bunter, “only spectacles do get in a chap’s way in a scrap.
Otherwise, I'd lick vou fast enough, if T had any of your
cheek.  And if you think you're going to punch me like you
do Skinner, you're jolly well mistaken! I'm not a chap to
be bullied, I can tell you!”

Wharton controlled his temper with an effort. Tt was not
agreeable to be regarded, even by a duffer like Bunter, as a
fellow whao could not be approached without caution—hike that

famous King of Prussia whose amiable habit it was to lay his.

cane about everybody who ecame within reach.

“Pax, you know !" said Bunter, blinking at him,
really come here as a pal, Harry, old chap.
you know. That cur, Nugent——"

Y What 1

“That rotten worm Nugent—-—

“Shut up, vou fat cad!™

“Ie wanted me to o back into No. 1, vou know,” pursued
Bunter.  “Simply begged of me.  But T had to refuse.
‘*No," I told him. * I'm not coming back without Harry——' "

“Oh, do dry up!”

“IT've got an idea,” said Dunter confidentially,
lick Nugent, you know,
to you, Wharton.”

£ '[J‘_{..'
Don't get waxy,

"

“You dan
Don't walk away while I'm talking
Bunter toddled after the eaptain of the
Remove. * This is my idea, Ilarry. old chap. You can lick
Nugent. TI'll come with you and hold your jacket: Then
we'll turn the beast out of the study, and we'll have it.
Sec "

Wharton walked on at a pace Billy Bunter found it difficult
to equal. The Owl’s littie fat legs were going like machinery.,

“1 say, Wharton, what do vyou say? We'll have No. 1
Study, vou know, and Nugent ean go and eat.cokernuts
Of course, I should expect something decent for tea. It will
he a bit hard parting with Toddy, who's so attached to me,
but really I think I'd rather dig with my old pal. And I'm
willing to agree to an arrangement for whacking out our
remittances. I'll go halves with you with all my postal-orders,
and you'll divvy up your remittances with me. That will be
ripping, yon know, and fair on both sides. Wharfon, you
beast, I can't Lkeep up with you! 1 say, old chap Yah,
you heast!”

Billy Bunter was left to waste his sweetness on the desert
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air. Ie could not stay the pace. Ie shook a fat fist after
Wharton as he disappeared out of the gates,

“¥ah! Rotter!”

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!  What's the trouble?” asked Bob
Cherry's cheery voice,

Bunter blinked at him,

“That rotter Wharton 44
Brast I

Bob Cherry sauniered away, leaving Bunter to extricate
himsell from hig hat,  And although the split in the study
continued, neither Wharton nor Nugent had the honour of
chumming up with William George Buanter,

he bezan., ““0Oh, yarooh!

—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Marjoric’s Counsel!

1 ARJORIE!” exclaimed Wharton,

It was Wednesday afternoon.

M There was a cricket-match on that afternoon

between the Remove and the Third, The heroes

of the Third were very small beer in the cricket

line, and the captain of the Remove had announced his intehn-
tion of standing out of the match,

Sampson Quincy Iffley Field had undertaken the task of
captaining the Remove, and Franlk Nugent was mm his team,
The rest of the Co. were in the eleven, and Harry Wharton
had pone out for a ramble on the cliffs. Marjorie and Clara
and PPhyllis were doming over later to see the mateh, and
Wharton had not expected to see anything of them,

But as he wallked down the road by the cliffs he caught
gicht of Marjorie ahead, and hurried to overtake her,

The girl grected him with a bright smile. '

“I thought you were going over to Greyfriars?” said
Harry.

* 'Sf}vs; I'm going back to Cliff House for Phyllis and Clara
now,"” explained Marjorie. *“I've been to the village to sece
Mrs. Chirpey. The match hasn’t begun yet, as you are
here ¥

Wharton coloured. i

“T'm not playing this afternoon,” he said.  “It's only a
fag match, anyway. Tubb & Co. will be jolly pleased to see
you watching their cricket, though ™

“Then you are going to be an onlooker?” smiled Marjorie.

“Well, no. I shall be away this afternoon.™

Marjorie gave him an odd look. Tt occurred to Harry that
Hazeldene had been talking, Hazel did not conceal his
opinion that Wharton was to blame in the late dispute, and
probably he had aired his views at Cliff House. Not that it
mattered, as Marjorie would certainly have learned 1t all at
Greyfriars that afternoon.

Wharton walked by her side, flushed and uncomfortable.
Marjorie did not speak.

¢ 1—I "—Wharton broke the silence at last—*'T suppose
vou've heard that—that Nugent and I are not on good terms
now ¢

“Vez, T heard.”

“It's nothing vou know, only a row.”

Marjorie smiled slightly,

Y But vou were such good friends,” she said.

“Yes, we were, Nugent was jolly decent to me when I
first came to Greyfriara,” said Harry. 1 had a bt of trouble
at first, and he stood by me like a brick, “We've been
chums ever since.” ] s

“Isn’t 1t rather a pity for it to end like this?" said Marjorie
softly. *1 am sure Franlk can’t have done anything, really,
to make all that differcnce.”

Wharton's [ace softened a good deal.  Marjorie did not
assume that Nugent was in the right as a matter of course,
as all the Remove fellows did.  In fact, it did not scem to
oceur to her that YWharton was in the wrong. The captain
of the Remove gave her a gratefnl glance. ;

“Nugent hasn't done anything.” ke said quickly,

“ But you haven't?”

“0Oh, no!" o o

“Then the quarrel is all abouf nothing?” said Marjorie,
laughing. “ Hadn't you better make it up at onee?’ )

STt isn’t exactly like that, either,” said ilarry  “Ti—if
vou're interested, Marjorie, I'd like to tell you, and—and ask
your adviee.”

“OF course T'm interested, Harry! T was very sorry fto
Liear that anvthing of the kind had happened.”

“There isn't really anything in dispute,” said Harry,
colouring again.,  “It was really Skinner's fault. He was
making game of me, and I lost my temper, and—and hit
out. I—I know I shouldn't have done it, as he's a weedy
beast.”

“You shouldn't, Harry!"'

“No, I know I shouldn't. But I did, you know!”

‘A Grand, Long, Complete Btory of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDBS.



“Well, if you were gorry afterwards—-"

“I was, in a way.”

“Then you only had to tell Skinner so0.”

“But—but Skinner isn’t the kind of fellow a chap can
speak to like that. He would take advantage of it. He 1sn't
like Bab, or Bqniff, or—or Nugent,”

“That makes it harder, of course; but you ought to do
what 1s right in your own eyes, even if it is hard.”

“Oh!" saird Harry.

“You asked me to advise you, you know,” added Marjorie
hastily.

“Of course,” said Harry. “But—but that's what Nugent
thought. I had a scrap with Skinner afterwards, and he was
rather hammered. Nugent thought I was too hard on him.
I didn’t really mean to be, but—but I was savage., I—I know
I was wrong,” he added, lowering his eyes.

Marjorie did not speal.

“Now I've made you think the same as Nugent does, that
I'm a quarrelsome, bullying rotter !” said Wharton bitterly.

“1 shouldn’t ever think such a thing of you, Harry, and
I am sure Nugent doesn’t. DBut I wish you hadn’t fought
skinner ! He 1sn’t a match for you.”

“But I hadn’t any chowce. T refused at first, and he struck
me. Nugent thought I ought to stand it, because I had
struck him. Of course, I couldn’t!”

Marjorie was silent,

“You agree with Nugent, then ?”

“Well, yves It was no worse for you than for Shkinner,
was it #”

“If T say I think it was, you'll think that I look on myself
as a little tin god. That's how Nugent put it.”

