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THE FALL OF THE MIGHTY!

(Caontrasting scenes from this week's amazing story of Havey Wharton & Ce. of Greyfriars awitl:in.)




2 BUMPER CHRISTMAS NUMBER NEXT WONDAY, CHUMS!

HIS week™s presentation art plate Jdep
- & Coastal Moter Boat, 1t may not look
like a warship, Al the zame n is one —
W Tl‘,'li B0 WAED, 5
its tail. By way of abbreviaticn. coastal motor-
boatz are termed C M B's. 7 Scooters ™ =
their colloguinl nawe. and they are <o deseribed
beeanze they * scoot ™ rpidly over the aurface
of the water rather than giide through it.
These CM H's are amongst the navies ** war
habies "—that is the new types of craft that
were brought into the Serviee te fill a war need,
and have been adopted for permanent nee, ‘The
boat shown in the Art Plate is 55 feet lon:.
some kinds have o lengtli of 75 fset, but ali
follow much upen the =ame lines in their
design. % CALDBL s really nothing wore than
A super-motor-boat. specially  to  fire
torpmdoes, Broadly she has an
extremely light irail bui
doms engine-power has been sq This
cousists of @ couple of internal combustion
enwiges which develop nok less than
M) horse-power, and drive the hant.
along at forty-eight ites an hour
of more when they are running fuil
1. In her after-part, just under
lag, the C.M.B. cartics a 21-inch
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NEXT MONDAY'S |
PROGRAMME !

A RECORD -znanxuna CHRISTMAS |

UMBER!
OXDAY of next week will be

M d to  the heart of
C

Lignet " reader, for our
ristinus Number

at all newsagents. Most of you ure curious
to kmow what's in store for you. Weil, to
begin with, there's a special Christmas yarn
of Harry Wharton & Co. You have already
discovered the differences that have arisen
bhetween the captain of the Kemove uwnd the
rest of the ¥Faumous Five—trivial really,
aren’t they? But to a peculiar charscter
like Wharton these trivialities ure magoifled

a thousandfold. Next week's eplendut sehool
-tory ulnesnt. show the Famous Five * patch-
ing up” their petty squabbles—far from
it! ,\l!lmugh Christmas is almost on them,
and with its coming the univerzal feeling of
poodwill towards all men, Wharton still
stunds aloof: be comsiders that he is the
injured party. Now, then, does Harry
Wharton spend the Christmas holidays with
his pals or— "Twould be a pity to “let
on * at this stuge. You'll find a rarve treat
in

a day
every
grand

“ HARRY WHARTON'S CHRISTMAS | '
emerge

of

from it with a fuller
understanding 'harton’s  sensitive
nature, his failings, his strength. Mr.
Richards has written you close on nine hun-
dred stories of gowd old Greyfriars, and
yet [ doubt if he has ever written such a
powerful yarn as the one due next week.
In it we see more than ever the master
touch. the genius of the man who occupies
a fromt-rank position amoungst the foremost
anthors of the day.
The Macxer Tinpary.—No. 879.

and you'll

will be on sale !

+ THIS WEEK -
COASTAL MOTOR-BOATS.
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e § By JACKSTAFF

torpedn : some  of the newer type have |
two. When she wants to fire this =he suply
“Kicks it ont 7 astern, then turns qni
agide. and the torpedo mes straicht towa
its target,

High speedd i= the C.M.B'v greatest asset in
attack . anl her only defence, Sl i= 20 mobile
that gurmers fnd it very difficulc to hit her.
If a shell did strike her she would be blotted
out instantly. When a C.M B, is raeing along

| at full speed about all one can see of her is

the torepart of her hull sticking up amidst
a smother of fiving spray thrown up by the

BEAUTIFUL PHESENTATION ART
PLATE!

boys, unique In every way, and a credit
to the ““ Muagnet ** Presentation Series. Don't
miss it!

““THE TEAM FROM CHICAQO !

That's the title of the long complete Box.
ing Duy fooler story Mr. Walter Edwards
has written specialiy for the occasion. The
Storrydene Villa is given the wundoubted
homour of meeting the ﬂ]l(‘st Saceer plcwn
in the States. How the * black-and-whites »
fare, what underlies the meeting between
these two giants of the football world, I
will leave our brilliant author to tell you
in hiz own inimitable fashion. He scores a
goal in the opening chapter, and continues
with the good work until the * long whistle.”
Mind youre on the fleld of play next Mon.
gay!

SPECIAL CHRISTMAS SUPPLEMENT!

Harry Wharton & Co. have devoted their
literury energies to o grand supplement
dealing with the festive occasion. That it's
up to usual standard goes without saying—
the Heraldites are ever comsistent. It's a
sheer romp of fun and frelic from begin-
ning to end. No Christmas would be com-
plete without Wharton & Co.’s contribution,
s0 tahe the tip, chums, and order your
favourite paper early.

(THE WELL-.KNOWN
NAVAL WRITER).

0000000

'. ter
{ water.

| Germans
i contrel from aeroplanes to try and torpedo our
| hips.

| craft

Q

| water she displaces.  The serews *““dig ™ the
part. of the boat deep down into the
but all the forepart lifts gquite above it.
CALHES came first into nse diring the war
operations  along the Belgian coast. The
empiloyed  themn  under  wireless
This attelopt dicd not swcceed, but we
capped it by building a whole flotilla of these
ad @mving comunand of them to young
officers, were boys =0 far R years were
reckoncd, who did many dashing exploits in
their little * scooters ™ at the famous attacks
upon Zeebrugge amd Ostend and clsewhere,

It was a C.M.B. that .droppzd the Hare

that lighted the Vindictive to her last

berth at Ostend when she bottled up that

harbour,

CM.Bs are now a specinl hranch of the
Navy, with its own depot in
Haslar Creek, Portamouth. These
it are  steadily improved in
design with a view to inereasing
their speed and effectiveness.

Alwayg they have been the fastest
war vessels in  existence, and
that honour will be their in per-
vetuwity,

ekl

GAMES FOR THE CHRISTMAS
PARTY !

It must not be forgotten that, in addition I have secured the serviees of *Enter-
| to un extra strong programme of good | tainer” to write speciully for Mugnetites
things for next week, there accompanies | & number of parlour games for the Christmus
every single copy of the ** Magnet * a superb | party. As um know, it is a rizsky thing to
urt plate, measuring nine and a half inches | let a party *“run itself.” Sooner or later
by six auwd o half inches. You have all | comes the inevitable - What shall. we do
heard of the mine-layer—the pest of the | now?” Magnetites  will find in ' Enter-
seus, us it was called in the Great War—and | tainer's ¥ article a number of jolly games
yet I'H warrant there are thousands of my [ guitable for young and old, eusily under-
ioval chums who have no conception of what stood, that will l"l""'idf a real sparkle of
a mine-layer looks like, With mext week's | harmless fon. Mird you read this full
gorgeous art plate before them, ]lci.w(-w-r, page of games pext week, chums.
their hknowledge will have increased. It
shows ILM.S. Princess Margaret—the latest A FRIENDLY HINT !
type of mine-luyer. An excellent photo, this, I think you will agree that this year's

grand Christmas Number beats all previous
records. The rush te secure it also looks
like rivalling all records of the past. That
being so—and your Editor ' knows seme-
thing *—readers are carnestly advised Lo
order next Menduy's issue of the *“ Magnet
at once. A dizsappointment at this time of
th!.-d?‘eur is something to be avoided. ‘Nuff
said!
A LETTER FROM LOS ANQGELES.

A cheery letter reaches me from Allen (.,
Cavey, 42]8, BSouth Menlo Avenue, Los
Angeles, California, T.8.A. This corres-

pondent tells me that he first began reading

the ““ Magnet ” when living in Jersey,
Channel Islands, where he was born. Then
he shipped to Canada, and he is now in

Cinema City. He would much like to hear
from readers of the ““ Magnet * and “ Gem.”
I am sure some of my chums will he eager
to get in touch with this staunch Magnetite
who has seen such a lot of the world.
A REQUEST FROM ‘' DOWN UNDER.”
Stamley Cyril Morris, 45, Murphy Str
Richmand. Melbourne, Vietoria. Avstra
asks me if I ecan find him a few “ Magnet
correspondents in the British Isles. Here's
a chance for chums thiz side who would like
to hear from the land of the jumping
kangargo.

YOTR EDITOR.
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NONE SO BLIND. — A whole serics of misunderstandings, for which, in the first place, Harry Wharton is responsible,
sees his gradual alienation from that formidable quintet of pals known and respected at Greyfriors as the Fomous
Five.

at Greyfriars.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
To Go or Not to Go !

‘ OTTEN "
Harry Wharton, the captain

of the Remove, uttered that
ejaculation almost  uncon-
Y.
stood on the football ground at
~vfriars, with a telegram in his hand.
tter, the page, had hurried down
Little Side with that telegram. Ile
15t in time to catch the captain of
temove before the football match
gan.
he Remove fellows were all ready.
footballers from Highcliffe School
e all rendy. North of the Sixth, who
referee, was all ready, whistle in
But there had to be a pause while
srry opened the telegram. Telegrams
junior schoolboys at Creyfriars were

vrremely  uncommon; obviously the
stter was serious,
'he footballers waited while Harry

arton read his telegram. And then

ejaculated :
Rotten !"”

*Not bad news, old chap?” asked Bob
rry anxiously.
It's from my

rry.

uncle,” muttered

Colonel Wharton?" said Frank
gent. “Not ill, T hope?”

Oh, no!”
Harry Wharton looked at the message
win, with a knit brow.

You can read it,” he said. “T've

to chuck up the mateh, that's all.
least, I suppose I must.”

Oh, my hat#” said Jehnny Bull, in

nay.

That's rotten,” said Bob.

I'he rvottenfulness is great,” mur-
red  Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.
But why—"

“Look at it.” said Wharton,

The Co. read the telegram. It was
brief, but very much to the point:

“IWharton, Greyiriars School, Kont,—
See me at Royal Hotel, Ashford, this
afternoon.—JAMES WHARTON.”

Bob Cherry whistled.

“You'll have to go.” he said. “Can’t
be helped. We shall have to play the
mateh without you, Harry.”

“Tooks like it," said Johnny Duli.
“But—what the thump! Nunky might
really have given you a bit morc notice.
But I dare say he doesn’t remember that
we play footer matches on half-holidays
here.”

Wharton frowned.

“It's too bad,” he said. “If I'd had
a letter this morning I could have
fixed up the team, It’s too bad. I—-I-—"
He paused. and breathed deep. “I've a
jolly good mind to wire instead of
going.”’

“A wire to the Royal Hotel, Ashford,
would find him all right and get therve
sooner than you could,” said Vernon-
Smith. “Dash it all, a giddy uncle
oughtn’t to butt in suddenly like this.”

Bob Cherry shook his head.

“You must go, Harry,” he said. * It's
bound to be important. Colonel Whar-
ton isn't the man to send a telegram for
nothing. IHe would feel it, 1 fancy, if
vou duln’t go.”

“Oh, it's a little treat for the after-
noon, of eourse!” said Wharton ivrit-
ably. “He happens to be at A-hford, and
as 1t’s not far from Greyfriars, he's going
to give me a spread at the hotel. and so
on. It's awfully kind of him but—"
He broke off.

“Kind rclations are a bore some-
times,” remarked Vernon-Smith, 1
faney I'd send a wire. Ile would under-
stand, if you tell him we're just starting
the biggest football fixture of
season.”

Wharton nodded.

the ]

A Magnificent New Long Complete Story of Harry Wharton & Co.
By Famous FRANK RICHARDS.

e was tempted to act on the
Bounder's advice. Really, it scemed
good enough advice. The Higheliffo
watch was an important fixture in the
Remove list. Wharton was very keen
on bLeating Courtenay & Co., of Iligh-
clife. And it was very awkward to be
called away just before kick off. The
captaincy of the team would have to be
handed over to Vernon-Smith, who was
vice-captain; and a place would have to
be filled. Changes had to be made in the
team, a new man to be found, at the very
last moment—all of which might easily
mean defeat. Wharton was very keen to
play in the mateh himself, and extremely
indisposed to exchange it for a long
railway journey. Tut that, to do him
justice, was not by any means his chief
thought. Ile felt that his sudden de-
partire would be leaving his team in the
lureh when they wanted himn most,

He stood undecided, his hrow knitted.

The Ilighcliffe fellows waited politely.
But it was difficult for the captain of the
Remove to make up lis mind.

“You might wire, old chap.” said
Frank Nugent hesitatingly. “If it’s
only just to sce you, and give you a
treat; but—-""

“PBut what 7"

“It might be something important.”

“I don’t see how it conld be. Nothing
important’s likely to happen so suddenly
that my uncle wouldn’t have time to
write.”

“Wall, that's so,” assented Frank.

“I'he colone! wouldn't wire if it wasn’t
important,” said Bob Cherry, shaking
his head again,

“Oh! You think so?”
rather irritably.

1 de, old chap.”

“Phen what ean it be that's so jolly
important all of a sudden "

“Plessed il 1 know! Can't guess,”
saitl Bob. “But I think you ought to

Tng Mauxer Lisgany.—No. 879,

said Ilarry,

[Copyright iu the United States of America.



go. football or no football. We'll try to
beat Higheliffe without you.”

Wharion compressed his lips, and
stood undeeided. L

“We're keeping Higheliffe waiting, ’
murmured Peter Todd. )

“T'm jolly well not going " exclaimed
Wharton, at last. “It can't be im-
portant. How the thump could it be im-
ortant for me to sce my uncle because
Im happens to be

It's too laie to make changes in
el

still

noon ?
the tcam now.’

Ile looked at his chums. -

Four very grave faces met his glancc.
Wharton was not satisfied with his own
decision; but the gravity in his com-
rades’ looks added to his annoyanee.

“That won't do. old chap,” =aid Bob
Cherry, very quietly. “(Colonel Whar-
ton s your guardiam, and he has a
right—"

“0Oh, rot!” .

“PDash it all, Harry, you owe him
something,” said Bob. *‘Even if it only
means that he wants to see you, you
ought to go.”

“[ don’t sec it.”

“The go-fulness is the proper caper,
my esteemed chum,” murmured Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

Wharton's frown decpened.

“Tea at the Royal Hotel, and a ]
ing for the Remove at Greyfriars,
muttered.

* Perhaps we

and a lick-
he

sha'n't be licked.” said
Bob cheerily. *We've got a jolly | ou,d
team. and we're in form. ().gl vy's
standing over yonder, and it won't take
him long to change, and he's a good
man.” :

“Is Ogilvy anything like my form?
snapped Wharton.

“0Of course not!
But he's a good man, and,
chort, Harry, you ought to go,
we're licked by a dozen goals
said Dob, rathcr warmly.

“Well, I'm not going.”

“ Wharton——""

“That's settled.”

Harry Wharton glanced across to
C'ourtenay, the Higheliffe junior captain.
“We're ready,” he said. )

“Right-ho!” said ('ourtennylehecnly,

Bob Cherry looked rather grim.

“If you're not EOINg, youw'll send a
wire, I suppose?” he said, in a rather
cold tone. . . e

“The post-office boy's waiting, Sir;
said Trotter.

Wharton glanced round.

“ Anvbody got a pencil?” he asked.

A Remove fellow came forward with
a pencil and a pocket-book. ~ Wharton
scribbled a message.

«(lolonel Wharton, Royal Hotel,

I don't mean that.
to cut 1t
even if
to nil,”

« Ashford.

“Highcliffe  mateh  just starting,
<hall 1 come after match? Wire reply.
“ HARRY.”

“Give that to the post-office kid,
Trotter. (iive him a tanner for t
kid, }'lusaell—l'vc uo moncy about me
now.”

* Right-ho!” said Russell.

Trotter walked away. .

Harry Wharton looked round at his
feiends. perhaps hoping to read approval,
ar at least indifference. in' their frees.
They looked away from him, but their
apinion was plain. They did unot ap-
prove. A flush came into his face, and a
pleam inro his eyes.

“My uncdle will understand,” he said.
“1]e’'s forgotten that it’s the date of the
-Higheliffe match to-day—though really

tue MacNer LiBrary.—No. 879.

at Ashford this after-{n

he might have remembered, He will
understand that I eouldn’t get away.”
“1 hope so,” said Bob shortly.
“Well, let’s get going, as you're stay-
ing,” said Johuny Bull uncasily.
Wharton's flush decpened.
“ Anyhow, it's my bizney, I suppose,”
he said tartly.
“Quite!” said Bob. “Let's get going
—nothing to keep Highcliffe waiting for

oW,
And the footballers got going.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Winning Goal !

ARRY WHARTON threw him-
H self into the game with even
more than his accustomed keen-

ness.

He was in great form; and it was easy
to see that at his best he was the finest
footballer in the Remove, or in all the
Lower School at Greyfriars. And he
seemed at his best now, It was borne in
upon the minds of his comrades how
sorely they would have missed him, had
he o{)eyoj the summons from his uncle
that afternoon.

Certainly, there was no fellow in the
Remove who could have replaced him
effectively. The very best of the re-
serves was nowhere near his form.

The fivst goal came within ten minutes
of the start, and it came from
Wharton's foot. There was a roar of
clwerinlf round Little Side.

“ Gon !l'

“Bravo, Wharton!”

“Well kicked, air!”

“Goal! Goal!”

It was an inspiring sound to Wharton
and it helped to drive away the troubled
thoughts that thronged into his mind—
thoughts that he could not keep away.
though he tried to concentrate his mind
on the game.

Why had his uncle wired for him?

It couldn't be an important matter—
that was absurd. The colonel could not
be ill, as he had evidently come to Ash-
ford that day—his sister, Wharton's
aunt, could not be ill, or the colonel
would have said so; and, besides, in that
case the telegram would have called
Wharton home, not to Ashford. Ob-
viously, it was not a case of illness.
What other matter of importance could
possibly have transpired?

Obviously—or it seemed obvious to
Harry—some busincss had called the
colonel to Ashford, only an hour on the
railway from Greyfriars, and he had
taken the opportunity of seeing his
nephew. Doubtless time did not allow
him to come on to the school; probably
he had to catch his train home at a fixed
time. His idea, the idea of a kind uncle,
was to give the schoolboy a little outing
and a treat—as had often happened on
previous occasions.

In such circumstances, surely the colonel
would not mind if Wharton felt it his
duty to see his comrades through the
most important football fixture of the
season.

If the matter was important, the
colonel would wire back, and Wharton
would take the train to Ashford after
the match; that was simple enough.
Even if the meeting was of some inex-
plicable importance, an hour or two
could not make much difference.

That reasoning had satisfied Wharton
in making up his mind on the subject.
But, somehow, he could not continue to
feel satisfied—and every now and then,
instead of the football and the foot-
ballers, he scemed to see a kind, bronzed

Jold fuce looking at him, and it troubled

«  SENSATIONAL “HARRY WHARTON™ STORY NEXT WEEK, BOYS!

him. From his earliest infancy his uncle
had taken the f]ace of the father whom
Wharton hardly remembered—he had
been a father, and a kind and affection-
ate one, to the rather wayward boy
whose guardian he was.

His lightest wish should have been
like the call of duty to his nephew, and
in his immost heart Wharton knew it.
The colonel was not the man to ach
lightly or unreflectingly; if he sent a
telegram it was because there had been
no time for a letter. And yet, what
could posgibly have happencd—what but a
sudden illness, and it was certain that it
was not a case of illness,

Wharton was angry with himself for
failing to drive the matter from his
mind, in the midst of an exciting game.

Aftcr the match he would find a tele-
gram waiting for him from his uncle, if
the colonel seriously withed to see him at
Ashford; he would take the express from
Courtfield, and arrive at the Royal Hotel
an hour later, and all would be well,
Half-consciously, he was feeling a little
sore because his uncle had not remem-
bered that this was the date of the High-
cliffe match—a fixture to which Wharton
}md referred often enough in his letters
iome.,

If Colonel Wharton was so near as
Ashford, surely he might have come on
to Greyfriars and seen the match, instead
of calling the captain of the Remove
away just before kick-off. Indeed, it
had been understood that the colonel
would come down to the school for the
match, if opportunity offered; and
NOW~——

“Wake up, Wharton!” came a yell
frora behind the goal, It was the voice
of Billy Bunter, *“I say, you fellows,
Wharton's taking a nap.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ ()i the ball, Wharton !”

Whaiton's eves flashed.

Actually, thinking of his uncle and
the telegram, he had let his thoughts
siray, and for the moment he had been
unconscious of the game. De Courcy of
Higheliffe had taken the ball fairly from
his foot, and was racing it on to the
Greyfriars goal,

There was a roar from a dozen High-
cliffe fellows who had walked over to
watch the game,

“Go it, Caterpillar!”

“Bravo !”

“(Good old Caterpillar!”

‘Wharton set his teeth. The Cater-
pillar had seen his chance, and taken
it, and he raced the ball on and centred
to Courtenay at the right moment, and
Courtcnay drove it in. Squiff, in goal,
failed to save, and the leather reposed
in the net,

“Goal!”

“Well kicked, Courtenay!”

“Good old Caterpillar !”

De Courcy, otherwise the Caterpillar,
grinned am{ nodded to Courtenay, as
Squiff rather rucfully tossed out the
ball. The score was even now.

Wharton's feelings were not pleasant.

He had neglected his duty to his uncle,
as his conscience told him, in order to
lead his followers to victory. And con-
science had taken its revenge.

He resolved to dismiss the matter
from his mind, and this time he kept
the resolve. Haunting geproach was dis-
missed till after the gagc.

But great as Wharton's form was,
first-class captain as he undoubtedly was,
he found the Highcliffians foemen worthy
of his steel. The game went on hard
and fast: but at half-time, the score was
still level.

In the interval there were a good
many breathless fellows on both sides;
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ha result, as the Bounder remarked,
ill on the knces of the gods,

ton called 1o Russcll across
no,

Do you know if there's a wire for me,

the

ot that T know of. Trotisr would
= it along,” answered Dick Russell,
Il serene.”

r all, there was hardly time for
cred  reply from  Ac<hford yet.

rton rejoined the footballers, but |

was not the usual cheery exchange
hat among the Famous Five. The
f his comrades sileneed Wharton,
the Co. were feeling constrained. All
: felt glad when the whistle went
sccond hall,
v Wharton played up at his very
fter the interval, He was deter-
that there should bo ne more
s, no more wandering of hig
its from the business in hand.
| he succceded. Again the ball went
m his foot, and Greyfriars wera
But a Highclifian drove the
ito the home goal a little Iater,
the score again.  And then
a stroke of sheer ill-luck—Vernon-
having to stand out for ten
*es or more from a knock on the
When the Bounder resumed play
as visibly limping: it was only the
fetermination that was a part of
der's character that kept him
t all,
with all the Dounder's grim
n, he was little help to his side
hat, and it was a weak spot in the
armour. 1wice, and thrice,
gheliffians came through, and only
goal saved tho situation,
on the posts the Australian junior
. tower of strength, and again and
he staved off defeat, till the
=s began looking at thcir watches,
at the clock-tower, as the finish
near.  And the score was still

ng

«T1ArS

in

arton’s face was set and hard.
the match was to end in a draw he
=t as well have been at Ashford.
it him, the Remove might very
have drawn the game with High-

=as a bitter reflection, and it made
aptain of the Remove go all out to

¢ the minutes weire counted now;
though Higheliffe conld not got
gh, they packed their goal and
ded obstinately; and every second
blast of the whistle was expected,
as almost on the call of time that
Remove forwards broke into the
nee, and with a rush of swift, short
ng brought the ball up to the
ws' goal. The leather went in from
Bounder, to be fisted out again. And

= Whartou, seizing his chance at the

nological moment, drove it in again
k --n’m. the goalkeeper.
toal 1?

was an ecstatic roar from a hundred
friars fellows.

oal I"

eyfriars wins!”

farrah!”

cep! The long whistle shrilled out.
: the very stroke of time Harry
rton had landed the winning goal.

sheliffe were beaten by three goals to

. beaten by a narrow margin with
a few seconds to spare, but beaten
Il that. Wharton panted, and his
- gleamed; at that moment his fecl-
< were of pure elation. There was a
from his comrades as the crowd
rad and the eaptain of the Remove
canght up on the powerful shoulders
Iob Cherry and Johnny Dull and
1 off the field in triumph,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Talks Too Much !

