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                               THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                                        The Stranger! 

HARRY WHARTON jumped. 
  “What the thump—” he ejaculated. 
  Seldom, or never, had Wharton been so astonished. 
  He stared into his room at Wharton Lodge as if he could not believe his eyes— as, indeed, he hardly could. 
  It was the last day of the holidays. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. had been in London for the Jubilee celebrations. 
After which the Co.  had gone to their various homes, and Wharton and Hurree Sing returned to Wharton Lodge to get ready for the new term at Greyfriars.
  The two juniors arrived by an early train. Wharton found that his uncle and aunt had gone out in the car, and were not expected back till lunch.  So he went up to his room to get on with some packing. 
  Naturally, he did not expect to find anybody in that room. He opened the doer and walked in—and had the surprise of his life. 
  Wharton’s “den” in his uncle’s house was a very pleasant room, with french windows opening on a balcony. Those windows were open, admitting the spring sunshine and the fresh breeze from the Surrey downs. Sitting at the open windows—or, rather, sprawling— in a rocking-chair was a youth of about Harry’s own age. 
  As Harry Wharton had never seen the youth before, it was surprisiing enough to find him making himself so comfortably at home. 
  But his occupation was, perhaps, more surprising. 
  He had a cigarette in this mouth, and was blowing out little rings of smoke. And the haze in the room showed that that cigarette was not his first, by several at least. 
  His attitude when Wharton opened the door was one of careless negligence. But Wharton’s startled exclamation made him sit up suddenly. The cigarette whizzed out of the window and disappeared instantly. He leaped up from the chair and stood staring at Wharton—startled, but with relief dawning in his face. Apparently he had feared for a moment that it was somebody else who had caught him busy with his cigarettes, and was relieved to find that it was only a schoolboy. 
  Wharton stared at him blankly. 
  Who the fellow was and how he had come there was simply a mystery. Wharton had been away from home most of the Easter holidays—with Bob Cherry in Dorset, and then in London with his friends for the Jubilee. He had naturally expected to find things as usual when he came back to his uncle’s house. Apparently they were not quite as usual. 
  This fellow was about his own age and his own size. Stranger as he was, there seemed something familiar in the rather handsome features he turned towards the Greyfriars junior. It did not occur to Wharton at the moment that the resemblance was to himself. It would have shown any observer that they were related. 
  “What the thump—” repeated Wharton angrily. It was not agreeable to find a perfect stranger making free with his quarters, and still less agreeable to find him making the room reek like a tap-room. “Who the dickens are you. I’d like to know?” 
  “I was going to ask you the same question.” drawled the other. He had been pace assurance almost startled by Wharton’s sudden appearance, but he had recovered his assurance almost at once. 
  “You’ve no right to ask questions here!” snapped the captain of the Grey- friars Remove. “I want to know what you’re doing in my room—or in the house at all if you come to that!” 
  “Your room?” 
  “You seem to have made yourself quite at home in it!” snapped Wharton. 
  “Oh!” The dark, handsome eyes scanned the Greyfriars junior curiously. 
  “You’re Harry, I suppose?” 
  “I’m Harry Wharton. And I want to know who you are, and I want to know at once!” 
  “My name’s Stacey.” 
  “And what are you doing here?” 
  “Killing time.” yawned Stacey.  “You needn’t mention to the old bean that I was smoking. I fancy he would be down on it.” 
  “The old bean?” repeated Harry.
  “Do you mean my uncle, Colonel Wharton? 
  “Exactly!”
  “Does he know you’re here, then?” 
  “Naturally. I shouldn’t be here without the knowledge of the master of the house, should I?” 
  “I suppose not,” admitted Wharton. “Though you seem to have cheek enough for that, or anything else. If my uncle knows you’re here, I suppose you have a right to be in the house; but you’ve no right in my room—and no right to make any room reek with your filthy smoking. You can take yourself and your putrid cigarettes somewhere else, and look sharp about it, too.” 
  He threw the door wide open. 
  Stacey did not stir. 
  Whoever the youth was, and whatever he was, there was no doubt that he had plenty of cheek, at all events! He surveyed Harry Wharton’s flushed and 
angry face with a faintly amused smile. 
  “No need to get your rag out!” he said lightly. “I believe, your uncle would like us to be friends.” 
  “I don’t see why he should—and I’m certain that he wouldn’t, if he’d seen 
what I’ve just seen—and if he does, he will be disappointed!” said Harry 
tartly. “Anyhow, get out!” 
  Instead of getting out, Stacey dropped into the rocking-chair again. 
  Harry Wharton stepped towards him, breathing hard, with a gleam in Ins 
eyes. 
  “Did you hear what I said?” he asked. 
  “I’m not deaf.” 
  “I’ve told you this is my room 
  “Twice!” assented Stacey. 
  “And I’ve told you to get out of it—” 
is  “But I have Colonel Wharton’s permission to use the sitting-room” 
drawled Stacey. “This house, I believe, belongs to him. You are not his son— 
you are his nephew! Have you any more right here than I have?” 
  “Wharton’s eyes blazed. 
  “I’ll make it clear whether I have any right or not!” he exclaimed, and 
he grasped the back of the chair, tilted it over, and sent Stacey sprawling headlong on the floor. 
  There was a crash and a yell. 
  “Now get going!” roared Wharton. 
  A dusky face and a pair of startled eyes looked in at the doorway. Hurree 
Jamset Ram Singh had been packing in his room, but the uproar brought him 
along to see what was happening. 
  “My esteemed Wharton—” he ejaculated. 
  Wharton did not heed. 
  He stooped and grasped the sprawling Stacey by the shoulders. With a powerful heave, he spun him towards the door. 
  “Let go, you cheeky rotter!” yelled Stacey. His cool impudence had 
deserted him now, and he struggled fiercely, his face red with rage. 
  “What the absurd thump—” exclaimed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, staring in amazement. 
  “Stand clear, Inky!”
  The dusky Nabob of Bhanipur stood aside, and the struggling Stacey whirled past him out of the doorway. He rolled headlong in the corridor. 
  Wharton stood looking after him with flashing eyes. Stacey sat up, gasping 
for breath. Slowly he rose to his feet. 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh looked from one to the other. 
  “Who is this esteemed and ridiculous individual, Wharton?” he asked. 
  “I don’t know, and don’t want to!” said Harry, breathing hard. “He says his name is Stacey, and that my uncle knows he’s in the house. And he thinks 
he has as much right in my room as I have—and I’m trying to make him understand that he hasn’t.” 
  Stacey stood looking at him. He was plainly debating in his mind whether to carry the matter farther. Wharton, with clenched fists, was quite ready for him to do so—in fact, rather keen on it. But the fellow shrugged his shoulders and turned away and went down the stairs. 
                                               — 
                          THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

                                      Caught Out! 

“MY esteemed Wharton—”
  Harry looked round. 
  He was standing by the open window of his “den,” his hands driven deep into his trousers pøckets, a frown on his knitted brow. 
  He had come up to pack for school; but he was doing no packing. He seemed to be lost in troubled thought, as the Nabob of Bhanipur looked in, an hour after Stacey’s sudden and drastic departure from the room. 
  “Ready, Inky?” Wharton forced himself to smile. “Finished?” 
  “The packfulness is done, my estcemed chum.” answered Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a curious glance at Harry’s face. “Perhapsfully I can lend you a ridiculous hand.” 
  “Oh, no hurry!” answered Wharton. He paused. “Seen anything of that chap Stacey?” 
  The nabob grinned faintly. 
  “Not since he departed on his absurd neck.” he answered. 
  Wharton flushed. 
  “I—I wish I hadn’t handled him, Inky! He was a cheeky rotter—no mistake about that—but I suppose he must be a guest of my uncle’s, of sorts. I don’t see how else he could be here.” 
  “The esteemed colonel must have permitted his absurd presence here.” assented the nabob. 
  “It’s odd.” said Harry. “He’s a stranger to me—I’ve never seen him and don’t remember hearing even his name. He said that my uncle gave him leave to use this room—during my absence, I suppose. No harm in that— but— 
the nabob sniffed. The odour of cigarette-smoke was still very noticeable in the den 
  “The respectable colonel can scarcely have given him leave to smoke here.” remarked Hurree Singh. 
  “Hardly!” Wharton laughed. But his face became very serious again. “I was rather ratty, I suppose; but I shouldn’t have pitched him out on his neck, only—only—— Dash it all, he said he had as much right here as I have. That was enough to put any fellow’s back up, Inky.” 
  “Quitefully!” agreed the nabob. 
Only—I wish I’d kept my temper, all the same.” 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh suppressed a smile. It was not the first time that his chum had wished, rather late, that he had kept his temper. 
  “I can’t make out who the fellow is.” went on Wharton. “I suppose I shall know when my uncle and aunt come in. I don’t care to ask the servants about him. It’s jolly odd, finding him planted here, making himself at home in my quarters. But I wish—” 
  He broke off again. 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh held up a round red ball. 
  “What about sending you down a few, my esteemed Wharton, to pass the ridiculous time till your absurd uncle comes in?” he asked, 
  “GoodI egg, Inky!”
  Wharton sorted out his bat at once. The nabob smiled genially. In that mood of troubled and worried thought, a little fresh air and exercise in the bright spring sunshine seemed to Inky what his chum wanted. 
  Wharton’s face was brighter at once as he put his bat under his arm and went downstairs with the nabob. 
  There was a pitch at Wharton Lodge, where Wharton and his friends got cricket practice in the holidays. It was kept in good condition under the eye of the colonel—one of the many acts of thoughtful kindness that Harry received from his uncle. 
  He dismissed the disagreeable affair of Stacey from his mind as he walked down to the cricket ground with Hurree Singh. 
  But he was reminded of it as he arrived there. His brow darkened again at the sight of Stacey strolling on the pitch. 
  If the fellow was staying at Wharton Lodge, as apparently he was, there was certainly no harm in his strolling about the grounds. Wharton had perhaps, rather a hasty temper, but he was not an unreasonable fellow. Somehow, the cool and self-possessed manner of this fellow irritated him; there was something in that manner indicating that Stacey considered that he had a right to be there—not the right of an ordinary guest, by any means. But the captain of the Greyfriars Remove suppressed at once that momentary feeling of irritation; and it was in his mind to approach the fellow and express some regret for the scene indoors. 
  That thought left him instantly as he caught Stacey’s glance. Stacey looked at him with a sarcastic smile and walked away. 
  Wharton breathed hard. 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh cast a puzzled look after the fellow. The peculiar, sarcastic expression in his smile had struck the nabob. 
  “The cheeky tick!” breathed Wharton. 
  “The cheekfulness of the esteemed Stacey appears to be somewhat proposterous!” agreed Hurree Singh, with a nod: His dark eyes were fixed on the fellow sauntering carelessly on the green grass, his hands in his pockets. 
“You are sure, my absurd Wharton, that you do not know him?” 
  “Never seen him before that I know of.” answered Harry. “But at the same time, there’s something in his face that seems familiar—I can’t quite make that out.” 
  “It is a resemblance to a face you know terrifically well!” said Hurree Singh, with a dusky grin. 
  “Eh? Whose?” asked Harry. 
  “Your esteemed own.” 
  “My own!” exclaimed Wharton, in astonishment. “You mean to say that that cheeky tick is like me?” 
  “The likefulness is preposterous! Possibly the absurd sportsman is some relation?” 
  “Oh, dont be an ass, Inky!” exclaimed Wharton gruffly. 
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh made no reply to that. He set up the stumps and put on the bails. 
  “Over!” he said, with a cheery grin. 
  Harry Wharton went to the wicket. He was glad to get a little cricket practice, with the matches coming along in the new term at Greyfriars. And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was the champion bowler of the Remove. Wharton, with the exception perhaps of Smithy, was the best batsman in that Form. The two chums could have passed a pleasant hour on the pitch, but for the presence of the obnoxious Stacey. 
  Wharton had supposed that he would walk away: but he did not. He sauntered near at hand, evidently intending to watch the cricket. If he was keen on the summer game, it was a sign of grace, and would have prepossessed Wharton in his favour, but for the dislike he was already feeling for him. 
  The feeling of annoyance, of being watched by sarcastic eyes, put the captain of the Remove off his form, and robbed him of any pleasure he might have deprived from the practice. 
  Hurree Singh sent the ball down, and Wharton missed it, and the bails went down. Wharton did not look at Stacey, but he knew that the fellow smiled. And it had been quite an easy ball. 
  Wharton, with compressed lips set up the wicket again, and tossed the ball back to the Nabob of Bhanipur. Hurree Singh caught it easily in one dusky hand, and went on to bowl again. 
  This time Wharton was more careful. Under those sarcastic eyes, he would not see his sticks go down again. The ball whizzed, and the captain of the Remove sent at flying. 
  Smack!” 
  It was the sound of leather meeting palm. 
  “My esteemed hat!” ejaculated Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  Wharton stared. 
  Stacey had made a sudden spring, his hand flashed from his pocket, and he had caught the ball. 
  He held it up, smiling. 
  “How’s that, umpire?” he called. 
  “Well caught!” exclaimed the nabob. 
  “Out, what?” grinned Stacey. 
  “Nobody asked you to barge in!” said Harry Wharton. 
  Stacey raised his eyebrows. 
  “Any objection to a fellow fielding for you, when you’re at practice?” he asked. “I should have thought you’d be glad.” 
  Wharton’s lips set hard. He was in the wrong, of course. It was useful to have a fellow fagging at fielding, and the gardener’s boy was often pressed into that service on such occasions. 
  “My esteemed Wharton—” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  Wharton choked back his angry feelings. He did not want to appear a disgruntled ass. 
  “Oh, all right, if you’re going to field!” he called back. “Keep it up as long as you like!” 
  Stacey laughed. 
  “But you’re out!” he said. “Aren’t you handing me the bat?” 
  “What the dickens do you mean?” snapped Wharton. “This isn’t a cricket match.” 
  “Oh, quite! It isn’t cricket at all—so far as I can see!” answered Stacey coolly. “But your dusky friend seems to be a pretty good bowler, and I’d like to see whether I could stop him. As I’ve caught you out—” 
  “Oh, shut up!” 
  Stacey laughed again. 
  “They teach you fearfully good manners at Greyfriars!” he remarked. “You must be frightfully popular there!” 
  “So you know I’m a Greyfriars man,” said Harry. “Well, if you were at Greyfriars, you’d get some of the cheek knocked out of you, and it would do you good.” 
  “They don’t seem to have knocked any of it out of you!” drawled Stacey. “Here, catch, Day & Martin!”
  He tossed the ball to Hurree Singh, who caught it, frowning a little. “Day & Martin was an allusion to his dusky complexion, and the Nabob of Bhanipur did not relish such allusions. 
  “Catch me out again, and you can handle the bat and I’ll field for you!” said Harry Wharton contemptuously. 
  “Done!” said Stacey. 
  Wharton turned away from him, angry with Stacey, angry with himself for letting the fellow get his “rag” out in this way. He proceeded to knock the bowling about, Stacey looking on. His hands were not in his pockets now, and his eyes were very keen and wary, watching for a chance. 
  Hurree Singh, if not his angry chum, could see that the fellow was a cricketer. 
  It was fairly clear, to Inky at least, that if a chance came Stacey’s way he was the man to make the most of it. And a chance did come, after Wharton had been batting for about ten minutes. It was such a chance as only a first-rate man in the field could have made use of. 
  But the fellow spotted it, and jumped for it. His movement seemed like that of a whizzing arrow. He left the ground as if his legs were elastic, his hand flew up, and there was a smack as the ball landed in it. 
  “How’s that?” drawled Stacey. 
  Harry Wharton did not answer. He walked off, and handed the willow to Stacey. 