“But there wouldn’t be anything else for me to think,
Harry.”

“Qh!” said Wharton again.

They walked on in silence for some time. CLf House came
m eight. The captain of the Remove halted.

T hope you are not offended, Harry,” said Marjorie, stop-
ping, too. ** You asked me to speak, you know?"

Wharton smiled grimly.

“Ves, I asked for it, and now I've got it!” he said. “Of
course, I'm not offended, Marjorie. You think I've been an
ass, and I think eo, too. I suppose it's my beastly temper.
Perhaps I am rather a conceited duffer, as Skinner says.”

“I don’t think so,” said Marjorie, smiling. *“ But I think
yvou have been very quick to take offence.”

“0Oh, don't!” said Harry, wineing. ““That’s the eame as
eaving I am touchy. A tonchy fellow is horrible.”

“Well, tourhiness isn’t pleasant, but it is casy to make up
for being hasty,” said Marjorie. *1 wish you would sct the
matter right wath Frank.”

“And admit myself in the wrong all alongr the line?”

“Yes, if you feel you arve in the wrong 17

“I suppose I am,” said Harry uncasily. * But—but I
can’'t eat humble pie to Skinner. He would crow.”

“Would it hurt you very much if a mean fellow crowed ?”

“I—I1 suppose it wouldn’t, if you come to that. I suppose
I'm a bigger ass than I Elippﬂﬁﬁl:]}:” confessed Harry, “1—I1—
I'il tell Skinner I'm sorry! I suppose I ought to, and if he
crows, let him ! After all, T ean stand it '™

*'{gf course you can!" sald Marjorie. *And then Frank

Wharton made a restless movement.

“I can’t ask him to make it up,” he said.
on me!”

“But he wouldn’t be down on you if you made it right
with Skinner.”

“N-no! But—but I—I can't!” said Harry. “If he ehows
that he’s wilhing, I could. But—but I can’t speak first !

““That 1s wrong, Harry,” said Marjorie gravely. “1 don’t
like to hear you talk like that.”

There were footsteps on the road, and Ponsonby & Co. of
Highcliffe came sauntering down from the cliffs.

The Higheliffe fellows raised their straw hats to Marjorie,
looked at Wharton with supercilious smiles, and passed on.
Wharton's cheeks fAushed, but he gave no other signs of
having observed the Higheliffian’s insolenee.

Ponsonby & Co. disappeared down the lane towards Groy-
friars, laughing amongst themselves. Wharton could guess
that they were discussing the eneounter of a few days before,
when he and Hurree Singh had had decidedly the worst of it.

“T must go,” said Marjorie. *“Clara and Phylliz= will be
waiting for me. Good-bye, Harry ¥

" Good-bye, Marjorie !”

The girl ran off to Chff Touse. Wharton, with a moody
brow, turned and strode away. He was fecling dissatisfied
and uneasy, Ile had asked Marjoric for connsel, and she had
givenn him pood counsel; but it was a difficult matter to make
up his mind to act upon it.
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
In the Hands of the Enemy!

6 UGENT, by gad!™
“And alone!” grinned Gadsby.

Ponsonby laughed merrily.
“Qur luck’s im!"” he remarked. *“It’'s jolly
queer, too! Those rotters are generally together,
and then it’s too much of a fag to tackle them.”

“ Absolutely ! yawned Vavasour.

“But we gave his Highness Wharton and the nigger some-
thing to rememper us by the other day,” grinned Monson,
“and now here’s Nugent walking intd our arms like a dear,
good little boy.”” .

The Higheliffians grinned with eatisfaction. Ponsonby &
Co. never could keep up their end with their old rivals, the
Famous Five, unless they had heavy odds on their side. There
were five of them now—and here was Frank Nugent, coming
up the lonely, tree-shaded lane by himself. And the lively
young gentlemen of Higheliffe decided at onee that it was too
goodl an opportunity to be lost.

Nugent had not seen them yet. : _

Ho was walking along the lane with his hands in his
Ear*kf!tﬂ and a moody expression on his handsome face. He

ad not chosen to play in the match with the Third. His
aid was not needed in so casy a pame, and Micky Desmond
had willingly taken his place. I'rank was not in a happy
mood that sunny alternoon.

The split in the study weirhed on his mind.

There was ndthing he could do to heal it—Wharton had
chosen to quarrel with him, and Wharton was in the wrong.
Nugent could not' change his opinion of the Skinner affaw, if
he wanted to—right was right, and wrong was wrong. He
had been very patient, but he could not pretend to aporove
of what he condemned—that was too much even for his best
chum to ask.

But he felt the break in his old friendship keenly. He
wondered, too, whether he had been a httle to blame—
whether he might not have been more tactful.  Yet, why
should he always have the task of dealing warily with another
fellow's temper lest there should be trouble? Tf a fellow
could not control his temper he must be prepared to lose
his friends.

But he was mizerable, all the same. The old pleasant com-
pantonship had been broken up, and there was nothing to re-
place it. And the gquarrcl was already leading to division in
the Co.—it did not please Nugent that the friends of both
parties sicded with him; it only made him miserable to reflect
that Wharton would lose his other friends if this went on.

When he canght sight of the Higheliffe fellows, he was
quite close to them. They were watching him with grinning
faces. Nugent was in no mood for a row with Ponsonby &
Co., and he would have passed on unheeding. But Ponsonby
did not mean lpm to escape so casily. He made a &pgn to
his followers, and they lined up in Nugent's way. The Grey-
friars junior had to halt.

“Let me pasa!™ rapped out Nugent angrily.

" Not so fast, dear boy!” smiled Ponsonby.
time since we had the pleasure of secing you,
yourself away at once !

“Buch a pleasure secin’ you, old scout ! grinned Gadsby.

“In fact, we can’t bear to part with you!"" said Pensonby.
“We don't intend to, really! Now, don’t be a naughty,
rough boy, and push agamst your old pals. You may get
hurt, you know.”

The Highelifians promptly collared the Greyfriars junior,
who had made to thrust hizs way past.

“Let me go!” shouted Frank angrily.

“Hold the ead!” said Ponsonby ealmly. **He's goin®
through it before we let him go! How kind of him to seck us
out in a lonely spot! What¥"

“Ha, ha, ha "

Nugent hit out ficrcely, He knew that a racging was
intended, and that he had to fight his way out. But the odds
of five to one were rather too heavy for him. Gadsby and
Monson grasped his arms, and Drury threw an arm round his

“It's quite a
Don’t tear

neck.  Ponsonby gripped him by the collar. e struggled in
vain !
“Naughty, naughty!”  egrinned Ponsonby, “Don't

wrigirle, dear boy. 1 shall twist your collar if you do, like
that——"

“Oh, you rotter!"

“ And pull your cars, like that!™

MNauagent panted with rage e was firmly held, and
Ponsonby was at liberty to pull his ears, which he did with
vreat enjoyment,

The Higheliffe nuts were grinning with glee.  Ponsonby
felt in his pockets;, and dvew out o whipeord.
15
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“Put his paws together!” he ordered.

He bound the whipcord round Nugent's wrists, knotting
it with cruel tightness. The Greyfriars junior was helpless
now.

“Now jerk up his leg—bend it at the kunce!”™ said
Ponsonby. *““We're going to make him hop.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"™

Nugent still struggled, and his knee smote (Gadsby on bhe
nose as he stooped to grasp it. Gadsby gave a roar, and
toppled back, clasping his nose in anguish,

“Oh! Ah! Ugh! Yah! Ooocooh!”