“ ELEGRAM for me?’
“No, sir.”
Harry Wharton's face was a

little troubled.
The fooiball match was won and over;

the IHighelifte crowd had gone. Harry
Wharton had changed. and for some

| time, in the clation following the hard
i victory over Higheliffe, he had thought

of nothing elze. But the thought of his
| uncle at Ashford had very soon roturned.
There had Leen ample time now for a
reply telegram from the colonel, and the
| captain of the Remove inguired after it
| But there was no telegram.

He went up to Study No. 1 in the
gathering winter dusk, with a rather
moody cxpression on his handsome face.

Why had not the colonel wired?

It would have meant at the most the
dilference of an hour and a half fo the
colonel’s train returning to London.. I1f
lie wanted to see his nephew so particu-
larly that an important foutball match
could be eut for it, surely he coull have
caught a slightly later train aud allowed
Wharton to see him when the match was
over,

1f not, it eonldn't matker very much,
Wharton told himseli moodily. And
his regret that he had not obeyed the
colonel's summons was now mingled with
a moody resentment.

His face was nob very bright as he
came into Study No. 1, where Trank
Nugent had Jlaid the table, and was
attending to a boiling kettle and a tin
saucepan crammed with eggs for tea.

Bob Cherry and Johiny Bull and
Hurrce Singh were standing about the
study doorway, chatting cheerily.

hard for the net.
from a hundred Greyfriars fellows.
Wharton ! *

Harry Wharton, seizing his chance at {he psychological moment, drove the ball
It beat the goalkeeper.
“ Goal ! School wins ! ™
(See Chapter 2.)

It was an ecstatie roar
* Well played,

‘“Goal I

Ceriainly it was rather late m the
afternoon for a junior schoolboy to leave
Greyfriars to take the train to Ashford:
But that could have been arranged easily
enough with Mr, Quelch. Wharton had
oiily to show him the colonel’s telegram
and" ask for an excat, which would have
been at once granted.

He was fecling a little tired after a
gruelling mateh, but quite willingly he
would have undertaken the journey; and
now that the game was over he could
have taken his friends with him. s
uncle had always been glad to see the
checry Co.

Doubtless the colonel’s visit to Ashford
had been a hurried one; he had not
heen staying long enough there to wait
for his nephew. Or was it that he was
offended, and did not choose to answer
and see his nephew al the latter's con-
venience ¥

At that thought
hardened a little,

Wharton's face

Probably they intended to ‘‘tea™ im

Study No. 1-—the lamous Five often
“tea'd ” together.
But after a glance at Wharton's

clouded face, Bob Cherry strolled away
along the passage, whistling, and Johnny
Bull strolled after him. IHurrece Jamset
Ram Singh lingered.

“There is an esteemed telegram?” he
asked.

“No, Inky.”

“Then you aill not be going depart-
fully m”Ashl'onl ”

No.

The Nabob of Bhanipur sauntered
away after Bob Cherry. Wharton
glanced after him and opened hix lips,
but closed them again, If the nabob did
not choose to “tea ™ in Study No. 1 he
could please himself.

“Nearly ready,” said Frank brightly,
as the captain of the Remove came in.
“Had a wire?”
Tuk MacNeT LiBraRY.--No. 879.



“ No-!l

“I suppose your uncle couldu’t wait.”

“Or wouldn't,” said Harry.

“Well, I suppose he would have if he
could have,” said Frank, taking up the
eges. “He must bave wanted to sce

ou,”

“] think he may have been offended
by my not going earlier.”

Nugent made no reply to that.

“No reason why he shonld be.” added
Wharton quickly. “T think I did quite
right’in staying for the match. Don’t

ou?

“Well, it's rather too late to think
ahout that, isn't it?” said ¥Frank. * Any-
how, I don't suppoze it matter: very
much.”

*“Which means that you den’t think I
did vight?”

* My dear chap, you were bound to act
u.mort.{ing to your own judgment,” said
Frank. “If you thought it right, all
serene,”

“I suppose you don’t think I should
have done it if I hadn’'t thought it
right?”

Nugent gave his chum a quick look.

“Of course not. Don’t let’s argue,
Harry—it's no business of mine, any-
how, and I'm not criticising you.”

“It seems to me that you were—and
the other fellows, too,” said Wharton,
flushing. “I think I might be allowed
to know best in iy own family affairs.”

“OF course. Here's the eggs. Aren't
the other chaps coming in to tea?” asked
Frank. with a glance at the door. X

“I don't know—you can ask them if
you like.”

*“Oh, never mind!”

The chums of the Remove sat down to
tea rather silently. Both of them were
fecling constraint.  Wharton was any-
thing but casy with his conscience, and
the thonght that Frank wes blaming
him, as he blamed himself, stirred a faint
resentment in his breast. After all, he
had won the Higheliffe match for the
Remove ; and ere were plenty of
fellows in the Form who would have
criticised him pretty freely had he gone
off at the last moment and left his men
in the lurch from whatsoever cause.

Vernon-Smith, too, had advised him
to act as he had done; and the Bounder
was a clear-headed, sensible fellow.
Though Wharton was well aware that he
had never, so far, modelled his views
upon those of the Bounder—well aware
that there was a touch of eynical hard-
ness in the Bounder’s character that he
had never liked.

Tt was, as Nugent had said, too late
to discuss pros and cons now; what was
done, was dome. If his uncle was
offended with him, and disdained to wait
an honr or so to sce him, it could not
be helped. Yet the thought of having
hurt the kind old gentleman made
Wharton wince.

ile had never had anything but kind-
ness from his nncle. Well he remem-
hered (folonel Wharton's return to Eng-
land from foreign service, when the old
soldier had found a wayward, discon-
tened boy left on his hands—a boy with
a2 passionate temper, spoiled by an in-
dufmmt aunt, rebellions to the kindest
authority,  With what infinite paticnce
and kind affection the colonel had borne
with him and brought him to a better
understanding Harry know only too well.
Reflection had opened his eyes to many
things.

He knew thal but for the colonel’s kind
paticnce he might have been still the
peevish,  discontented boy, dissatisfied
with himself, dissatisflying others—and
yet there had never been anything Jike
séverity, anything like stern reprimand.
In his uncle he had found a father and

Tue MaGNeT LIBRARY.—No. B879.

a friend, a kind adviser and a faithful
guardian, and well he knew that for a
long time he had been indifferent, if not
ungrateful, till understanding had come
to him.

Now, wruly, there was not indifference
or ingratitnde. He loved and respected
the man who was his ideal of what a
man and a soldier should be. Little of
it showed on the surface; Wharton was
not a fellow té6 wear his heart on his
sleeve, But it was there, and the colonel
knew it. And yet he had neglected the
colonel that afternoon. Howsoever ex-
cellent his reasons seemed to him that
was the truth, and the half-conscious
realisation of it made him moody and
miserable and irritable. Suppose, after
all, that the appomtment had been an
important one—""

But it could not have been. It was
only a schoolboy ‘treat the old soldier
had intended. Wharton was sure of that.
$till, he conki not feel easy in his mind.

“It’s all rot !” he broke out suddenly,
as if Nugent had accused him—answer-
ing, perhaps, the thoughts he guessea
were passing in Frank's mind. * Utter
vot ! As if it matters, anyhow !”

“I dare say it doesn’'t,” said Frank
amicably.

“I'm sure it doesn’t!”

“Good "

“I think he might have remembered
that it was the Highcliffe match to-day.!”
muttered Wharton. “I've told him a
lot about it in my letters, and it was
half agreed that he'd come down to Grey-
friars if he could. Being as ncar as
Ashford, I don’t see why he couldn’t
have come on!”

Frank nodded, but did not answer.

As a8 matter of fact, he knew that any
answer was likely to irritate. And Frank
had learned to bear with his best ehum’s
sometimes unreasonable ways, Silence is
golden sometimes,

There was a sound of laughter in the
Remove passage, and voices floated in
through tire half-open door. Billy Bun-
ter's squeak was heard.

“I say, you fellows, I tell you it's so!
I bhaven’t exactly seen the telegiam——"

“Why haven't you?” came Hazeldene's
voice. “You generally manage to pry
intqhanything you want to see!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, really, Hazel—"

“Shut up, Bunter ! said Peter Todd.

“Sha’n't!” said Bunter. “T think it's
awfully rotien myself! Chap gets a tele-
gram saying his uncle’s ill —at the point
of death, in fact—and plays football
instead of going to see him! I can tell
you, I'm shocked !”

Wharton's face became crimson.

Frank Nugent hardly dared look at
his chum as the Owl's fat voice floated
into the study.

It was like Billy Bunter to get hold
of the incident and let his fat imagina-
tion play on it. Buntor was already
making one of his celebrated *“yarns ™
out of it,

“Fathcad I said Peter Todd.

“Oh, really, Toddy! You mayn'i be
shocked, but I am! I've got a sense of
the fitness of things, I hope! Playing
football while his uncle’s lying on his
death-bed—""

i ;\5’ !,I

“Lying in awful agony, perhaps !” said
Bunter mmpressively. “Calling for his
nephew, you know, in an expiring voice,
and the hard-hearted blighter refusing to
go! It's really too thick, in my opinion!
I've never thought very much of Whar-
ton! Only this imorning he refused to
cash a postal-order for me——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ But this really is too thick I went on
Buuter virtuously, *“ Hard-hearted and

o WHERE DOES HARRY WHARTON SPEND HIS CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS? —

undutiful, and all that! I've a joliy
zood mind to speak to Wharton uinl.lt
it and tell him what I think of him!™

“Well, here's your chance!” grinned
ITazeldene. “ Here he comes!”

“ Wha-a-at 7"

Billy Bunter spun round at a hurried
footstep behind him.  Harry Wharton
was emerging from Study No. 1, his face
in a blaze of fury.

“Oh!” gasped Bunter,

He ran for it.

5 “You—yen fat rotter!” roared Whar-
on..

He rushed after Bunter and kicked,
There was a terrific yell from the Owl
of the Remove as he sprawled on his
hands and knees.

“Yarooooooh !

** Man down ! chuekled Toddy.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Then it isn't true, Wharton ?” asked
Skinner of the Remove blandly—with the
genial blandness Harold Skinner knew
well how to assume when he wished to
be particularly unpleasant.
h_The captain of the Remove turned on

im.

“What isn't true "

“That telegram was from your uncle,

who's sick id

“Of course it isn't true!™ roared
Wharton, “Do you think I'd have
stopped here playing footer if my uncle
had been ill and asked for me, you silly
dummy 7"

Skinner shrugged his shoulders,

“Haven't thought about it at all,” he
answered airily. “I only know what
Bunter says—"

“Yaroooh! I didn't say anything!
Keep him off !”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Wharton's eyes flashed at the group
of juniors in the Remove passage.
Friends were thore as well as foes, but
he was not in a moed to distinguish,

“You shonldn’t be listening to Bunter’s
taitle! Might have something better to
do, I think—all of you!”

“Oh, draw it mild!”’ said Peter Todd
coolly. “ Nobody was really taking any
notice of Bunter’s rot—except yourself |”

“8eemed to touch you rather!” mur-
mured Skinner.

“What's that Shakespeare says about
a guilty conscience?” inquired Sidney
James Snoop, addressing space.

Wharton gave the Remove fellows a
fierce look. But he controlled his anger,
and strode back into Study No. 1 and
closed the door—hard.

“His Lofty Magnificence is wrathy !”
yawned Skinner. “This is where we
tremble !

Some of the juniors chuckled, and the
group broke up. A little later Billy
Bunter, whose fat chin was the most
active and untiring part of him, was
“‘at it "’ again, spreading his latest yarn.
But he was very careful to keep at a
safe distance from Study No. 1, and to
keep a very wary eye open for the cap-
tain of the Remove.

S —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Shake for Skinner !

“ ARRY, old man.”
Wharton looked up moodily.

Prep was over, and most of
the Kemove were gathered in
the Rag. At either end of that long

apartment a big fire blazed, and most of
the fellows had gathered round the blaze,
for the evening was cold. The Remove
fellows chiefly congregated at one end,
the Fourth Form fellows at the other.
The Third were also entitled to congre-
gate in the Rag if they liked. Bus



—THERE'S A SURPRISE ANSWER FOR YOU IN OUR NEXT STORY, CHUMS! 1

generally they did not like; they pre-
ierred their own Form-room, where they
were not overawed by the two Fourths,
Lower and Upper.

From the Remove group glances were
sccasionally cast at Harry Wharton, who
was seated in the big, deep window-scat,
about midway between the two groups.
The captain of the Remove had a * Holi-
‘av Annual ” on his knees, open, but
v« was not reading, Skinner winked at
%.s comrades and made humorous signs,
ing Snoop and Stott and Fisher T.
#sh in a continuous chuckle. Skinner
was slyly drawing attention to Wharton's
=aody, thoughtful face, and intimating
that the great man was wrathy, and that
- was therefore time for the skies to
“s71—or, at leust, to mind what they were
eout. T'he humorous Skinner extracted
snlimited fun from Wharton's supposed

fty and dictatorial temper, and there
=as just enough truth in his gibes to
7 e them a sting.

Wharton was fully conscious of
“sinner’s humorous proceedings, and of

« chuckles of his comrades, and a faint
fuwsh was in his cheeks. But he took
=2 heed. He disdained to quarrel with
s fellow like Skinner. Besides, it was
~ather difficult to quarrel with a fellow

» winking at his friends. Bob Cherry

vme into the Rag and looked round,
s=d came across to Harry Wharton with
»« usual heavy tramp. He dropped

wto the window-seat beside him, and
soke cheerily.

Wharton's glance we#s noi cheery in
e-ponse. Dut Bob was reswelved not to

< that his chum was a little “edge-

B

Harry, old pippin, give it a miss,”

sad Bob.

“What do you mean?”

“We've been pals a long time,” zaid

Twb in his direet way. ‘ What's the

good of scowling at one another becausc
= don't see cyve to eye. I'd never have

rven vou my opinion to-day about that
egzram if you hadn’t asked me. You

d. von kl‘!O‘\'."

I know I did.”

Well, very likely you were right,”
went on Bob. * You ought to know best.
¢ if you ask a chap his opinion, you
to know what he really thinks,

on't you

Of—of course !”

‘ Anyhow, it's over, and it's no busi-
w=:x of mine,” said Bob. ‘8o let's for-
gt all about it, old, chap !

A smile broke out on Wharton's face.

was difficult te resist Bob’s choery

d humour, and Wharton did not
~ant to resist it. He was fecling moody
eod depressed; but he was not sulky.

“That's all right,” he said; “only I

sd an impression that you fellows
vere down on me. I acted for the best,
» I thought.” -

“Of course you dia !”
“Only "—Wharton’s colour deepened
‘I—I wish I hadn't now, Bob, I—
I wish I'd gone over to Ashford when
¥y uncle asked wie.”

“Well, you saved the match for us

¢+ staying,” said Bob, “That’s some-
hing, you know, You stayed for it, and

a did it.”

Bob Cherrv was the last fellow in

¢ world to say “I told vou so.” [Ie

as quite prepared to hear that Harry
sad repented of his hasty and self-willed
iecision; but his only thought now was
+o offer such consolation as he could
shink of.

“ Xfter all, it's one of our big fix-
ires,” said Bob., “It ranks with the
2t Jim's and Rookwood matches, We

dn’t want Highcliffe to beat uns. I
think very likely your uncle will think

L

ML

ow!"” 3
with & bump and a wild roar.

Bob Cherry gripped Skinner by the collar and shook him like a rat. “‘Ow!
Lezgo ! Yooop !’ howled the cad of the Remove. ‘‘Let go, you rotter !
Bob Cherry let go rather suddenly, and Ek,lnner sat down on the fender
*“ Yaroooh ! ™

(See Chapter 4.)

the same. Anyhow, there's nothing for
us to rag about, is there?” :

“Nothing at all,” said Harry, with a
smile.

“Nugent showed up jolly well in the
game to-day.” went on Bob. “I1 was
jolly glad of that. You might do worse
than play him against Rookwood when
they come along.”

“I'm thinking of that,” said H.al‘l'.\'.
quite brightly now, *Frank has picked
up a lot this season, and he hasn’t had
a chance in the Rookwood mateh yet.
It looks as if we're going to be jolly
sueccessful with the football this season,
Dob.”

And the talk ran on. cn the topic of
football, and Wharton's depression loft
him; and the threatened rift in the
lute among the I'amous Five was for-
gotten and done with. sut when Bob
Cherry left him, the Renrove captain’s
face clonded again, as he fmm(l_trmlhle-
sorme thoughts coming Dback into his
mind.

8 Bob Cherry joined the group by the
re.

He glanced in some surprise at
Skinner & Co., wondering what the
joke was—Skinner & Co. appearing to
be in o highly merry humour.

“Putting your head inio the lion's
mouth—what #” said Skinner, as Bob
leaned on the mantelpicce near the
merry group.

“Eh, what 7" said Bob, puzzled.

“You weren't bitten?” continued
Skinuer, while hiz comvades chortled
explosively.

“I don’t catch on!”

Skinner made a gesture towards the
captain of the Remove, at a distance in
the window-seat.

“We're keeping a safe distance,” he
evplained. “When we have to pass him |
we go right round the table. and keep |
the table between u: and him., Tle 1s!

cross! When Wharton is cro:s, as you
probably know, it's time for the whole
universe to sit up and take notice.
Wharton would be offended if it didn't.”

‘*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, don’t be Bob
gruffly.

“We've all been adiniring your. nerve
at bearding the lion in his den,” went
on  Skinner  imperturbably. “1
shouldn't venture near him at present.
1 should expect a bite, or a bark at
least,”

“IIe, he, he!” cackled Billy Bunter.

“If T were an astronomer,” con-
tinued Skinner, “1 should look through
my telescope and sce whether the solar
systems has jolted out of gear. I'm sure
Wharton expects it to do sp when he
frowns. Like jolly old Jove frowning
in Virgil, you know, and giving the
universe a shake !”

“Ila, ha, ha!”

“Cheese it !"” snapped Bob.

Tob resisted the inclination to grin.
Skinner's exaggerations were absurd, of
course; and yet there was just an atom
of trnth at the bottom of them.

“ After all, who's Wharton?”
Snoop.

“Yes; who the thump is he?” said
Stott. “It's pretty well known that the
Bounder could have given him a fall
last time they had a row if he'd
chosen. We'd have backed him up,
too !"

“Too jolly swanky, in my opinion,”
went on Snoop. “What do you think,
Cherry "

Bob glared at him.

“You want to know what I think?
I think you're a silly ass, 8noop, and a
good bit of a worm !V

“Oh. draw it mild !’

“Wharton may have his faults; but
his little finger i worth miore than the
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aun ass!” said

said
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BEAUTIFUL FREE ART PLATE OF A MINE-LAYER —

whole lot of you!” growled Bob.
“That's what I think, as you've asked

** Look here—"
“(h, rats!”

*1'm surprised at you, Cherry !”
Skinner in his blandest tone.

“What the thump do yvou mean?”

“] mean your saying that Wharton
may have his faults. I'm sure Wharton
wouldn't agree with you there.”

“ila, ha, ha!”

“Isn’t he our perfect character—a
model for all the Remove!” went on
Skinner. “Isn’'t he the just man just
wade perfect—"

*“Ha, ha, ha!” 3 i

“Yet Cherry can see faults in this
really flawless character ! said Skinner
sorrowfully. “I'm really surprised at
you, Cherry!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Snoop & Co.,
greatly tickled by the expression on
Bob Cherry’s face. .

“You checky chump !” exclaimed Bob
angrily. *You know I didn’t mean—"

“1 know what you said !” interrupted
Skinner. “Now, as one of Wharton's
humble admirers, I want to know what
fault you find with him? Give it a
name !

Bob Cherry breathed hard. He was
no match for Harold Skinner in wordy
warfare, and he was well aware of that
fact. But there were other ways of
dealing with Skinner.

Bob grasped him by the collar.

There was a yell from Skinner.

said

His

airy badinage vanished at once, along
with all his blandness, as he was shaken.
“Ow! Leggo! Yoop! Let go, you
rotter ! Ow!”
Shake ! .
“Yarooh! TI'll hack your shins!”

yelled Skinner. *Let go, hang you!”

Bob Cherry let go—rather suddenly,
and Skinner sat down on the fender.

“Now shut up!” said Bob grimly.
“You can cackle as much as you like,
but if you don’t know that you shouldn’t
run down a fellow to his pal, it's time
you learned !"”

And Bob stamped away, leaving
Skinner gasping for breath, and his airy
biandness quite gone.

e e——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Letter from the Colonel !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. came
up to the Remove dormitory
together, on the best of terms—
rathet to the disappointment of

some fellows who had seen signs of
tronble in the Co. and had hoped to see
more. The slight disagreement, such as
it was, had blown over, and the Famous
Five were as good pals as ever. But
after lights were out, and the rest of
the Remove were asleep, Harry Whar-
ton lay awake for some time, watching
the stars at the high windows of the
dormitory.

He was thinking that certaiply there
would be a letter from his uncle in the
morning—at least, if the kind old gen-
tleman was not offended. And it was
not likely that he had taken offence.
It was more likely that he would be hurt
if he felt that lie had been treated with
slighting indifference; and that was a
more painful thought to Wharton.

Clearly enough now he realised that
what he had done was a slight to the
man who had treated him with unvary-
ing kindness ever since he could remem-
ber—and clearly, too, he realised that all
that was left to him was to make what
amends he could. There would be a
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letter from the colonel; and in answer to
it he would confess that he had acted
thoughtlessly and hastily, and ask pardon
humibly enough. He could, at least, own
up to his fault, and let his uncle know
that he was sorry.

There was comnfort in that reflection,
lnddho fell asleep at last, casier in his
mind.

Ilarry Wharton was first up in the
Remove dormitory when the rsing-bell
clanged out on the following morning.

The post, of course, was not yet in;
but he came down earliest of all the
Remove, before even Bob.Cherry was
ready to go down.

Lotters for junior schoolboys had to
pass the inspection of their Form-master,
and generally were not placed in the rack
very early. It was guite possible that
if a letter came by the early delivery it
would not be handed out till after classes
—and Wharton would not sce it uniil
the recess before third lesson. I1le did
not want to wait so long as that, and
his intention was to meet Doggs, the
rostman, on the road, and get the lctter
rom him—if there were indeed a letter.

Only early housemaids were about
when Wharton came down in the sharp
winter morning; but the great door of
the School Iouse stood open, letting in
the keen breeze and a flood of winter
sunshine. Harry Wharton went out into
the quadrangle, which was still deserted,
save for the portly figure of Mr. Prout,
the master of the Fifth, taking a con-
stitutional before breakfast.

The school gates were still locked, and
Gosling was nof likely to open them
before the usual time at a junior's
request. But Wharton did not go down
to the gates. At a certain spot behind
the elms, well known to adventurous
juniors, he climbed the school wall, and
dropped into the road.

Then he walked swiftly along the road
to meet Boggs, who was almost due at
Greyfriars by that time.

Half a mile from the school he came
in sight of the plump postman, puffing
along with his bag, his heavy breathing
making a kind of %’mlo round him in the
frosty air.

“’Mornin’, Master Wharton !” said

Bogis cheerily.
Wharton stopped.

“You've got a letter for me, DBoggs.”

“ I dessay, sir,” .

Boggs made no motion to open his
sack, however. lle was not supgoaed to
hand over letters direct to schoolboys at
Greyfriars, :

“[ want it specially,” explained Hc‘rrf.
“You can stretch a point for once, old
man. No harm in it—it's {from my
uncle, Colonel Wharton, and you know
his fist.”