                                THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

                                       Startling News! 

HURREE JAMSET RAM SINGH compressed his lips a little as he prepared to bowl to the new batsman. The champion bowler of the Greyfriars Remove was determined to get that wicket if he could. 
  The chums of the Remove were there for cricket practice, and did not want Stacey; but Wharton’s contemptuous challenge had given him his chance, and he had taken it. Instead of Wharton getting some batting practice to the dusky nabob’s bowling, he was to fag at fielding, while Stacey handled the bat. No doubt he had asked for it, but that made it none the more agreeable. It would have been a keen satisfaction to Hurree Singh to send the fellow out with the first ball. 
 But he was denied that satisfaction. 
 The fellow could bat! 
  Not only could he bat, but he could bat as well as Wharton, or Vernon-Smith, or Squiff, or any other good batsman in the Greyfriars Remove. 
  Hurree Singh tested him with fast, slow, and medium balls, and he put paid to every variety. The nabob, looking rather grim, settled down to what he now realised to be a hefty task—irritating as well as hefty, for he wanted to bowl to his chum, not to this thrusting fellow. 
  Obviously, however, Stacey had to be allowed to remain at the wicket so long as he could keep his sticks up. Wharton was slow to believe that he could keep them up long against such bowling as Huree Singh’s. 
  But he did. 
  Neither did he give Wharton the remotest chance of catching him out. The captain of the Remove did a great deal of leather hunting—fetching the ball back from far distances. 
  Had it been Bob Cherry, or Johnny Bull, or his best chum, Frank Nugent who was at the wicket, Wharton would have been delighted, and the leather-hunting would not have worried him. 
  He was not delighted now. 
  He could not help feeling a reluctant admiration for the batting. His dislike of this fellow did not blind him to the fact that only a born batsman could have stood up to such bowling as Stacey was getting. He doubted whether Bob Cherry or Smithy could have done so. He was not at all sure that he could have done so himself. The nabob was going all out; but he might as well have bowled at a brick wall as at Stacey’s sticks. 
  Wharton, flushed and a little breathless, hunted leather; the nabob fagged hard at bowling; Stacey enjoyed himself, with a touch of swank in his manner that added to the annoyance of the Greyfriars fellows. 
  That the nabob could not take his wicket was clear. And Stacey, at last, held up his hand. 
  “Let’s call it a day!” he said. “Thanks for bowling, my dusky friend! Here’s your bat, Wharton!” 
  He lounged off. 
  Wharton took the bat gladly and yet reluctantly. The fellow was giving it up because he was too strong for Greyfriars! That was exceedingly unpleasant. 
  “Like me to send you down a few?” smiled Stacey. 
  “No!”
  “No what?” asked Stacey, laughing. 
  Wharton did not answer. 
  “Well, it would be only a waste of time, I dare say, and it’s near lunch now.” drawled Stacey. “I gather that you rather fancy yourself as a batsman, and you don’t want to be undeceived.” 
  “You fancy you could bowl me?” asked Harry. 
  “Just a few!” 
  “You can try, if you like” 
  “Oh, all right!”
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh silently tossed the ball to Stacey. Wharton went to the wicket. 
  The fellow seemed good at fielding, and undoubtedly he could bat The Greyfriars fellows were not prepared to believe that he was equally good with the leather—not without proof, at all events. Harry prepared to put all he knew into it. He was as watchful as a cat as the ball came down. 
  How it eluded his bat he never knew. The crash of a falling wicket told him that it had done so! He stared blankly at the strewed sticks. The fellow had bowled him first ball. 
  It was true he was out of practice. Probably this fellow had been putting in practice while he was at Wharton Lodge with time to kill. But he could bowl. 
Hurree Singh fielded the ball and sent it back. He sent it with a whiz, and Stacey caught it carelessly with his left hand. 
  He sent it down again. This time it was a slow, and Wharton sent it back along the pitch like a bullet. 
  Smack! 
  He jumped as Stacey held up the ball.
  “My esteemed hat!” ejaculated Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  Stacey laughed. 
  “Caught and bowled Stacey!” he said. “How’s that?” 
  Wharton stared at him along the pitch. The fellow had spread-eagled his wicket first ball, caught and bowled second ball. He was a bowler!” 
  “Well bowled!” came a deep voice. “Well bowled, sir!” 
  The three spun roundl. 
  A tall, bronzed gentleman had come on the field, unnoticed till then. It was Colonel Wharton. Evidently the colonel had returned to Wharton Lodge while his nephew was busy on the cricket pitch. 
  Colonel Wharton was an old cricketer. He still handled a bat on occasion. Harry had had his first instruction in the game from his uncle. The old colonel had a keen eye for good cricket. And Stacey’s cricket was good —first class. So it was no wonder that the colonel’s deep voice bore testimony to the same. But it did not sound pleasantly in his nephew’s ears. The old gentleman could not have arrived at a more unwelcome moment for his nephew. 
  Colonel Wharton, however, was quite unaware of that. He came up with a cheery smile on his kind, old, bronzed face. 
  “Sorry I was out when you got back, Harry!” he said. “Glad to see you again, Hurrec Singh!”
  “The gladfulness of my absurd self is terrific, honoured sahib!” said the Nabob of Bhanipnr. 
  “I see that you have already made friends with Ralph!” said the colonel. 
  “Ralph!” repeated Wharton. “Do you mean Stacey?” 
  There was no jealousy or malice in Harry’s nature; but it gave him a pang of discomfort to hear his uncle speak of Stacey as “Ralph.” Who the dickens was the fellow for Colonel Wharton to call him that—and with a tone of affection in his voice, too? 
  “Yes, Ralph Stacey,” said the colonel. “You have never met him before, Harry; but he is a distant relative of ours—”
  “I’ve never even heard of him!” said Harry, so dryly that his uncle gave him rather a sharp look. 
  “Well, I see that you’ve made his acquaintance now, Harry. I’m glad to see you playing cricket together—very glad! I fancy you will find Ralph very useful in the matches at Greyfriars.” 
  “At—at Greyfriars!” stammered Wharton. 
  “Yes. Ralph will be at Greyfriars for the new term. I have already arranged matters with Dr. Locke.” 
  “Oh!” gasped Wharton. 
  “But I will speak to you about that later,” added the colonel. “In your keenness on cricket you have rather forgotten lunch. I came out to look for you. Come in now!” 
  They walked to the house. Harry Wharton’s brain was almost in a whirl. A distant relation, and coming to Greyfriars—that tick! Hardly any news could have been more disagreeable to him. 
  He said no word as they went to the house. Hurree Singh, after a glance at his face, was silent, too. 
  Ralph Stacey was not silent. 
  He walked by the colonel’s side, chatting with him. As Harry said nothing, it was not unnatural for the colonel to talk only to Stacey as they walked through the gardens. Neither was it unnatural for Harry, in his present frame of mind, to fall a pace or two behind, and leave them to it 
  Anyone seeing the quartet just then might have supposed that Ralph Stacey was Colonel Wharton’s favourite nephew, and Harry the distant relation. That thought struck Wharton with intense bitterness. 
  The fellow had said that he had as much right there as Harry. Perhaps he had. Colonel Wharton had been a father to him; but he was not his father; he was his uncle, and had a right, if he chose, to take up any rotten outsider from nowhere. 
  Wharton was very silent as he followed his uncle and that distant relation into the house. And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was very silent, too, with a shade of trouble on his good-natured dusky face. 
                                            — — 
                              THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
                                   Uncle and Nephew! 
“YOU were surprised, Harry.” 
  “Yes.” 
  Colonel Wharton sat in a deep leather chair in the library. His nephew stood by the mantelpiece, his face turned a little away. 
  Lunch had not bn a very cheery meal. 
  Aunt Amy had been as kind as ever. She was obviously delighted to see her nephew again, and very busy and concerned about his things or the new term at school. There was no change in Aunt Amy. Was there a change in her brother? 
  It seemed to Harry that there was. 
  Wharton and Hurree Singh had little to say. Ralph Stacey had plenty to say. Yet it could not be said that he was talkative, loquacious. All that he said was sensible enough. And when the colonel spoke he listened with respectful attention. Harry reflected sarcastically that that respectful attention in the colonel’s presence hardly seemed in keeping with the way Stacey had spoken of him in his absence. 
  Miss Wharton did not notice anything amiss. But her brother seemcd to do so, and several times he gave Harry keen glances. Harry was quite conscious of the fact that his glum face showed to little advantage beside Stacey’s cheerful, smiling careless visage. That consciousness only made him glummer. 
  When after lunch the colonel told his nephew that he wished to speak to him in the library, his tone was almost curt. 
  Harry followed him in silence. 
  Now he stood waiting for what he was to hear. But his rigid attitude and glum silence seemed to disconcert the colonel a little, and it was some minutes before the old gentleman spoke. And when he did his nephew answered him with a monosyllable without looking at him. 
  Deep down in Harry’s heart was an angry resentment of Stacey’s presence in the house at all. He could not forget the taunting words—that the fellow had as much right there as he had. It was not true, and could never become true unless his uncle let him down, after encouraging his faith and trust ever since he could remember. It was as a mere child that he had come under his uncle’s care. He had asked nothing. All had been given unasked. Stacey was a thrusting interloper and a liar. He had no right, and Harry had a right. Why was the fellow there at all? 
  And he was going to be sent to Greyfriars—Harry’s school. It was not only in the holidays, apparently, but all through the term that Wharton was to see him—to tolerate his sarcastic grin, to hear his taunts, to make friends with him. His eyes gleamed at that idea. 
  Colonel Wharton coughed. Knowing nothing of the quarrel that had already taken place between his nephew and that distant relation, never dreaming of the taunt that Stacey had uttered, he was at a loss to understand the cold sulky look of his nephew. His bronzed face was a little grimmer as he went on: 
“No doubt you were surprised. Harry. You have probably never heard of Ralph before.” 
  “I’ve never heard of Stacey.” 
  Nothing would have induced Wharton to speak of the fellow as Ralph. 
You may have heard me speak of his father—Captain Stacey—an old brother- officer, Harry?” 
  “I don’t remember.” 
  “Well, well, probably not.” said the colonel, good-humouredly. “But I 
knew Captain Stacey well years ago, though it is very many years since I have seen him. His son is a relative of ours.” 
  “I never heard of any relatives named Stacey.” 
  “We have none, Harry. But, his mother was a Wharton—a sort of second or third cousin of yourself and myself.” 
  Wharton was silent. That accounted for the resemblance—if it really existed. 
“He is like you, Harry.” 
  “Is he!” said Harry. 
  “Anyone would observe it. Anyone could see that he is a Wharton on one side. I am sure.” 
  Wharton’s manner indicated that he was quite indifferent. As a matter of fact, he was annoyed by that resemblance. 
  He was not looking at his uncle, but his uncle was looking at him. James Wharton’s keen eyes were fixed very intently on his nephew’s profile. 
  “The boy has come under my care for a time, at least,” went on the colonel. “His father has been unfortunate in some respects. I need not go into details o thnat subject.” 
  “Not in the least. Captain Stacey’s affairs do not concern me in any way.” answered Harry. 
  The colonel seemed to swallow something. 
  “But,” went on Harry, I was surprised, as you say. If the—if he was coming to live here, it would have been natural for you to tell me so.” 
  “Of course, my dear boy. “But I never knew it myself till after you were gone to London with your friends,” explained his uncle. “It happened quite recently.” 
  “I see.” 
  Ralph has been here only a week.” 
  “He has made himself at home.” said Harry. 
  “I have asked him to do so, Harry. Surely, my boy, you would not refuse a welcome to a lad who is our relative, as he is mine, and when he is in need of a helping hand!” said Colonel Wharton, with a note of sternness in his voice. 
  “It is not for me to offer or refuse him a welcome.” answered Wharton 
coolly. “I can be civil to him, I suppose?” 
  “Have you taken a dislike to him, Harry?” asked the colonel abruptly. 
  “Why should I?” 
  “That is not an answer to my question. I see no reason whatever why you should, but it appears to me that you have done so!” 
  Wharton was silent. 
  “Will you answer me, Harry?” 
  “Yes, if you ask me. I don’t like him.” 
  “Why not?” 
  “My sulky temper, I suppose.” said Harry. 
  The colour came into the colonel’s bronzed cheeks. He did not speak for a full minute. But his tone was quiet, even gentle, when he spoke again. 
  “I can see that you do not like Ralph. Why, I cannot guess, as you have known him only a few hours. He is like you in looks, and I think in disposition, and I hoped you would be friends. You have tastes in common, too.” 
  “I hope not.” said Harry. 
  He was thinking of the cigarettes. 
  “You were playing cricket together when I found you.” said the colonel. “He is an excellent cricketer, Harry.” 
  “I know.” 
  Colonel Wharton gave a start. 
  “Harry, surely you are not foolish enough, absurd enough, to resent it because Ralph took your wicket so easily! Surely—”
  Wharton crimsoned. 
  “If you asked any man in the Remove, they’d tell you whether I’m jealous of othier fellows at games.” he muttered. 
  “I am sure you are not; but a momentary annoyance—” Colonel Wharton paused. “I had hoped that cricket would be a sort of bond of union between you two, Harrv. Ralph is very keen on the game—as keen as yourself. He is good at every branch of the game.” 
  “I know.” 
  “I tell you frankly,” said Colonel Wharton, “that I like the boy. He seems to me a very decent lad, healthy and wholesome and good-natured; and I can assure you on one point, Harry— he is very anxious to be good friends with you.” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  He could not help it; and it was a bitter, sarcastic laugh. The taunt that Ralph Stacey had flung at him showed exactly how much the fellow wanted to be friends with him. In that hour on the cricket ground, he had done everything he could to anger the colonel’s nephew—and had succeeded only too well. 
  “By Jove!” Colonel Wharton half rose. “If you can think of nothing better to do than to laugh at what I say, sir— ”
  “Sorry, uncle! But it was rather amusing.” 
  “I have said that Ralph desires to be friends with you. What is there amusing in that?” demanded the colonel. “Do you mean that you do not believe 
it?” 
  “Not a word of it,” said Harry. 
  “He has said so a dozen times—”
  “Very likely.” 
  “He has looked forward to your return here———” Colonel Wharton paused. “I utterly fail to see why you should distrust the word of a boy you do not know. I found you playing cricket together, and hoped that it was the beginning of a friendship. He is going to Greyfriars—” 