“Pin him!"” yelled Ponsonby.

Gadsby’s nose had received a hard knock, and it streamed
red. He sprang at Nugent, and struck him savazely, and the
Greyfriars junior fell to the ground.

“Here, cheeso that,- Gaddy!” muttered Drury.

Liven Drury was a little disgusted at hitting a [ollow whose
hands wero tied.

“Look at my nose!” howled Gadsby.
him some more!"

“IInnds off I" said Ponsonby.

“Look here, Pon——"

“Hands off, T tell you!

“I'm goin’ to give

We're goin' lo make the cad

hop ! :

'G]udsb:; growied, but he did not strike again. Nugent'e
eyes were blazing at him from the ground.” His right leg
was bent at tho knee, and tied securely. ‘Then ﬁﬁ Was
dragged up, standing on one leg.

Ho had to hop to keep himself from falling. A fall on the
hard road, with his hands tied, would have hurt.

“Now, hop it!"” chuckled Ponsonby.

“You rotten funks!” shouted Nugent.

“Are you going to hop it?”

“No, hang you!™

“Then, we'll help you! Stir him with vour boot, Gaddy!"

“What-ho!" grinned Gaddy.

Gadsby's boot clumped on Nurent from behind. The
nuts stood round chortling, With Gaddy's boot behind,
Nugent had to “hop it,” as Ponsonby commanded. He
hopped desperately along the rond to escape the savago
linges from Gadsby, and the Highelifians roared with
Jaughler,

**Make him hop into the ditch!™ said Vavasour.

The voung rascals were warming to the work now. With
all the outward polish of manner they cultivated sedulously
Ponsonby & Co. were at heart thorough hoolizans. Ponsonby
would never have dreamed of using the present participlo
without dropping the “g”; but upon more important
matiers he was not nearly so particular.

“Yaas, into tho diteh with him!” said Gadsby.
you Greyfriars cad! Hop it!"

Nugent hopped desperately,

“* All together!” grinned Ponsonby.

“QOh, you rotten cads!"” rasped Nugent.
fellows were here——"

“But they're not,” said Ponsonby cheerily; “and if they
were wo'd serve them ull the same. Hop it! You're goin’
into the ditch, and you may as well make up your mind to
it. We're goin’ to teach vou Greyiriars cads your place, or
we'll know the reason why! Now then, in you go!”

“ Kick the rotter in!" said Vavasour.

There were five boots hammering on Nugent now, as he
hopped on the verge of the ditch by the roadside. There was
no escape for him. Ho struggled to keep out of-the ditch,
but he had no chance.

But as the young ruffiana were driving him fairly over
the edge a fizure appearcd round the bend in the lane.

It was Harry Wharton!

The captain of the Greyfriars Remove caught sight of the
group. Nugent saw him at the same moment.

Wharton halted a moment.

“*Ware Greyfriars cads!” murmured Gadsby.

Nugent did not eall out. If any other Greyfriars fellow
had appeared in sight he would have shouted “ Rescue!™ But
he did not call to Whaston.

The five Highelifians faced round towards the new.comer,
expecting interference at once. They were still five to one,
for Nugent could not join in a tussle with his hands tied.

“We'll serve him the same!"” grinned Ponsonby, “The
cad's alone, This is luck!”

“Yes, rather!™

“You rottors!” shouted Wharton,

He thought he knew Ponsonby & Co. pretty well, but he
had never expected to see them amusing themselves with
such brutality as this.

He came right on,

Ponsonby & Co. did not need to attack him. He did not
wait to be attacked. He came on like a whirlwind, and in a
second the Highelifians—five to one, as they were—weors
gotting all the gghting they wanted, and a little more.
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Fight Against Five!

ARRY WHARTON’'S eyes were blazing as he
iushed upon the Higheliffians.
He had forsotten the terms he was on wich
Nugent. All he realised was that his old chum
was in the hands of the enemy, and was being
brutally used. That was enough for him. .

Nugent, quite exhausted, sank down by the roadside, his
aching leg giving way on the verge of the ditch, He
struggled with the cord on his wrists, but he could not pet
loose. The fighting was left to Wharlon,

And the captain of the Remove seemed equal to it.

With the first rush he had knocked Gadsby flying, and the
unfortunate Gaddy went headlong into the ditch with a
terrific splash.

Then ﬁis right, which seemed as hard as iron, caught
Ponsonby under the chin and fairly lifted him off hie feet.
Ponsonby crashed down on his back, and lay gasping, feeling
as if his chin had been driven up through his head.

Then Wharton was struggling with Vavasour, Drury, and
Monson.

The odds were three to one, but the three were slackers,
and by no means of the stuff of which heroes are made.

Vavasour backed out of the conflict at once, keeping
behind his companions, quite satisfied with one hard punch
that made him dizzy.

Gadsby and Monson fastened on the captain of the Remove
like cats, striving to drag him down, and yelling to their
comrades to come on.

But Ponsonby was still lying dazed, and Gadsby waas
struggling out of the ditch, “ﬁnile Vavasour was keeping out
of reach. For the moment Wharton had only two foes to
deal with.

The struggle was what Hurree Jamset Ram Singh would
have described as terrifie.

The three combatants lost their footing and rolled in the
rond, Drury undermost, Wharton over him, and Monson
sprawling on Wharton,

Wharton wrenched himself loose, and leaped up, with
Monson in his grasp.

He oxerted all his strength, and hurled Monson into the
ditch, where he landed with a splash and a vell.

Drury staggered up just in time to catch a drive fairly
in the eye, and he went down again as if he had been shot.

Wharton panted. For the momeni he was unassailed.

Ho ran to Nugent.

“Franky, old man——

“Look out, Harry!"”

Ponsonby and Drury were up again, and coming on.
Wharton had to ¢urn and face them. There was no timo
to release his chum.

“Back up!™ velled Ponsonby,
ﬂn !!l

“I—I'm comin stammered Vavasour.

“Gaddy—Monson, back up!”

“Grooooogh!” came from Gaddy and Monson.

They wero crawling miserably out of the ditch, drenched to
the skin, and smethered with mud, and with all the fight
taken out of them.

Nugent watched, panting. He could not get locse: he
could not help Wharton. But never had he felt prouder
of hias old chum than at that moment!

Drury went down, his other eye closing up, and Wharton
struggled in the grasp of Ponsonby and Vavasour. Vavasour
resled away from an elbow that crashed into his ribs, and
retired, panting. Then Wharton was struggling  with
LIl’nnls:nnby, and Pon, alter a savage resistance, went into the

itch.

Wharton made a rush at Vavasour, and that couragenus
youth, with a howl, fairly fled down the road.

Drury panted on tho ground.

“Keep off, you rotter!” he gesped. as Wharton turned
on him. *I give you best! Keep off 1"

Wharton %vam him hardly a glance. He ran to Nugent
again, and this time ho was not interfered with, He oponed
}ustpenknifﬂ and cut the whipcord, and helped Frank to his
cet.

“Hurt, old chap?"”

Nugent grinned breathlessly.

‘““Yes, a bit. Never mind! Go for those cads!
help you now. Shove that rotter into the ditch!”

Drury did not wait to be shoved into the ditch. He fed
down tﬁe road after Vavasour,

Gadsby and Monson backed away, dripping mud and slime.
tI_"ﬂnﬁﬂnl}:.r struggled out of the ditch, maddy from head to
oot.

Wharton burst into a laugh as he looked at the three
draggled young rascals, no longer looking like the elegant
nuts of Iigheliffe,

LE
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With furious looks they tramped away, not at all desirous
of continuing the conflict, though the odds were gtill on
their side,

“By Jove! You did pile it in
“You've had a knock or two, too.”