“That's so,” assented Boggs, rather
dubiously.

A shilling changed hands, and Boggs,
who was an obliging fellow, set down his
sack and opened it. e had delivered a

many letters at Greyiriars in
Colonel Wharton's handwriting, and he
knew the old military gentleman’s * fist *
well enough. The letter was sorted out,
and handed over to Wharton.

“'Course, you won't mention this,
sir,” said Boggs. “No ’arm in it, as the
letter’s from your uncle; but it's agin
instructions, you know.”

“Of course—not a word,” said Harry.

“*Mornin’, sir!”

And Boggs shouldered his bag and
tramped on.

Wharton's heart was lighter as he
stood with the letter in his hand. His
uncle had not been oifended, then; he
was sure that he would read only kindness
in the letter. He glanced round him, and

crossed to a stile beside the road, amd
sat on the stile fo read his letter.

1le read w—his face changing as he
did so, the colour fading !mm&ia cheeks,
and his lip quivering.

The letter had evidently been written
at the hotel at Ashford the previous
afternoon, after the colonel had received
Wharton's telegram. And it ran:

“Hotel Royal,

“ Ashford.
“My dear Harry,—I am sorry you
were unable to come across this alter-
noon. Had it been possible, you may
be sure that I should have come to Grey-
friars; but I was only able to break my
journey at Ashford for a couple of hours,

and then take the train on to Dover.
“] am leaving England for some time.
I had not forgotten, my boy, that to-day
is the date of the Iligheliffe match at

‘Greyfriars, but I know you would have

put this, or nn{’thing else aside to come
and say good-bye to me, if you had
known how matters stood.

“I shall be away from England for a
few months, probably. I am going to
Russia. An old comrade-in-arms, who
was with me in Flanders, is there, and
has fallen foul of the Bolsheviks. He is
a prisoner in the hands of those scoun-
drels, and needs my help. I hope to be
able to save him. You need have no fear
for my safety, my boy. It is an affa’r of
tact and management, and, I f{ear,
bribery; though I suppose 1 ought to

glad, in the circumstances, that the
Bolshevik officials are as corrupt as the
old Tsarist officials before the revolution,
as the only way of saving my old com-
rade is to make it worth their while to
let him go.

“After receiving news of him I pre-
pared at once to start, and broke my
journey to Dover at Ashford, to say
good-bye to you. By the time you
receive this I shall be across the Channel,
as I am travelling by the Continental
route.

“Good-bye, my dear boy,

“Your affectionate uncle,
“Jares WhARTON,”

At Greyfriars morning roll-call had
been taken, and the fellows were going
in to breakfast. At the Remove table
therc was a vacant place—the captain of
the Form was missing,

Harry Wharton was not thinking of
school or of school bounds, as he sat on
the stile under the leafless trees, with
his uncle's letter in his hands, and the
tears heavy in his eyes.

So that was it!

No fears for his safety, the colonel harl
said—his safety, in that land of blood

Land terror, governed from of old by fear

and cruelty, where nothing changes but
the name and title of the tyrant.

The tears ran unchecked down Harry
Wharton's cheeks—seldom or mnever so
wetted.

8o that was it! His uncle, on a
mission of danger, leaving his native
land perhugs never to return, had still
thought of him—had wished to say good-
bye to the nephew he might mever see
again. And he had not seen him—he
had not said farewell to the man who,
for friendship and duty’s sake was geing
into a lair of wild beasts.

Already the wintry seas rolled between
him and the colonel; already the swift
Continental express was bearing his
uncle away across foreign lands—to the
land of fear and mystery and brooding
death ; there to share, perhaps, the fate
of the comrade he had gone to save.

A cart came jolting along the rutty,
frosty lane. The carter stared curiousl
at the white-faced boy on the stile, wi\.l
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« letter in his hand and tears wet on his
neeks.  Wharton did not even see him.

The i}t'mior shivered at last, and slipped
from the stilee. He remembered Grey-
friars—he looked at his watch. It was
ten o'clock. Long ago the Remove
f2llows had gone into their Form-room.
What would the Remove master say?

Wharton cared little.

Fear for his uncle's safety, bitter
==1f.reproach, drove other considerations
from his mind. But he had to return
t> the school. He thrust the letter into
bos pocket and started towards Grey-
friars.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Trouble |
HE door of the Remove Form
room opened, and Harry Whar
ton caine guietly in,
Every eye in the Form room
was turned upom him.

It was close upon the end of second
sson—in ten minutes more the Remove
vould have been dismissed for morning

break.”

Fellows had been late for class
weiore; and even a few minutes' tardi-
=<s was sufficient to call down the
wrath of Mr. eleh. And Wharton
sd cut a whole lesson and nearly
sxother.

Harry's friends looked at him very
snxiously as he came in. They had not
s=¢n him since he had left the dormitory
—they knew that be had not breakfasted
s+t the Remove table, and they had won-
‘ered what could possibly have become
¢ him. Wharton h intended, of
sarse, to return in time for breakfast;

t that, as well as everything else, had
tw=n driven from his mind by the
oionel's letter, and the self-reproach
s=d remorse it had caused him.

Mr. Quelch laid down his book, and
fxed his eyes on the late-comer.

‘Wharton !”

The Remove master’s voice resembled
e growl of distant thunder. Wharton
wnpped.

“ Yes, sir.”

“What does this mean

N am sorry I am late, sir,” said
Harry, respectfully and - sincerely
sough. He. had had time to pull him-

sif together now, and he realised that
3r. Quelch, like the prophet of old, had
rause to be angry.

“ No doubt,” said the Remove master.
“Bat that is scareely sufficient, Whar-
ton y are you late 7

‘J—I—" Wharton paused.

“Have you been out of gates?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Have you breakfasted ?*

*No, sir.”

“Indeed !
»f the school

It seems that you went out
recincts before the gates
is morning.”

“Yes, sir,” said Harry.

There was no help for it now: the
~onfession had to be made that he had
sroken bounds.

“And you have remained out of gates
until now 1"

o Y“‘- sir.”

“And why

“I—I forgot—"

The captain of the Remove paused
sgain. had told Bo, that he
=ould not mention the handing over of
ihe lettor, and he was bound not to men-
son it. He could not, therefore, explain
that he had been upset hy news from
ais people. Neither was he inclined to
sllude to that matter jn any case.
Wharton was reserved—perhaps too re-
served ; and what he might have said
o his Form master in private, he cer-
cainly would not have said in the Form
room before all the listening Remove.

Mr. Quelch raised his eyvebrows.

“You forgot " he repeated.

“Yes, sir.”

“You forgot classes?™

“Yes, sir.”

“That is a very extraordinary state-
ment, Wharton.”

The captain of the Remove coloured
deeply.

“I'm sorry, sir! I—I was thinkin
of something—I'm really sorry that
came in late, sir.”

“You are head boy of the Remove,
Wharton,” said Mr. Quelch. “In that
position you have some responsibilities,
and are expected to set some sort of an
ezsmrle to the Form. Yet you break
school bounds, you come in to class more
than an hour late, and your only ex-

planation is that you forgot classes—a’

statement which it is very difficult for
me to believe.”

Wharton stood silent.

He was quite aware how the matter
must look’ to his Form master, and he
did not expect to be let off lightly.

a matter of fact, he did not care.

elf-reproach was a harder and more

bitter ‘punishment than any that Mr.
Quelch could have inflicted.

“1 should be justified, I think, in
dealing very severely with this, Whar-
ton,” said Mr. elch slowly, and his
eyes rested on his cane for a moment.
“But as this is your first transgression
of the kind, I shall be as lenient as pos-
sible. I shall not eane you.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“But your action proves that you are
unfit' for your position as head boy in
my class. You will go to the bottom of
the class, Wharton.” .

Wharton compressed his lips.

“Yery well, sir.”

So far as Mr. Quelch was concerned
the incident closed there. He had, in
fact, inflicted & punishment more severe
than a caning, to a proud spirit like

" Wharton’s.

The captain of the Remove went
quietly to his place. Billy Bunter, who
had the honour of being at the bottom

of the class, grinned and shifted along
the form to make room for him.

Wharton was quite conscious of the
derisive grinning of Skinner & Co., and
the smiles of a g mauny more fellows
much better than Skinner & Co.

His own friends were troubled and
sorry, and their looks show.ed it. But
a good many fellows in the Remove
were not at all displeased to see the
Form captain’s pride taken down a peg
or two. Even fellows who liked him
sometimes  thought that Wharton
carried his head a little too high,

Mr. Quelch took no further heed of
Wharton, who sat silent in his place, his
cheeks burning.

Harry was glad enough when the
Remove were dismissed for morning
break, and the juniors poured out of the
Form room,

He wanted to get into a quiet place,
to read his uncle’s letter over again;
but the Co. joined him at once in the
corridor.

“Hard cheese, old man'!” said Bob
Cherry. “Bat what the thump is the
matter? There's something sou didn't

- tell Quelchy, of course.™

“Yes,” said Harry.

His chums looked at him. They
naturally expected him te tell them why
he had incurred his Form  maste &
wrath.

Wharton did not speak, and there was
an awkward silence.

Bob Cherry broke it.

“Look here, Wharton, iz it some
secret 7
“0Oh, do!”

“Well, then——"

Wharton drew a d breath.

“I don’t mind telling you fellows,
though it’s jolly unpleasant. But, of
course, it’s among ourselves, you won't
mention it.”

“Of course not.”

“1 went out to meet the postman, and
ot a letter from him—from my wncle.
t would get Boggs into a row if I told

Quelchy.” ‘
“ b see—you couldn’t tell Quelchy that,

Bunter, eunningly . affecting 1o be

making notes from his Latin grammar

upon a sheet of impot paper, turned his

eyes upon the letter and read it,
(See Chapter 7.
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of conrse,” said Johnny Bull, — © The
Head's mighty strict about fellows not
getting letters till they've been passed
iy the Form masters.”

“Bad news in the letter, I suppose?”
asked Frank Nugent quietly.

e "CS_JJ

“Sorry, old man!”

“1 don't want to make a mystery of
it,” said Harry. *You fellows can see
the letter—it's not a sccret, only, of
course, T don’t want it chattered about
in the Form and the rnssagcs. 1I'd
rather you saw it, really—only not a
word about it.”

“Right-ho!”

Wharton passed the colonel's letter to
his comrades, and they looked at it.

“Phat’s rather rotten.” said Bob.
“Put, of course, vou couldn’t guess any-
thing of that kind yestceday, ofd man.
1 shouldn't worry abous it too much, if
I were you.”

Whartorf nodded; the words were
kindly spoken to comfort him, but there
was little comfort in them for the cap-
tain of the Remove. He put the letter
back in his pocket.

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Oh.” buzz off, Bunter!”
Bob Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Roll away, vou bothering barrel!”
snapped Johnny Bull.

Bunter I)lin&“d inquisitively at the
pocket in which Wharton had placed the
colonel’s letter.

His very spectacles
euriosity.

Bunter was in his usual state of want-
ing to know. He was assured that there
was “something ”* on, and he wanted to
know what that somcthing was. It was
no concern of his, and, therefore, ex-
tremelv interesting to him.

“Did vou get that letter from Boggs,
Wharton ;' he asked.

“Tind out!”

_'."Wcll. I'm trying to lind out, ain't

“Fathead!”

“There wasn't a letter for you in the
rack,” said Bunter. “If you got that
letter this morning, youn must have got
it from Boggs. [ say, that's against the
rules, you know.”

“Oh, dry up!”

“Oh. really, Wharton -

Harry Wharton turned his back on
the Owl of the Remove, and walked out
into the quadrangle. Iis chums went
with him, and Billy Bunter was left
blinking after them, greatly disap-
pointed.

“Beast "’ murmured Bunter. “ Now,
what the thump is there in that letter
to make him go out and meet the post-
nian ? Something  jolly  secret
Yarooch!” howled Bunter, suddenly, as
a slap came on his fat shoulder.

“What are you mumbling
fatty 7’ asked Skinner genially.

Dunter blinked at him.

“T say, Skinner, it’s queer, ain't it!”

“Quecr that you're not at the bottom
of the class ™’ asked Skinner, “Yes, old
man, it is! But it's only temporary, you
know.”

“Peast! I mean about Wharton.”

“How arc the mighty fallen!” sighed
Skinner. “Fancy his Magnificence taken
down a whole peg before all the
Remove! Ile must have thought it an
awful nerve of (.fuelvhy!“

Bunter giggled.

“T know why he was late,” he said.

“You know everything, don't you.
old fat hean.” said Skinner, eyeing the
Owl of the Remove curiously.

Skinner, like a good many othet
feHows, was very curious to know why
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exclaimed

gleamed with

about

the Remove had cut class
That he had *forgotten ”
steep for

the captain of
that morning.
was a statement much too
Skinner to swallow it.

When Skinner offended against the
rules, it was generally for some reason
that would not bear the light; and Skin-
ner had no beliof that there existed in
the Remove, or in the wide world, any
fellow better than himself, He was quite
assured that Wharton had been “up to
something;” and had told his Form:
master the elumsiest lie a fellow could
possibly have told. That was Skinner's
charitable view of the affair,

Bunter smirked.

“] generally get to know things,” he
remarked.

Bunter was
that was a cause

under the delusion that
for pride and satis-

faction.
“Yon doS old féllow,” said Skinner
_amicably.  *So why did his lordship cut

class, if you know all about it?”
«That's telling!” said Dunter mys-

teriously. i

SQkinher grinned.

“*Yon mean, you don't know,” he
said.

“Pon’t 1 said Bunter, falling hlindly
into the trap. *1 jolly well do. e
went out to get a letter from the post-
man before the man delivered them
here.”

Skinner s eyes gleamed, He had seen
the letter in Wharton's hand, as he
passed it to his comrades. He guessed at
once that Bunter had got at the facts,
so far.

«“Qure of that, Bunty?” he asked.

“0f course he didn’t own up,” said
Bunter. “But I'm jolly sure of it. He
didn't denv it, anyhow., Wharton never
tells lies like you, Skinner.”

“What 7

“]—] mean, like some fellows. I say,
old chap, I wonder what's in that letter,
yon know ?"

“gomething he didn’t want Quelchy to
see,” grinned Skinner —“something that
would have got him into trouble,
fancy.”

Bunter's eves opened wide behind his
spectacles.

“RBut what, then?” he exclaimed.

«Jle's been up to something,” said
Skinner sagely. ‘“‘He's getting a letter
from somebody shady !"

“Oh, my hat!”

“He kecps up appearances jolly well,
hut, after all. we're all tarred with the
saine brush, ain’t we?” said Skinner.

“¥Yes, rather!” agreed Dunter.

“T had a letter once, from a man who
was giving Ine some tips about a horse,”
grinned Skinner. T knew when it was
coming, and waylaid old Boggs, and got
it off him for a bob. Of course, our re-
spocted Form-captain wouldn't do any-
thing nanghty like that.”

“'That's it!” gasped Bunter.

“T wonder ¥ yawned Skinner,

He walked on, smiling to himself.
Whether his surmise was correct or not
Skinner did not know, and caved little.
But he knew that the suggestion had

excited Bunter’s curiosity to burning-

point. If it was within Bunter's power
to get at that letter, Bunter was quite
cortain to get at it, and to make its
contents common property in the Re-
move,

Skinner was prepared to let Bunter
take the risk of that procceding, charit-
ably hoping that he would bring some-
thing shady to hght.

In the quad Harry Wharton was walk-
ing under the leafless old elms, his hands
in his pockets, a deep line in his brow.
His chums were punting ahont a foot-
hall; but Wharton did not join them.

To Bunter, and certnin]{ to Skinner, he
gave no thought at all—he had forgotten
their existence. He was thinking of the
kind old colonel on his way at express
speed to the land of violence and crime,
ad his heart was heavy.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Wanis to Know !

TLLY BUNTER, in the Remove
Form that afternoon, was in a
remarkably unquiet state.

The fat junior seemed really to
be sitting on pins.

Next to him—the only fellow lower in
the Form than DBunter at present—was
the captain of the Remove.

In Wharton's pocket was the mys-
terious letter: Bunter knew in which
pocket.

Instead of thinking of his lessons,
which would have been judicious under
the gimlet eyes of Mr. Quelch, Bunter
was thinking of that mysterious letter,
with which he had no concern whatever.

The letter was not, in point of fact,
mysterious at all. But it seemed so to
the inquisitive Owl.

Skinner's malicions suggestion had
been dropped into Dunter’s mind, like
seed in fruitful soil. Something “shady ”
was going on—Bunter was absolutels
certain of that.

Why had Wharton walked out befese
the gates were opened to get that letter
away from the postman? Why couldn’t
he wait for it till letters were handed
ont in the nsual wav? Decause there was
something in it that he dared not risk
his Form master seeing.

That the letter was from Wharton's
nncle, and that Harry had been very
anxious to hear from his uncle was a
simple explanation, which was nnlikely
to occur to ecither Bunter or Skinner.
Certainly Bunter wonld never have
taken the trouble to walk a dozen steps
to anticipate a letter from any relation.

There was something mysterious and
shady about that letter, Bunter was con-
vinced of that.

Even so, it would have been no busi-
ness of Bunter’'s. But the Owl's interest
in matters that did not concern him was
deep. He was feverishly anxions to know
what was in the letter, and he had no
scruples abont making the discovery.

What worried him was the fact that
Wharton was quite certain not to let
him see the letter if he could help it,
and how to get at it without the Form
captain’s knowledge was a problem.

Wharton paid no heed to the Owl of
the Remove. He was trying to give his
attention to the class work, and it was
difficult. in his present moed, to put his
mind into it. He was quite unaware that
Bunter was thinking about the letter in
his ket at all.

The Remove were busy with Latin
prose, or, at least, were supposed to be.
Billy Bunter was tlinking of anything
but Latin prose. ITis paper was not
likely to satisfyv Mr. Quelch when it was
handed in. But Bunter had no time to
think about trifles like that.

Wharton finished his Latin paper, and
sat idle while the rest of the class weat
on. Then he drew the colonel's letter
from his pocket, to read it over again.

Bunter almost trembled with eager-
ness.

The letter was actually in Wharton's
hand, spread out over his Latin
grammar. and he was reading it; but
hiz shounlder was in Bunter's wey, and
1,Irm'tfat junior could not get a glimpse
of it.

And Bunter realised that if he peercd
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r Wharton's shoulder the beast would
what he was at, and would cover
o the letter at once.

“ Wharton 1
i+ was Mr. Quelch’s sudden, sbarp
Wharton started, and hastily slipped
letter out of sight under his Latin
graminar.
[es, sir!”
Collect the papers.”
Yes, sir!”

That was the usual task of the head
w0y of the Form, and Mr. Quelch was
wrdly overlooking the fact that Wharton
«=s no longer head of the Remove, This
2= a sign of relenting, and Wharton
sderstood it. For a moment he had

sposed that the Form master had

otted him reading a letter in class, an

#= calling him to account. But Mr.
~uzelch had not noticed.

Leaving the letter under the grammar
= his desk, Harry Wharton went along

forms, collecting the papers to take
em to Mr. Quelch’s desk.

Bunter's fat heart thumped.

The letter was there,
grammar. Bunter dared not Jift the

ime and take the letter, He could
=ot have done so without being observed
—and even his burning curiosity did not
ipt him to face the inevitable kicking
szarwards.

under the

But  curiosity  quickened Bunter’s
sulties. He simply bad to see the
ter now.

He picked up his pen and reached over

dip it into Wharton's inkwell, as if
s own had run dry.

In doing 30 he shifted the Latin
srammmar with his elbow.

The letter was revealed.
Bunter, cunningly affecting to be
=aking notes from his Latinsgrammar
won a sheet of impot paper, turned his
¢ses upon the letter now revealed.

He dared not reach out to touch it—
> had to be satisfied with reading the
1op page.

And—after all his curiosity on the
subject, and his deep conviction that
ere was something “shady” in the
tter—this is what he read in disappoint-
ent and disgust :

——how matters stood. I shall be away
‘rom England for a few months, prob.
shly. 1 am going to Russia. An old

ymrade-in-arms, who was with me in
Flanders, is there, and has fallen foul of
the Bolsheviks. lle is a prisoner in the
hands of those scoundrels, and needs my
I hope to be able to save him.

ave no fear for my safety,
It is an affair "

wE
You need
my boy.

That was all that Bunter could see.
The letter, which was written on four
pages, was folded open, and only one
page was visible as it lay on the desk.

Bunter could not see the rest without
picking up the letter.

But ﬁle was not tempted to do so now,

Ile knew Colonel Wharton's hand-
writing, and knew that the letter waa
from Harry's unele. And it contained
nothing but the information that the
colonel was going to Russia.

Bunter’s disgust was too deep for
words.

He did not care twopence whether
(wlonel Wharton was going to Russia,
to Timbuctoo, or to Jericho for that
matter,

Why the thump Wharton should have
been anxious to get that letter, why its
reception should have disturbed him to
the extent of making him cut class, was
a mystery to Bunter. Bunter had several
uncles, and all of them might have gone
to Russia or to the Cannibal Islands
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““1 am waiting,
just made?”
sir,”” gasped Bob, desperately.

ha, ha!”

while Mr. Quelch stared, and then a howl of laughter from the Remove,
(See Chapter1.)

Cherry,” said Mr. Quelch grimly. *‘ What was the remark m‘
“J—I—I—1 said that Quelchy’s bark is worse than his bite,
There was a moment’s hush in the Form-room,

um’

without  disturbing William George
Bunter in the very least.

Bunter really felt that he had been
swindled.

1f that beast Wharton found out that
he had spied into the letter a licking
was certain and inevitable—and all for
nothing. He had only found out that
the letter was from Wharton's uncle,
and that Wharton's uncle was going to
Russia—two facts in which he did not
take the slightest interest,

It really was sickening.

Inquisitive as he was, Bunter would
scarcely have taken the trouble to finish
reading that letter now, had it been safe
to do so.

He actually did not want to touch it.

Wharton had gathered up all the
papere from the Form and was taking
them to Mr. Quelch. A minute or two
more and he would be back in his place.
The Latin grammar had to be shifted
back over the letter, unless Bunter's
trickery was to be discovered.

The fat junior reached across to
Wharton’s inkwell again, and his fat
elbow slid the volume back over the
letter as he drew back his podgy arm,

Then he sat jabbing his pen-nib into
the oaken desk, disappointed and dis-

gusted.

“Thank you, Wharton!” Mr. Quelch
was speaking. “ You may resume your
place at ﬁ]e head of the Form,

Wharton.”

“ Thank you, sir!”

Harry Wharton came back to Bunter's
form for his books. He picked them up,
and the letter along with them. It was
still hidden from sight as he bad left it.

“Good cgg. old man!” Bob Cherry
whispered as Ilarry passed him with his
hooks. “All serene again! Quelchy’s
bark is always worse than his bite !”

Wharton smiled and nodded.

Mr. Queleh looked up from a stack of
Latin papers. Perhaps Bunter's paper,
which he was glancing at, affected his
temper a little and made it tart. Bunter’s
Latin was quite enough to make any
Form master tired and cross.

“Did you speak, Cherry!”

“Oh! Yee, sir!”

“I believe I have told you before,
Cherry, that you shonld not chatter in
the Form-room.”

“Ye-e-es, sir!”

“Had you forgotten, Cherry, that I
had told you so?”

“Nunno, sir!”

“Then doubtless you had something
very important to say, as it led you to
disregard what I have told you.,”

Some of the Removites grinned, and
Bob Cherry shifted uncomfortably in his
seat with a red face. Mr, Quclch's sar-
castic wayvs were really hard for his
pupils to bear sometimes.

“ N-n-no, sir!” stammered Dob.

“Indeed ! What did you say, if I may
inquire?” nasked Mr. Quelch, wit
polished and deadly politeness.