  “Is that necessary?” asked Harry. “There are plenty of other schools.” 
  “I have made arrangements for him to go to Greyfriars, and it is too late to alter them now—even if I desired to do so. But, naturally, I wish to send him to my own school and his father’s old school. Naturally, too, I wished him to be at school with you, Harry.” 
  “It’s for you to decide, of course!” 
  “I am glad you can see that at all events.” grunted the colonel. “I don’t understand you to-day, Harry. You seem to have taken a dislike to a boy who cannot have offended you in any way. I will never believe that you grudge him what he will receive from me while he is in my charge—” 
  Wharton’s lips curled bitterly. 
  “It’s not for me to grudge him or anyone else a share in what does not belong to me.” he answered. “He has as much right here as I have, no doubt.” 
  Colonel Wharton did not speak. He gazed at his nephew, long and hard. Grim sternness gathered in his brow. But it faded away, and a faint smile took its place. When he spoke, it was good-humouredly. 
  “You young ass!” he said. 
                                THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
                                       Friend or Foe? 
HARRY WHARTON looked at his uncle. 
  He had expected the colonel to be angry; and he did not care. But he had not expected this. The good-humoured tone, and the smile on the old, bronzed face disarmed him. 
  “You young ass!” repeated Colenel Wharton. “I think I have my finger on the trouble now!” His face became very earnest. “Listen to me, Harry! Your position here is perfectly well known to you and to me, and your friends and relatives. You are my brother’s son, my heir, standing in the place of a son to me. You have been brought up to that from early childhood. Do you think for one moment that I am a man to chop and change—a weak and vacillating man upon whom no reliance is to be placed, in whom no faith and trust can be felt?” 
  “Of course not.” muttered Harry, shamefacedly. 
  “I have never, I believe, given you any reason to suppose so,” said the colonel, “and I am giving you no reason now. You have the same right here, Harry, that you have always had. This lad Ralph has the right of a relative whose father is in difficulties, and whom it is my duty to befriend. That right, and nothiiig more or less.”
  “I’m sorry—” 
  “You should be sorry, if you have allowed distrustful and suspicious thoughts to enter your mind, said Colonel Wharton quietly. “If you fancied for a moment that I should dream of letting this lad, or anyone, take your place—you should be ashamed of such a thought, Harry.” 
  “I did not think so—but——” Wharton stammered. 
  Stacey’s taunt still rang in his ears. He could not forget that. 
  He could not tell his uncle what the fellow had said. He could not explain 
why he had been angry and resentful. But both anger and resentment had passed away now. 
  “If any such idea came into your mind, Harry, dismiss it and do not let it recur,” said his uncle. “I cannot imagine why—but let it drop! You may be assured that Ralph knows the position exactly; and in the circumstances of the case, you must surely see that it is up to you to give him a welcome and make him feel that he is not an intruder.” 
  “I’ll do my best!” 
  “That’s more like you, my boy!” said the colonel heavily, “and I believe you will like Ralph better when you know him better.” 
  Wharton did not think so; but he said nothing. He resolved, at least, to make the best of the fellow and keep on civil terms with him if he could. 
  “Whether he will remain with us, I cannot at present say,” continued Colonel Wharton. “It depends on his father’s circumstances which may improve. In the meantime, he will be at Greyfriars and this will be his home. He will accompany you to school to-morrow, Harry—and I rely on you to do everything you can for him as a new boy.” 
  “I’ll try.” 
  Wharton paused. 
  “Is he going to be in my Form?” he asked. He hoped that the answer would be in the negative. At Greyfriars, the different Forms mixed little; and a fellow in another Form could be kept at armslength easily enough. 
  “Yes; he has already seen Mr. Quelch, your Form-master,” explained the colonel. “He is going into the Remove. I thought of asking Mr. Quelch to place him in your study, with you and Nugent—” 
  “Oh!” 
  “But on second thoughts, I leave that to you, and you will do as you think best in the matter.” 
  “I will ask Quelch.” said Harry, at once. 
  “Ralph. of course, would like it.” said Colonel Wharton, unaware that his use of that name still grated on his nephew’s ears. “Take my word for it, Harry, he is very anxious to be good friends with you. You will have much in common, as you are both cricketers. And—and I should like you to be as kind and as thoughtful as possible in dealing with him. He is proud and high-spirited—a boy very like yourself, Harry—and a thoughtless word might wound him in his present circumstances, You would not wish that!” 
  “No! No!” 
  Wharton had a contrite feeling for the moment. The fellow had come into the house as a poor relation—that was what it boiled down to. 
  In such a position Harry realised only too clearly that he might himself have been touchy, ready to take offence. 
  He could forgive his own faults and weaknesses in another. He could be patient, untiringly patient, with a sensitive fellow who felt that he was a dependent. 
  But was there, after all, anything of that kind about Stacey? Certainly he had shown no sign of it to Harry. 
  He had acted like a fellow who felt hostile and did not choose to take the trouble to conceal his hostility. 
  Possibly, comparing his own position with Harry’s, he resented the difference. That was unreasonable; but not inexcusable. But it did not consort with the impression he had given the colonel that he was anxious to make friends with Harry Wharton. In that, at least, he was spoofing—he had pulled the old colonel’s leg. The fellow did not feel friendly, and did not want to be his friend. 
  Colonel Wharton watched his nephew’s thoughtful face. Harry forced himself to smile. 
  His uncle, at least, was the same as ever: if the fellow was trying to make trouble there, he had not succeeded. And, after all, perhaps first impressions were not very reliable. Wharton’s own actions on the first meeting had not been calculated to make a good impression on Stacey, perhaps! 
  “I’ll do my very best, uncle,” said Harry impulsively. “If we can’t be friends, I know it won’t be my fault.” 
  “Then I am sure you will be friends, my dear boy!” said the colonel. 
  Wharton left the library, 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was waiting for him in the hall. He had a tennis racket under his arm. 
  “Tennis?” said Harry. “Good! Look here, let’s ask Stacey if he would like to play.” 
  The nabob raised his dusky eyebrows slightly. This was rather unexpected. 
Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “Nunky’s been talking to me.” he said. “I—I dare say the fellow’s not the offensive ass he made himself out to be—”
  “Thanks!” drawled a sarcastic voice. 
  Wharton stared round as Ralph Stacey rose from an armchair in the hall, the high back of which had hitherto hidden him from Harry’s sight. 
  The captain of the Remove coloured. 
  “I—I didn’t mean—” he stammered. 
  “You didn’t mean me to hear your opinion of me?” said Stacey, with a curl of the lip. “No doubt!” 
  Wharton breathed hard. 
  “Look here, Stacey,” he said, “my uncle wants us to be friends.” 
  “Benevolent old bean!” drawled Stacey; and both the Greyfriars juniors noted that he glanced round before he spoke, obviously to make sure that no one else was within hearing. 
  Wharton compressed his lips. The fellow was speaking in tones of mockery of the man who was standing his friend. If this was the sensitiveness of a poor relation, it was taking a strange form. But the captain of the Greyfriars Remove made one more effort. 
  “I’ve told my uncle that I will be friends with you if possible.” he said quietly. “It rests with you.” 
  “I’d rather choose my own friends, thanks.” said Stacey coolly. 
  Wharton’s eyes glittered. 
  “That’s enough,” he said. “Come on, Inky!”
  The library door opened, and Colonel Wharton came out into the hall. He glanced at the three boys. 
  “Tennis?” he said cheerily. “ You’ll find Ralph quite good at it, Harry. He gave me too much to do yesterday.” 
  “Just luck, sir.” said Stacey pleasantly. “I don’t suppose I could stand up to Harry—though I’d like to try, if he’s willing.” 
  “Get your racket, my boy.” said the colonel. 
  Wharton did not speak; he was almost confounded by the ease with which Stacey assumed a carelessly friendly manner in the colonel’s presence. What sort of a fellow was this? 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh’s dark eyes dwelt curiously on Ralph Stacey. The fellow was deliberately pulling the colonel’s leg, with a contemptuous disregard of what the colonel’s nephew thought of it. Harry had the choice of swallowing his duplicity without a word, or of refusing to p1ay tennis with him, and looking ungracious and unfriendly in his uncle’s eyes. He stood silent. 
  Stacey lounged away, and came back with a racket and a bag of balls. Wharton went to change his shoes, glad to get away from the fellow. Colonel Wharton remained talking to Stacey, and walked down to the tennis court with the three when they were ready, a smile on his kind old face. 
                             THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
                                       Bitter Blood! 
“LOOK here—” muttered Harry. Colonel Wharton had sat down in a hammock near the court to look on while the boys played. He was glad to see them on such friendly terms. 
  They were in full view of him, but out of his hearing, as they stood by the net. It was a difficult position for Harry. Gladly he would have twisted the smiling Stacey over the net and given him “six” wìth the racket. Under the colonel’s eye, however, that was hardly practicable. But the fellow’s double dealing made him feel a sense of loathing. 
  “My esteemed chum,” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh warningly. The nabob could see that Stacey would have been pleased by a quarrel, in which Harry Wharton would have been placed in the wrong. 
  But Wharton could see that, too, and he was determined that the fellow should not get away with it. 
  He controlled his anger with difficulty—but he controlled it. 
  “Did you speak?” yawned Stacey. 
  “I did! You don’t want to play tennis with me, you only want to make yourself offensive,” said Harry in a low, bitter tone. “Leave us alone, then.” 
  “Quite right, I don’t—if your tennis is anything like your cricket.” said Stacey, with a cool nod. “I’m accustomed to a decent game. But the old bean seems to want it.” 
  “Don’t speak of my uncle like that to me!” muttered Wharton in a choking voice. 
  “I shall speak of him exactly as I like.” answered Stacey coolly. “You are not master here, I believe; though you seem to fancy that you are. We are both poor relations of the kind old gent, I believe.” 
  “Would you dare to say that if he could hear you?” asked Harry scornfully. 
  Stacey laughed. 
  “Tell him what I said if you like!” he retorted. 
  “You know I shall not do that.” 
  Stacey shrugged his shoulders. 
  “Let us get on with the esteemed tennis,” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “Perhapsfully you would prefer me to play the excellent and execrable Stacey, my absurd chum.” 
  “Not at all; dear Harry’s playing.” said Stacey. “The kind old bean is expecting it, and we mustn’t disappoint him. You can keep my score if you like, my dusky friend; you won’t have any score to keep for Harry.” 
  “The swankfulness is tcrrific.” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Well, I’m judgin’ by dear Harry’s cricket; of course, he may be able to play tennis,” drawled Stacey. “But if he handles a racket as he does a bat you won’t get a headache countin’ up his score.” 
  Wharton looked at him. This was the fellow with whom his uncle desired him to make friends. 
  “Let’s get it over,” he muttered. 
  It fell to Stacey to serve. As he gave the service it was easy to see that he was a tennis player; probably, too, he was in practice, and Wharton was not. And Wharton’s angry bitterness of mood was not conducive to good tennis, or any other game. 
  He returned the ball with a long shot to the corner of the court. But Staccy moved like lightning; he sent the ball back over he net with a shot that left Wharton standing. 
  It was fifteen—love. And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh set his lips; almost more than Wharton he wanted his chum to win that set. 
  Thirty—love came next, then forty— love, and game. Stacey had made his words good; there was no score for Wharton. 
  He set his teeth, determined to go all out in the next game. But it was futile. Stacey simply washed him out, and laughed when he won the set. 
  “You’re captain of your Form at Greyfriars, I believe?” he asked, as Wharton came off the court with a flushed face. 
  “Yes.” 
  “Ye gods!” said Stacey, 
  Wharton’s eyes turned at him. “What does that mean exactly?” he asked. 
  “Don’t they play games at all at Greyfriars?” asked Stacey. “I mean, you can’t play tennis and you can’t play cricket. And if you’re Captain in games, what the thump must the games be like?” 
  Wharton made no answer to that. The only adequate answer would have been to hit out and send Stacey spinning across the court. But for the colonel’s presence he might have made that answer. 
  “Not chucking it, Harry?” called out Colonel Wharton from the hammock. “Fed-up with one set?” 
  “I’m not feeling like tennis, uncle,” answered Harry. He could not tell the old gentleman what he was feeling like. 
  He walked away before Colonel Wharton could answer, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh followed him. Stacey came across to the colonel. His face was smiling, but the old colonel’s was a little clouded. He had—as he could hardly help having—the impression that Harry was annoyed at being beaten at tennis by the fellow who had taken his wicket so easily at cricket. A fellow who could not take a beating was no sportsman; the colonel’s opinion was very strong on that point. 
  “Tired of tennis, Ralph?” he asked. 
  “Not at all; keen on it. But Harry seems to be fed-up.” answered Stacey. 
“I’ll give you a game.” said Colonel Wharton, getting out of llio hammock. 
  Harry Wharton walked quickly to the house; he did not speak to his comrade till he reached it. 
  In the hall he looked at Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “What do you think of that chap, Inky?’ he asked in a low voice. 
  “The thinkfulness could not be expressed in politeful language.” answered the nabob. 
  “How’s a fellow to deal with a cur like that? Thank goodness it’s only the one day here; school to-morrow!” said Harry. “I’ve got to keep my temper with him here, under my uncle’s eyes, but at Greyfriars—” His voice trembled with anger. “By Jove! If I get his dashed cheek at school as I’ve had it here I’ll knock it back down his throat fast enough!” 
  “The knockfulness will be the proper caper!” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Si ngh. 
  “And my uncle wants us to be friends!” breathed Wharton. “Why, the fellow absolutely loathes me—why, goodness knows! But he does; it’s in every look and every tone of his voice. And I’ve said I’ll ask Quelch to put him in my study at Greyfriars!” 
  The nabob whistled. 
  “I shall have to keep my word. But, by gum, it he cheeks me in Study No. 1 at Greyfriars as he has here—” 
  Wharton did not finish the sentence. It was clear that Colonel Wharton, hoping that his nephew and his relative were going to be great friends at Greyfriars was booked for a disappointment. 