Wharton passed his hand over hie face.

‘He had not escaped unscathed. One of his eyes was closing,
his nose was swollen and streaming red, there were cuts and
bruises on his face.

“That’s all right!” he said.

There was a pause,

In the excitement of the combat the two juniors had quite
forgotten that they were not on speaking terms—that they
were no longer friends.

Nugent broke the silence,

“Thanks, very much!” he said. * It was ripping of you,
considering t

Wharton flushed,

“Did you think I'd leave you in their hands, Frank,
beecanse Ch, hang it! T—I've just seen Marjorie. She
cave me some zood advice,”

“Ind she?” said Nugent in wonder,

“Yes.” Wharton's face was erimson,
an ass! T—I don’t mind admitting it,
enough for me to say?”

SNugent’s face brightened.

“More than enongh,” he sard, “I didn’t want a row !

“Well, T didn’t either, if you come to that. But—but 1
was in the wrong about Skinner, and—and I'm going to tell
him I'm sorry.”

“Good for you!” szaid Nugent.
yourself &

“I do think so now! And—and it was fatheaded to cut
up so rusty about his silly picture,” said Harry. " Let's get
back, Franky. You Joock done up, and my nose wants
bathing,”

There was a whir of bicyeles on the road as the two chums,
reconciled now, reached the gates of Greyfriars,. They looked
back, and Marjorie and Clara and }_].}I}'“.]ti alighted from
their machines at the gate,

“My hat!” ejaculated Clara.
doing with your faces?”

The two juniors laughed.

“ Not—not——"" hepan Marjorie, in alarm,

Wharton understood what ehe was thinking, and he
interrupted hastily,

“We had a row with some Higheliffe chaps,” he said, “It
wasn't really our faull. Ruch things will happen, Fyou
know1”

“0Oh!" said Marjorie,

“There were five of the rotters,” sald Nugent. ‘“They
tied up my hands, and then Iarry came up and mopped
them up. I wish vou had seen him!”

“Oh, rot!" said Wharton, colouring,

The juniors and the Chff House girle walked in together,

“Then it is all right now, Harry¥"* Marjorie asked, in a
low voice. :

Wharton nodded and smiled,

Harry !"" said Nugent.

“Tranks, I've been
I—1 suppose that's

“Tf wyou think eo

““What have you boys been

“Yes. I've taken your advice.”
“T'm so glad! 1 don’t think you will be sorry for it,
Harry.”

“I'm jolly glad, Marjorie!”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Beb Cherry met them in the guad-
rangle. Bob was happy, having scored forty runs. “*You're
late, you know, Never mind! This way! The Third are
putting up a terrific game. Inky eays their playfulness is
terrific !’

“Ha, ha, ha "

Bob gave the two juniors a curious look as he marched
the girls away to the ericket-ground. Wharton and Nugent
“Fi}]t !ilutﬂ the School House to repair damages. They needed
it Dadly.

About ten minutes later they joined their friends on
Little Side, looking much less dusty and damaged, though
their faces still showed very plain signs of conflict. Billy
Bunter rolled up to them, blinking at them with great
curiosity. .

“1 say, you fellows, which of you was licked?” he asked.

“Eh?Y What?”

“Ihd you lick him, Nugent?”

“Him! Who?"

“Wharton, of course! You've been fighting, haven™t you 1"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Plessed if I ses anything to cackie at!™ said Bunter.
“Did vou heck Nugent, Wharton, or did he lick you?”

“Borry to disappoinl you,' said Wharton, * but we haven't
been fighting. 1t was a Higheliffe row.”

“* Hallo ! i

LE ]

You two silly {;Tmmpﬁ stopped playing the giddy
ox 7" asked Johnny Bull

Wharton laughed.

“YVeag! Exactlv! Or. rather, T've stopped playing the
giddy ox, and Nugent has agreed to look over it.”

“Oh, cheese it!7 snid Nugent., It wae my fault as much
as yvoura. It’s all right now, Johnny !”
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“Good 1" said Johnny Bull. “My idea was to jam your
silly heada together till you made it up. Only, Bob and Inky
didi’'t see 1t.”

“Ha, ha, hal™

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There goes Inky’s wicket ™

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh came off the pitch. IHe had
already observed Wharton and Nugent, evidemtly on good
terms, and his dusky face was full of eatisfaction.

“The cloudfulness has rolled by !” he remarked. I am
terrifically overjoyed, and the congratulatefulness i1s great.
%Ii!'tﬁ.icitn.te my esteemed and ridiculous chums wholcheart-
ully ¥

The clouds had indeed rolled by, and the famous Co. were
united onee more, much to the satisfaction of their friends.

Harold Skinner had the surprise of his hfe that afternocon.

He was lounging on the ecricket-ground, with Bolsover
major and Snoop, when Harry Wharton came up. Skinner
looked a little uneasy, and Bolsover major looked truculent.
But the captain of the Remove soon showed that he was
not en the war-path. #

“1 want to speak to yvou, Skinner,” he began quietly.

“You needn’t trouble,” said Skinner.

“T want to beg your pardon.”

l'Eh?]‘!

Skinner jumped. A dozen fellows who heard Wharton
speak stared at him in surprise. It was, indeed, a genuine
surprise from the fellow who was supposed to regard himself
as a “little tin god.”

“I was a duffer to eut up rusty about that silly picture,”
went on Harry, evidently determined to go through with 1t
his cheeks colouring a little as he spoke.  ““It was rotten o
me to hit out as I did. I ask your pardon for it. I can’t
do more than that, can 177

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Skinner.
little game "

“The—the whatt”

"“This is rather a surprise from Mr. Magnificent Wharton,
you know !” sneered Skinner, * The Great and Magnificent
One does not usually condescend to waste good mannere on
common mortals! What's the game ?7

“He, he, he!” eackled Bnoop.

Wharton's flush deepened. ‘

“I'm speaking sincerely enough,” he eaid. “I'm sorry,
that's all. And you can stick your picture up in the Common-
room if you like. I sha’n’t say a word about 1t. You can
paper the Common-room and the hall with them, if you like,
go far as ['m eoncerned. And il vou like to look over what's
happened, there’s my hand on it 17

He held out his hand.

“Well, that's decent enough,” said Bolsover major, though
rather prudgingly, **That’s all a chap ean do, Skinner !’

Skinner Etru red his narrow shoulders. He did not take
Wharton's hand, and it dropped again,

“You see, I don't believe in these scenes,” jeered Skinner,
“1 suppose there's some little game on, and I don’t quite
catch on to it. Anyway, you can go and eat coke, and be
hanged to vou!™

Wharton turned away without replying.

He was stronely tempted at that moment to repeat the
blow that had cansed ﬂﬁl the trouble, and to plant his fist
full in Bkinner's jecring face. DBut he did not do so. He
walked away to the pavilion quietly.

“Well, the rotter’s taken down a peg thys time, anyway!”
grinned Skinner. :

“It's yon that's the top rotter !” growled Bolsover major.
“He spoke up decently enough. You're a worm, Skinner !’

“Oh, rats!”

When the chums of the Remove came into the Clommon-
room that evening there was a new adornment on the wall,
It was an enlarged edition of Skinner's famous caricature of
Mr. Magniticent Wharton. He had taken the captain of the
Remove at his word, and some of the fellows were curious to
gee the result,

But there was no resuit.

Harry Wharton glanced at the picture, smiled, and took
no further notice of it,

“Jolly good pieture, Wharton! What?"” sniggered Snoop.