“T—1 said .

“Well ¥’

“ N-n-nothing, sir!? gasped the un-
fortunate Bob.

“You said nothing? Jlow could you
speak and yet say nothing, Cherry?”
asked the Remove master.,

“[—I mean——"

“1 am waiting to learn what you mean,
Cherry.”

“I—I raid—"

“Well ¥

“J-j-just & remark, sir!”

“Was it a remark that you cannot
venture to repeat in your Form master's
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hearing
thunderously.

*Oh, no, sir

“What was it, Cherry?
mediately.”

*“Oh dear!”

“1 amm waiting, Cherry,” said Mr.
Quelch, laying down Bunter's Latin
paper and picking up his canc.

“I—I—1 said that Quelchy's bark is
worse than his bite, sir!” gasped Bob
Cherry desperately.

There was a moment's hush in the
Form-room, while Mr. Quelch stared,
and then a howl of laughter from the
Remove.

*Ha, ha, ha!"

“Bless my soull” said Mr. Quelch.
“Silence, please! Really, Cherry
Silence! 1 shall cane the next boy who
laughs! Cherry, you will take ffty
lines !*

“Yes, sir!” said Bob meekly.

Mr. Quelch laid down the cane, much
to Bob's relief.

demanded Mr.  Quelch

1»

Tell me im-

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Not Shady !

0 ROT in, Bunty!”
Billy DBunter blinked at
Skinner  through his  big

spectacles in surprise.

Prep was over in most of the Re-
move studies that evening, and Billy
Dunter was rolling along the Remove
passage, looking into the studies, in the
hope of discovering a supper going on in
onc of them.

Bunter did not exactly expect to be
asked into a stidy where supper was

oing on; but he was prepared to ask

mnsclf,

He did not h much from Study
No. 11, which lenged to Skinuer,
Snoop, and Stott. But as it happened
it- was into Study No. 11 that he was
asked.

Skinner was loungin,
and he gave the Ow
quite a genial nod.

“Trot in!” he repeated.

“ Anything on?" asked Bunter.

The proverb says that one should not
look a gift-horse in the mouth. But
Bunter inew Skinner's brand of hospi-
tality; and he did not want to waste

in the doorway,
of the Remove

time, A stale bun in SBtudy No. 11 was
uot worth missing chances in other
studies for.

“I've been making toffec,” said
Sk‘inncr h!am?!.y.

Dunter rolled jn.

There was quite a la chunk of

toffce; and Skinner could make toffee
well, DBunter lost no time in getting to
business on the toffee, surprised as he
was by Skinner's unaccustomed hospi-
tality.

“Qeen it yet?” asked S8kinner,
Bunter's plunmip jaws went to work.

Bunter blinkeci at him,

“Seen what ?”

The Owl of the Remove had already
dismissed from his mind the incident of
Wharton's letter. IHc had been deecply
disappointed about that, and it was not
a matter worth remembering, as it had
turned out.

“Hasn't Wharton shown you his let-
ter 1" asked Skinner.

“Oh, no! This is good toffec!™

“But you've seen 1t?”

“How could I sce it if he didn't show
it to me?” asked Bunter, blinking at
Skinner loftily. “I you don't
think I'm the sort of chap to !ook at

| when J;ou came bg—l saw a

“Look here, Bunter, if you've seen
that letter, there's no need to keep it
dark,” said Skinner irritably, ““We're
all friends here, and you can tell us
what it's about.”

“Oh, really, Skinner—" .

“Wharton ought to be shown up, if
he's roally up to some shady game, you
know,” said Snoop.

“Oh, that's rot!” said Stott in his
slow way. “He isn’t! I'll bet you
there’s mnothing of that sort in his
letter 1"

“Fat lot you know about it!” sneered
Skinner. My opinion is that the
c\u'mt ones are a_good deal deeper than
tho other sort. Everybody knows when
the Dounder kicks over the traces, or
that ass Hazeldene. Wharton's a bit
more circumspect about it, that's all.”

“1 don't think so,” said Btott.

“My dear chap, you don’t think at
all—you can’t,” aii Skinner. *‘ Bunter
knows what's in the letter by this
time—="

“T'll have some more of that toffee,”
said Bunter. “There’s nothing in the
letter, Skinner. It's a swindle!”

“What the thump do you mean "

“It's from Wharton's uncle,” ex-
gluinod Bunter, his mouth full of toffee.
“You were quite wrong about it.”

Sidney James Snoop whistled, and
Stott grinned, Skinner gave the Owl of
the Remove a scowl e was by no
means pleased to discover that he had
been wrong in his surmise.

“Look here, Bunter, no gammon !”
he growled. “ Wharton was showing
that letter round among his pals, and he
shoved it into his pocket might qul‘]ctk
that.
That shows it wasn't just a letter from
his dashed old uncle!”

Bunter grinned. He had been disap-
pointed in the letter, and he was quite
leased to share his disappomtment with
kinner.  Skinner, indeed, was more
disappointed than Bunter had been. He
was still clinging to the hope that there
had really been something “shady ™ in
the letter—something, he hoped, to do
with racing, or betting, or something of
the kind. ;

“Jt was, all the same!” grinned
Bunter. “Blest if I know why it should
have upset Wharton. Just a silly old
letter from a silly old uncle about the
old scout going to Russia.” )

“Going to Russia " repeated Skinner.

“That's it—some pal of his is in
Russia, in trouble with the Bolshies, and
old Wharton is going to fish him out of
i% or something. Nothing to interest a
chap.”

B‘:mler helped himeelf to toffce again.
Skinner regarded him thoughtfully.
He believed Bunter's statement now.

Je knew that the Owl of the Remove

would never have thought of details

like these in spinning one of his

“varns.” Skinner, too, understood

why Wharton had been upset by such a

letter, though the fatuous Owl did not.

“8o the old scout's gone to see the
Bolsheviks,” eaid  Snoop. “But
wasn't he at Ashford yesterday? I
heard about a telegram—"

“Bunter was telling the fellows that
the old scout was sick, and wi for
W , and he wouldn't go,” said

ott.

“T¢ wasn’'t that,” said S8kinner. "I
knew that was only Bunter's rot—"

“Oh, really, Skinner—"

S0000RRS0ERORNRRNRNRRRRRRRRNNNS

NSWER

EVERY MOMNDAY_paics 2°

“He must have broken his journey at
Ashford to gece Wharton,” said Skinner
nhrewdl,{i “It’s on the Dover line, you
know. He hadn’t time to look in at
Greyfriars, and wired Wharton to seo
him there. That's what it comes to.”

“Protty clear,” said Stott. “I jolly
well told you that there was nothing
shady in that letter, I don’t like
Wharton; but he's not the sort of chap
to have letters from bookmakers or
racing sharpers—it's all my eye! That's
more in your line, Skinner.”

“Just what I was going to say!” re-
marked Sn agreeably.

And Billy Bunter chuckled.

Skinner gave his friends an unpleas-
sant look.

“Jt looked suspicious,” he said. '“He
went out to meet the postman—and any-
body but Queclchy's favourite would
have got caned for missing breakfast
and cutting class, Wharton risked that,
to get hiz uncle's letter, How the
thump could anybody guess that, after
the way he treated the old man only
yesterday 7"

“That's s0,” agreed Snoop. ‘‘Rather
rotten of him to let the old man slide
like that, if he's really going into a
dangerous country.”

“Wharton couldn’t have known that
fosborduy, if it was only written in the
etter he got this morning,” argued
Stott.

“Qh, shut up, Stott!” rowled
Skinner. “ My opinion is that Wharton
has acted heartlessly.”

“PBut if he didn’t know—"

“Cheese it !” snap; Skinner.

Stott Jooked at hiw, puzzled. Stott
was rather slow of comprehension, and
he did not see what Skinner was
driving at.

“ Nothing's been said about it,” went
on Skinner. ‘‘Wharton's friends know
about it, but it's not been mentioned in
the Form that Wharton’s uncle has gone
looking for trouble in Russia. The fact
is, Wharton’s jolly well ashamed of

iving him the go-by, I should say, in
the cires,”

“That's why he was upset,” said
Snoop, with a nod. *“I thought he
really looked as if he'd been blubbing
when he came in this morning.”

Skinner laughed.

“QGuilty conscience, you know,” he
caid. “Bit thick, to let the old man
rip. on a dangerous journey, without
taking the trouble to say good-bye to
him. No business of ours, of course;
we"re bound not to say a word about
it.”

“Oh, you're not thinking of scoring
over Wharton on this?” asked Stott,
still slow of comprehension.

“8illy ass!” said Skinner contemptn-
ously, ~while Snoop chuckled. ‘Of
course, if this was talked about in the
Remove, it would worry Wharton a lot.
And, as his well-wishers, we don’t want
that.”

Chortle—from Snoop.

The toffee was finished, and Bunter
blinked round the study, apparently in
search of fresh worlds to conquer.

“Any more toffeo, Skinner?”

“‘Lots.”

“Trot it out, cld chap!”

“1 think your. friends will be waitin
for you, Bunter. You're so much
sought after, you know; you've often
told me so. They’ll miss you. Don’t keep
them waiting any longer.”

“Look here, Skinner——"

“There’s the door,” said Skinner
politely.
He had dove with the Owl of the

Remove now.
“Why, you beast—"
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“And here’s my boot.”
- B(‘.’l\t I” ’
Bunter did not wait for Skinner's boot.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Bitter Taunt !

v COMING, Hazel ?”
o NO.”
“ Better come,” urged Bob

Cherry.

Hazel grunted.
I+ was a half-holiday a few days later,
the Famous Five were going over
w Chff House to tea. < .

Chief among the attractions at Cliff
House School was not the tea or the
wke, but Marjorie Hazeldene, who dis-
semsed hospitality in the school-room by
of Miss Primrose.

permission
'+ was understood that Marjorie's
wmther was going; but when the

Taumous Five were ready Hazel was not
be seen, and they looked in at his
y for him.
Hazel was there, loafing over the fire.
wa2s a drizzly afternoon, and there was
football on, and any out-of-doors
wempation did not seem very enticing.
a walk in the keen air of Chif
fiogse was better than “frowsting ™
whomt over a study fire, that was certain.
e Famous Five considered it very
«v that that invitation to tea at CLff
deese coincided with a rainy afternoon
other occupations were “off.”
Hazel evidently did not agree.
“I'm not coming,” he said, from the
ieoths of the armchair. “What's the
i of slushing along through miles of

expect you,”

“Marjorie will said
Harry Wharton,

Hazel yawned.

“Tell her I'm coming over next
week,” he said,

Harry Wharton frowned.

It was a mystery to the Co. that a
e Iy charmini girl like Marjorie should
yossess & brother so singularly lacking
= charm as Hazel. And knowing that
lizrjorie would be disappointed if her
wmcher did not come, and knowing that
Hucel was aware of it, they wondered
the selfish fellow did not make an
t to play up. It was fairly obvious
at some other attraction was on; for
Fuazel, slacker as he often was, was not
maly given to “ frowsting "' in the style
o Banter and Snoop. D

You don’t want to stick indoors all
e afternoon,” urged Nugent.

“I do!” said Hazel coolly.

“Slacker I’ grunted Johnny Bull.

Thanks !” <

“Look here, Hazel,” said Harry
Warton abruptly, “ you jolly well ought
w come and you know it.”

What rot !”

“Your sister expeets you, and you
wranged to come,” said the captain of
e Remove sharply, “Dash it all, a

ow ought to take a little trouble to
pease a sister like Marjorie. I know I
wosld if I Lad one.”

Rot !” said Hazel. “Marjorie and I
we enough of one another in the holi-
. I'm jolly well not going through
bes rain.”

“ That's not the reason.”

isn't it?” said Hazel, with a sneer.

Well, whether it is or not, that's my
wamey. 1 suppose you happen to know
wat Skinner’s asked me to tea. Well,
"'m going to tea with Skinner, and you
t‘fll arjorie so if you like; I don't

Certainly I shouldn’t tell Marjorie
wrthing of the kind !” snapped the cap-
wm of the Remove. “It looks to me
" ;rl ”you're playing the goat again,
mazel,
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“Does it?” yawned Hazeldene.
“I know what tea in Skinner's study
means—cigarcttes after tea, and nap or

banker.”

“Well, I sha'n't ask you to pay my
losses, if any,” sneered Hazel. *You
needn’t worry about that.”

. “You'll ask Marjorie, likely enough;
it wouldn’t be the first time that you'ci
done so!” exclaimed Harry angrily,

Hazeldene sat up in the chair with a
gleam in his eyes.

“That's not your business, Wharton!
Mind your own affairs, hang you! I'll
)o{Ey well do as I like !

come on!” said Bob Cherry.]

’
nél.‘? won't come, and it’s time we were
off.
“The timefulness is terrific,” mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Sing;—h, rather
anxiously. The Co. scented a “row ” in
the air, and they did not want trouble
with Marjorie’s brother, irritating as he
was.

Harry Wharton’s temper was not quite
under its usual control. His friends had
noticed that he was often moody and
even irritable since the unhappy affair
on Wednesday, when he had failed to
heed his uncle’s wishes, and had learned,
too late, that the colonel was gone on a
journey of danger from which he might
never return.

His uncle’s peril and his own short-
coming combined to trouble Wharton's
peace of mind, and his chums willingly
made allowances for any little fault of
temper at such a time. But the
realised that in Hazel’s present guarrsl-
some mood it was better for the captain
of the Remove to have as little as
possible to say to Marjorie’s brother,

Hazel, having made friends once more
with the black sheep of the Remove, was
quite prepared to quarrel with the Co.—
qlulte certain fo quarrel with them if
t ae!y made any attempt to keep him from
“playing the goat.”

“Let's get out I” growled Johnny Bull.
“Let Hazel slack itg he likes, and smoke
cigarettes till he's sick. Come on.”

But Wharton did not go.

He calmed his irritation, however, and
spoke very quietly to Hazel. {e was
concerned about the foolish fellow chiefly
for Marjorie's sake.

“Look here, Hazel, old chap—" he

gan.
“I've asked you to mind

bizney, h. 't 17" eai Iyour s
y, haven't 11" said

Hazel.

Wharton breathed hard and deep. ]

“Never mind that! Look here, come
along with us. You'll feel a good bhit
hetter after a walk to Cliffi House than
frowsting in Skinner’s study along with
those scedy slackers.”

“You needn’'t run down Skinner to
me,” said Hazel. “Much better to tell
him personally what you think of him,
in my opinion.”

Wharton's eyes blazed.

“Why, you—" he began hotly.

“Oh, come on!” said Bob. “What's
the good of chin-wag? Hazel won't
come, and there's an end.”

“The endfulness is terrific,”

““He ought to come!” exclaimed
Wharton, “He's no right not to come
after saying he would come. He knows
jolly well that Marjorie will be dis-
appointed.”

“You're jolly particular about my
relations,” snecred Hazel. “You're not
so jolly particular about your own. It
isn’t as if Marjorie was just starting off
to Russia. I dare say I'd go over then,
even if I had to as far as Ashford °
and give up a football match for it.”

Wharton stood quite still.

The taunt struck home, and struck
hard.

It was an unworthy taunt, for
Wharton’s motive on the day of the
Highcliffe match had been a good one—
to. stand by his comrades in a hard
tussle, Hazel's motive was shady
enough.

“You rotter!” burst out Bob Cherry
“ f“yi loured haps h ed
azel coloured; perhaps he repent
of the bitter words as s}:mn as he had
uttered them., DBut he was not the sort
of fellow to confess to a fault.
“Well, it’s true,” he said. “What
right has Wharton to preach to me after
his own way of acting? Cheek, I call

it!"”

Wharton drew a deep,
breath.

“Perhaps you're right, Hazeldene,” he
said ve i I didn't mean to

quivering

quietly.
be preac inE, as you call it; and I admit
I've no right to g{:ach to any chap. [
suppose all the move knows that I
acted disrespectfully to my uncle the
other day. But nobody knew, so far as
I'm aware, that he was going to Russia
excoil:ing my friends here. How did
you know that?”

“I heard it somewhere.”

(Continued on page 16.)
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¢ g T'S a shame!”
- “It's & skandie!”
“We won't take this lying down!”

“We'll stand up for our rights!”

“ And we'll make the Head sit up!”

Angry voices rang through the dining-hall
of St. Sam's. The fellows had just come
in to dinner. They were ravvenusly hungry,
and they had hoped to find it was roast
chieken and plum pooding for dinner. But
alas for their hopes!

On each plate theve was a small portion of
pressed beef, shout an ineh square, There
was also a hunk of bread and a mug of
water. And the sight of cold water failed
to wet the fellows’ appytites.

“They call this a dinner!” growled Jack
Jolly of the Fourth. “ Why, it's not enufl
to feed a starving sparro!”

“8hut the windowr, in case it blow's
awav ! said Merry, with erushing sarkazzum.

“[’m not goirg to eat mine,” said Bright,
in tdisgust.. “They can feed it to the Kitchen
eat.”

From all parts of the hall an angry bable
of voices arore.

For some Lime past the food at St. Sam’s
had left much to be desired. The Head had
been cutting down the supplies, and it was
wispered that he was putting a lot of munny
into his own pocket by so doing.

Instead of eggs and bacon for hreakfast,
the fellows now had bread-and-scrape. In-
stead of nice hot dinners, with pooding to
follow, they had to convent themselves with
a square inch of pressed heef, or else a plate
of thin soop. Instead of a tasty, tempt-
ing, topping tea in hall, they had to provide
tea themselves in their studdies. Instead
of a hot supper before retiring, they went
to bed supperless.

“Jt's really too bad!” declared Swotter
of the Sixth. “Our parents pay the enor-
mous sum of five ginnies n year for us to he
here, and yet we're not properly fed. The
grub is rotten, both in kwallity and kwan-
tity. There will be something like a mewtiny
at St. Bam's if the Head duzzent improve
the standard of the grub.”-

Even as Swotter spoke the door opened,
and Mr. Lickham strode into the dining-hall
with russling gown.

“ Any complaints, my boys?”* he asked
mildly.

There was a roaring response from three
hundred throtes.

“ Yes "

“all this a dinner?”

“ Beestly pressed heef!™

“ Zend it back to Chick-carge!”

Mr. Lickham frowned.

“Sjlense'” he thundered. “You have ne
eaws to complain of the school fare. Pressed
peef is a fine, newtrishus, hody-bilding food.
1t contains twenty r cent of vittermeens.””

“1 don’t know wﬂ;t vittermeens are, and
1 don't care!” growled Jack Jolly. *“This
is what T think of the beeatly stuff!”

And he pieked up his plate, and sent it
crashing to the floor.

That was the signal for a jenmeral out-
hreak. Every fellow in the hall—with the
exception of Tubby Barrell of the Fourth—
hurjed his plate of pressed heef to the floor.
But Tubby Barrell, who was on the verge of
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starvation, felt that a square inch of preesed
beef was better than nothing. He popped it
into his mouth, and it was gone after a
few choose.

Meemrwile, there was a terribul crashing
and clattering going on. The floor was
littered with fragments of plates, and peaces
of pressed beef,

Mr. Lickham, snorting with rage, danced
two and fro like a eat on hot brix.

“ This—this is monsterus!” he spluttered.
“Such a seen has never been seen in the
dining-hall before! I call upon the eaptin of
the school to assist me in preserving order!”

But the captin of $t. Sam's had already
left his seat, and was striding towards the
door. The rest of the school followed suit.
The fellows had got completely out of hand,
and the long-expected mewtiny had broken
out at last!

Mr. Lickham, who attempted to check the
exodus, was bowled over like a ninepin, and
the fellows marched over his prostrate form,
amd flocked out into the quad, where they
held a mass meeting in order to deside
what to do mext.

As soon as he had sorted himself out, Mr.
Lickham rushed wildly to the Head's study,
and in a few brethless sentences he told
him the news.

“There has been a riot in the dining-
hall, sir!” he panted.

“My hat!” gasped the Head.

“The boys have refused to eat their
dioner. They have thrown down their
plates, and stampeded out of the hall!™

“(reat pip!  Lickham, old bean, you
amaze me!™”

“] was pewerless to cope with the situa-
tion, sir,” said Mr. Lickham. “One man
is no match for three hundred hot-bludded
rebbels. What are you going to do about
it, sir?”

The Head frowned.

“I'll jolly soon put a stop to this non-
sense!” he said. “I will put the whole
school on a bread-and-water diet for a week,
and if that duzzent bring them to their
senses I'm a Dutchman!™

Shortly afterwards the following announse-
ment was posted on the mnotiss-board:

“NOTISS!

“In k i\ ¢ of the ly disterb-
ance in the dining-hall to-day, the whole
school will be placed on a diet of bread and
water for ome week from this date. That'll
learn you, you brats!

“(Simed) 1. BIRCHEMALL,
“ Headmaster.”

When the fellows read that announsement
they ‘‘saw red.” If anything was still
needed fo rouse them to a state of rank
rebellion, that did it!

Senlors and juniors and fags were equaly
furious. There was another mass meeting
in the quad, and it was universally agreed
to kidnap the Head, and shut him up in the
punnishment-room at the top of the tower,
unti]l he agreed to the terms of the rebbels.

Kidnapping the Head was a serious bizzi-
ness, but in their present mood the fellows
didn't stop te count the cost.

A party of seniors, aided by Jack Jolly &
Co. of the Fourth, made their way to the
Head's quarters.

Dr. Birchemall was just sitting down te
dinner. Not a dinner of pressed beef, but
a six-course meal known at “ tarble dofe.”
He was just lapping up his u%op when fhe
party of invaders trooped info his dining-

room.

The Head sprang to his feef, his face
livvid.
* What the merry dickens——"' he began.
“ (ollar him!” roared Swotter of the

Sixth, )

The Head fairly choked with rage.

“«] will flog—I will expel— he began
wildly. But the rest of his words were
wasted on the desert air, so to speak. He
was seized by many hands, and marched
away to the lonely room at the top of the

tower. He was bundled inside, and a key
grated in the lock. The Head was-a
prizzoner!

The captin of St. Sam’s addressed him
through the keyhole twenty-four hours later.

“You will stay there until yon consent to
our terms,” he said. “ These are our terms.
We want eggs and bacon for breakfast, and
a ‘tarble dote' dinner like you have your-
self, and a jolly good tea, and as much
supper as we can eat. Until you agree to
this—and also agree not to punnish us—
you will stay there, and bread and water
will be brought up to you three times a day.
Guards will be stationed outside the door,
and it will be impossibul for any of the
masters to reskew you.”

«1 give m'” called the Head through the
keyhole. “Let me out! I feel half dead!”

“Do yon consent to our terms?” asked the
captin of 8t. Bam's grimly.

“Yes. 1'll consent to anything, so long
as I ean get my freedom.”

So the door of the punnishment-room was
unlocked, and the Head came staggering out.

From that time fourth there was a vast
improvement in the school fare. The St.
Sam's fellows lived on the fat of the land,
nn:li the Grate Rebellion was declared at an
end.

THE END.

e

EDITORIAL'!

E once had a ballot to decide which
was the most popular place at
Greyfriars. The dining-hall came
first. The Remove Form-room

came last!

Undoubtedly the dining-hall is a popular
place—tremendously popular with such a
valiant trencherman as Willlam George Bun-
ter, and scarcely less popular with the rest
of the Greyfriars fellows. For it is in
the dining-hall that we fill the aching voids
Ensme us, and satisfy *that sinking feel-
ng.”