                         THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                              A Surprise for the Co.! 

“HALLO, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob Cherry. 
  Smack! 
  The platform at Courtfield Station swarmed with fellows going back for the new term.
  Bob was looking for his friends in the swarm, and several voices were raised in protest as he shoved a way about to look for them. 
  The end of the holidays had had no depressing effect on Robert Cherry’s exuberant spirits. His cheery face was merry and bright. 
  He grinned and nodded to fellows he knew, and skilfully dodged Billy Bunter, who made a grab at his arm and missed. He sighted Harry Wharton 
—or at least, a fellow who looked like Harry Wharton—and shoved a way to him, sending Temple of the Fourth tottering in one direction and Hoskins of the Shell in another. Tubb, Paget, and Bolsover minor of the Third got in his way—but only stayed in his way for a moment. Bob cheerfully upset the three fags in sheer exuberance of spirits. 
  But he had to stop as Loder and Carne and Walker of the Sixth got in 
the way. Upsetting prefects of the Sixth Form was not practical politics. Bob went round them. 
  And so he came on the fellow who looked like Wharton from behind, roared in his ear, and administered a smack on the shoulder that made him stagger. 
  An exuberant smack on the shoulder from Bob was not a light matter. The junior who received it staggered and almost fell on his knees. 
  He was saved by barging into Coker of the Fifth, who shoved him back unceremoniously. Horace Coker of the Fifth was not to be barged by fags. 
  Coker’s hefty shove sent him staggering back on Bob, who caught him by the shoulders and playfully waltzed him round. 
  There was little room for waltzing in the crowded platform, swarming with fellows from all quarters, changing for the Friardale train. 
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   Roars of protest greeted the performance. 
  “You howling ass!” yelled Fry of the Fourth. 
  “Keep off my feet!” yelled Bolsover major of the Remove. 
  “Don’t barge, you blithering bargee!” shouted Stewart of the Shell. 
  The fellow Bob had collared, and whom he did not doubt for a moment, was Harry Wharton, yelled and struggled. 
  Bob had had only a glimpse of him in the crowd, but he had no doubt about. his identity, and never dreamed that another fellow, who looked a good deal like Harry Wharton, had arrived as a new boy. 
  “Here we are, here we are, here we are again!” chanted Bob, as he waltzed his victim round, barging into fellows right and left. 
  “Let go, you fool!” yelled the junior in his grasp. 
  “Eh—what?” ejaculated Bob. 
  If Wharton had said “Let go, you ass!” or “Chuck it, fathead!” he would not have been surprised. But that angry, suspicious snap surprised him a great deal. 
  He let go at once, staring at the fellow. The junior recovered his balance, and stood gasping for breath. 
  “You thumping idiot! What are you up to?” he bawled. 
  “Wharton, old bean—” gasped Bob. 
  “I’m not Wharton, you fool!” 
  Bob stared at him. Now that he gave the fellow a close inspection, he could see that he was not Wharton. The likeness was striking, now that Ralph Stacey was dressed like Wharton, and at a casual glance he might very easily have been mistaken for the captain of the Remove. But a good look at the fellow was enough. 
  “Well, my only hat!” ejaculated Bob, in amazement. “Sorry, old thing! I 
took you for Wharton of my Form!”
“You silly ass!” 
  The fellow was rumpled and ruffled, and evidently annoyed. Bob did not like either his look or his tone, but he was sorry for the mistake. A fellow could barge a fellow he knew, but Bob certainly would not have barged a stranger if he could have helped it. 
  “Your fault, you know!” he said, with a cheery grin. 
  “What do you mean, you ass?” 
  “You’re so jolly like Wharton to look at, I mean! Not now that I look at 
you, but at a distance.” 
  “What silly rot!” 
  “Well, I only spotted you at a distance, you know, and in this crowd—  Anyhow, I’m sorry! You’re really a lot like Wharton.” 
  “You insulting fathead!” 
  Bob stared at him. 
  “Insulting!” he repeated. “What do you, mean, you tick? I suppose you 
don’t know Wharton. But I can tell you it’s a compliment to be mistaken for one of the best-looking fellows in the Remove!” 
  “Must be a scrubby lot if Wharton’s the best looking!”
  “Then you do know him?” said Bob, puzzled. “Are you a relation of his?” 
“If I am, it’s not a thing to brag of.” And the new fellow, having set his collar and tie straight, and his hat, turned on his heel. 
  Bob stared after him. 
  From the likeness, he could have no doubt that the fellow was related to his chum. It seemed also that he was a new boy coming to Greyfriars. His remarks about Wharton did not indicate that there was any love lost between them. 
  “Well, my hat!” ejaculated Bob. 
  A bang in the ribs drew his attention. He spun round, to behold Frank Nugent and Johnny Bull. They grinned at him cheerily. 
  “Oh, here you are!” exclaimed Bob. “I’ve been looking for you. Seen Wharton or Inky?” 
  “Not yet,” said Frank. “Wharton will be here, though; he told me the time of his train.” 
  “Has he got a relation coming to Greyfriars this term?” asked Bob. 
  Nugent stared. 
  “Not that I know of!” he answered. 
  “Haven’t heard of him.” said Johnny. 
  “Well, I’ve just got hold of a fellow who’s remarkably like him to look at !” said Bob. A rather ill tempered sort of chap, and he’s a new kid for Greyfriars, plain enough. A cousin or something, I suppose.” 
  “Wharton never mentioned him in his letter.” said Frank. “And he said nothing about him in the hols.” 
  “Where is he?” asked Johnny Bull, “if he’s a relation of Wharton’s, we may as well be civil to him.” 
  Bob made a grimace. 
  “I don’t think he’s got much use for civility, from the way ho spoke!” he said. “He didn’t like being smacked on the shoulder, anyhow.” 
  Frank Nugent laughed. 
  “Your smacks are a bit hefty, old chap. They want getting used to; and if he’s a stranger—” 
  “Well, there he is!” 
  Stacey was still in sight, and Bob pointed him out. His back was to the Juniors, but in the athletic figure there was a fleeting resemblance to the captain of the Remove. 
  “Let’s go and speak to him!” said Johnny Bull. 
  “Oh, all right!” 
  The three juniors bore down on Stacey. After his words with the fellow Bob was dubious, but Frank and Johnny were rather keen to make his acquaintance. If he was a relative of Harry Wharton’s, Harry’s friends were prepared to give him a very cheery welcome to the school. 
  Frank tapped him on the shoulder, and he stared round. His brow darkened at Bob Cherry. 
  “You again!” he snapped. 
  Bob did not answer. He did not want to quarrel with a relative of his friend, and silence was golden. 
  “Cheerio!” said Frank Nugent. His eyes were curiously on the handsome though by no means amicable, face. “Bob’s right! You’re a lot like Wharton. You must be a relation. We’re Wharton’s friends.” 
  “That doesn’t concern me, I suppose!” 
  “Eh—what? Look here, are you a relation of Wharton, or not?” demanded Frank, considerably nettled. 
  “My misfortune, not any fault!” answered Stacey coolly. “A fellow can’t help his relationships, worse luck!” 
  The juniors stared at him. New fellows, at any school, were seldom so cool and self-possessed as this fellow evidently was. Whatever qualities Ralph Stacey lacked, he did not lack assurance. 
  “Is your name Wharton?” asked Johnny Bull. 
  “Thank goodness, no.” 
  “Oh come on, you men!” said Bob. “Whether he’s a relation or not, he’s no friend of Harry’s, that’s plain enough.” 
  “Quite!” said Stacey. “Now perhaps you’ll be kind enough to leave me alone and let me catch my train.” 
  “We’ll leave you alone fast enough!” growled Johnny Bull. “Poor old Wharton—what rotten luck to have a tick like that landed on him at school!” 
  Stacey shrugged his shoulders, and walked on. The three juniors exchanged a rather eloquent look; 
  “Who the dickens is the fellow?” muttered Bob. “Relation of Wharton’s— that’s plain; but its queer that he’s never mentioned him or told us that he was coming to Greyfriars.” 
  “Jolly queer!” said Frank. “Bother him—cheeky tick, whoever he is! Let’s go and look for Harry and Inky.” 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  It was the fat squeak of Billy Bunter. 
  “Hook it!” grinned Bob. 
  “I say—“ roared Bunter. 
  But the Co “hooked” it, leaving William George Bunter blinking after them through his big spectacles, with an indignant blink. 
                                 THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 
                                           Left Behind! 
HURREE JAMSET RAM SINGH waved a dusky hand. 
  With the other, he nudged Harry Wharton. 
  “Here are our ridiculous friends.” he remarked, 
  The nabob had his eyes open for the Co. Harry Wharton seemed to be plunged in deep, and not very pheasant thought. 
  Colonel Wharton had seen the three boys off at Wimford, and seen them settled in a carriage together. 
  Wharton had considered, in his mind, whether to change carriages when they changed trains at Lantham. But he need not have bothered about that for at the first stop Stacey changed carriages. 
  Wharton had not seen him since, either at Lantham, or now at Courtfield. That was agreeable so far as it went; he did not want to see the fellow. But the prospect of a whole term of him in the same study at Greyfriars was distinctly disagreeable. 
  Certainly he could deal with him rather more easily and freely at Greyfriars than, at Wharton Lodge. There was a certain satisfaction in the thought of punching, his head. Still, that was not wholly satisfactory, considering that the fellow was a relation, and that his uncle strongly desired that they should be friends. 
  “Hallo ,hallo, hallo! Here we are again!” sang out Bob Cherry, as the Co came up. “The right bird this time!” And he smacked Harry on the shoulder. 
  Harry Wharton smiled. Bob’s cheery, ruddy face was like a tonic to him after his gloomy thoughts on the subject of Stacey. 
  “Jolly glad to see you, men,” he said. 
  “The gladfulness is terrific!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Not to say absurd and preposterous, what?” chuckled Bob. “Why didn’t you tell us you had a jolly old relation coming, Wharton?” 
  Wharton started. 
  “You’ve seen Stacey!” he exclaimed. 
  “Is his name Stacey? We’ve seen him—and I took him for you and banged him on the back!” grinned Bob. ‘He was rather shirty!”
  “He would be!” said Harry, with a curl of the lip. 
  “You didn’t tell us he was coming!” said Frank. 
  “I never knew till yesterday,” answered Harry. “When I got home yesterday I found that the fellow had blown in from nowhere.”
  That reply was enough to enlighten the Co. Obviously, Wharton liked the fellow who so resembled him, no more than that fellow liked Wharton! The subject was dropped at once. 
  “Well, let’s push for the train!” said Bob. “This Co. never gets left for the second train! Rally round, old beans!” 
  The Famous Five pushed for the train. There was always push for that train on the first day of term. The second train was not long after the first; but fellows disdained to go by the second train it they could help it. In the midst of a boisterous crowd the chums of the Remove headei for the local platform.. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Jolly old Bunter again!” roared Bob Cherry, as he spotted a fat red face and a pair of glistening spectacles. “Race you to the local train, Bunter.” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—”
  “Put it on!” chuckled Bob. 
  “I say, you fellows, wait for me!” roared Bunter. 
  Nobody was likely to wait for anybody, in the push for the first train. The fat Owl of the Remove disappeared in the crowd as the Famous Five pushed 
on. 
  “Beasts!” floated over innumerable heads. 
  The local platform was already crowded. The train for Friardale, standing in the station, was filling fast. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” There’s his nibs again!” exclaimed Bob, as he sighted a handsome face looking from a carriage window.  
  Stacey had the carriage door shut and was leaning out. Outside three fags of the Second Form were in a state of great excitement—Nugent minor, Gatty, and Myers. As Stacey filled the window, blocking the view, some of the fellows had an impression that the carriage was full, and passed it. But Dicky Nugent & Co. had spotted the fact that there were empty seats: 
  “Let go that door, you tick!” yelled Nugent minor. “Why, you cheeky cad, 
you’ve got an empty carriage there!” We’re coming in!”
  Stacey looked down on the indignant fag, and laughed. 
  Possibly he did not want the small fry as travelling companions. He could hardly have expected to keep a carriage to himself on a crowded train; but he did not choose to let the fags in. 
  “Will you let us in?” howled Dicky. 
  “No!” answered Stacey coolly. 
  “Here’s room, you fellows!” yelled Sammy Bunter farther along the train; and Dicky & Co., giving it up, rushed along and joined Bunter minor. 
  The Famous Five were at the carriage door the next moment. 
  “Lots of room here.” said Bob. “This is luck!”
  Stacey let the door open then. He could not treat Remove men as he had treated the fags of the Second. After the Famous Five came Vernon-Smith and Tom Redwing, and Peter Todd, and Squiff, and Hazeldone, crowding up. 
  “Hop in, you men!” yelled Bob. “Keep out those Fourth Form ticks!” 
  “Look here—” shouted Temple, of the Fourth. 
  “Barge ‘em off!” grinned Smithy. 
  Temple, Dabney & Co. were barged off. Removites scrambled into the carriage. The Co. were in, and Vernon-Smith and Redwing followed; but Harry Wharton hesitated. He did not want to pack into the same carriage with Stacey. But the Co. shouted to him. 
  “Come on, Wharton!” 
  “Buck up, old bean!” 
  Toddy and Hazel and Squiff got in. The carriage was not only full—but over full. Stacey made a move to shut the door, 
  “Hold on!” said Bob and he pushed the door open again. 
  “The carriage is crammed already!” snapped Stacey. “We don’t want any more in here!” 
  “We want Wharton—”
  “I don’t!” 
  “What you want, my pippin, doesn’t matter a brass button.” retorted Bob. “Let that door alone!” 
  And as Stacey made another attempt to drag the door shuit Bob pushed him black into his seat without ceremony. 
  “Jump in, old bean!” said Bob. “The train will be going in a tick!” 
  Wharton had been thinking of going further along, though naturally he wanted to travel with his friends. But Stacey’s attempt to bar him out was enough for him. His eyes gleamed as he stepped up. 