“Jaolly good ! agreed Harry., * Skinner can dvaw 12

“True to life, isn’t 1£7"” pursued Snoop,

“I hope not,”” said Harry quietly.

Harry Wharton had set himself right in the eyes of his
friende. That evening he took up his old quarters i1 No. 1
Study, and there was never likely to be another Split in
the Study,

“1 say, what's the

THE EXND.
{Do not miss next week's splendid story of Grey-
Friars — " THE SENTENCE OF THE SCHOOLI"™ py
FRANK RICHARDYS.) 17

A Grand, Long, Complete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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PREVIOUS INSTALMENTS BRIEFLY TOLD.,

Hal Mackonzie receives a mysterious Message, urging him
to come out to the Southern Andes and learn the secret of
the Tower of the Golden Star. He sets out upon the vovage
accompanied by his chums, Jim Holdsworth, Bob Sigsbee,
and I’at O'Hara.

_ After exciting experiences in the hands of a treacherous
captuin, they arrive at Buenos Ayres.

They proceed upon their journey into the mountains, and
eventuallv arrive at the Black Sentinel—a rock cut in the
hgure of a huge man.

Later they discover the skeleton of a man, Guzman
Cavallo, a Spaniard, together with an old parchment telling
how he had set out one hundred and fifty years previously
im quest of tho 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 they are captured by hali-breeds, Pat having pre-
vicusly stumbled into the hut of Captain Garotte, their leader.
Pat suceeeds in escaping, and manages to eut the cords which
are binding his chums to their mules. Sigsbee fires at
Garotte, and misses him: but his shot causes o terrific
explosion in a wooden shed at the back of the leader. Several
of the hali-breeds are killed, the remainder flee in terror, and
Sigrsbee 15 wounded.

The adventurers are unable to find any trace of Garotle,
dead or alive, neither can they discover the cause of the
caplasion,

(Now read on.)

An Amazing Sight!

“Well? Suppose what?" asked Hal.

“I don’t quite know,” replied Jim. “A queer idea just
flashed through my brain-pan. T'll let it rest for the present.
Let's have a look at those queer guns they fire the metal
barbs from. I've been wondering what sort cf cartridges
are uscd—if any."”

There were plenty of these weapons seatiered about, which
had been abandoned by the breeds when thev fled in panie.
[al examined one of them. On opening the breeeh he found
in the chamber o lump of a bard, yellowish-grey substance.
It was hit by a striker, the same as a cartridge in an
ordinary rifle when the trigger 15 pulled.

Fitting a barb into the barrvel, he closed the breech and
ficed. There was a slight, mufled report, and the missile
struck a tree about five hundred yards away. Ile slipped
another barb into the barrel, and fired again, obtaining a
second hit almost on the same spot as the frst.

“This eartridge—I call it that for want of a better name—
may be used any number of times,” he said.  **Think of what
it would mcan, Jim, if we could uze the staff in our rifles.
No need for a fresh eartridge for each shot.™

“But you'd need a fresh bullet each time,” veplied Jim.
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“Of course, a new style of rifle would have to be
fashioned,” Hal admitted. “But we necdn’t bother about
that now.” [e looked queerly at Jim. “What was that
idea that flashed through your brain?  Any objection to
telling me? Perhaps a sim:lar idea has got into my head.”

“You haven't given the idea a long rest,” replied Jim,
langhing ; “but since I've scen the stuff in those guns—the
propelling power—it’s developed. Kind of rapid growth,
don’t you know. Well, you remember what your friend,
Martin Travers. wrote in that letter which came to you in
such a quene fashion—about the secret he had learned in the
Tower of the Golden Star.”

Hal nodded.

“A secret which would astound the world if made known,”
he said.

“ Exactly,” said Tom. “Well, my idea is that the pro-
peling power, which takes the place of cordite or gun-
powder in the breeds’ guns, is the same material as the stuff
which exploded in the shed. Also, that it iz the same stuff
which gave the permanent, brilliant licht which shone from
the eyes of the giant Black Sentinel that keeps everlasting
watch on the border of this queer country.”

“What clse?”

“Only this. That it has some conneclion with the Secret
of the Golden Star.”

“ Which we are here to discover,” added Hal. “My idea
i5 the same as yours, Jim. We shall find out soon whether we
are right or wrong, il we live to reach our destination. For,
according to my reckoning, we're not more than a day's
march from the tower now."”

L - - L] = - - - _ &

One day’s rest was an absolute necessity before they eould
proceed on their journey, for they were all stiff and sore, and
pretty well done-up, after what they had gone through during
the past sixteen hours. And Sigsbee had to be specially con-
sidered, for although his wound wasn't serious, it was very
painful. A long sleep was what he required more than any-
thing to put him right.

“How about staying where we are?” Hal suggested.
“Tlus stone hut, or the part of it that is left undamaged, is
comfortable enough. And we command a view of the whole
valiey from it.  Captain Garotte knew how to look after
number one when he fitted this place up for his quarters.” |

“I'd mame him for a gintleman who likes to take his aise,
whotle his followers do the hard work,” gaid O'Hara, “Ie's
great on giving orders.”

“Ho has the brains, and the cunning," replied Hal.

“I dare say that without him the breeds would be no
more than a pack of savages. llowever, it doesn’t do to jump
to conclusions.” )

“There’s not a breed in sight in the whole valley, so far
as 1 can see,” said Jim.,

“That _ain’t a proof that they've cleared out altogether,”
put in Sigshee. *“ I allow they're right smart in the way they
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can hide themselves. They get to cover ’'most as quick as
rabbits. There must always be one of us doing sentry-go.”

“We three’ll arrange about that,” said Hal. “You're fo
do nothing but eat and sleep until to-morrow morning. Now,
I think we'd better collect all our traps, and see if anpthing’s
missing. The breeds may not have brought away everything
from the hollow.”

“What about theze breeds who are wounded?” said Jim.
“ Most of them seem to be pretty bad. They're a treacherous
lot of hounds, and can’t be treated as brave and honourable
foes, but we can’t leave them to die in agony for want of a
little attention,™ g

“If we give thim some food and wather,” said O'Hara,
“and plaster up their hurts a bit, ’tis all, and more than
they’'ve a roight to ixpect.”

It is the pood old British fashion to be ready to help a
fallen foe, even though—as in the present case—the foe 13
utterly unworthy of any consideration.

And all the thanks they rot for their humanity were sullen
-and scowling looks, and from some a muttered curse. DBub
they merely shrugged their shoulders, did all that was possible
for the wounded men, and then left them.

“They haven’t as much gratitude as a pack of coyotes,”
growled Sigsbee,

“Well, they'll have to look after themselves frem now
on,” said Hal. “And in case some of them pull round enough
to be able to get away, we'll remove all weapons to the inside
of the hut.”

. “'Tis safest,” agreed O'Hara.
hurts av the blackguards up.” .

“(Oh, we can’t be hampered with prisoners!”” replied ITal.
“Tet them go if they can, it won't make any difference to
us.ﬁ?- .

None of the breeds made any attempt to move off during
the day, but after nighifall three of them contrived to get
away. They seemed to be as indifferent to the sufferings of
their more helpless companions as wolves would be of the
wounded in their pack after a fight. _

Pat O'Hara likened them to wolves, remarking :

“Tf they felt that way they'd just tear their helpless mates
to pieces and ate them !™ _

The remainder of the day and the night passed without
incident, and at about eight o’clock on the following morning
they resumed their journey. They tock with them half a
“dozen of the best of the half-breeds’ guns, of which there were
a couple of score lying about, and as many of the barbs as
they could conveniently carry. .