I think most of my schoolfellows will
agree with me that the grub we get at
Greyfriars is, on the whole, good and whole-
some. The cook and her assistants know
their job. They sometimes strike a bad
pateh, amnd serve up a meal which is not
altogether appetising; but we cannot expect
everything to’be ‘““just eo ™ in this imper-
fect world. I've no quarrel with the cooks
and the eatering myself. [ consider we are
a well-fed community. Billy Bunter will tell
you otherwise; but you should never believe
the fatuous Ow!l, who is a lineal deacendant
of Ananias. However, Bunter admits that he
has a warm place in his heart for the
dining-hall. Yeu can always get a meal there
without having to pay for it; but at the
tuckshop you've got to show Dame Mimble
the eolour of your money before she will
serve you! Her tuckshop, as she mever
wearies of telling Bunter, is not a * tick-

shop.”
HARRY WHARTON.
[Supplement i,
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Billy Bunter spoke in rhyme
unconsciously, for he was not a
poetical youth.

er was rolling along Courtfield High
in the gathering dusk, when the
«at lights of the Elysian Cafe glittered
= from the other side of the thorough-
w  Like a fat moth attracted by a candle,

Bunter instinctively crossed over to
cafe.

#« was hungry, and the pleasant odour of
wmst beef that was wafted out to him

made his mouth water. How could he

oly tramp all the way back to Grey-
ntil he had refreshed his inner man?
er was “ broke,” and therefore he

ot to have banished all thoughts ol
urmmg dinner at the Elysian Cafe. DBut that
wbghtful odour of roast bheef was not to
we vesisted. Broke or not, Bunter was deter-
mmed to satisfy the pangs of hunger that
==d at his vitals.
Here goes!™ mutterad the fat junior,
»d }u rolled into the cosy and comfort-
o e cale.
I shall be all right,” he reflected.
“ They never ask you for money in advance.

» feed first, and pay afterwards. And by
e time the waitress brings me my bill, ]
ture say some Qreyfriars fellows will liave
4 up, and they'll come to my rescue.”
sumter seated himself at ome of the little
woies, with a shaded electric-lamp, which
ue switched on. Then he blinked at the bill

v ! FIRST-RATE feed is what I necd!”

alre.

i bobbed-haired waitress drifted up. She
new member of the staff, which was
fortunate for DBunter. Another
<=z might have recognised him, and re
the occasions on which he had con.
wmed a big dibner without being able to
pay for it. DBut the new waitress smiled
wweetly at Bunter.

Yes, sir?” she queried. “What can 1
g+t for you?"

1 want a full-course dinner, please, start-
sz with soup, and them going on to horse
G vers——"*

You mean hors d’ceuvres, surely?’

“That's what 1 said. And then I'll have
wame filleted plaice, and roast duck, and
wsple dumplings—"*

One of our six-shilling dinners, sir?"

3

Yes. That will do me npicely, for a
art.”
The waitress stared. Most people were

wxte prepared to start and finish with a eix-
ing dinper. It was a hefty meal, and

t no room for anything more, as a rule.
Bucknup. miss!” said Buater. “I'm jolly
sxagry !

The waltress flitted away, returning in a
Y+« moments with the soup.

Billy Bunter epread a cerviette on his
waees and got busy. The soup was gone in
= #ash. The hors d'ceuvres were counsumed
= another flash. And by the time Bunter
zot to the roast duck, he was well in his

ride.

There were other people in the cafe, and
v glanced curiously at Bunter, who seemed
be trying to devour his dinner in the

‘r-test time on record.

But no QGreylriars fellows had turpned up
w far, and Bunter was beginning to feel a
=fe yneasy on the subject of the bill.
iter the feast came the reckoning,
Iaoter lacked the wherewithal to settle up.
The only thing for it was to hang out time
mstil some ol his schoolfellows came in. Then
trey would feel obliged to come to Dunter's
m=cue in the matter of squaring up.

The apple-dumpling was so delicious that
Zumter asked for another.

“That will be extra, sir,” said the
waitress.  ““The six-shilling dinner only
welundes one dumpling.”

All serene, mizz !’ said Bunter cheerfully.

Stick it on the bill:"

The second apple-dumpling was merely the
torerunner of a third.

By this time Billy Bunter was heginuing

swell visibly like a balloon. But he was
ot finished yet.
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“Qot any fancy cakes?” he inquired of
the waitress.

“ Yes, sir.”

«Well, I fancy eakes!” said Bunter, with
a feeble attempt at being fumny.

The waitress fetched a dish of assorted
cakes, and Bunter pecked at them. It was
necessary to go very slowly now, for there
was still no sign of auy Greyfriars fellows.

Bunter waited and waited, and his uneasi-
ness grew into alarm. Presently the alarm
grew into panie.

Why dida't somebody come along? At
any moment he might be presented with his
bill. And what was he to do then?

It would be no use telling the waitress
the old, old story of am expected stal-
arder with which-he would square up in due
course. The Elysian Cafe did not allow that
sort of thing. All bills had to be seftled
on the spot.

Presently the dread moment arrived. The
waitress bore down on Bunter, and handed
him a bill for ten-and-sixpence.

Runter shufled nervously in his seat,

“Dud-dud-do I pay at the desk?”
stammered.

“No, sir. You pay me.”

And the waitress held out her hand ex-
pectantly.

Billy Bunter made a show of going through
his pockets. He pulled out alt sorts of odds
and ends, but the only item of coinage was
a French copper. And a French copper was
of little use in settling a bill for ten-and-
sixpence.

“Qh crumbs!* groaned Bunter. “I—I say,
miss, I'm afraid I must have left my wallet
up at the school!”

The cheery smile faded from the face of
the waitress. She was looking very grim

now.,
“T will fetch the manager!’” she said

curtly.

“Nunne! Don't do that! The manager’s
a beast! T know that from past experi-
ence! He'll think I've been trying to get
a dinner on the nod!”

“ Which is precisely what I think myself!"
said the waitress.

And she bustled away.

Billy Bunter looked round wildly. If only
Harry Wharton & Co. would come in, or
Coker of the Fifth, or zome other fellow
who would extricate him from his present
sorry plight! But the only faces Bunter
beheld were those of strangers. Everybody
acemed to be eyeing him accusingly, too, as
it they knew the awful truth that Bunter
was broke.

Then the manager swooped down upon the
fat junior. Like the Ancient Mariner, he
held him with his glittering eye.

“8o you are up to your old tricks, Master
Bunter?” he said.

“Oh, really—"

he
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“You have come here and run up a bill
of ten-and-sixpence, knowing full well that
you were not in a position to pay!™ sald the
manager. “But you shall not leave this
cafe until the account s settled! 1 will
telephone to your headmaster, requesting
him to send a responsible person here to
pay the bill, and to deal with ycu as you
deserve !’

Billy Bunter pleaded and protested, but in
vain. Aod the manager strode away to the
telephone. A moment later Bunter could
hear hip in conversation with Dr. Locke.

The fat junior was ?unkinu with appre-
hension. Probably the Head would send one
of the masters over to Courtfield to settle
the bill, and to bring Bunter back to Grey-
friars for a flogging.

Tu  desperation, Bunter began to go
through his pockett once more. There seemed
precious littie hape of lis finding any money
apart. from the French copper. Still, he
would make absolutely certain.

Presently he came across an unopened
leiter which had arrived for him by the
midday post. The reason it was unopened
was that it was from his Uncle Claude. And
as Uncle Clande never enclosed a remittance
with his letters, they were of no interest to
Bunter. This was probably a letter of
advice, and Bunter needed something more
useful than advice at this moment.

Howuevlfr, he jammed his thumb into the
fiap of the envelope and tore it open. Then
he pulled out the letter, and as he did so
something Muttered vl on to the -table.
Bunter blinked at it io speechiless amaze-
ment. Joy of joys! it was a Treasury
note for one pound!

At long last Uncle Claude had opened his
heart and sent his plump nephew a remit-
tance. And never did a remittance turn up
at a more opportune moment !

Almost sobbing with relief, Bunter placed
the Treasury note on top of his bill. Neither
the manager nor the weitress saw him do so.
And when Mr. Quelch arrived on the scene,
half an hour later, tle manager had the
shock of his life. Bunter pointed coolly to
the Treasury note.

“There's your money!” he said,. “I'm
gorry you wouldn’t wait while T went throngh
my pockets! T knew I had some money
somewhere. And now yun've bhrought Mr.
Quelch here on a wild-goose chase! 1 should
tick him off, sir, if I were you!"

And Mr. Queleh, who was greatly In-
censed at being brought over to Courtfield
on a feol's errand, told the astonished
manager, in hlunt language, exactly what he
thought of him. i

Mr. Queleh and BiHly Bunter walked back
to Greyfriars together. And as they walked
Runter hreathed a blessing on his benevolent
Unele Claude!

THE END.

e n

A FEAST OF FUN!

This wonder Annua! is packed with

rollicking School, Wild West, and

Adventure stories, plays, tricks,

puzzles, etec., presenting the finest

* literary feed " of the year. You'll

relish every one ol its 360 pages,
boys.

GET A COPY TO-DAY!

ON SALE AT ALL
NEWSAGENTS —

PRICE 6/-

Tug Macgxer LiBrary.—No. 879.



16

AWOTHER £8 BIKE GIVEN AWAY NEXT WEEK!

(Continued from page 13.)

“That won't do,” said Harry, *“No-
body knew excepting these four chaps—
nor could they know, u.-xcofat by spying
somehow into a letter that's in my
pocket.”

Hazel erimsoned. A

“Do you think I've been reading your
lotters, you cad?”

“] don't sce how you could. as that
letter's nover been out of my hands sinee
I received it,” said Harry. “But you've
found out somehow a thing I never men-
tioned, and I want to know how you
know.”

Hazel laughed angrily. 3

“1 suppose you've been chattering
about it, or one of these fellows has.
heard it mentioned.”

* Who mentioned it?”

The Co. looked extremely uncomfort-
able. There had been enough talk about
the telegram from Wharton's uncle on
Higheliffe day—too much, in fact,
Wharton had been very careful to let
nothing leak out regardmg the colonel’s
journey to Russia. It would have been
extremely unpleasant for the full story
to have become known in the Form.

He had, indeed, hesitated to tell his
own chums, lest some thoughtless word
should have let the matter out. But he
had told them—and he had told no other,

Yet, according to Hazel, the matter
was already common knowledge in the
Remove.

“Who mentioned it, Hazel?” repeated
the captain of the Remove, as the junior
did not answer,

*“1 forget.”

Wharton made a step towards him.

“Think again,” he said. “I want to
know, and I've a right to know. I mean
to know, Hazel. ou don't forget—you
can’t stuff me with rot like that. Who
was it ?"

Hazel eyed him uneasily.

S ou want to find out the fellow
and pici’( a row with him?” he sreered.

“I want to know who has been spying
into my private affairs,” said Wharton,
his voice trembling with anger,

“Rubbish ! Nobody has!”

“Well, who was it you heard it from ¢”

“I heard Smithy mention it,” said
Hazeldene sullenly. “Now get out of
my study. I'm fed-up with you.”

Wharton did not answer that. Ie left
the study at once, Bob Cherry and his
comrades exchanged rather dismayed
glances, and followed him. The fat was
in the fire now.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Wharton on the Warpath !
HERI‘,ERT VERNON-SMITH was

standing in the big doorway of

the School House with his chum,

Tom Redwing. He was watch-
ing the rain that drizzled down on the
leafless trees in the 1un.drnngle. Red-
wing was urging a walk, in spite of the
; the Bounder seemed doubtful.

“Smithy !"

“IlTallo!” said Vernon-Smith, glancin
round as Harry Wharton came up, wit
the Co. following him. “Going out to
brave the giddy elements 1
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| captain of

Then he started a little, as he noted
the expression on Wharton’s face, The
i the Remove was pale with
suppressed anger, and there was a
glitter in his eyes.

“ Anything up ?” asked Smithy, with a
yawn—rather an affected yawn, which
was intended to show “His Mlagnifi-
cence ” that Smithy, at any rate, was
not abashed by his wrath,

“Well, yes,” said Harry,

“Dear me !”

“I'm not looking for a row, Smithy,”
said Harry, forcing a smile.

“(Glad to hear it,” said the Bounder
calmly. “You looked as if you were.”

“I just wanted to ask you a question.”

“Go ahead. You want to know the
name of a really good man for the Rook-
wood match? H, Vernon-Smith !”

“You told Hazeldene that my uncle
was going to Russia the other day when
I didn’t go to Ashford to sece him——"

“I don’t remember doing so.”

Wharton breathed hard.

“I'nen he was lying!
Sorry, Smithy.”

“Ilold on,” said the Bounder coolly.
“I didn’t tell Hazel about it. I don’t
talk much to Hazel. But he may have
heard me mention it,”

He said you'd

He would!

“That's what I mean.
mentioned it,” said Harry impatiently,
“How did you know anything about it 7

“Is it a secret, then?”

“Not exactly a secret,” said Wharton,
colouring, “hut I didn't want it to
becomo a topic in the studies and the
passages.  Nobody likes his private
affairs chattered uwp and down the
Roemove passage, 1 suppose.”

“Quite s0,” agreced the DBounder.
“Then why the thump didn't you keep
it dark ?”

“I did keep it dark. Only these four
fellows knew, as well as myself, and they
promised to fay nothing about it.”

“Well, T heard it in the Rag,” said
the DBounder. “Two or three fellows
were talking, and I happened to hear
them, That's all.”

“Then it secems to be common talk.”

“Seems so,” assented the Bounder.
“What does it matter ?”

“It does matter,” said Harry between
his teeth. “It matters a lot. Will you
tell me the names of the fellows you
heard talking about it?”

The Dounder reflected.

“Skinner was one,
another, and Mauleverer.’

“Thanks !”

Harry Wharton turned away. The
Bounder closed one eye at Tom Red-
wing, who waa looking troubled.

“Ilis Highness is on the giddy war-
path,” yawned Smithy. “Trouble for
somebody with a capital T.”

Redwing nodded.

“After all, it was a bit thick, not
going to see his uncle at such a time,”
said the Bounder.

“Smithy, old man, you advised him
not to go,” said Redwing.

“I know I did. I was thinking of the
match. But I didn’t know that the jolly
old colonel was just off to get chopped up
by the DBolshies,” said Vernon-Smith.
“If a man goes looking for trouble in
Russia in these days he's not likely to
come back again. If I'd known that I'd
have told Wharton to go, and let the
1lighcliffe match go to pot.”

“Perhaps Wharton didn't know.”

“ Perhaps not,” agreed the Bounder.
“If he knew, he acted jolly badly, and
1 suppose that's why he doesn’t want the
fellows to know. No business of ours,
though. Are we going out?”

“Let's]” said Redwing.

,nnd Russell

And the two juniors donned their rain-
coats and sallied out into the drizzle,
Meanwhile, Harry Wharton was looking
into the Rag, and his comrades followed
him there. There were several juniors
in the RaF. but Bkinner, Russell, and
Lord Mauleverer were not among them.
The Co. were getting a little restive by
this time.

“Harry, old man,” said Nugent,
“we've got to got off to Cliff House, you
know. We can't be late.”

“You fellows had better go,” said

Harry. “You can make somo excuse
for me.”

“But you're coming,” exclaimed
Johnny Bull.

Wharton shook his head.

“I've got to sift this out,” he said.

“It can wait.”

“It can’t wait,” said Wharton shortly.

“I don't see it,” answered Johnny
Bull  coolly and doggedly. “The
matter's got out somehow, and I don't
see the use of kicking up a shindy about
it. It's out, and how it got out doesn't
seem to me to matter very much.”

Wharton's eyes flashed.

“Doesn't it?” he said savagely.
“Well, I told no one outside you
fellows. You promised to say nothing.”

“Aud we said notaing,” said Bob
Cherry.

“The nothingfulness was terrific.”

“What does it look like, then?” ex-
claimed Wharton. “It’s a rotten affair
I'd give anything to keep dark; and I
trusted you fellows with it, Now it's
being chattered up and down the
Remove. 1 want to know how it got out.
1f you fellows haven't been talking about
it, somebody has spied it out somehow.
I want to know which.”

Bob's eyes gleamed.

“You've no right to say anything of
the kind, Wharton. You know jolly
well that we haven't spoken about a
thing we promised to keep dark—or you
ought to know.”

“I'm not saying you did. But I want
to know who found it out.”

“Better let it drop,” said Johnny Bull
in his slow, stolid wa{. “What's the
good of stirring it up? It will only make
more talk, and there's been enough of
that already.”

“ Anvhow, we've got to get off now,”
said Bob.

“Get off,” said Harry. “I'm staying
in till T get to the bottom of this.
I can’t come.”

“Well, as you like,” said Bob. ‘But—
if vou'd let a pal advise you—yon'd
chuck it. Least said soonest mended. If
vou make a lot of fuss about it, it will
look——"  He paused.

“It wHl look—" repeated Wharton,

“Oh, nothing! Let's get going !" said
Bob. “We shall be rowing ourselves if
we jaw much longer !”

“The go-fulness is the proper caper!”
agrecd urree Jamset Ram Singh,
“But the esteemed and ludicrous Whar-
ton should come also.”

Wharton shook hi: head. )

“Can’t you fellows see how it is? Tt
will be a topic in all the studies—fellows
sayi that I wouldn’t cven take the
troubfe to say good-bye to my wuncle
when he was going, perhaps, to his
death——" He choked. “It was bad
enough, I know, but it wasn’'t so bad
as that. Nobody has a right to know
anything about ¥ or to say anythn
about it. I'm jolly well going to fin
out the tattler, and give hum something
else to think about!”

“1 wish you'd come over to CLff
House,” said Bob.

“Well, 1 won't!"”

“ All serene!”

And the Co, started without their
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bgdgr, in a rather troubled frame of
mind.,

Harry Wharton did not heed them.

His anger was intense, All the anxiety,
2!l the irritation, all the distress of the
past few days wcre concentrated now in
s deep anger against the unknown fellow
who l?nd pried out the unfortunate story
and tattled it up and down the Remove,

The bare idea of being held up to
radgment in the Remove studies was
witter to the captain of the Form, He
would be judged and condemned, and the
extenuating circumistances would not be
inown, for he was far too proud to think
»f defending himself. Nothing would
tave induced him to explain to & crowd
=f indifferent fellows exactly what had
sccurred, and how. he had been remorse-
£l when he found out the colonel’s real
reason for wishing to see him that day.
He would have iitten out his tongue
rather.

But if he did not explain, the worst
soustruction would be put upon the
cy; and certainly he woeuld be regarded
== an ungrateful and unfeeling fellow.
And, worst of all, his personal affairs
would be a subject for tattle in the
sudies.  Certainly it was too late to
siop that now; but it would be some-
ving, at least, to find out who was to
vanie. For deep in his heart was a
siack and bitter suspicion that one: of his
‘ziends had failed nim. How else could
the facts have become known, when the
clonel’s letter had never been out of
2.3 possession T

As his chums left the House, Wharton
wscended the stairs to the Remove pas-
saze. Skinner was not in his study, and
Rassell, he knew, was out.of gates with
eivy. But he found Lord Mauleverer
= Study No. 12; the slacker of the
Eemove was not likely to be out that
muny day.

"Don’'t eome in!” called out Maul-
«werer, as Wharton tapped and opened
ise door of Study No. 12,

* What 7

“Oh, I thought it was Bunter!” said
tis Jordship cheerily,  “Trot in, old
wan! Glad to see you!”

Wharton came in.

“"Who told you about my uncle going

T to Russia last Wednesday, Mauly *”
1= asked abruptly.

Nobody, dear boy,”

“But you knew ?”

“ Yaas.”

“ Well, you heard jt, then, I suppose ?”
sa«l Wharton impatiently.

Yaas. Must have, you know,” said
Lord  Mauleverer.  “Couldn’t have
goessed, could I7”

" No, ass.  Well, where did you hear

Lord Mauleverer reflected,
Some fellows were talking in the
Ha2g,” ho said. “Let me see, Toddy
15 sayin’ somethin’ about it, I think,
e I think Skinner was.  Any harm
wooe, old bean”
“Yes!” grunted the captain of the
Temove; and he left the study, with that,
1 went along to Study No. 7 to speak
Peter Todd.
He found Peter at home, conning over
w2 law books—what Peter was pleased to
2l his legal studies. Toddy waved a

a

send to him,
Don’t interrupt! Buay!”
“0Oh, never mind that rot!" said

Fharton, “I won't keep you o minute.
o t(‘:l,c’l ¥ou about my uncle going to
B .sssin !

Poter stared at him,

‘Blessed if I know ! I heard it spoken
" in the Rag or the paszage. What the
aanip does it matter ™

“It does matter !” growled Wharton,
“I've asked fellow after fellow, and got

to you now. Who told you? Somebody
who's seen my uncle’s letter must have
told! Who was it "

Peter Todd looked at him very steadily
and quietly. Wharton did not intend to
be overbearing in the least, but there was
no doubt thltiia manner was unpleasant,
and that he rather demanded than asked
the guestmn. His temper had becn sorely
tried,

“1've said T heard it,” said Peter icily.
“ Nobody told me specially. I don’t see
that it matters at all. I’ve heard it
spoken of several times, I believe, by a
dozen different fellows at least.”

“It's only just reached me, throuF!\
Hazeldene !” sai Wharton bitterly.
“DBut it seems that it's common talk
up and down the Form !"”

“ Exactly—it is,” assented Peter.
“That's how I came to hear it, I sup-
pose. What the dickens does it matter 7

“It does matter!”

_ “Then you should have kept it secret
if {ou wanted to keep it sccret, I was
rather aurrmod at your letting it out,
in point of fact.”

“I never let it out, but somebody else
has!” said Wharton savagely. “IY told
my friends, in confidence, when I showed
them my uncle's letter——""

*“Then they never mentioned it,” said
Peter,

MIND YOU GET IT, CHUM

“Then how did it become the talk of
the Remove?”

“Blessed if 1 know! Things do get
out. The less you kick up a shindy about
it the better, I should say.”

“And why?” demanded Wharton
fiercely.

“You know why, I fancy, if it's true.
According to what I've heard roind and
about, your uncle wanted to say good-
bye to you before he left for Russia, and
you refused to sce him. If that's the
case, you acted jolly badly, and if you
know your own interests you’ll let the
matter die away as soon as possible.”

Wharton trembled with anger.

“ And you think that’s the truth of the
matter, Todd 7"

“I don't think anything at all about
it, as I don't know the facts. But 1
know that that's what the fellows scem
to think.”

“The fellows might have something
better to do than tattling abount what
doesn’t concorn them!” said Wharton
bitterly.

“If that applies to me, I haven't
tattled,” said Peter coolly. “And if
you're lookin;lg for trouble, Wharton, you
can go and look in some other study.
Whatever the truth of it may be, you
don’t show up well, and I fancy that’s
why”y’ou’:e so ratty. Shut the door after
rou !

Wharton clenched his hands,

Peter swiled cheerily.

“I'm not going to fight you, old
bean!” he said.  “I'm busy with my
jollx' old studies! Shut the door, won't
our?'”

Wharton's eyes blazed, bnt he con-
trolled his temper. He left Study No. 7
and shut the door hard, ith a crash
that rang along the Remove passage
from end to end.

Peter Todd shrugged his shoulders and
returned to his “legul studies.” But,
after a time, the schoolboy lawyer raised
his eyes from his books, and he sat {or
some time with a very thoughtful ex-
pression on_his face, Wharton had
irritated  him  deeply: and Peter's
impression, was that there was going to
be trouble between Wharton and his
friends. His disposition was to let him
“get on with it.” But Pcter was a
good-natured fellow, ,and he could be
tolerant even towards a fellow who
irritated him. And he was wondering
ngw whether he would be able to pour
oil on the troubled waters.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
High Words !
ALLO, hallo, hallo!"™
Bob Chérry threw open the
door of Study No. 1 in the
Remove, and looked in, his
face wet and ruddy and cheery.

The chums of tke Remove had
returned from Cliff House: Wharton
had not joined them there. The winter
dusk was thick in the quadrangle, and
the rain was still falling.

The juniors expected to find Wharton
in the study; but he was not there.

Dob Cherry tramped in, and tramped
out again.

“Gone out, I suppose,”
“Hallo, hallo, hallo, fatty!”