  Stacey jumped to his feet. 
  “Get out!” he shouted. 
  “Oh, shut up!” answered Harry contemptuously. 
  “The carriage is too full already! You’ve no right to barge in here, and you know it” 
  Wharton’s lips curled. 
  “You ought to have a fellow feeling for a chap who barges in where he has no right!” he answered sarcastically. 
  Stacey’s face flamed. It was a bitter taunt, and unlike Wharton to utter it; but since their first meeting Stacey had hardly spoken to him without uttering a taunt of some kind; and he could scarcely expect to have it all his own way. But like many people who are careless of the feelings of others, Stacey had sensitive feelings of his own. 
  “You—you rotter!” panted Stacey, and he swung up his clenched hand to strike. 
  Bob Cherry shoved him back just in time and he sat down heavily in the corner seat. 
  “None of that, please!” said Bob curtly. 
  Wharton, with a careless shrug, passed through the crowded carriage to stand by the opposite window. Stacey rose again. 
  “Will you get out?” he shouted. 
  “No.” answered Wharton coolly. 
  “Then I’ll call the porter to turn you out!” Stacey leaned from the door and shouted “Porter! Porter!” 
  “Who the thump’s that bargee!” exclaimed Herbert Vernon-Smith in amazement. “New kid—carryin’ on in that style!” 
  “Kick him out!” said Peter Todd. 
  “Porter!” yelled Stacey. 
  “Shut up, you tick.” roared Bob Cherry, “and shut that door!”
  “Hold your tongue!” 
  “By gum!” gasped Bob. 
  He grasped the junior at the door by the back of his collar. 
  “If there’s too many in the carriage, old bean, you’ll make one less by getting out!” he said, and he hooked Stacey through the doorway and dropped him bodily on the platform. 
  Bump! 
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  “Ha, ha, ha!” came a roar from the crowded carriage. 
  Bob, grinning, slammed the door. 
  Stacey was on his feet in a twinkling and grasping at the door-handle. But Bob held it fast inside. 
  “You rotter!” yelled Stacey. “Let me in at once!” 
  “You’re staying out!” answered Bob coolly. “If you can’t behave yourself, my pippin, you can’t expect to travel with nicely brought up chaps like us—”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  There was a shriek from the engine. The crowd on the platform backed away from the train—with the exception of Stacey. He tore frantically at the immovable door-handle. 
  A porter rushed up. 
  “Stand back, sir!” 
  Stacey, unheeding, wrenched and wrenched. The train was beginning to move, and the porter caught him by the shoulder and jerked him back so 
suddenly that he sat down on the platform. 
  Bob Cherry waved a cheery hand at him as the train glided away for Friar- dale. The windows were packed with laughing faces. Stacey, sitting breathless on the platform, gasping, disappeared from sight. 
                            THE NINTH CHAPTER. 
                                   Two In a Taxi! 
BILLY BUNTER grinned. 
  Bunter had lost that train, like a good many other fellows. 
He rolled on the local platform in time to see it disappearing down the line and Stacey sitting on the platform staring after it as it went. Wherefore did the fat Owl of the Remove grin. 
  Stacey was breathless, he looked rather untidy, and his hat had fallen off. And he had been dropped out of a carriage by fellows who did not want his company. Which amused Billy Bunter—especially as he supposed that he was blinking at Harry Wharton, and not at a new fellow whom he had never seen before. 
  Stacey’s likeness to Wharton was close enough for him to be mistaken for his relative at a distance or at a casual glance. To the short-sighted Owl of the Remove he was Wharton. And as Wharton had declined to stop and wait for Bunter when requested so to do. Bunter’s opinion was that this served him jolly well right. So he grinned a fat grin as Stacey sat up and panted, and at length scrambled to his feet, still panting.  
  Quite a number of other fellows seemed amused also, and the exasperated new junior glared round at a good many grinning faces. Glaring, however, only made fellows grin the more, and Stacey, red and breathless and rather dishevelled, turned away and moved out of the crowd. He found a seat at the end of the platform and sat down there and dusted his clothes and set his collar and tie straight. While he was thus occupied, a fat youth in spectacles sat down by his side. 
  “Hard cheese, old chap!” said Bunter sympathetically. 
  Stacey stared at him and did not answer. 
  He had made himself unpleasant to several fellows who had been quite willing to be civil to him, and he was little disposed to be any more agreeable to this fat fellow blinking at him like an owl. 
  Billy Bunter was not grinning now. His fat face assumed a sympathetic expression. 
  “You’ve lost the train, old chap!” he said. 
  “I don’t need you to tell me that.” 
  “I’ve lost it too, old fellow.” 
  “What does that matter to me?” 
  BilIy Bunter blinked at him. A bump on the platform and getting left behind was not calculated to improve any fellow’s temper. Still, he was rather surprised by such snappish answers from Wharton. Wharton had a temper, it was true, but there was nothing snappish about him as a rule. 
  “Well, don’t bite a fellows head off!” said Bunter tartly. 
  “Oh, ring off!” 
  “What I mean is—look here, you’ve lost the train, old bean, and so have I” said Bunter. “You don’t want to wait for the next, I suppose, and I don’t! I’m going to take a taxi” 
  “Is it long to the next train?” asked Stacey. 
  Bunter blinked again. A new fellow might naturally ask that question, but every Greyfriars man knew that the second train followed the first in ten minutes. However, if Wharton had forgotten that circumstance, Bunter was not going to tell him. It did not even occur to his fat brain that this fellow who looked like Wharton was not Wharton. Bunter’s vision was limited, even with the aid of his big spectacles. 
  “Oh, about three-quarters of an hour.” said Bunter airily, 
  Stacey uttered an angry exclamation. Certainly he did not want to hang about a railway station for three-quarters of an hour. 
  “My idea is a taxi.” said Bunter. “I’m going to take a taxi to the school, old fellow, and I’ll give you a lift in it if you like.” 
  “Oh,” said Stacey, a little more amiably, “that’s not a bad idea. Is it far to the school from here? Most of the fellows seem to be taking the train.” 
  The Owl of the Remove blinked again. A new fellow, of course, would hardly know how far it was to Greyfriars from Courtfield. But such a question from Harry Wharton was quite astonishing. It looked as if the captain of the Remove had had a lapse of memory during the holidays. 
  “Eh!  You know how far it is.” said Bunter. 
  “How the thump should I know?” snapped Stacey. 
  “Oh crikey!” Well, it’s three or four miles.” said Bunter. “What about the taxi, old chap? I’ll give you a lift.” 
  He blinked hopefully at the supposed Wharton! Bunter hardly expected to get away with this. It was Bunter’s delightful way when he could to take a taxi and leave the other fellow to pay the fare. But with a fellow who knew him so well, it was hardly a hopeful proposition. Still, there was no harm in trying it on. 
  “I don’t want you to give me a lift,” answered Stacey. “but I’ll share a taxi with you if you like, half each.” 
  “Done!” said Bunter. “This way!” Bunter was more than astonished. He would not have been surprised if Wharton had said “Rats!” He would not have been surprised if Wharton had hired a taxi, having lost the train, and given him a lift in it. But he was very much surprised at this businessliko proposition. It seemed to indicate that Wharton had completely forgotten Billy Bunter’s manners and customs in financial matters. 
  However, astonished as he was, Bunter was satisfied. He was as willing to bilk his fellow-passenger for half the taxi fare as for the whole of the taxi fare In fact, Bunter did not care a straw what arrangement was made so long as he got a taxi, with sornebody with him who could be left to deal with the driver when they got to the school. 
  Bunter preferred taxicabs to trains! Fellows who had money to burn, like Lord Mauleverer of the Remove, would take a taxi from Courtfield, instead of going on in the local train to Friardale and getting on the school bus. All that prevented Bunter from doing so was lack of cash. With a fellow in his company who had cash, it was all right 
  So he rolled out of the station cheerfully with Stacey, still in the happy belief that the fellow was Harry Wharton. 
  He was rather in a hurry to get out. The sight of fellows crowding into the second train would certainly have warned the fellow that he had not three-quarters of an hour to wait! As Wharton seemed to have forgotten all about that, Bunter did not want him to be reminded. 
  Stacey, on the other hand, not having the faintest idea that Bunter mistook him for Wharton, or that the fat fellow in spectacles knew Wharton at all, was glad to share a taxi with a Greyfrars fellow going to the school 
  Taxi-fares were expansive for schoolboys; but not so expensive when whacked out. A taxi was just rolling off with Ogilvy, Russell, Newland, and Tom Brown of the Remove in it— whacking it out. It was quite a sensible arrangement—with any fellow but Bunter. But Stacey, of course, did not yet know his Bunter! Neither had he any intention of knowing him, for that matter—he did not like his looks, or regard him as an acquaintance worth making. As soon as they reached the school he intended to drop that fat fellow like a hot brick. 
  He beckoned to a taxi-driver, and the two stepped in. Bunter could hardly believe in his good luck when he sat in the taxi, bowling away down Courtfield High Street. Wharton seemed to have grown remarkably trustful and unsuspicious during the holidays! Perhaps he really supposed that Bunter was going to pay half that taxi-fare! It would have been a difficult matter for Bunter, who had spent all his cash reserves on the journey in refreshments, liquid and solid. Bunter was prepared to owe him the money till he received a postal order he was expecting shortly. That really was the best Bunter could do for him, whatever he might expect! 
  “What did they chuck you off the train for, old chap?” asked Bunter, by way of agreeable conversation as the taxi ran out of Courtfield and entered the road across the common. 
  “Find out!” answered Stacey curtly. 
  “That’s why I’m asking you, old bean! Were they Remove chaps?” asked Bunter. “I thought I saw Smithy—” 
  “Give us a rest!” 
  It was not a pleasant subject to Stacey. But Bunter was interested and rather puzzled. He supposed that Harry Wharton would be with his friends, and it was rather remarkable for one member of the Famous Five to be “chucked” off the train without the intervention from the rest. 
  “I say, you needn’t be so jolly shirty!” said Bunter. “I never chucked you off the train, you know—he, he, he! You came down rather a wallop!”
  “Dry up!”
  “Shan’t!” said Bunter independently. “You seem to have turned up in a jolly bad temper! You’ve got a rotten temper!” 
  Stacey’s eyes gleamed at him. His temper just then was certainly 
extremely “rotten.” 
  “Look here!” he said, “I’m sharing this taxi with you, but I don’t want your conversation! Shut up!” 
  “I’ll suit myself about that!” retorted Bunter. 
  “You’ll suit me if you don’t want your fat nose tweaked!” answered Stacey. 
  Bunter blinked at him and decided to shut up. He hardly knew Wharton now 
—he seemed infinitely worse-tempered than last term, and his voice was sharper in tone—almost like a different voice. However, Bunter did not want his fat little nose tweaked, so he said no more. 
  The taxi arrived at the school gates. 
  The two juniors descended. 
  “Four shillings, sir?” said the driver, as Stacey turned to him. 
  “That’s two each.” said Stacey, glancing round at Billy Bunter. 
  Bunter was going through his pockets with an air of sedulous search. 
  “Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Bunter. “Blessed if I’ve got any change! Never 
mind—you settle the fare and I’ll settle with you later.” 
  “You’ll settle with me now!” snàpped Stacey. “I can give you change.” 
  “Oh all right! Got change for a fiver?” asked Bunter. 
  Stacey gave him a look, and paid the taximan. Billy Bunter took advantage of the few moments thus occupied to roll away. But he had not rolled very far when Stacey’s hand was on his shoulder. 
  “Two shillings, please!” snapped Stacey. 
  Billy Bunter breathed hard through his fat little nose. 
  “Look here—” he began.
  “Don’t jaw—hand over the two bob!” 
said Stacey, sourly.  
  “I find that I left my fiver at home!” said Bunter, with dignity. “As it happens, I’m stony at the present moment. Wait till I find Toddy—he will lend me the two bob if you’re so jolly particular about it.” 
  Stacey looked at him. He was by no means a fool—indeed, he was quite the reverse of that. He knew now that this fat fellow, Greyfriars man as he was, did not intend to pay his share of the taxi fare. Certainly he did not know that Bunter took him for a Greyfriars junior whom he had “diddled” before many a time and oft. He concluded that the fat fellow was taking advantage of a new boy! Two shillings was not a large sum, but no fellow liked to be “done”—certainly Stacey did not! 
  “You bilking fat frog!” said Stacey. “Is that Greyfriars style—swindling a fellow out of a cab-fare? By gum, if you don’t pay up your half of the fare I’ll kick you as far as the House!” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “What?”gasped Stacey. For the first time, as Bunter called him by that name, he understood that the short sighted junior had mistaken him all this time for Harry Wharton. 
  “Look here—” said Bunter hotly. 
  “You fat fool!” 
  “Beast!”
  “Are you going to square?” snarled Stacey. 
  His angry irritation was intensified by the discovery that he had been mistaken for Wharton. The resemblance between them pleased him no more than it pleased the captain of the Remove. 
  “Certainly I am!” snapped Bunter. “I’m not the fellow to owe a fellow money, I hope! Wait till I’ve found Toddy—”
  He broke off, with a yell, as Stacey grasped him by the collar and shook him. 
  “Ow! Wow! Yaroooh!” roared Bunter. “Leggo, Wharton, you beast! 
Whoop!”
  With effort he tore his collar loose and fled. Stacey, his wrath still unappeased, rushed after him. Rather luckily for Bunter, Mr. Quelch came 
out of the House and at the sight of the Form-master Stacey paused. Billy Bunter dodged into the House and disappeared. 