They could be used for killing game, and: thus their own
ammunition would be saved, which was a consideration, for
the stock was getting low, _

How glad they were to get clear of that mystericous and de-
pressing Valley of the Bhadows! It took them three hours to
cross it, and about half-way they skirted the edge of a morass,
a square mile in extent. It was the black patch they had
noticed from their first camp.

Jim threw a heavy piece of wood into it. In a couple of
minutes it sank out of sight, as though it had been drawn
down by unseen hands. i

“ Not much chance for a fellow who walked into that bog
on a dark and foggy night,” he said. * That piece of wood
would have floated in water; but it sank in that black and
horrible morass.”’ ‘

“Tet's hurry away from it,” muttered O'Hara. *“’Tis the
cowld feelin’' it gives me at the roots av me hair!”

They pressed on, and at the far side of the valley found a
broad, smooth path which led up into the mountans, and
was easy of ascent. By sunset they had left the valley seven
miles behind them, and were a thousand feet above it, They
were then at the entrance of an immense ravine, which cut
right into the heart of the mountain for a considerable
- distance,

It was about a mile in width, and on each side sheer walls
of rock rose to a height of many hundreds of feet. Along the
bottom there was a narrow causeway, so well-defined that it
was clearly the work of human hands.

For a matter of two miles they followed this causeway, and
then they came to a bend in the ravine beyond which they
had not been able to see. By this time it was dark, and they
decided to camp as soon as they eould find water.

“There must be some hercabouts,” sald Ial, **the mules
are sniffing it. When we round the bend we shall happen on
a pool, I dare say.” _

When they did round the bend they came to a halt with
exclamations of amazement. For it was a wonderful sight
which greeted their eyes. The great ravine ran straight now
for several miles, and near the far end of it a golden star, the
size of a man's body, blazed in splendour. It appeared to be
suspended in the air,

The light it gave forth was of a pale gold colour, and even
at that distance it dazzled the eyes to look straight at it. It
was one of the most marvellous sights they had ever seen, and
they were well accustomed to seeing strange things.
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“The Golden 8Star!” cried Jim. *“The end of our

journey 1"

“Be the sowl av Saint Pathrick,” exclaimed O'Hara, * this
bates me intoirely ! What kapes it hanging in the air?"

“It isn't,” replied Hal *‘Look underneath it when your
eyes are accustomed to the light. Can you make out the out-
line of a high tower?”

“1 ean make it out,” eaid Jim. “A square tower, well
over a hundred feet in height, I should think.”

“That's the tower that Martin Travers spoke of in his
letter,” pursued Hal. * And the star iz fixed in some way to
the top of it.”

“It sure is,” agreed Sigsbee.
golden Light produced?
electricity 77

“Not in any form that we're acquainied. with,” replied
Hal. “In that tower lies the secret of some new foree, of
which the world is still in ignorance, and of which we had a
sample, in a different form, in the valley.”

“How "

“Well, that explosion, for instance.”

“{ee! There ought to be a syndicate of American busi-
ness men to run this show. They'd make things hum. The
Golden Star Light and Explosive Company. Sounds all
right, doesn't it 7"

His contrades lavghed heartily, and an echo of their
laughter came back from the recks. It sounded uncanny in
that place of mystery.

“The saints protect us!” mnitered O'Hara. *’Tis the
spirits av the place mocking us!”

“Echoes, you chump!”’ said Jim.
weird, though !

“Bay, those breeds know all about this Golden Star!™ in-
terposed Sigsbee. “The secret is theirs, anyway.”

“Only partially, T should sav,” replied Hal, * with the pos-
sible exception of Captain Garotte. 1 expect they worship
the star—sacred symbol kind of thing, you know—and they've
learnt how to use that stranze explosive substance in their
guns. But they don’t understand its full power. When that
lot went off in the ehed they were properly scared.”

“It did =eem a kind of surprise to them,” admitted
Sigshee. By ginger, those that weren't bowled over didn’t
stop running till they got out of the valley, I guess! But we
shall be up against the skunks again.™

“Not ‘to-night, I hope,” said Jim. “ At all evenls, we've
got to camp somewhere, whalever happens. lsn't that the
gleam of waler away ahead of us?”

They rode forward, and found that it was a shallow pool in
a hollow of the rock. The water was clear and good, so they
pitched their camp there. But they didn't venture to light a
fire, for there was the chanee of treacherous enemies lurking
in the ravine. The exploration of the tower and its sur-
roundings they decided to leave until the morning. It would
be safer in the daylight. Their position was a tolerably
secure one, for they were in the shadow of a huge boulder
of rock. while the greater part of the ravine was illuminated
by the light from the Golden Star,

Fortunately they had brought some cooked meat with them
as a sort of emergency ration, so they were all right in the
matter of eatables for supper. But as they couldn't make tea
or coffee without a fire, the meal had to be washed down
with cold water from the pool. And it was very cold.

“Me stomach’s frozen intoirely wid it,” declared TPat
(’Hara, who disliked plain water as a beverage. *I'll not be
able to slape warrm this night.”

“Then you'd better keep all the watches,’
ETINTINE.

But Pat O'Iara didn’t see that.

“Some day,” he remarked, “I'm hoping to be able to get
a full night's slape again.”

Which, indeed, was what they all would have liked, for the
constant vigilance they had been obliged to exercise -‘was a
heavy strain on them.

The night passed, and the first grey dawn of morning re-
vealed to the astonished gaze of Hafnnd Sigsbee, who had the
last watch, a weird face peering over the top of a boulder
about fifty yards away,

It was a yellow and wrinkled face, and the scalp was as
bald as an egg. The small, sunken cyes were very bright.
Only the face was visible, the chin resting on the top of the
rock

“Hay! “Will it be a
man, or a woman, do you think

“1 wouldn’t like to bet either on the sex or the species,”
said Hal, with a laugh. “I wonder what language 1t
speaks 1" . 5 3

“Try it in Spanish,” replied Sigsbee.

; “PBut how is that brilliant
It gets me. I}o you reckon it's

“It sounded beastly

suggested Jim,

What is it?” exclaimed Sigsbee.

-;,:u:-
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ITal did so, shouting out: “ Come here!
harm, you will not be hurt!”

The creature evidently understood them, for it emerged
from behind the roek  and shuffled towards them. Hal
decided that it was a woman,

Judging by her appearance, she was of great age. IHer
form was shrunken and bent, her arms were mere skin and
bone, and her hands were like claws. She wore sandals on
her feet, and the long, black garment which hung from her
shoulders was fastened at the waist by a silver girdle. Set
in the girdle was a star, a tiny imitation of the great star on
the tower, and which glowed with the same mysterious light.
Jim and O’Hara had by this time roused up, and they starcd
at the apparition in amazement.

“'Tia a banshee!” ejaculated the Irishman.

“Who are you?" asked Hal.

The wrinkled old hag peered from one to the other of the
four adventurers, and then gave vent to a soft cackle of
laughter.

“1 might ask who you are, white men,” she replied,
speaking in the tongpue of the half-breeds, which was a
mixture of Spanish and Indian, though more of the farmer
than the latter, “but that I already know. I have long
expected you.”

H”]Whu told you that we were coming here?"” demanded
al.

“No one told me,” was the reply. * There was no need,
for nothing is hidden from me. You have come to learn the
gecret of the (zolden Star. Others have sought to find out
that secret also. What have they learnt? He, he, he!”
Again she broke into eackling laughter. 1, alone, can
answer that question.”

“Who are you?" Hal asked n second time.

“I am Yarola, the Priestess of the Star,” was the reply.