Billy Bunter appeared in the passage.

“Seen Wharton 1"

Bunter grinned. )

“He, he, he! Yes, rather! Ilc's
gone out—looked in an awful temper,
too. He, he, he! Skinner says it's
time we all began to tremble. He, he!”

“Fathead !” said Dob.

Frank Nugent turned on the light in
the study, &nd began to make a fire in
the grate. Wharton could rnot remain
out much longer, as the gates were
closed at dark. Bob and Hurrce Singh
and Johnny Bull came in to lend a hand,
and the study was looking quite bright
and cosy when Harry Wharton came in
at last,

He came in, looking damp and tired.

He had had a long walk in the rain-—
he had not cared to join his friends at
CIiff House, and walk home with them.
Ile was depressed aud moody, and his
look showed as much as he came into
the studv. Billy Bunter was hovering
round the door, but after one blink at
Wharton's clouded face, the Owl of the
Remove decided to clear.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here you are!”
exclaimed Dob Cherry cheerily—all the
raore cheerily because he was determined
to take no notice of Wharton's clouded
loaks.

“PBeen for a tramp?” asked Nugent.
[ g

&

ho said.

“Well, we've made a jolly good fire.
Come and warm vourself!”

“T'm warm enounch, thanks !’

Bob Cherry and Hurree Singh rose,
and Johnny Bull followed their example
more slowly. .

“We'll be getting along,” said Dob
carelessly. “It will be rotl-call in a few
minutes now.”

Tue MacxeT Lisrary.—No. 879,
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Wharton glanced at  them with
lowered brows. :

“Hold on a minute or twe,” he said.

“ Certainly !”

Wharton closed the door. There was
an awkward and rather tense silence in
the study, and all the fellows there felt
that there was trouble in the atmo-
sphere.  And they were conscious of
rising anger. Wharton's look was that
of a fellow who was going to call his
friends to account; and the Removites
did not like the idea. They were
paticnt with Wharton, all the more
patient because they knew of his
anxiety for his uncle, But there was a
limit. Yet every fellow there, mindful
of what might be the result of 8 dispule,
‘was trying hard to keep amicable.

“I've beep up and down the Remove
trying to find out who started that
tattle,” said Wharton abruptly.

“ Any luck?”
“No. It seems to be known generally
about—about my uncle going to Russia,

and—and the rest. It's impossible to
traco it to any special fellow—it's
common knowledge.”

“Well 7” said Bob.

“Well,” said Wharton gruffly. “I've

got my uncle's letter in my pocket now;
it's never been out of my hands. Only
you fellows knew what I told you. One
of you gave it away.”

“ Wharton !”

“Jt couldn’t have become known
otherwise !” exclaimed Harry passion-
ately. “You can sce that for your-
selves !"”

“It looks like it, I know,” said Dob.
“It beats me how it got out. DBut
you've no right to suggest that we've
talked about it.”

“That's the truth, all the same”
said Wharton, “and I ecall it rotten !
Now I'm held up before all the Remove
as a fellow who was ungrateful and dis-
respectful to & man who's done every-
thing for him. Every cad, like Skinner
or Snoop, and cven Bunter, has the right
now to sneer and criticise, and I can’t
say anything. T eall it rotten !”

“You've got yourself to blame for all
that,” said Johnny Rull stolidly.

“ “’hat !ll

“1 don't know how the thing got out.
I never said a word. DBut it couldn’t
have got out if it hadn't been there.
You've no right to complain of the
fcllows knowing. They only know the
truth.”

“Why, I-I—"

“¥You shouldn’t have done what you
did last Wednesday,” added Johnny, in
the same stolid way. “ Then there could
have been no harm done. I'm sorry it's
being talked about in the Remove; but
that’s only a detail after all. It was the
thing itself that mattered, and that was
your doing.”

\ﬂharton stared blankly at Johnny
Bull.

Johnny was generally a plain speaker,
but Wharton had not looked for speech
quite so plain as this.

“So that's what you think?” he
almost gasped, at last,

Johnny Bull nodded.

“Yes. You've mo right to call us
over the coals like this, Wharton. The
fact is it's your own conscience that’s
al the bottom of the trouble.”

“Wha-a-at !”

“You know you did wrong—and it's

worrying you, as it ought” said
Johnny Buil. “I don’t want to rub it
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in, but there it is Let the mattef
drop.”

The other fellows were silent. They
would not have spoken as Johnny had
ﬁpne, but undoubtedly they agreed with

im

Indeed, at the very bottom of his
heart, Wharton probably knew, or half
realised al least, that it was the troub-
ling of his conscience that made him so
bitterly resentful of the betrayal of the
secret.

But he was not in a mood to,_ realise
that fnllf. or to think of it at all if he
could help it.

“That’s all very well!” he broke out
savagely. *“I'uu not on my defence here,
anyhow "

“ And we're not on our defence,” said
Johnny Bull tartly. “Let's say no
more about it.”

“That won't do. I want to know
which of you broke his word and told
this rotten yarn in the Remove.”

“And what are you going to do if you
find out that it was one of us?” asked
Johnny, with angry sarcasm. *“Tell us
to bend over, like a prefeet?”

“ At least 1 shall never speak to the
fellow again,” said Harry, trying to
control his temper, 1 want to know
which it was.”

“So we're np for judgment, are we?”
exclaimed Johnny Bull scornfully.
“You ask us which of us played a dirty
trick, and expect us to answer? Well,
I've got no answer to make to a ques-
tion like that!”

“My esteemed Johnny!” murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Rats!” growled Johnny Bull.

“Harry, old man—" began Nugent,
in distress,

Wharton's face hardened.

“One of you gave the thing away,”
he caid. *“There isn't any doubt about
that. And the fellow who chattered
might have the decency to own up to
it.”

* Rosh 1" retorted Johnny Bull.

“Dash it all, that's too thick, Whar-
" exclaimed “You've mno

ten ! 5
right to call us over the coals, like a
prefect talking to fags!”

“I've a right to know the name of a
fellow I've trusted, and who has let me
down like a rotter!” said Wharton,

“There's no fellow like that here—
and it’s right what Johnny says, too—
vou're slanging us because you've done
wrong yourself !” exclaimed Dob hotly.
“T told you that day that you ought to
go to see your uncle when he asked
vou, and if you'd done so there wouldn’t
have been any trouble.  Slang your-
self, if you want to slang the right
party.”

Wharton’s face blazed with anger.

“That will do!” he exclaimed. “You
all think the same—and no doubt all
of you found it amusing to tattle about
my affairs up and down the passage.
We know where we stand now !”

“That’s not true, and you know it!”
said Nugent.

“My esteemed Wharton—"

“Oh, give us a rest!” said Harry
bitterly. “I'm fad-ug! 1 thought I
could trust you! I'd have said-nothing
about the matter if you hadn’t asked
me. I shall know better another time.”

And with a set, savage face the cap-
tain of the Remove turned te the door.
His hand was on the knob, when the
door opened from the outside, and
Wharton started back with an angry ex-
clamation,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Divided Chums !

o UNTER, old fat man!”
Billy Bunter blinked at Peter
Todd, he rolled into Study
No. 7. He blinked discon-
tentedly at the study table, which was
cumbered with Peter's legal volumes,
instead of the tea Bunter had hoped to
see ready.

“I say, Peter, what about tea?”

“Never mind tea now-—"

“But I do mind,” exclaimed Bunter
warmly. “It's past tea-time, isn't it,
fathead—roll-call jolly soon—-""

““Never mind. Have you heard the
varn that's going up and down the Re-
move about Wharton?”

Bunter grinned.

“He, he. he! Rather thick, isn’t it,
Teddy—refusing to go and say good-bye
to his jolly old uncle, when the old scout
was just off to Russia to get chopped up
bg the Bolshies. Skimner says it's
shocking.”

“Skinner's easily shocked, I know,”
said Peter, with a nod; *but how did it
get out, Bunter?”

“Eh? How should I know?!"” asked
Bunter.

“Wharton says it was being kept
dark; he told only his friends,” said
Peter. “It’s in a letter he's got in his
pocket, too; but he thinks nobody bhas
seen the letter. Did you bag it somo.
how, Bunter "

“Oh, really, Toddy—"

“IWharton thinks one of his pals bhas
been chattering-—I could sec that in his
face. I don't think so myself. 1 fancy
somebody’s reen his uncle's letter,” said
Peter, his eyes searching the fat face of
the Owl of the Remove.

“What rot!” said Bunter uneasily.
“If you think I've seen his silly letter,
Peter, you're practically insulting me.
You ought to know I'm too honourable.”

“Yes, I know just how honourable you
are, old fat man,” agreed Peter. “You
could put all your honourubleness int> a
thimble, and there would still be room
for a finger in it.”

“Beast !” said Bunter. “Look here,
blow Wharton and his silly letter! I
want my tea. I'm fed up with Wharton,
I can tell you. He's too jolly ill-tem-
pered for me. Besides, I'm shocked at
him. He's ungrateful. Just as ungrate-
ful to his old uncle as he is to me.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Only to-day he refused to cash a
postal-order for me,” said Bunter
warmly., “After all I've done for him,
too! Serve him jolly well right to be
shown up!”

“You've read his letter?”

“No!'"” roared Bunter. “Don’t I keep
on telling you I haven't? I wouldn't
have taken the trouble to look at it at
all, if I'd known it was from his uncle.
How was a fellow to ﬁue&l he went out
of bounds, just to get his uncle’s letter a
little soonmer? I kmow I jolly
wouldn’t. Skinner thought——"

“0Oh! What did Skinner think?”

“Nothing.”

“Took here, Bunter, did Skinner put
ou up to getting a sight of Wharton's
feltor?" asked Peter Todd, frowning.

“(Certainly not. I haven't scen it,
have 1? It wasn’t from a bookmaker,
either, only from his silly old uncle——""

“S8o Skinner thought it might be from
a bookmaker?” exclaimed Peter, staring.

Bunter grinned.

“Well, what did it look like-~breaking
bounds, to waylay the postman like
that?” he said.” “It looked like it all

as

well

right. I thought there was goin%oto be
something jolly shnd¥l in i, did
Skinner. He would hardly believe me
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«hen I told him it was from Wharton's
nele.”

“How did you know it was from
"Wharton's uncle?”

“T know his fist, of course—I've seen
sts of his letters. I—I mean, Idon’t know

I haven't seen it, of couree, What a
iellow’ you are for asking silly questions,
Peter,”

“How did you get hold of the letter?”

Bunter glared. .

“I keep on telling you I didn't! I
aven’t touched the silly letter,” he ex-
aimed. “I wouldn't, of course. If a

llow leaves a letter on his desk in the
*orm-room, it’s his own look-out. Not

at I'd look at it, of course. I'm teo
snourable for that.”

Peter smiled.

You'd make a nobby witness in a
surt of law, Bunter,” he said. *'No

{ of a prize-packet to the counsel on
“he other side.”

‘I fancy I could keep my end up”
2id Bunter complacently, “1'm rather
teen, you know.”

‘Oh, my hat! Let’s see,” DPecter

minated. “Wharten’s at one end of

form, and you're at the other,
lchy put him down to the bottom of

» class last Thursday, and then he was
cside you. That was when hes must
ave left the letter on his desk, and you

it.”

‘T didn't ”

T remember now, Wharton collected
Latin papers,” said Toddy. “I see
: all now. He was a silly ass to leave

- letter there, nnd forget about it.”

Bunter grinned. . .

You sce, he was reading it in class,

Quelchy neur]y spotted him,” he

i, “He had just time to slip it

=der his grammar.”
“Oh! It was like that, was it?”
I mean, he wasn’'t reading it in

What?”

3

And I never saw him slip it under
grammar,” siid Bunter hastily.

And I never shifted the grammar with
elbow—I wouldn’t, you know. I
wached across his desk just to dip my
: in his ink. Just that, and nothing
ore.  Scel”
I sce!” assented Pecter.
I'm glad you see, old c¢hap,” said
ater, relieved. *Of course, I wouldn't
e looked at his letter. Besides, it was
led, so a chap could only see the top
rge—not that I saw it, you know, of
arse,”
Of course.”
And there was nothing about betting,
- racing, or anything of the kind, m
* pursued the fatuous Owl of the Re-
we. ‘‘Skinner was a silly ass.”
Peter Todd rose to his feet.
Going to the tuckshop, old chap?”
c=d Bunter eagerly. “I'll come with
2 and help you carry the stuff.”
I'm going to see Wharton—and you
10 lmme with me,” said Peter Todd
aly.
I don’t want to sce Wharton! Blow
Barton !”
Prier’s grasp closed on Bunter's collar,
“Come on!”
* Look here, Peter——*
This way !”
Leggo, you beast!” roared Bunter.
“uheeding, Peter marched the Owl of
: Remove out of the study, and along
= passage to Study No. 1. Still hold-
the hapless Owl by the collar with
hand, Peter opened the study door
the other, and hurled it back.
e was an angry exclamation within
Harry Wharton just escaped the open-
g dour.
What the thump—"
sot in, Bunter!”

‘

oy

Harry Wharton struck out with his open hand, and Skinner reeled across |h'¢3

passage and fell with a crash against the wall.- * Why—I—I—you rotten bully !

yelled Skinner, in amazement and rage.
without a glanee at him.

The captain of the Remove strode on
(See Chapter 13.) |

“Yah! I won't!” roared Bunter,
“Ow! Oh! Leave off kicking me, you
beast! Oh! Yarooooop!”

Billy Bunter rolled into the study,
under the propulsion of Peter's boot. He
i'qlled in, roaring; and DPeter followed
i in.

“What does this silly rot mean?"” ex-
claimed Harry Wharton angrily.

“Yarooooh "

Peter Todd glanced round at the

cloudeqd faces in the study. It was easy
for a less keen eye than Peter's to note
that there was trouble in the sir.

“You fellows been rowing?”

“Find out!” snapped Wharton,

“That's why 1I'm asking,” said Peter
imperturbably.

Wharton knitted his brows, and strode
to the door. Peter Todd closed it, and
put his back to it.

“Hold on!”" he said cheerfully.
“ Bunter's got something to tell you. I
can see you've been ragging, and I fancy

I know what you've been ragging about,
Go it, Bunter!”

“I've got nothing to tell them,”
howled Bunter. “I don’t know anything
about Wharton's letter, and I never saw
it on the desk in the Form-room, and he
shouldn’t have left it there, anyhow.”

“Oh, my hat!"” ejaculated Bob Cherry.

Wharton started violently.

" What—what's that?”’ he exclaimed.

Peter grinned.

“1 smelled a mouse, after what you
told me this afternoon,” he explained.
“8o I screwed it out of Bunter, in my
best cross-examining style. DBunter saw
your uncle's letter——"

“1 didn't !” yelled Bunter.

“You left it on the desk in the Form-
room, and he saw it, last Thursday.”

I wasn’t! I didn't! I never!”

“So that's how it got out, is it 1" gaid
Johnny Bull, with a grim look at the
Owl of the Remove.

“No!” howled Bunter. “I never teold
anybody, you beast. You can ask
Ykinner whether 1 told him, if you like.”

“8kinner !” exclaimed Wharton.

“You can jolly well ask him,” said
Bunter warmly. “Snoop and Stott too.
They were both there.”

“Both there!” repeated Bob Clerry.
“ Where 1”

“In Skinner’s study, you know.”

“When you didn't tell him
Wharton's letter ! asked Peter
blandly.

“Yes, exactly.”

Wharton's face was crimson.

“I—I remember now. I slipped the
letter under my Latin grammar when
Quelchy ncarly spotted me reading it
in class,” he said. “I—I had no idea
Bunter had seen it.”

“The fat rotter!” growled Johnny
Bull.  “So he 1icad the letter, and
tattled to Skinner. And we needn'’t in-
guire who tattled the story up and down
the Remove. Skinner, of course! It's
in his iine."”

Harry Wharton made a stride towards
Bunter, his face crimson with wrath.
Peter Todd threw the door open sud-
denly.

“Cut, fatty!” he said briefly.

Bunter did not need telling twice,

He fairly flew.

Wharton's boot caught him as he fled,
however, and there was a heavy bump
in the Remove passage, and a terrific
yell.
* Yaroooh !

Peter Todd strolled out of the study,
and paused in the passage for a moment
to kick Bunter as he passed him, and
there was another dismal yell from
Bunter.

(Continucd on page 26.)
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A BID FOR LIBERTY !

Locked doors and barred swindows are not sufficient to keep young Peter Voyce a prisoner.

He's due to turn out for a footer match and he mcans to play if it kills kim..

—_— —

No. 7—~THE ELEVENTH MAN!

But Peter did not turn up, and his

One Down !

“w LAY up, the ten men!”

P The wild shout broke from
thousands of throats as Noyle
and Battle went away down the

left wing, their short-passing tactics be-
wi ng the Storcastle Wednesday
defamnce. Battle and his partner formed
& perfect wing on their day, and in the
game against the Wedhesday they were
excelling themselves. Their timing was
a revelgtion, their sense of anticipation
almost uncanpy; and the home ‘“fans”
were on the verge of delirium when the
bow-legged winger lifted the leather and

droj it into the goalmouth.
" e.ds !.’
“In with i!”

“Now then, Peter!”

But Poter Voyce was not there,

Storrydene Villa 'had taken the field
with ten men, and the vast enclosure had

rockod with sound when it was seen ihat |

it waa Peter, Voyce, the. young centre-
forward, who was missing from the side.
Hundreds of anxious questions had been
hurled at “ Hefty ” HecbbYe, the skipper;
and the big fellow had grinned and
waved a reassuring hand towards the
dreasing-room.

His meaning was clear, yet twenty
minutes tielotf away and still Peter's
place was vacant.

The Villa players were almost as
Euuled as the crowd, even though they
new what was keeping the winger.

It had wanted a few minutes to the
kick-of when Detective-Inapector Dor-
land, of the Storrydene Police, had
stalked into the dressing-room, fixed
Petor Voyce with a hard eye, and told
the smiling goung man that he wished
to speak to him 1n the office. At once
Poter, thoroughly bewjldered, had
followed the burly sleuth out of the
room.

Heo did not return in time to take the
field with the other players, however, so
Hebble had decided to open the game
with ten men.

Peter would
growled Hefty.

It was quite on the cards that Dorland,
an officious kind of chap, wished to
speak to Voyce about some trivial matter
—riding a bike without a light, perhaps,
‘Dorh.ng was the kind of fellow. w!
looked for trouble with a microscope.

Tug Macyer LiBrary.—No. 879,

turn up all right,

berth was still vacant after twenty
minutes’' gruelling play. It was very
annoying, of course, and IHebble and his
men wondered what had happened to
their pivot but they were given very
little time for speculation, for their
visitors, a big-limbed, bustling crowd,
were making the most of their oppor-
tunity..

The fame of Peter Voyce had reached
Storcastle, of course, so the Wednesday
meant to take full advantage of the
yolingster's temporary absence.

This may not sound very sporting, but
a goal's & goal, for all that! Further-
more, the Wednesday were perilously
near the bottom of the League table.

The visitors had done most of the
pressing in the first ten minutes of the
game, and then Thirlboy, taking a pass
from Hebble, had sent Battle and Noyle
away on their initial expedition into the
enemy’s territory. It was very pretty to
behold, that sudden rush down the field,
but it had come to naught when Coyne
hallooned the ball over the bar. From
that moment Battle and the inside man
had put up a perfect partnership.

Four times did they break away, and it
was on the fourth occasion that the

excited fans had called upon Peter Voyce-

to get his head to the ball.

But. Peter was not there; and it was |

the gloved fist of Dr. Featherstone, the
Storcastle custodian, that had flashed out
and relieved the pressurc.
_ The home club was playing the follow-
ing ten men:

floppy Hawkins; Grace and Hebble;

Da.nnin% Thirlboy, Craye; Sceptre,
Coyne, Noyle, and Battle.

The Wednesday put the following
stalwarts in the 3 ‘

Dr. Featherstone; Toy and Bland;
Tegby, McKay, and Trimmell; Burden,
| Bright, WMerrick (K. G.), Goy, ,apd
Warren.

Judging Storcastle upon the day's
form, 1t was difficult to understand why
they were in such a lowly position, for
their forwards were clever and ¥,
although inclined to be a shade too

‘vigorous in their tackling. They went

for the man rather than for the ball.
Certain it is that the big-limbed

visitors had the best of the play durin

the first thirty minutes of the game, an

had it not been for the wonderful keep-
mE of Hoppy Hawkins they would bhave
taken a lead that might easily have gone
into double figures,

A sporting scribe with a ion for
long words once called oppy the
“quintessence of ubiquity”; and many

a fan shook his head and declared that
the scribe was talking through his hat.
0ld Hoppy was nere, there, and every-
where, said the fans.

Hoppy Hawkins had a great heart,
birdlike features, and a ‘woogen leg, and
the Storrydene supporters were apt to
declare that he was unbeatable; yet to-
wards the end of the first half of the
game afaimsl: Storcastle it became in-
creasingly apparent that no human bein
could. keep the enemy at bay -mucﬁ
longer.

Shots rained vpon the little goalie from
all angles, the home defence being at
sixes and sevens, and it was a terrific
drive by Merrick, the Wednesday
amateur, that opened the scoring for the
Y it Bt with

rashing against ‘an upright with »
force which threatened teo snap the
timber, the leather glanced off obliquely
and flashed into the net, and the Storry-
dene supporters consoled themselves with
the knowledge that no goalkeeper in the
country could have dealt with the shot.

The Wednesday had ‘not scored a goal
for four weeks, so the wild yell that
broke from their supporters was alto-
gether excusable. 'The fans from the
North did not number more than five
hundred, but they mansged to make
themselves heard.

“Well done, K. G.!”

“Set 'om. alight, t' lads!™

It was a somewhat glum-looking ten
men who lined up after Merrick had
found the net, but the home team's
supporters refused to be disheartened.

o Am' we downhearted 1

“No 1

“ Bmile, Hefty !’"

“You're not dead yet, lad !"

“Per not !” growled the burly
back. “But Mister Detective-Inspector
Dorland is going to come to a sticky end
when I get at him ! If only young Peter
were here—"

Phee-ee-p !

A long blast of the whistle broke into
Hefty's meditations, and he looked any-
thing but amiable as he hunched his
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gresi shoulders and strode away towards
fme dressing-room,

“%ow for Dorland!” he muttered,
wemag 2 vicious kick at a tuft of grass.

T

B

Straight Talking !

HERE was no sign of Detective-
inspector Dorland when the ten
tired and disgruntled players
troopéd into the dressing-room.

=ir Aubrey Ailen, the chairman of

b, was there, admiring himself in

» wracked mirror. Perfectly at ease, he

v twisting the ends of his little mous-

welie mto rapier-like points, and he did

werr wern round until he had done the

wie wo his complete satisfaction.

The portly baronet was over-dressed,

wi wsual, his tight-fitting morning-coat

wming every contour of his body, and
wa mzht lavender trousers accentuating

L dazzling polish of his patent leather

s\ glossy silk hat was tilted at a

wii«# angle, and a fat cigar jutted
e from a corner of the thick-
igmgerd mouth

Aubrey looked a very unpleasant
wan as he greeted the players.
:! Ah!” He gave his pompous
and felt for his gold-rimmed
momocle. “1 have some news for you
il <. he said, jamnming his eyeglass
wim mosition.  “ You may be interested
y wnow that—"

aere’'s ’eter Voyce?” demanded
Hebble, going straight to the
He was i no mood for a long

Aubrey flushed hotly at the lack
wet in the footballer's tone,
zlly, Hebble,” he protested, “you
wee v forget whom you are addressing !
sere’s Voyee 7" repeated the burly
and his massive jaw jutted for-
i ke the toe of a Wellington boot.
:: soked ugly and threatening, and
L raised a pudgy hand in protest,
. moment—"  began  the
uwrreet: and then a museular hand shot
wi  and caught his shoulder in a
wralvsing grip.
wit with it 1" snapped Hebble, know-

wie that all was not well with Peter.
“pwak up, or I'll shake your back

i out !”
=+ had conceived a great affection for
e brown-haired centre-forward, and
wosthing told him that the youngster

waus im trouble.