                           THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                              Coker, as Per Usual! 

“NOT so much row!” 
  Thus Coker of the Fifth Form! 
  No doubt there was something in the nature of a “row” at Friardale Station. Fellows of all Forms were coming out into the vilIage street where the school bus waited. Remove men barged Fourth Form men, and Fourth Formers barged Remove men and both barged Shell fellows—merely from cheeriness of spirits under the influence of bright spring weather. No doubt Wingate or Gwynne or Loder of the Sixth would have called for less “row,” and less row there would have been accordingly. But no prefect happened to be at hand at the moment, so the juniors did undoubtedly kick up rather a row—and were duly admonished by Coker of the Fifth. 
  Admonitions from Coker of the Fifth had as much effect on the Remove, the Fourth, and the Shell as water on a duck! 
  Coker came out of the station with Potter and Greene. He frowned at the hilarious mob of Lower School fellows, and called for less row. Coker, during the holidays, had evidently not forgotten that he had a short way with fags.  
  “Quiet, there!” went on Coker. “Not so much row! Stop that barging, 
Cherry! Don’t yell like that, Bull! Order!” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here’s jolly old Coker again!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.   “Same old Horace!” 
  “The samefulness is terrific!” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Same old meddling ass!” remarked Nugent. 
  “Same old fathead!” said Harry Wharton. 
  “Same old footling chump!” said Johnny Bull. 
  “Barge him!” said Vernon-Smith. 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  Potter and Greene of the Fifth hastily cut across to the bus. A dozen playful juniors gathered round Coker and barged him. 
  The Bounder barged him to the right, Johnny Bull barged him back to the left. Coker, red with wrath, grasped at both of them when Redwing and Peter Todd barred him from behind, and he tottered forward. Coker fell on his knees just in front of Harry Wharton. 
  Wharton, laughtng. grasped his hat. 
  “You young ticks!” roared Coker, in great wrath. He scrambled to his feet, hatless. “Where’s my hat?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Harry Wharton waved Coker’s hat. Coker rushed at him. Bob Cherry put out a foot and Coker stumbled over it and again landed on his knees fairly at Wharton’s feet. 
  “Good dog!” chirruped Bob Cherry. “Sit up and beg!” 
  “ Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Wharton gave Coker a rap on the head with his own hat. Then he jumped back out of reach. Coker plunged after him madly. 
  But half the Remove were round Coker now. They barged him over, and he sprawled. 
  “Whoop!” roared Coker as he went. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Potter and Greene from the school bus gazed at him as he gathered dust.    
  “Jevver see a man ask for it like Coker, Greeney?” inquired Potter. 
  “Never!” said Greene. 
  “Can’t even wait till he gets to the school before he wakes up trouble!” Odd, ain’t it!” said Potter. 
  “Coker all over!” said Greene. 
  Still in possession of Cokcr’s hat, Harry Wharton boarded the bus with his comrade. The bus was crowded by the time Horace Coker had got on his feet and recovered his breath. 
  There was another bus, but Coker, naturally, wanted his hat. Still more, he wanted to slap the cheeky junior who had captured his hat. Coker charged at the bus 
  “Here, look out!” exclaimed Hilton of the Fifth, as Coker crashed into him, getting on board. 
  “Gerrout of the way!” hooted Coker. “That cheeky young tick’s got my hat— let a fellow pass—” 
  “Keep off my foot!” yelled Price of the Fifth. 
  “Blow your foot!”
  Hilton and Price turned on Coker and shoved. Coker had one foot on board, the other lifting. His foot was dislodged, and Coker went backward, and landed. The roar that Coker uttered, as he smote the county of Kent, woke all the echoes of the village of Friardale. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared the fellows on the bus. 
  “Yaroooh!” 
  “Do that again, Coker!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Wingate of the Sixth came up rather hurriedly. A little excitement on the first day of term was natural and excusable; but there was a limit. The captain of Greyfriars boarded the bus. 
  “Order here!” he rapped. “Here, this bus is full up—get going! The rest of you take the other bus.” 
 Coker scrambled up and charged. 
  “Get back, Coker!” snapped Wingate. “No more room! Get on the second bus!” 
  “My hat—” 
  “Eh?” 
  “Give me my hat!” 
  “I haven’t got your hat, you silly ass!” said Wingate. “Have you lost your hat? Go and look for it!” 
  That was precisely what Coker of the Fifth wanted to do! He clambered on, and the captain of Greyfriars unceremoniously pushed him back. Coker, in his own eyes, was a man of unbounded importance. In the eyes of a Sixth Form prefect his importance was infinitesimal. Wingate shoved him off the bus, as he might have shoved off Sammy Bunter of the Second Form.  
  Once more Coker sat down on the county of Kent. There was a roar of laughter from the bus, now getting into motion. Harry Wharton put Coker’s hat under his arm. Coker had started the row with the Remove and he really had no cause for complaint. But Coker had now lost his head, as well as his hat; and he charged after the bus in great fury. 
  This time Wingate put out a foot, gently tapping Coker on the chest with it as he arrived. Again Coker sat down. The bus rolled on, leaving Horace Coker sitting. 
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  “Dear old Coker!” grinned Bob Cherry, in the crowded bus. “Always asking for it—and always getting it!” 
  “Rather a rotten trick, bagging a fellow’s hat!” remarked Skinner of the Remove, wedged in between Bob and Hurree Singh. 
  Skinner always had some such, agreeable remark to make. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he comes again!” 
  Coker, once more on his feet, was pursuing the bus—hatless, his shock of hair blowing out in the wind, his face crimson. Wingate stared back at him. 
 “What on earth’s the matter with the man?” he ejaculated. “Coker, you ass, what are you up to?” 
  “My hat!” gasped Coker. “Gimme my hat!”  I’ll smash him! Gimme my hat! I tell you I want my hat!”
  “Oh!” exclaimed Wingate. “Has anybody here got Coker’s hat?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Wingate stared along the crowded bus. 
  “You young asses! If one of you has got Coker’s hat—”
  “My hat!” spluttered Coker, gamely keeping pace with the bus. He had to go all out to keep up. Perspiration streamed down his face. But Coker was game. “Young Wharton—my hat—gimmee my hat!” 
  “Wharton, you young ass, if you’ve got Coker’s hat, throw it to me!” called out Wingate. 
  “Let the chap have his hat!” said Skinner. “Rotten trick to— Here—what—leggo—my hat—” 
  “Here, Wingate!” called out Bob Cherry. He jerked off Skinner’s hat and stood up. “Here you are, Wingate!” 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh and Johnny Bull, taking hold of Skinner, tilted him over on the floor, as the easiest way to stop explanations. 
  Skinner gasped and gurgled among innumerable feet. Bob Cherry tossed his hat to Wingate, who caught it and tossed it out to Coker, naturally supposing that it was Coker’s hat that was tossed to him as he had directed. 
  “There you are, Coker!” called out Wingate. 
  “Yoooop!” roared Coker, as the hat landed on his nose. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Coker, staggering, clutched the hat. The bus rolled on, Coker’s own hat still under Harry Wharton’s arm. Looking back, the fellows saw Coker brush that hat and jam it on his head—and immediately take it off again. Coker had made the discovery that the hat was too small for him—and was, in fact, not his own hat! 
  Some of the crowd in the bus were aware of the facts, and some were not. Wingate, fortunately, was one of those who were not. He only stared in astonishment at Coker of the Fifth as that burly youth, with a hat grasped in his hand, raced after the bus again. 
  But Coker had no chance in such a race. 
  The bus was going strong now; and Coker of the Fifth barely kept pace for a minute or two, far behind, and then dropped farther and farther behind.
  He was waving the hat wildly and shouting; but the distance and the roar of the bus made his words indistinguishable. 
  “I wonder what’s the matter with the chap!” said Wingate. “He’s got his hat—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Grooogh!” came from Skinner. 
  “Yooooogh!” 
  “Now, then, order there!” rapped Wingate, taking his seat. “Stop that ragging, you fags!” 
  Skinner was allowed to crawl back to his seat—hatless. Coker, still going strong, and waving Skinner’s hat frantically, dropped out of sight astern. 
  Skinner glared breathlessly and furiously at the Famous Five. 
  “My hat!” he gasped. 
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  “Exchange no robbery!” said Wharton cheerfully. “Coker’s got yours—
 here’s Coker’s.” 
  He jammed Coker’s hat on Skinner’s. It came down round Skinner’s ears. There was a howl of laughter in the bus.
  “What the thump!” Wingate stared along the bus. “What’s that— who’s that? What sort of a silly trick—” 
  Skinner wrenched off the hat. He wanted a hat, but not one that rested on the bridge of his nose. 
  “You young ass!” said Wingate. “Whose hat is that?” 
  “Coker’s!” gasped Skinner. “I—”
  “Well, you young fathead! What do you mean by keeping Coker’s hat, and letting him have yours?” 
  “I—I—I didnt! I—I—yaroooh!” roared Skinner, ‘as Bob Cherry stamped on his foot. “Wow!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Stop that row.” said Wingate. “You’d better change hats again with 
Coker when you get to the school, Skinner, and don’t play such idiotic tricks again!”
  “I—I never— Wow! Keep your hoof away! Wow!”
  “Silence!” rapped Wingate. 
  And Skinner sat furious and silent, with Coker’s hat on his knees, as the bus rolled on to Greyfriars. 

                       THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER 

                           Beastly for Billy Bunter! 