If you mean no

Within the Tower!

“The Pricstess of the Star!” echoed Sigshee. “Well, T
allow you don't get overworked at that job. But maghap
you can give us some useful information, unless you're telling
lies, wluch 15 mnore'n likely.”

“1 tell no lies, stranger I snapped the old hag.

“I'm glad to hear it,” replied Sigsbee. “Truthfulness is a
rare virtue. Now, how long have vou dwelt in this place?”

“I was here before you were born, white man,” returned
Yarola.

“I'm willing to believe that,” said Sigshee, ““as I should
reckon you to be close on a hundred vears old.”

“Ay! I was here before your father's father was born,”
continued the hag,

“Now you're putting too much of a strain on my bump of
eredulity,” declared Sigsbee. “ My grandfather's been dead
these twenty ycars, and he was ﬂighty when he died, so [
reckon he was born quite n time ago. You'd better have a
cup of colfee just to calm your high spirits, then you won't
be wanting to pull our legs.™

Now that it was dayhght, and the danger of o surprise
attack by the breeds—if they were lurking in the hills—was
over for the time being, a fire had been lighted, and coffee
was soon made. They were all rather glad of it, and Yarola
scemed to enjoy the mug of the steaming hot beverage which
was given to hor.

She soaked a biscuit in it, and munched and mumbled
“for all the world like some new kind of monkey,” as Jim
observed.

. _Perhaps the food and hot drink had wermed her up to a
slight feeling of gratitude, for she suddenly exclaimed, in a
toue of shrill warning :

“Yo were fools to come to this place, white men! Co
back! It may not be too late, even now I™

“TFaith! We've been called fools often enongh for taking
this journey,” said PPat O'Hara, “and ’tis ourselves may
deserve the title. But we're not going back till we've learnt
one thing for sure and certain.”

“ And what 18 that vou would learn 7%

O'Hara leanced - forward, and tapped her on the shoulder
with his forefinger.

“'"Tis this,”” he repliad. * What has become av the white
man who fouzht the half-breeds in that tower a matior of &
year ago? Is he alive or dead? If vou lived here so long as
you say, vou'll know.” |

“Bo! You seek him—the White Wizard I cried Yarola,
and into her eyes there leaped an expression of hatred which
was startling in that aged and withered specimen of
humanity. '

“A wizard, s it!" saad O Hara.
to kill, so likely he'll be alive now.”

“He is ahive!” replied Yarola.

On hearing this statement, which they believed because

“Well, them's not aisy

= ——

they were glad to Dbelieve it, all the four gave vent to a
hearty cheer.

The hag gazed at them in some surprise. It was probably
the firat time in lcr long life that she had heard a hearty
British cheer.

“1It is their war-cry,” she muttered.

“Yes, you may call it that,” laughed Mal: *for in the
thick of a fight it is the custom of the men of my country to
give such a war-cry.”

The old crene went on muttering to herself.

“They must be ferrible in war, these white strangers from
beyond the great water! Wheo could stand against men who
cty oul joyously in the face of danger? If t%erﬂ were more
of them, the guardians of the tower would have to look to
themselves. And did I not see with my own eyes how the
White Wizard held at bay a hundred of the breeds?”

Hal scanned the face of the self-styled priestess closely.
There was greed and avarice stamped all over it. He took a
fgnld charm from his pocket, which, smong other trinkets, he
1ad carried with himn in case they might be of use in trading
with the Indians.
eyes.

“It is gold,” he said. «*“ A talisman. It shall be yours
if you tell us truly where we can find the White Wizard.”

“I can tell you!” she cried eagerly. * Yes, ves, I can tell
you! Nay, more, I can lead you to him!"”

“If you will do that,” replied Hal, *“you shall have another
present, of greater value than this one.”

“Give me the presents now,” urged the old hag, “and we
will start. It is not far to go—only to the tower. But you
would not Iknow how to enter unless I showed you the way.”

She seemed as anxious now for them to go i):;rrward a3 she
was a short time ago for them to go back. Gold is a wonder-
ful persuader.

. Hal gave her the charm, which she held between her skinny
fingers, while she chuckled delightedly,

“You shall have the other,” he said, “when you have
shown us where our friend is.”

They were as cager to go forward as the old priestess, and
in a very short space of time they had the mules saddled up,
and all that remained of their puifit—little emough now—
strapped on to their backs.

Yarola was hoisted on to one of the mules, and the other
fwo were led. Then the procession started. In less than an
hour they halted in front of the tower, which was surrounded
by a deep and wide moat full of clear water. The building
was of immense strength, and very much larger than the
had at first supposed. There were no windows in the waﬁ
facing them, but there were a number of loopholes. The
entrance-gates were directly in front of them, but there was
no bridge across the moat.

“1f the water's too deep for wading,” said Jim, ““we shall
have to swim across. DBut what about the old woman?”

“The ould witch dosn't look as if she was iver on friendly
terms wid wather,” obszerved O'Hara. ““But what is sho
up tof” :

Yarola had slipped down from the back of the mule, and
was pressing her hands upon a square slab of reck.  All round
the edge of the moat the ground was paved with smooth stone.
Presently one of these squares of stone, which was about six
feet in length by the same in breadth, slid noiselessly out of
sight, no doubt into grooves specially made to receive it.
Yarola's pressure on the square block, which was raised
glightly above ihe paved portion, had evidently released a
spring, and set in motion some hidden mechanism.

She pointed down into the opening, where a flight of well-
worn steps led to a small chamber, the floor of which was
twenty feet beneath them.

“That 1s the way into the tower,” she croaked. And then
she burst into a horrible cackle of laughter. “ Enter, white
men—enter

“We can’t take the mules down ihere,” zaid Hal,

“They must be left behind,” declared Yarola.
animals may enter the tower.”

There was no help for it; so after pickeling them in a
suitable place, and transferring their kits to their own backs,
with all their weapons and ammunition, they prepared to
make the descent.

“You lead the way, Yarola,” said Hal—for he didn't fully
trust her, notwithstanding the tempting bait of a further
present of gold—*"as you know the road. We will follow."

“Are you afraid, white men, now that you have come
almost to your journey’s end?” crouked the old hag. “He,
he, he!  Almost to your journey's end!”

“SBay, I don't like the way she laughs!” growled Sigsbee.
“Seems to me mighty amused at cur expense! I'd like to
know the joke!"

" Better stick pretty close to her, in case of a trap,” Jim
advisad.

He dangled the charm in front of ler

“No

(Continued on page iv of cover.)
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Sigsbee shook his honting-koife jo frout of Yarola's face.
[t was u weapon she would be more familiae with than a
revolver, o
2 B lead on!" he said Sharply. P don’t hold with using
Jheeatz to o woman: but you're different to others, and 1
well von that if vou play any tricks you won't live to hoast
ubouk them!”

The old crone made no véply. excepl to wutter to herself
sotne words in an upkndbwn tougue. Then she led the way
down the steps to the wnderground chamber, from whiclh w
dumnel hranched out, passing underneath the moat.