Tnhand me, sir!” shouted Ailen,
wegzling to free himself, “Keep your
- paws off a gentleman, Hebble!
« dare you!”

m just ripe to dare a lot!” growled
surly back, “What's happened to
~z Petor?”
Toung Peter, as you call him, is in
w prison-cell at the present moment,”
wo Sir Aubrey; and a gloating smile

ne<l across his face as he watched the
of his statement. “ Detective-
mipecior Dorland took him away in a

e

(R

¥

“ebble and the others were standing
v still, their startled eyes fixed upon
We smug, self-satisfied countenance of
e speaker.

Peter in prison,” breathed Hefty
tle, the words coming slowly from
ips. “Are you sure?”

e baronet gave a short, unpleasant
wogh, and it was obvious that he was
woling very pleased with himself.

Am I sare?” he asked. *“Of course

sure! It was largely due to my—
idence that Dorland was able to
rnz the erime home to Voyce, who is
o cxrmig and unserupulous thief! He
vus concorned in the robbery at Ben-
wewe United’s club-house. This young

scoundrel, with his quict manner and
ﬁentlem.nly appearance, is a rogue at
cart, and——

He was not allowed to say more, for
Hefty Hebble caught him by the throat
and shook him until he rattled like a
bag of nails.

“Say another word against the kid
and I'll heave you through the window,
you little toad !” shouted the burly foot-
baller, thoroughly roused. * Young
Voyee is as honest as they make ‘o,
and if he’s really in the ‘ jug’ it means
that some dirty hound has gone and
done it on him! I can’t use your fine
and faney talk, but you know what I
mean all right! Tl bet it's a put-up
job, and l'ﬁ get to the bottom of it

fore I'm through! D’you hear that?”
He gave the baronet another rough
shake before he sent him staggering
across the dressing-room. * Some
scoundrel has done it on him!”

Hefty Hebble looked a terrible figure
in his wrath. Muddy and dishevelled,
with a bloodstained knece and a gaping
rent in his jersey, hc was primitive, a
savage. Sir Aubrey cringed as the giant
raised his great fists above his head.

“Bome scoundrel’s done it on the
kid!” repeated Hebble. “But I'll find
him! Il find him! And when I
dn EL]

His husky voice trailed away, and a
crooked smile twisted his lips. Sir
Aubrey Ailen shuddered.

“Really, Hebble,” protested the
baronet, a quiver in his voice, “you
must try to econtrol yourself. Dorland

as the case in hand, and the evidence
against Voyce is overwhelming. Like
yourself, I deeply deplore that this
thing should have happencd. We have
the good namc of the club to think
about |”

It was an unfortunate remark, and an
angry growl broke from the players.

“T wasn't thinking about the eclub,”
said Hebble. *I was thinking about the
kid! And now tell us what happened;
and we don’'t want a long speech!
Tiune’s short, you know !”

The pompous baronet disliked being
talked to in this disrespectful manner,
but he thought it would be as well to
humour the burly foothaller.

“J—cr—know very little about it, as a
matter of fact,” said Ailen. “It scems
that a school badge was found on the
scene of the—er—crime, and that the
badge is the property of this young
scound—er—of Voyce. You get my
meaning, Hebble?”

“Go on!” growled Hefty,
upon his heavy features.

“That—er—elue is not the only thin
that points to Voyee's guilt, for he ha
the audacity to tell Deorland that he
dined with me on Thursday evening!
The mere suggestion is absurd, of
course, for it is not my habit to enter-
tain professional footballers—— H'm!

& scowl
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Ah! As a man of the world, Hebble,
you understand !”

Hefty nodded his massive head.

* 1 understand all right,” he growled.

¢ referce appeared at this moment,

“Lome along, you fellows!” he said,
somewhat testily. “Didn’t you hcar the
whistle? I'll send you a postcard in
futnre !”

“Thanks!” grinned Sceptre.
collecting "em |”

There was a general move towards
the door, Lut Hefty Hebble remained
statuesque, his thick eycbrows drawn to-
gether, his lips tightly closed.

“No the kid says he had dinner at
your house on Thursday *” asked Hefty,
ooking down into the baronct's shifty

eyes.

Ailen nodded.

“That's s0,” he said, with a nervons
laugh.,  “The mere suggestion is un-
e;lunllctl for brass-faced audacity, and
the—"

“And you say that he didn't have
dinner with you on Thursday ¥ pressed
Hebble,

“Of course I do!” suapped Ailen, a
tinge of colour in his cheeks. “ Haven't
I alrcady said so?”

“Oh, yes, you've said so right
enough,” growled Hefty, “but that
doesn’t mean that I believe vou! It
strikes me, Mlister Sir Aubrey Ailen,
that you're the biggest liar I've cver
met, ‘cause if the kid said he had dinner
with you I'll bet he did! I don’t know
what your game is, old man, but you
can bet your boots that I'm going to
find ount!”

Turniug on his heel, the big fellow
strode out of the dressing-room; and it
was a very agitated baronet who
fumbled for his gold-rimmed monocle.

“I'm

The Getaway !

o OME on! Out of it!*
It was Detective - Inspector
Dorland who grunted the
amiable command, and Peter
Voyce flushed hotly as he stepped out of
the taxicab and allowed him:=:lf to be
escorted up the steps of Storrydene
Police Station.

It was less than three miles from the
Bedwell Park ground to the station, and
no word had been exchanged during the
journey, the detective being taciturn by
nature and Peter having a great deal to
think about.

The youngster objected te the tight
grip on his arm, however; and the light
of suspicion leapt into Dorland’s eyes
as he felt the magnificent young muscles
ripple beneath the sleeve of the tweed
overcoat,

““Now then, none o' that!” he growled.
“You haven't got an earthly chance of
getting away !”

The notion of trying to escape had not
even occurred to Peter, but the detec-
tive's words slarted a certain train of
thought.

“Is it likely that I'd deprive myself of
your pleasant company?’ asked the
youngster; and the burly policc-officer
shoved him roughly into the charge-

om.

A bheetle-browed sergeant was waiting
for Dorland and his prisoner, and his
beady black eyes lit up as the handsome
youngster was placed before the desk.
It seemed ineredible that this tanned,
healthy-looking youth could be one of
the notorions Starlight Boys, yet he had
Dorland’s word for it.  The detective
had enough evidence to convict the
prisoner a dozen times over,

Peter's name and address, as well as
other particulars, were jotted down in
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a 'ledger, and then the youngster was
told that he was charged with being
concerned in the robbery that had taken
lace at the Denstone United Iootball
lub, when the sum of one thousand two
bundred pounds had been stolen.

I'hat was all.

The evidence would come out at the

rial.

“What happens now!” asked Peter,
after he had signed for the articles that
had been taken out of his pockets. *“Can
1 back to Bedwell Park?”

ﬁ)etcctive-luspcctor Dorland removed
his bowler hat and ran his fingers
through his stubbly grey hair.

“You're a cool customer !” he growled.
“It’s likely that I'd let you go, isu't it!
There's a comfortable little cell waiting
for you, my bright boy ! Come on!"”

Gripping the youngster by the arm, he
led him down a narrow passage, the
beady-cyed sergeant bringing up the
roar: and the latter officer, with much
clanking of keys, unlocked a door arnd
threw it open. .

“Inside!” growled Dorland, giving
Peter a genlle push; and the ymmﬁswr
had his HM glimpse of a prison cell,

The narrow apartment was cold and
cheerless, the grey, unfriendly light of a
raw  December  afternoon
through the barred window, and the
only furniture was a chair and a bed.

The detective chuckled as he saw the
look of distaste that crept into his
prisoner's brown eyes. .

“You'll be pretty cosy here, my bright
boy,” said Dorland.  “There's every
modern convenience, of course, and thie
cooking is excelient! DBut I'm afraid we
sha'n't be able to get you any skilly—
it's out of season! There isn't a ‘Q7 in
the month! Just ring if you fancy any-
thing. You won't get it, but there’s no
harm in your ringing!” .

Dorland had taken a bitter and un-
accountdble dislike to the footballer, bul
his brutal sarcasin made no impression
upon his vietim,

“ And how long do I stay here?” asked
Peter. :

“You'll stay in this hotel until
Monday morning,” answered the detec-
tive; “and then you'll be brought up
before the magistrates and remanded.
You see, we're after the other bright
lads who were with you when you did
the job!”

“PBut 1 didn’t do it!” protested the
voungster. “I know mnothing about it:
there's some hidoous mistake !”

Dorlund nodded.

“That’s right,”
always is a mistake!
the right party! Strange, isn’t il

“But you are making a mistake 1” re-
peated the youngster.  “Sir Aubrey
must remember that I had dinner with
him on Thursday evening.”

“0Of course he must,” said Dorland.
“That's wh?; he denied the whole thing.”

he grinned. “There
We never rateh

o

“ But—

“Quit the bluffing!” growled the
detective. “Now then! Do you feel
like squealing?”

Peter looked puzzled.

“I'm afraid don’t understand,” ho
said. “Squealing?”’

“(Come off it!” said Dorland. *You
can’t put that Baby Innocent stuff over
on me! As I've said before, I'm a bit
too old in the tooth! Are you gomi to
¢ split ' on the rest of the gang? It'll be
worth your while!”

“How can I *split,” you idiot?” de-

manded the youngster, his cheeks
flushed. “I know nothing about the
affair. Do I look like a ‘crook 't Ask

yourself the question!”

“0Of course you don’t!” grinned the
dbtective. “The clever ones never do.
Are you going to split?”
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Dorland snapped the question, taking
the prisoner by surprise.

“No,” answered DPeter at once, and
t]t:e“ he coloured. “ What I mean is
that—"

“You heard that, Wilkinson?” said
Dorlaud, turning to the beady-eyed ser-
geant. “Comc on! We'll get away.”

Peter Voyce stood quite still as the
door closed, making him a captive.

Never before had he felt so helpless
and hopeless as he did at that moment,
and he swallowed hard as he turned
slowly and walked across to the bed, a
shaft of cold light dazzling his eyes.

The business had happened with such
amazing suddenness; he had had no time
in which to think, to make plans, to scek
advice. He could not believe that he
was a prisoner even now; the whole
thing was like a nightmare.

It scemed but a few minutes ago that
he had been chanﬁi:;; in the dressing-
room up at Bedwell Park, and now—
He looked round at the drab walls of
his cell, and a little shudder ran through
his sturdy frame.

“And I've got to stay here until
Monday,” he muttered, sinking on to
the bed.

Cupping his chin in his hands, he
leaned forward and stared fixedly at the
stone floor; and so he remained for some
minutes—motionless, deep in thought,
cold and wretched, a prey to depression.
But it is not like youth to be depressed.
for long, and it was the booming of the
town-hall clock that made Peter lift his
head and look towards the barred
window,

One—two—three—four!

Four o'clock !

That meant that the game against
Storcastle Wednesday had been in pro-
gress for half an hour, The youngster
wondered how the boys were getting on.
He also wondered who was filling his
place at centre-forward; and, having
wondered about that, another thought
came tc him.

Perhaps the Villa were playing ten
men. Perhaps old Hefty was wondering
what had become of him. The possibility
gave Peter Voyce much food for
thought.

Rising from the bed, the youngster
rommenced to pace up and down the
rell; and little by little a daring scheme
took form in his mind.

“Why shouldn’t 17" he asked himself,
halting abruptly and gazing up at the
window. “TI'm innocent! Besides,” he
added reflectively, “it will be a bit of
a ‘rag’!”

Lifting the chair, he placed it beneath
the window; and by standing on tiptoe
he was able to peer through the Eus
into the station courtyard. It was not
the ontlook that interested the young-
ster, however; he had eyes only for the
three rusty bars that stood between him-
self and freedom,

A Late Arrival !

LBERT HENRY HEDBLE
looked anything but companion-
able as he strode on to the field
for the second half against Stor-

castle Woduud-g‘.’ He was not alto-
gether happy about Peter Voyce—the
“kid,” as he always called the young-
ster—for something told him there was
more behind the l!ilemkme theft affair
than met the eye.

The burly back had always had an
honest man’'s dislike and distrust of Sir
Aubrey Ailen, and he felt sure that the
wealthy baronet was at the bottom of
Peter’s troubles.

Having no use for subtlety, he had not

hesitated to make his sugpicions known
to Sir Aubrey, and for this tactical
blunder he gave himself a mental kick-
ing. He had been too headstrong; he
should not have blurted out that tacit
accusation of treachery. e had used
a bludgeon iustead of a rapier, and now
Ailen would be on his guard.

“I ought to be put away in a nice
quiet home!” muttered Hefty, breaking
into a trot.

The Villa were a goal down, but the
Storrydene crowd remained optimistie
and jubilant,

“Buck up, the ten men!”

“Are we downhearted?”

" NO!‘I

“What are you laughing at, Hefty?"

_The scowling full-back was given little
time for morbid meditation once the ball
was set in motion, for Bright broke
away, pushed a pretty pass out to
Burden, and started a movement that
carried the Wednesday deep into
Storrydene territory.

Denning made a valiant effort to
smash the dangerous movement, but he
found himsclf out-manceuvred by the
Storcastle left wing; and it was left io
the elephantine Grace to rush in like
an infuriated bull and sky the ball clean
over the grand-stand.

It was a drastic clearance, and it
brought a hoarse shout from all parts
of the enclosure.

“Oh, pretty, sir!” yelled the home
“fans.”

“Windy !
the North.

The shouts were conflicting; a lot
depends upon one's point of view—
especially at a football match.

Tegby took the throw-in, and the ball
went to McKay, the broad-shouldered
centre-half flicking the leather over his
head and feeding Merrick, the amatenr.
Eluding Noyle, K. G. Merrick pushed a
ground pass out to Warren, on the right;
and all. went well until the avinger came
up against Hefty Hebble.

Hefty, a large-hearted fellow in the
ordinary way, was feeling at war with
the world at that moment, and the
charge with which he sent Warren reel-
ing would have rocked a brick wall. Tt
was clean enough, however, although it
did not err upon the side of gentleness,
and the referce waved aside the wild
shout that broke from the indignant
fans from Storcastle.

Even some of the Wednesday players
eased up and looked inquiringly towards
the official, and this brought another
roar from the visitors in the crowd.

“Get on with it!”

“Play on!”

“Into him !”

Lifting the ball, Hefty dropped it out
to DBattle; and the bow-legged winger
lost no time in getting into his stride.
Tricking Goy, he made rings round
Trimmell, and shot off down the wing:
and_the Storrydene fans began to shout
lustily when it seemed likely that their
Eota would equalise. But it was not to

, for Dr. Featherstone brought off a
brilliant save when yne, dashing
forward, took a first-time shot from a
centre. Collecting the ball jn his safe
hands, the goalie threw it out to McKay,
and the half-back swung round and sent
Merrick away with a perfect pass.

The amateur was playing magnificent
football, even though he had but recently
recovered from a fractured ankle, and
the cool manner in which he carved his
way through the home defence brought
a roar of applause from the crowd.
Noyle, Thirlboy, and Denning were
made to look like a trio of novices, and
disaster faced the Villa when Grare,
attempting another drastic

roared the “fans” from

r]earance,




FOOTER YARN! LOOK OUT FOR IT NEKT WEEK!

" =d badly, and sent the Lall out
~den

mollow groan escaped the Storry-

pnorters, for it quickly became

: that the home side might have
dearly for that blunder.

forward, Burden placed the
Merrick’s toe, and the amateur,

¢ Ilefty’s homicidal rush, teok a
shot at goal.

T ng

appeared to be very little force
the shot, yet Hoppy Hawkins,
¢ in his arms, was knocked clean
balance and sent flying into the

wdy—least of all Ioppy—knew

" how it happened, but the fact

m s that the whistle-shrilled and the
= pointed towards the centre,

Villa wera two goals down, but

ver supporters kept a stout heart.

ome on, the ten men!”
Don't let 'em get your tail down,

home side looked a very grim lot
ey lined up for the resumption of
ut it was soon proved that a rot
w«t in. Ilefty and his warriors could
thing right, whilst the visitors,
r a winning vein, tock all kinds
<. and reaped a rich reward. Time
zain they swept down the field and
! the Villa goal, and Hoppy. a
hetween the sticks. was called
o play the game of his life.
newspaper scribes searched in
‘or new superlatives with which to
the name of Ifoppy Hawkins, but
had to be content with ** masterly,”

ant,” " magnificent,” and the rest

te much abused adjoctives,
even Hoppy Hawkins was but
1, and the time was to arrive when
rick zhould score his third goal and
iplish the hat-trick,
sking a tricky pass from Trimmell,

the amateur slid by Thirlboy, and set
off towards his objective; and the fact
that he, the fox, was being worried by
the Storrydene hounds did not scem to
disturb im in the least. Taking
scarcely a charge—though how he
managed to avoid physical contact was
something of a mystery—he carved hiz
way into the goal area; and 1t was the
clephantine Grace who was largely to
blame for the goal that followed.

Losing his head, the big fellow rushed
madly at the amateur, meaning to stop
him at all costs, and so vigorous was his
method that the referee blew his whistle
and pointed a rigid forefinger at the
tragic blob of whitewash within the
penalty-area.

‘“ Pepalty !

‘“ Play the game, Grace!"

““ Take the kick, Merrick !”

It was a very dazed amatenr uwhom

I

.

il
g
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swung his foot. and the ball, era-hing
against an npright, shot into the net
with a ‘vicious rush of air, giviug
lleppy Hawkins no chance,

“Good old K. G. I

*“Let’s have another, boys!”

* One—two—three !”

There was much jubilation in the Stor-
castle camp, the “fans ” from the North
doing a certain amount of crowing over
their vietims: but still, the Storrydene
supporters refnsed to be downhearted.

“ Buck up, Hefty "

“(‘ome on, the ten men !”

The din died away as the teams lincd
ap for the fifth time that aflternoon,
and then all exe< turned upon a brown-
haired, brown-eyed voungster who came
springing across the turf from the
direction of the club-house.

The voungster was Peter Voyee,

The cleventh man had arrived !

%%

} elub-house.

‘* Come on, the ten men !
teams lined up for the fifth time that afternoon, and then
all eyes were turned upon a brown-haired youngster who
eame sprinting across the turl from the direction of the
The neweomer was Peter Voyce.
e'eventh man had arrived !

The din died away as the

The
(See this page.)

Grace assisted to his feet, an amateur
who wondered vaguely whether a
factory chimney had fallen over and
diopped on top of him: and the burly
back’s moist, spacious face was a study
in eontrition.

“ Borry, old man!’ growled Crace.
And Merrick winced—and smiled.

* Accidents will happen in the best-
regulated menagerics !’ observed the
amateur,

Merrick was limping as he prepared
to take the pmult_v-}kick, and Hoppy, his
geutle smile very much in cvidence,
gave his green llomburg hat an extra
tilt. Hoppy looked a grotesque little
figure as he crouched beneath the cross-
bar, and it was difficult to believe that
ha was one of the finest * keepers ' in
the country.

A tense hush settled upon the vast con
cource as the reforee placed the whistle
to his lips. Then:

Pheep !

Taking three limping steps, Merrick

The Draw !

HE name of Peter Voyce broke

I from thousands of lips as the

youngster raced across the turf

and took up his usual position
between Coyne and Noyle. Flushed,
breathless and bright-eved, he shot a
furtive glance towards the club-house,
and hiz manner made it obvious that he
did not wizh to waste any time.

And the crowd, of course, was roar-
ing. bugles and bells and rattles adding
to the din.

“Jt's Voyoce I

“Good lad, Peter !

“RBetter late than never, son ™

“Bet "em alight, Peter

The Vilia players closed in upon the
neweomer and shot a score of ecagoer
questions at him  and then the sten-
torian voice of Ilefty Hebble boonied
down from the far end of the pitch,
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“Put a sock in it !” roared the Storry-
dene skipper. “Get on with the game!
We're three goals down!”

“That's the talk, Hefty !” yelled the
delighted ecrowd. And DPeter, having
waited for the whistle, touched the ball
to Noyle, on his left.

Goy was soon in the picture, but he
was not quick enough to intercept a
past that sent the bow-legged Dattle
away down the wing, and neither was
Trimmell able to rob the outside man
as he sped along the line.

The sudden invasion did not scem to
worry the bovine-faced Bland, for he
ambled acrpss in a leisurely fachion that
spoke of abundant self-confidence. Ile
was in for a surprise, however, for
Battle leapt over the outstretched leg
and reached the corner flag.

DBoomph !

Describing a graceful are, the ball
dropped into the goal-mouth, and 1t was
Peter Vovce who  managed to get his
head to the sphere and deflect it past
the outstretehed hand of Dr, Feather-
stone. g

“Goal I”

Scldom had such a volume of sound
floated across the town from the dirce-
tion of Dedwell Park, but that outburst
was merely a drip in the ocean com-
pared witf\ the vocal explosion that
greoted Peter’s second goal, a low drive
from the edge of the goal area. This
goal, which put the finishing touch to a
brilliant run through, was nctted exactly
four minutes from Time, so the Storry-
dene “fans ” had every reason for
throwing sanity to the winds and allow-
ing their excitement full rein.

“Good lad, Peter !”

“Just one more, son !”

“Only one more!”

The somewhat superior smile had
faded out of the faces of the visiting
eleven, for it was now painfully obvious
that the Villa might equalise; and the
word went round that Peter Joyee was
to be “bottled up ” for the rest of the
game.

The idea was exccllent in every way,
of conrse, and it might have succeeded
had the young n.an to be “bottled up ”
been anvbody other than Peter Voyce.
It may have been shcer prejudice, of
course, but Peter did not take kindly to
the “bottling ™ process; but he showed

no sign of his antipathy until a minute
from Long Whistle.

Standing somewhat apart from the
mass of players that surged round
Hoppy's goal, he appeared to he study-
ing the banks of dark cloud that were
drifting across the grey heavens; and
then, out of the corner of his eyeo, he
saw Iefty clear with a mighty kick.

Darting forward, he outdistanced the
Storcastle players in the race for the
ball, and, with the leather at his toe, he
covered the distance from tho centre
line to the goal area in something very
like record time. His speed was almost
uncanny, for he appeared to glide over
the turf; and the combined cffort of
Messrs. Toy and Bland, the Wednesday
backs, was almost pitiable, inept. ITow
the brown-haired youngster managed to
slip between them remains a mystery to
this day, although one scribe went so
far as to write a paragraph about
Peter's hypnotic eye.

Crouching very low, Dr. Featherstone
knew that the great moment had
arrived, and even he, old campaigner
that he was, hesitated for a moment,
wondering whether he should rush out
of his goal and throw himself bodily at
the ball.

It has been said that he who hesitates
is lost, and ecertain it is that Feather-
stone paid dearly for his hesitation on
this occasion, for Peter Voyce slammed
in a shot even as the goalkeeper was
trying to make up his mind about his
course of action.

The sound of boot meeting ball echoed
dully wpon the air, and the next moment
Dr. Featherstone was seen to fly across
the goal-mounth, his arms outstretched.
But the ball was already in the net,
twirling and wriggling in evil glee.

“Goal I”

“Well done, Vovee !™

“ Just one more !"

The Villa plavers were every bit as
excited as the home “fans,” and even
Hefty Iehble pounded down the field
and hugged the youngster in his mighty
artns, [Flushed and bright-eved, the
burly fellow appeared to be upon the
verge of tears, and the heart of Peter
Voyece thumped in strange fashion as he
realised how much he meant to Hefty.

. Pandemoninm held the vast enclosure
in its grip, and the chilly air was still
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NOW here is a thrill in every line of
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drenched with raucous sound as the
players lined up once more.