“BUNTER!” 
  “Yes, sir!” 
  “Tell Wharton to come to my study.” 
  “Oh lor’ !” 
  “What?” ejaculated Mr. Quelch, staring at the fat Owl of the Remove.
  “What did you say, Bunter?” 
  “Oh! Nothing, sir!” gasped Bunter. 
  “Go and find Wharton at once, and tell him I wish to see him in my study!” snapped the Remove-master. 
  “Oh! Yes, sir!” gasped Bunter. 
  The Owl of the Remove rolled away. But he was not going in quest of Harry Wharton. 
  Bunter did not want to meet Harry Wharton. 
  Still under the belief that the fellow he had travelled with in the taxi was Wharton, Bunter preferred to give him a wide berth. 
  Wharton—as he supposed—had cut up uncommonly rusty about that taxi fare. Greyfriars fellows, who knew their Bunter, were accustomed to making rather wide allowances for the fat and fatuous Owl and his extraordinary manners and customs. It seemed to Bunter that the beast had changed a lot in the holiday, for he certainly was making no allowance at all and his temper was very much worse. He had shaken Bunter, he had chased him in them quad; he would have kicked him, that was certain, had not Bunter escaped. Bunter wanted to keep clear of the beast till he was in a better temper.  
  Twice since had Bunter had narrow escapes. Twice he had sighted the brute and dodged him 
  In point of fact, he had once sighted Stacey, who had started towards him and put him to flight. And he had once sighted Wharton, who was astonished to see him turn and scud like a frightened rabbit! 
  That there were two of them Bunter did not yet know. 
  So, if he spotted either of them, they were the same to him, and equally alarming! 
  In the circumstances, it was neither grateful nor comforting to be given a message to Wharton. Wharton was the last person at Greyfriars whom Billy Bunter desired to see that day. 
  On the other hand, Quelch had to be obeyed. So the only thing to be done was to get some other fellow to take the message. Bunter blinked round through his big spectacles for another fellow. 
  He spotted Skinner. Skinner had by that time changed hats with Coker. Coker had received a hat; Skinner had received a hat, and a smack on the head he wore it on! Coker was thirsting for vengeance on Harry Wharton, who had bagged his hat; but smacking Skinner’s head was a solace to go on with. So he smacked it—hard! 
  That had not put Skinner into a good temper. So when Bunter rolled up to him Skinner greeted him with a scowl that would have done credit to a villain on the films. The shortsighted Owl of the Remove, however, did not observe 
it. 
  “I say, Skinner, seen Wharton?” he asked. 
  “Hang Wharton!” answered Skinner viciously. 
  Bunter blinked at him. 
  “Oh! You had a row with him, too?” he asked. “I say, he’s come back in a rotten temper, hasn’t he? I say, he kicked up a row with me over a miserable two shillings. Fancy that, old chap! I say, will you go and tell him Quelch wants him?’ 
  “No. I won’t!” answered Skinner. 
  “Well, look here, lend me two-bob.” 
  “I can see myself doing it!” said Skinner. “Go and eat coke!” 
  “Beast!” 
  Bunter rolled on, and came to Vernon-Smith and Redwing. 
  “I say, you fellows!” squeaked Bunter. “I say, hold on!  Seen Wharton?” 
  “Yes!” answered both. 
  “Oh, good! I say, tell him that Quelch wants him, will you?” asked Bunter anxiously. “I don’t want to see him!  I—I don’t want to have to knock the fellow down on the first day of term.” 
  “What” gasped Redwing, while the Bounder laughed. 
  “Well, the brute’s after me.” said Bunter. “Chasing me all over the shop! A miserable two bob, you know. I say, if you’d lend me the two bob, Smithy, I’d settle with the mean cad and— ” 
  “What’s this game?” asked Smithy. “I dare say you owe Wharton two bob, or more. He would be the only man in the Remove you hadn’t looted if you didn’t. But—” 
  “He’s kicking up a rotten row about it.” 
  “Rot!” said Redwing. 
  “Honest Injun!” said Bunter. “Chasing a fellow all over the school! I can’t understand Wharton being such an ill-tempered beast! Of course, he was always rather a beast! But such a fuss over two bob; you know! I say, Smithy, do lend me the two bob, and let me square him! I’ll settle up out of a postal order I’m expecting tomorrow. ” 
  The Bounder laughed. 
  “Tell me an easier one!”  he suggested. “You can’t expect two bob for 
a yarn like that.” 
  “But it’s true!” gasped Bunter. “You see, this is how it was. We took a taxi from Courtfield together—” 
  “What?” ejaculated Smithy and Redwing simultaneously. 
  As they had come in the bus from Friardale with Wharton, they were hardly likely to believe this statement. 
  “That’s how it was.” said Bunter. “And Wharton wanted to stick me for half the fare!” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “Mean, wasn’t it?” said Bunter. “Wharton seems to be getting as mean as Fishy! Stingy, you know!” But if he’s so particular about his two bob I shall pay him, of course! Only, I haven’t any money! Like an ass, you know, I left all my banknotes at Bunter Court this morning—” 
  The Bounder looked at William George Bunter. Many and various were William George’s dodges for extracting small loans from his Form-fellows. But this tale was really the limit. 
  “It’s only two bob, old chap!” said Bunter hopefully. “You see, the taxi fare was four bob, and he makes out that I ought to pay half, and he’s cut up fearfully rusty about it. Lend me the two bob to pay the brute—”
  “So Wharton came in a taxi with you, did he?” grinned Vernon-Smith. “We only dreamed that we saw him in the school bus, Reddy!” 
  Redwing laughed. 
  “I say, Smithy, lend me—” 
  “We’ll lend you something.” said the Bounder. “You really deserve it for a yarn like that!” 
  “Oh, good! What will you lend me, old chap?” asked Bunter eagerly. 
  “My boot!” answered Smithy. 
  “Beast!” 
  Bunter fled. He did not want a loan of that kind. But he got it, all the same! The Bounder made a jump after him and landed the boot: 
  “Yaroooh!” roared Bunter. 
  “Come back and have another!” 
  “Beast!” 
  Bunter vanished. 
                          THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
                                Bunter, the Dodger! 
HARRY WHARTON, kneeling by a box in Study No. 1, was unpacking the same. Frank Nugent, standing by the mantelpiece, was arranging a bunch of tulips tastefully in a jam jar. 
  Billy Bunter, blinking cautiously in at the door through his big spectacles, saw only Nugent, and breathed more freely. The table was between him and the junior kneeling by the box. 
  “I say, Franky, old chap?” said Bunter; “Seen Wharton?” 
  Nugent glanced round, 
  “Don’t tell the brute I’m here, if he’s anywhere about!” added Bunter hastily. “I don’t want to see him.” 
  Nugent stared. Wharton paused in his unpacking in astonishment. Once already, at sight of him, Bunter had fled like a ghost at cockcrow. What was the matter with the fat Owl was a mystery to the captain of the Remove. 
  “I’ve got a message for the rotter, from Quelch.” explained Bunter. “I’d rather keep clear of him. You tell him, Franky, old chap! I dare say he’s not far away—what?” 
  Frank Nugent laughed. 
  “Not very!” he answered. 
  “Well, you tell him Quelch wants him in his study.” said Bunter. “The old josser told me to tell him, but I’m barring the brute! I say, he’s come back to school worse-tempered than ever, hasn’t he? Have you noticed it?” 
  “Can’t say I have.” answered Frank, rather entertained by the expression on Harry Wharton’s face. 
  “Chasing a fellow all over the shop,” said Bunter “A mean, stingy rotter, you know, making out that I owe him two shillings! Of course, I’m not afraid of him. I’d knock him spinning as soon as look at him—” 
  “You blithering fat idiot!” roared Wharton, rising into view on his side of the table. “What—”
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter. 
  His eyes almost popped through his spectacles at the sight of Wharton in the study. 
  He made one backward jump into the passage. In his haste and alarm he had no time to remember the ancient adage and look before he leaped. Besides, Bunter had, of course, no eyes in the back of his head. 
  He landed on the feet of a fellow who was passing the study. That fellow was Fisher T. Fish. 
  Bunter’s weight landing on a fellow’s feet, was no light matter. The yell that came from Fisher T. Fish might almost have been heard in his native city of New York. 
  “Yoooooop!” yelled Fishy. 
  “Ow!” gasped Bunter. 
  “Yaroooh! You fat clam! You—you pie-faced, porky mugwump! Whooop! I guess I’ll make potato scrapings of you!” shrieked Fisher T. Fish, hopping in anguish. 
  Billy Bunter did not wait to be made potato scrapings of. He bolted down the passage, and down the stairs, leaving Fisher T. Fish still hopping and yelling. 
In Study No. 1 Harry Wharton stood staring at the doorway, through which the alarmed Owl had vanished. 
  “What the dickens is the matter with that fat frump?” he exclaimed. “This is the second time he’s bolted at sight of me. I’ll jolly well kick him next time! Is the fat ass off his rocker?” 
  “Looks like it!” grinned Nugent. “You’d bettor cut off, and see what Quelch wants.” 
  Harry Wharton nodded, and left the study. Bunter’s extraordinary antics surprised and irritated him. 
  In the lower passage he sighted Bunter, puffing and blowing after his race downstairs. He went towards the fat junior. 
  “Look here, Bunter—” he began. 
  Bunter blinked round. 
  “Ow! You keep off!” he yelled. And he fled down the passage at top speed. 
  “You silly ass!” roared Wharton. 
  “Beast!” floated back over a fat shoulder. And Billy Bunter vanished round the nearest corner. 
  A dozen fellows stared after him, and looked curiously at Wharton, who was red with vexation. 
  “What on earth’s the matter with Bunter?” asked Hazeldene. 
  “Goodness knows!” The blithering ass bolts at the sight of me!” growled Wharton. 
  “Your features, perhaps!” suggested Skinner amiably, and there was a laugh. 
Wharton strode on to his Form-master’s study. He expected, as head boy of the Remove, to have a “jaw” with Quelch that afternoon. He expected, too, some mention of Stacey— an extremely disagreeable topic to him. He had told Colonel Wharton that he would ask Quelch to put the new fellow in his study—and he had to keep his word—though the outcome was likely to be agreeable neither to him nor to his relative. 