A few mitmtes sofficed to get to the other end ol the
tunnel, and then to ascend a fight of steps similar to those
‘whith gave access to this strange entrance to the tower.
When they emerged at the top, they found themselves on oy
browd, stone Platform, close up aginst the massive wooden
rates,

“Phey baill strongly in those old days,” said Hal. “Why,
wo four conld hold this tower against a small army of breeds,
provided they had no artilery.™

“T guess that's so.” replied Sigsbee. * And far as
artillery’s concerned, [ reckon “twould be a middhn’ tough
job to get the heavy gens over the mountains into this ravine,
But if we were boxed up in the tower, with a few hindred of
the enemy waiting outside, we'd likely lave (o Taee a peril
just as deadly as high-explosive shells.™

“What would that be?™

“Starvation. "Tain't reasonable to suppose this plice e

=00

provisioned for a long siege. Gee!l Look at the gates!
They're opening of themselves!
‘Phe, massive wooden gates, which must have weighed

soveral tons, were slowly swinging open, appavently with-
cut human ageney.  And they moved without a sound. 1
was the silence with which things were happening that made
ithem more weirdly startling then would have been the case
had the usual noises accompanicd them. Tn all probability
& avols Wad pressed a secret spring, causing the. gates to apen,
bub they hadnt noticed her doing so.

The open gates vevealed a courtyard, which wa: Hooded
with light. At first they thought it was the light: of the
sun! hut on reflection they saw ib couldn’t be. as from Hie
sun's position the greater pard of the courtyard would have
been in shadow from the high walls of the tower.

Tt was, indeed, more like the light given from softly-shaded

electric glow-lamps.
The four adventurers passed throngh the gateway and inlo
ihe courtyard, which they saw was covered in. Where the
light came from was a nystery. No lamp of any deserip-
tion was visible.

“ITiz a baglul av sun’s rays which have been caught  and
emiptied in here—no less!” exclaimed O Hara.

ITis comrades laughed, but somehow their Lughter was
soon chiecked in that mysterious stmosphere.  But they were
+0 absorbed in taking note of their surroundings that for the
time they forgot all about Yarola the priestess.

She was still outside the mates, and she was watching then
with an expression of malevolent trinmph on her wrinkled
face.

She stepped back softly. A wminute later Jim tormed roand,
and a eharp exclamation broke from his lips.

“Tha gates!" he eried, “They are closing!”

‘e sprang-towards themn, with a sorb of wild idea, pevhaps.
of being able to hold them open.  But he was too late! They
*shut without a sound. And from out€de fhere came to theor
enrs 3 shvill avd mocking Tangh,

Trapped in the Tower :

Yor o few smoments they sbood staring nt the massive.gates
intsience,  Without puttiug overmuciy faith in the Priestess
of the Star. thew neverthcliss believed that fov the sake of
the additional reward promised hee, in e shape of aonother
wroled trinket, she would fulfi! her part of the bargain. There-
fore this sndden act of treachery ook them by surprise.

“Phat bluraed old hag has scored a point on us,” growled
Sigezboa, breaking the silenee.

W Qazme like it replied Ial. ‘uf perhaps the gates can
L opened from the inside. There may be @ spring, or some-
thint of that sorlk.™ _

Pher made a thorough examination of the gates and the
walla'nn each side. but no spring  or knob or anything of the
kind couid they discover. If one existed on the inner side, it
was vory cunningly concealed.

CRaiy, bt exclaimed O Hapa, © 'n:i_H_ v 'iy? nirhw_i:-”-
ing me that if the ouli witch or any av the brecds came into
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this tower they wouldn't be able to get vut again if the gates
werg shut ¥

“T don’t know about that,”™ replied Hal. ** They may never
enter the place, or if they do, they take care to leave the
cates open.  Or, there may be a way of opening the gates
from inside, though we may necer be able to discover ™

“8av, how mnch grub have we brought with us?? asked
Sigshee,  **1 mean, just what we're carvying onrselves.™

“ About enongh for one day.”™ veplied JTal.  “Buat the
mules ——"

He paused. and Sigsbee nodded his head.

“Yoes,” he said, I reckon we've got a week's stock of
provisions packel on tha mules, bot they happen to he om
the other side of 1the ditel.”™

He viferved to the surrounding moat as the diteh.

“(lan you see a way onf of this courtyavd,” continued
ithe Awmeriean, *excopt the way we came in? And that's
closed against us. By ginger!  Seems to me we- neednt
trouble mael whether there’s a white man shut up in this
tower or not, because if there ever was one here he must be
dead now, And so'll we be, when our food's all gone, and
the water—uae’ve precious little of that—-all deank.™

[Tntil Sigsbiee utkered these words  they lhad not fully
realised what @ very sertous plight they were in. The court-
vard was enclosed by four walls, the gates being set in the
cifer one, and no sign of a door or an opening of any
description could hoe seen. :

The walls were buili - of lavge, smootl blocks of dressed
stone, and the couttyvard was roofed in,” though from what
~onvee the mvsterions golden light came was a puzzle.

“"fia loike n giont stone box,” - exclaimed O'Fara. * wid
the maktes For a lid, so to_spake, which same lid we.can’t open.
And we shul up in it to starve. Not a ghost av a chance av
making a foight for liborty. The saints deliver ns!”

“There must be a way out,” said Jin, forcing himself {o
appear wore cheorlfal than he Eelt, ¥ Theve are rooms in tus
beastly tower. T cuppose, in addition to this conrtyard. Of
course there are! You remember what Martin Travers saud
in his letter? * In the Tower of the Golden Star you will leain
a secret—as T Lave done—which would astound the world if
made known.” Well, he couldn’t have leaent it in this boxed-
up courtvard. Then again he wrote: * 'The byeeds are close
to the tower now, and L am veady.”  Could he hiave held them
off from here ¥

“ There's sotncthing i what von say, Jin. ™

“There's a pood deal.” Jim declaved.  * Besules, Le ool
that letter away from the iower somchow.  How did he
manage it 77

“You're asking a conundrnm now, old son,” replied ITal,
“{habt no one but Travers can answer, so 1 no use for us to
waste any time trying to guess it He seentinised the stone

walls and the hoge gates.again. but with no satisfactory
vesuli. % We might tap the walls and floor with the bults of

ane rifles,” he added, **to tind out if any part rings hollow.”

Thev all et in work tapping on the stone walls  nad
the Hoor with the bhutt-ends of their rifles, every tap rousing
atu echo in the enclosed courtyavd, unbil at last it sounded as
though a small apmy of masons were at work there.

It the midst of it all the mysterious light suddenly went aut,
lesving them i profound darkness, exeept for a thin 1ibbon
of daylieght which showed at the botiom of the great galcs.

By o commnion impulse they ceased theie labours, and a dead
sileniee (ool M place of the clattering Jin.

“Now, whe the blazes turned out the  gas?™ mubtered
OV [ {ara. : _
Phere wa: o luugh at O Hava’s repark s then Jim said:

“Can that old hag heve switehed it off from the ontside,
do you think®”

“Beems to et veplied Sigsbee, “that anything is pos-
~ible in this tarnation place. Why—-"" 1le¢ paosed, and then
n<lzed gharply : ** Say, can you hear anyrhing? 1 fancy down
nmderneaty T

They all strained their eavs to lizten. A fain® fupmng contild
L heard, and 1 seemed to come from nnder their feet.

e one av the echoes got wdrift an’ lost itsell,” declared
tha Trishman,

Again there was a lough, but it was hushed aimost instantly,
as Hal exelaimed :

“PThere's o envieni of ale Dlowing theongh tlos courtyard,
1 never noticed it before, Tt mus=r come from an opening.
Better not move :

 Listen !

Another sonnd reached their ears now - the sonudof foot-
siepe.  Someouc was approaching, but from wherg?  The
footsteps enme nearer—grew more distinci.  Whoever it was
zeemed to be eoming np a Aight of steps.  They gripped their
waapons and =tood reads, for they connled every man an
eneray here,

(There will e another groand instalment of this
exciting Siory in next Monday's issue of THE
““MAGNET " LIBRARY Order your copy i advance.)
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