1is cyes upon his walch, the referce
set the game in motion, and scarcely did
Morrick touch the ball than a long bia-t
of the whistle brought the maich to a
close.

Honours were even, the score Leing

three—three.
D Police, was annoyed. Striding
into the charge-room of the
station, he banged his bowler hat down
on the top of the desk with a vieious
force that jerked a quantity of blue-
black ink over the station-sergeant’s
tidy ledger; then, adding insult to
injury, he glared malevolently at Lis
subordinate.

“Any luck, sir?” asked the bheady-
cyed officer brightly; and the simplo
question, which was well-meant, brought
a dull flush to the hard-bitten face of
his superior.

Glowering, Dorland swallowed hard.

“Have T Lad any luck ?"” he snapped
showing his teeth. “ Do I look as though
I've had any luck, you idiot?  Ask
yourself the question! Of course I've
had no luck! That brass-faced Rid's
been one too many for me again! 1
went through his rooms with a small
toothcomb, but there wasn’t a scrap of
evidence anywhere! Not a word! Not
a pinprick!  And his father told e
that the dear boy couldn't possibly he
mixed up with ‘the wicked Starlight
gang! Oh, no! Of course he conldn's !”
Dorland snorted, and ran on: * Therc's
a clear case against him, yet he still
sticks to that Little Innocent stuff! It
annoys me, Wilkinson! Why doesn’t ha
come across with the whole story? No.
he's just blamed stubborn! He's keep-
ing mum to spite me, the hound: But
Tll get him, Wilkinson! No erook has
ever had the laush of me for long! You
know that !”

The sergeant nodded.

“Why not have another talk with
him, sir?"” he suggested. ““ He's had time
to think matters over!”

Dovland grunted.

“That's s0,” he growled. “DBut an-
other hour or so won't do him any
harin, Ilas he asked for anything "
“No, sir,” answered Wilkinson.
“That's a pity,” granted Dovland,
‘cause he wouldn’t have got it! IHe's
slick, 1s this youngster, Wilkinson, but

The Surprise !

ETECTIVE-INSPECTOR JOHN
DORLAND, of the Storrydene

he's up against the wrong man this
time !

“I suppose you'll send up to Bedwell
Park for his ordinary clothes, gir?”
asked the sergeant

“Yeos,” grunted Dorland ; “but

there’s no hurry.”

tall young man, obvionsly a con-
stable in mufti, entered the charge-room
at that moment, and his face was beam
ing as he touched his hat to Dorland
and looked across at Wilkinson.

“How did they get on, Henty?”
asked the latter.
“They drew,” answered the tall

young man, his cheeks slightly flushed.
“PBut what a game! We were threo
goals down until a quarter of an hour
from the eond, and then

“We played ten men, didn’t we?" put
in Dorland, a grim smile flitting across
his hard face.

“Yes, sir.” answered the constable—-
“at least, for the greater part of the
time.  And didn’t things move when
our eleventh man turned up! He got
two goals in less than ten minutes, and
it was almost on the stroke of time




EVERY
MONDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

T2e sound of boot meeting ball echoed dully upon the air, and the next moment Dr. Featherstone was seen to fly acrocs the

sra-mouth, his arms outstretehed. But the ball was already in the net, twirling and wriggling in evil glee.
roar that went up was deafening.

‘“Goal ! ”* The

(See page 24.)

he beat Featherstone again'!
¢ Voyee will go a long way, sir!”
rlan and  Wilkinson  started

¢ly, as though each had received
" rful electrie shock.
ng Voyce would go a long way !
=ay that again, Henty!” breathed
tective-inspector; and so threat-
z was his aspect that the young con-

mwoe shot a nervous glance at the
thunson-sergeant.

tre you deaf as well as &illy?”
wagped Wilkinson,

I—1I =aid that young Voyce will go
ergeant,” said Henty, thoroughly
w1 3dered
geant and Dorland exchanger
wezed glances.
I never gave you credit for having
gence of a high order, Henty,"
we the detective-inspector acidly; ““ but
I'm convinced that yeu're a mental
r. Would it surprise you to know
v roung Voyce is in the cells at this
moment 7"
[+ would, sir,” answered Henty, con-
ton in his tone,  “I shook hands
v him less than had an hour ago,
e —
sme on, Wilkinson, we’ll see into
w= = snapped Dorland. “We must
w:= to this fool that he's talking
mough his hat !”
lowed by his superior officer and
=stable Henty, the sergeant set off
w=n the echoing stone corridor and
the shutter of Peter's cell; and
next moment he was opening the
- with feverish haate.
What is it, you idiot?”
r testily.
He's gone sir!” gasped Wilkinson,
ting with his bunch of keys.
Fot!” snapped Dorland.
‘kinson flung wide the door at this
poment, and the grim-faced detective-
tor was the first person to cross
threshold, Coming to a sudden
Dorland fixed his eyes upon the
w window set high in the wall;
" the absence of iron bars told its

snapped

story. It was quiet obvious that
aptive had removed the bars,
wocozed throngh the aperture, and

dropped into the station-yard.  That
was elementary deduction.

“ But how——" began Dorland, swing-
ing round; and he muttered savagely
when he found himself alone.

The bars had been placed in a neat
row upon the low bed, and Dorland was
busy mspecting them when the wild-
eyed sergeant burst into the cell. He
was a phlegmatic individual in the ordi-
nary way, but now he could scarcely
articulate.

“I—I've found out how he got away,
sir,” he announced. “Ile borrowed a
bike, and——"

“Bike—bike ! Be more explicit
snapped Dorland. “ What kind of bike?
Motor-bike? Push-bike?  One of the
old-fashioned penny-farthing bikes?”

“Motor-bike, sir!” staminered * Wil-
kinson.

“That’s not good enough!" snapped
Dorland. *What make was it?”

“Cowley-ITarverson, sir,” returned
the sergeant. *‘Latest model, sir!”

“Rot!”  snapped the detective-
inspector.  “There's only one in the
town—and that belongs to me!”

“T know, sir,” said Wilkinson, looking
very scared. “ You sece, sir, it was your
bike that Voyce borrowed !”

1

The Big Bluff !

AVING had their cold shower,
the Storrydene Villa fellows

were changing into their out-

door clothes; and their toilet
was almost over when the door was
jerked open, and Detective-Inspector

Dorland and Sir Aubrey Ailen walked
into the dressing-room.

The police-officer grinned unpleasantly
as he fixed his hard eyes upon DPeter
Voyce.

“T didn't expect to find you here, even
though I received a phone message from
Sir Aubrey,” he said.

“Oh, yes, I'm here all right!” smiled
the youngster. I thought you'd turn
up, and I've been longing for a glimpse
u} your sweet face, That’s not a bad bus

of yours, by the way! What is it—
Diyant & May, or a Matchless *”

A chuckle broke from the players, buk
the detective's face became hard and
ugly.

“I don't know that you've got much
to feel funny about, my friend!” grunted
Dorland, feeling for his handcuffs.
“You got away once, but you're not
likely to do it again!”

“What's the trouble, old man?*" asked
Hefty Hebble, walking across the dress-
ing-room and placing a muscular arm
round DPeter’s shoulders.

“That's my business!” snapped Dor-
land. *Vovce comes to the station with
me: there's a taxi at the door!”

“And the charge?'' asked Helty.

“You know what the charge 1s—and
so does Sir Aubrey!” growled the
detective. “‘Voyce is mixed up with
the Starlight Boys, who pulled that job
off on Wednesday ! 8till, it's no business
of yours, and I warn you pot to inter-
fere with an officer in the execution of
his dnty!” The words came hurriedly,
for Dorland did not like the expression

upon Hefty's broad features. * Come
on, Voyce! We'll get away! And no
tricks, mind!”

“Just a moment, old man,” smiled

Hebble. “I'vo one or two things to say
to Sir Aubrey!”

The portly Laronet started as his name
was mentioned, and he looked very un-
comfortable as he glanced across at the
speaker: decp down in his heart he
fearcd Hefty Ilebble,

“We must not
ITebble,” said  Ailen,
monocle.

“Y expect he canm spare a minute,’
growled Hefty, “and he's likely to be
intercsted in what I've got to say!”

Strolling across the room, the burly
back came to a standstill in front of the
baronet; and Sir Auvbrey wineced as a
musenlar hand closed upon his shoulder.

“ Look here, Iebble, you forget your-
self——"" blustered the baronct, trying
to wriggle out of that terrible grip; and
then, realising that he was making an

Tur Macxer Lisrary.—No. 879,

officer,

delay  the
his

feeling for
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exhibition of himself, he tried to assume
an air of frigid dignity. “I must ask
you——" he began,

“This is whero you answer—not ask!”
growled Hefty; and he did not remove
that grip from the other man’s shoulder.
“Listen very carefully, Mr. Sir Aubrey
Ailen! Is it true that you told this
detective that Peter Vovce did not have
dinner at your place on Wednesday
evening *”

The baronet, whose face had gone
strangely pale, nodded his sleck head.

“0Of course it's true!" he blustered.
“PDo you think I invite common—er—
invitc my players——"

“That's all right!” growled Hefty.
“Now have another think! Are you
absolutely positive that Peéter Voyce
wasn't at your house from seven o'clock
until ten on the night of the Benstone
robbery 1"

Hefty asked the question slowly and

HANDSOME £3 BIKE GIVEN AWAY NEXT WEEK, CHUMS!
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SOMETHING FOR NOTHING!

T his magnificent
20-page book given
away FREE in

“THE
BOYS’
FRIEND”

OUT TO-DAY!

Now is the time for you
and all your pals to
secure it!
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deliberately, and a light of uncertainty,
of suspicion, of vague fear, dawned in
the baronet’s dark eyes.

“0Of course I'm sure,” he said, at
length; but his tone was anything but
emphatic.

“And what if I can prove that Peter
Voyce did dine with you?” pressed
Hebble.

“ But—but—"

“ And what,” broke in Hefty, “if I
can bring Mrs. DPotts, your housckecper,
and Maud Baker, your maid, to swear
that Peter Voyce was with you on the
night of the Benstone robbery ?”

“Put they weren't at home!"” cried
Sir Aubrey, a sickly smile flitting across
his pallid features. “I sent them—"

“Ixactly!” snapped the footballer.
“You sent them out! And what for? It
wasn't their evening off! You might
make a note of that point, Mr. Dor-
land!” Hefty turned once more to the

quivering baronet. “And what if T tell
you that both Mrs. Potts and Maud Baker
were at home?” he demanded, his
strong fingers crushing Ailen’s shoulder

“But—but I would have known——"
began Sir Aubrey weakly.

“No, you wouldn't!" snapped Hebble.
“They were only too glad to keep out of
your way! But they heard Voycc
arrive, and they heard him go at ten
o'clock; also they heard you say——"

“ Perhaps—er—there—er—is a slight
mistake, my dear Hebble!” broke in Sir
Aubrey. “My—cr—memory is very bad
nowadays, you know, and—— Strange—

very strange, that our little dinner
should have slipped my memory.
Voyce!”

“Very strange, sir!” was Peter's dry
comment.

“And you're willing to sign an
affidavit 7 growled Dorland.

“Yes, officer,” said Ailen, almost
eagerly. “TI'll come up to the station at

onee, if you like!”

“You'd better!” rasped the dis-
gruntled sleuth; and Sir Aubrey followed
him out of the dressing-room.

Scarcely had the door closed than the
players erowded round Hefty Hebble.

“But how did you know that Mus.
Potts and the maid were at home ” asked
Peter, his brown eyes glowing. 1
didn’t see anything of them!”

“0Of course you didn’t,” grinned Hefty.
“for the simple reason that thoy
weren't at home!”

“ But 5

“YTt's like this,” explained the burly
back, “I had my suspicions about Sir
Strawberry, for ii struck me that he
was trying to put you in the cart, so the
only thing possible was to try a_big
bluff. T happened to know that Mrs.
Potts and Maud Baker were employed
by him, and I staked everything on
that !”

“But why should he with to harm
me ?” asked Peter. “Why did he deny
that T had dinner with him?”

“T know not, my son.” returned
Hefty, his voice low and grave; © but I
mean to find out! Sir Aubrey Ailen is
booked for a verv rough passage!”

THE END.
(Don't miss next Monday's grand
Boring Day story of the Storrydene

footer elub, hoys! Malke a note of the
title: “The Team From Chicago!")

“TROUBLE IN THE CO0.!"

(Continued from page 19.)

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

in Study No. 1.
The Co. did not speak.
Peter Todd had “butted in”
just in time—but had he been in time?

t was clear now to Wharton, angry as
he was, that his chums bad not failed
him; that no member of the Co. had
spoken a word of what was in the
colonel’s letter. Tt was Bunter's prying,
and Skinner’s malice, that he bhad to
blame for the latest topic in the Remove,

“I'm sorry!"” blurted out Wharton at
last. “I—I was wrong, I suppose.”

“No supposing about it,” said Johnny
Bull tersely. “You were wrong.”

Wharton seemed to gulp down some-
thing.

“1 was wrong,” he sadl. “But what
was I to think? I never dreamed that
Bunter, or anybody, had scen the letter,
What was a fellow to think ?”

I_IARRY WHARTON stood silent

Priuted and publighed every Monday by the Proprieto.
Advertisenmient offices : The Fileetway House, Farringdon Sireot, London, E.C. 4
rates: Inland and Abroad, 11s. per annum; 5s.
Australia awd New Zealand : Messrs Gordon & Goleh, Ltd.;

“ Anything but what you did think,”
said Johnny Bull grimly.
“That's all right,” said Bob Cherry

hastily. “Let it drop, for goodness'
sake.”

Wharton breathed hard.

“T own up I was wrong, and TI'm

sorry,” he said in a low voice. “ A fellow
can’t say more than that. If you want
more than that from me you'll be dis-
appointed, that's all.”

And with that the captain of the
Remove strode out of the study, his face
pale and set.

“Harry ! called out Nugent anxiously.

There was no answer from Wharton.

In the Remove passage he came on
Skinner and Snoop, and Skinner looked
at him with a malicious grin. Skinner
knew nothing of the discovery that had
been made of Bunter's prying, and his
own part in the affair. Had he known
he would probably not have given the
captain of the Remove that impudent
grin just then. But he did, and re-
pented it Without a word, but with a
hlack look of anger and disdain, Whar-

5d. for six months. Sole agents for South Africa:

and for Canada, The Lnperial News Co. Lid.

ton struck out with his open hand, and
Skinner reeled across the passage and
fell with a crash against the wall.
Wharton strode on to the stairs.
“Why, I—I—you rotten bully !" yelled
Skinner in amavement and rage.
The captain of the Remove strode on
without a glance at him.

. .

The Famous Five of the Remove stood
together, as usual, to answer to their
names at calling-over in Big Hall. But
when the roll was taken, and the school
dismissed, and the juniors marched out,
the Famous Five did not comne out to-
gether. As the (o, moved off towards
the Rag, Harry Wharton walked away
to the stairs, without a word or a look
to his comrades, and they let him go.
And then all the Remove knew thas
there was Trouble in the Co.

THE END.

(here is another ripping Greyfriara
story in wext week's Grand Christmas
Numher of the MaGxeEr LIBRARY. en-
titled : “ Harry Wharten's Christmas!”
Be sure and read it!)
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ENGINEERING FOR BOYS
You can build this beautiful model of a Shipyard Gantry and hundreds of others with Mcccano

In fact, you can build a new model every day

A f\’[eccano Outfit contains shining Steel Strips, Rods, Pulley Wheels, Gear Wheels and other
engineering parts.
the Meccano system. No study is required to build with
Meccano, and the youngest boy can commence to build

at once.

if you wish,

All are made to scale and are part of

Full instructions with every Qutfit.

7. Meccano Improves Every Year

The new parts recently added widely ex-
tend the application of Meccano and make
possiblehundreds ofnewand better models.
Ask your dealer to show you samples.

Free to Boys

A new and splendidly
illustrated book telling of
all the good things that
come from Meccanoland,
will be sent post free to
those boys who show this
advertisement to three
chums. Send wus their
names and addresses to-
gether with your own.
Put No. 35 after your

own name for reference.

MECCANO LIMITED
BINNS RD LIVERPOOL

RETWORK "

A Top-hoie Hobby

w1l be jolly happy with a Hobbies Fretwork Qutfit.
= can make splendid things to sell, or to use, from
lssgns given every week with Hobbies. Ask your
mewsagent for a copy. Price 2d. every Wednesday.

HOBBIES BRITISH OUTFITS
COMPLETE FROM 4/- to 57/6

we 1/6 design NO 3} OuTFIT |
i IConrmna a 12in. Hand- =

AX with i frame, Drill with 3 Bits, [fs
WS Catalogue, | Cutting Table Hammer, ([P
| 6in. Bteel Rule, Sand- ,

- pages, v paper Block, 12
llusrations, Price | Visdes and Design.
W, —1/- Post Free, ]

9/6 Post 9.
WOBBIES LIMITED.

Dept. 34 Dereham, Norfolk.

Wismnn. 65, New Oxforg St. ; 147, luhop te
Wnl. ™. Walwerth Rd., 8.E. ; Glasg .gﬁ

Saw- f

M.n 8t.: Brl[ito: il

v Soutlul?um ll
hefield, 214, West 8t.
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WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS
: PLEASE MENTION THIS PAPER. :

——

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

THE FINEST CAREER FOR BRITISH BOYS.

Boys are wanted for the Seaman Class (from which
selections are made for the Wireless Telegraphy
and Signalling Branches). dges 15% to 17 years:
Men algo are required for
STOKERS e i Age 18 to 25
ROYAL MAR!HE FORCES - - 17 ", 2%

GOOD AL UNn.
EXCELLENT CHANCEB FDR PROMOTION

Apply by letter to the Recruiting Staff Officer, R.N. & R.M,, Birmingham:
571, Coventry Road; Bristol: 191, Victoria Street; London, S.W.1:
55, Whitehall; Manchester: ££0, Deansgate ; }lem,ulu-nn—l’yne.
116, Rye Hill; Southampton: 6, Washington Terrace, Queen's Park.

'HAYEYOU A RED NOSE?

Send a stamp to pay postage, and you will learn how
to rid yourself of such a terrible affliction free of charge.
Enclose stamp,

Address in confidence: T.J. TEMPLE, Specialist,
““PALACE HOUSE,” 128, SHAFTESBURY AVE., LONDON, W.1.

|5
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All applications for Advertisement Space
in this publication should be addressed
to the Advertisement Manager,
UNION JACK SERIES, The Fleetway
House, Farringdou St., London, E.C.4,
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CLOCKWORK

>

IIIﬁg:JIm

Tr the
Guarantee

Modelled on the latest type British locomotives and carriages;
and beautifully enameHed in colours, the Hornby train isthe
finest clockwork train made. A most valuable feature of the
Hornby ioco is that all- the parts-are standardised, and any
lost or damaged part may be replaced with a new one.
The Clockwork is a. splendid piece of mechanism with
accurately-cut gears, ensuring smooth running, and the
workmanship and finish are of the highest quality.

A Hornby Train lasts for ever |
‘K
¥}

We have arranged for special displays of

11-18 December
complete Miniature Railway systems,

composed of Hornby Trains and Rolling’

Stock, and Bridges, Stations, Tunnels,

Signals, etc., to be made throughout the

country during this eventful week

Ask to see the Hornby Train Display at
your toy shop.

Free to Boys

This is a splendid new book that tells
all about Hornby Trains and all the
other Meccano Products, A copy
will be sent post free to those boys
who show this advertisement }o three
chums. Send us their names and
addresses together with your own,
. Address your letter 1o Dept U,

MECCANO LTD BINNS ROAD LIVERPOOL

DN

|

YOURS for

This handeome full-mized Gent's Laver|

Watch senl upon receipt of 8d. After

approval send 1 /- more, the balance

may tYen be pald by 8 moanthly

instalmentaof 2/-each, Guaranteed
6 years, Chain Free with every watch. Ladies” o
Gent’s Wrist Watches in stock on same terms. Cuaib
returned In full if dissatisfed. BSend 6d. now te—

SIMPSONS (BRIGHTON) Ltd. (Dept, 113
94, Queen's Road, Brighton, Sussex

GPLENDID CHANCES FOR BOYS |

and youths (ages 14 to 19) in the sunny lands of |

CANADA, AUSTRALIA, NEW ZEALAND

Free Farm Training. Assisted Passage, 1
APPLY : THE SALVATION ARMY EMIGRATION DEPT.,
Fiease quote 3 UPPER THAMES STREET, LONDON, E.C.4.

HEIGHT COUNTS

in winning success. Let the (iirvan System inoreass
your height. Wonderful results., Bend;P.C, for par
ticulars and our £100 guarantee to Enquiry Dep!
AM.P., 17, Btroud Green Road, London, N.4.

DONT BE BULILIED

Special offer. TWO ILLUS. SAMPLE LESSONS from

my Complete 'Course on JUJITSU for four pemar

Y stumps, or.a Large Illus, Portion of Course for P ¢
> Zf. Jujitsu is the best and simplest’ sciesos
ot “aélf -defenceé and attuck ever inventes
oyl el Ledrn to take care of yoursell under &dk
- circumstances. SEND NQW, (Lst. 20 yegrs |

- Yawm"_fqu.‘.. A.P.2), 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Feltbam, Middlesm
ete.—Parcels, 2/8, 6/6. Ventriloguis =

MAGIG THIGKS\ Instrument. . Invisible. lmitate Birds.}

Price 6d. each, 4for! /-.~T. W. Harrison, 259, Pentonyillé Rd., London, N .

25 - Shot Automatic Repeati

Pea Pistols 2/6 post free.|

Al smallee patirrn, 17-ghot, - 1/3, post fres

Fach complele in box with supply of mimmunitiss

Colouinl post 9d. cxtra on 25-shot; 3d. extra wn
17-shol.

Cask returned if not satisfied.
THE ROMILLY MAIL ORDER Co.
20, Romilly Road, Finsbury Park, N.%

MAKE YOUR OWN
ELECTRIC LIGHT

;l‘h.r.'uc wonlndn-rful yramos light brilliantly 4-0 volt
amps and are very easy to work, 8s.  pLisTs FREE. >
GREENS (Dept. A.G.), 85, New Oxtord St, London.

FREAEE! FREE! PrREE
WE EEND ABSOLUTELY FREE

THE MYSTIC DANCING CHARLIE CHAPL

to all who send postal order (sixpence) for our 1ilustrased

Catalogue of Magic Tricks, Puzzles, Jokes, eta.—THE ECL{#

NOVELTY CO.¢ Dept. J, Francis Terrace, LONDON, N.'1h

HEIGHT INGREASED ;.5 © ™y i aroiiases

Comples
Course, 5/-. — C. CLIVE, 8, Seaficld Road, Colwyn Bay. [I‘urtlc‘:u-\“
testimaonials, slamp.] . i

PR METAL TWEEZERS THE ' QUALITY"

PhcREr o0 quwmeD TrTies oF Gountass ENES T IEII Y

AND 5 DIFFERENT ETAMFS. Reques! Approvmis, -
LISB! & TOWNSEND, London Road, Liverpool.

l--Vtm.rilnrmisu' Instruments lgIVun FREE to all w‘
- ing 7d. (1.0.) for Sample .Trick and Lists. —
P. FEARING, Travancore, Colwyn Bax

CUT THIS OUT

“The Magnet." PEN COUPON. Value

Send 7 of these coupons wilh only 2/9 direct to the Fleet Pen Ca.
119, Fleet Street, E.C.4. You will receive by return a spicndid Britus.
made 14ct. Gold-Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6 (fine, medium,
broad nib). 1f only one coupon is sent the price is 379, 2d. being allowss
for each extra coupon up to 6. (Pocket Clip, 8d.) Satlsfaction guaram
or cash .returned. Special New Ofjer—Y¥our own name in gilt lett
on cither pen thr 1/- extra.

Lever Self-Filling Model with Safety Cap, 2/- extra.
31224
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