  He found Mr. Quelch looking exceedingly cross. On the first day of term every Form-master was a very busy man, and it was a considerable time since Mr. Quelch had sent Bunter for his head boy. Henry Samuel Quelch’s time was much too valuable to be wasted by juniors. 
  “You sent for me, sir?” said Harry.
  “I sent for you,” rumbled Mr. Quelch, “twenty-five minutes ago, Wharton!”
  “I’m sorry, sir. I’ve only just heard from Bunter that you wanted to see me. He may not have been able to find me.” 
  Grunt from Mr. Quelch. 
  “Well, I have no more time at my disposal now.” he said. “I have to see Dr. Locke in a few minutes. I will see you again this evening, Wharton to speak of Form matters. Stacey was here, but as you did not come, I have sent him away. Where he is now I do not know.” 
  Mr. Quelch apparently took it for granted that Wharton was interested in his relative, a new boy in the Form. Wharton’s face expressed nothing. 
“I understand from your uncle, Colonel Wharton, that this boy Stacey is a relative of yours, Wharton.” 
  “A distant relative, sir.” 
  Mr. Quelch gave his head boy a sharp look. 
  “Yes, quite so.” he said. “I have not decided regarding his study. Stacey, as is natural, has expressed a wish to be placed in your study, and no doubt this would be agreeable to you, Wharton.” 
  “My uncle wishes me to ask you to place him in my study, sir.” answered Harry. 
  “Very well, then,” said Mr. Quelch. “That matter is arranged—Stacey will be in Study No. 1 in the Remove, with you and Nugent. You will be pleased to hear, Wharton, that your cousin has—” 
  “Not my cousin, sir.” 
  “Your relative,” said Mr. Quelch rather sharply, “your relative, has made a very good impression on me.” 
  Wharton compressed his lips. He had no doubt of that. The fellow who pulled Colonel Wharton’s leg so easily and successfully, was equally capable of pulling Quelch’s. 
  “I gather,” resumed Mr. Quelch, “that he has been at school before, and he has certainly not lost his time there. He appears to have a taste for study, rather unusual in a boy of his age, and will, I think, be one of my most creditable pupils. I hope, Wharton, that you are good friends with your— you relative.” Perhaps something in Wharton’s look caused Quelch to feel a little doubtful about that. 
  “I hope we shall get on, sir.” 
  “It will not be Stacey’s fault if you do not.” said Mr. Quelch again, with a note of sharpness in his voice. “He speaks of you in a most friendly— indeed, the most cordial way.” 
  Wharton stood silent. 
  Mr. Quelch looked at him long and hard. 
  “You may go and find Stacey now, Wharton, and tell him that it is settled about his study!” he said rather abruptly. 
  “Very well, sir!” 
  Wharton left his Form-master, who frowned a little as he went. However, Mr. Quelch had to go to see the Head, and he very soon dismissed both Wharton and Stacey from lis mind. Wharton would have been glad to dismiss Stacey, too, but he had Mr. Quelch’s instructions to carry out. Looking for Stacey, and taking him to Study No. 1 was the least agreeable that could have been set the captain of the Remove; but there was no help for it. 
  “Seen a new kid about!” he asked, as he came on a group of Remove fellows. 
  “More than one new kid about.” said Russell. “What’s he like?” 
  “They say he’s like me.” said Wharton dryly. 
  “Poor chap!” 
  “Oh don’t be an ass!” snapped the captain of the Remove, as the fellows laughed. He was in no mood for jests. 
  “I’ve got to find the fellow. His name’s Stacey, and he’s a distant—a very distant—relative of mine. If you’ve seen him about, you cackling fatheads— —” 
  “Keep its ickle temper!” grinned Ogilvy. “There’s a chap in the Rag that I took for you when I saw him just—” 
  “Rubbish!” 
  “Thanks!” said Ogilvy dryly. “I knew he wasn’t you the next minute, old bean—his temper was quite pleasant and his manners good.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha 
  Wharton, red with annoyance, tramped away to the Rag, leaving the Removites laughing. Three or four fellows were in the room, and he spotted Stacey, standing by the window, looking out into the quad. Unwillingly he crossed over to him. 
  “Stacey.” 
  The new fellow looked round at him. His eyes were like cold steel. Harry Wharton had almost forgotten the episode of Stacey having been dropped from the train at Courtfield. Stacey had not forgotten it. He had a long memory for offences, real or fancied. 
  “What do you want?” he snapped. 
  “Nothing!” answered Wharton equally sharply. “But—” 
  “Leave me alone, then!” 
  “Gladly!” snapped Wharton. “But Quelch has landed you in my study, and I’m ready to take you there if you want me to.” 
  “I don’t!” 
  “Glad to hear it!”
  Wharton turned on his heel and walked out of the Rag. As he headed for the stairs, a fat figure appeared round a corner—blinked at him—spun round, and bolted. 
  “Bunter, you howling ass!” roared Wharton. 
But answer there came none. Bunter had performed the vanishing trick. 

                     THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                              Mistaken Identity! 

HORACE COKER stared—and grinned. 
  He was surprised—and he was pleased. 
  Coker, of course, like every other Greyfriars man, had lots to think of on the first day of term. It was a busy day for everybody—what with unpacking, getting a study to rights interviewing one’s Form-master, reading the notices on the board, listening to the Head’s “jaw” in Hall—and the rest of it. 
  But all through these many occupations and distractions, Horace Coker remembered the episode of his bagged hat—and his firm and fixed intention to visit vengeance on the bagger of that hat. 
  He had got the hat back, and he had smacked Skinner’s head—but Coker was by no means appeased. That cheeky young scoundrel, Wharton, had to have what was coming to him—and Coker had proposed to Potter and Greene to invade the Remove territory in force, and give him that for which he had asked. 
  Potter and Greene showed a plentiful lack of enthusiasm. They did not want to wake up a nest of hornets amid other activities of the first day of term. Gently and tactfully they led Coker on the subject. This was easy. They had only to ask him something about cricket! Coker was an authority on that subject, as well as all others, and it was easy to set him going. 
  The proposed raid on the Remove was dropped, which was a relief. On the other hand, Coker talked cricket— from which Potter and Greene soon experienced a very pressing need of relief. So, after helping Coker to unpack a hamper—an urgent and agreeable task—they rushed away to see Prout. They had to see Prout on the first day of term, and Coker was happily unaware that they had already seen him. 
  Potter and Greene, having effected this masterly evasion, mingled with the crowd in Hall, getting a much needed rest from Coker—safe from being dragged into a shindy with the juniors, and safe from hearing Coker’s view on the summer game. Coker, expecting them back in the study, waited in vain, 
  Now standing in his study doorway, Coker was looking along the passage to see whether Potter and Greene were coming. He had some more to tell them about cricket—from a certain “late cut,” which he hoped would attract general attention that term, to the deep problem whether Wingate of the Sixth could, somehow, be induced to play a better man than himself in school matches. Potter and Greene weren’t coming, but somebody else was. 
  It was a junior—a rather handsome and sturdy junior—who was either Harry Wharton, or a fellow very like him. That it was a fellow very like Wharton, naturally, did not occur to Coker. 
  He had seen Stacey in the mob of fellows at the railway station at Courtfield, when Bob’s smack on the shoulder had pitched Stacey into him, and Coker had shoved him off. But he had supposed, as Bob at that time supposed, that he was Wharton, so far as he had noticed him at all. Coker did not know, or want to know, that there was a new kid in the Remove that term— such trifles were miles below Coker’s notice. Not knowing there was a now kid at alt, naturally lie did not know that that new kid was a relation of Wharton’s, and like him to look at. Coker was not very bright; but a brighter fellow than Coker might have supposed that it was Wharton coming up the Fifth Form passage. 
  Moreover, Stacey did not look in the least like a new kid. He was as cool and assured as if he had been whole terms at Greyfriars. Nobody, glancing at him, would have guessed that it was his first day in the school. 
  To Coker’s eyes—as to Bunter’s—and indeed to many others that had seen him casually, he was Harry Wharton. Wherefore did Horace Coker stare, and grin. He was surprised to see Wharton walking into the lion’s den in this careless way, and he was pleased so to see him. 
  Raiding the Remove passage was perilous and hefty work. Coker was ready for that, true. Still, even Coker preferred to catch his victim at a spot where a score of unruly fags would not be piling on him the next minute. There could hardly have been a more convenient spot than the Fifth Form Passage. 
  Stacey, coming along coolly enough, noticed the burly, beefy Horace in the study doorway, and wondered idly what the big clumsy fellow was grinning at. That was all the interest he took in Coker. 
  Coker naturally expected him to scud when he saw Coker there. Again he was surprised, and pleased—the junior came straight on. 
  Fairly asking for it. 
  Stacey, as a matter of fact, was looking for the Remove passage. Having refused Wharton’s guidance, he had to find his way about for himself. On the Remove landing he had asked Skinner— and it was like Skinner to pull a new boy’s leg, and send him wandering where he did not belong. Skinner pointed out the Fifth Form passage, and Stacey followed his direction. Quite unaware of the hectic happenings in Friardale, Stacey dreamed of no danger. He certainly had never bagged Coker’s hat, and never heard that it had been bagged. 
  As he came up to where Coker was standing he wondered at the gleeful grinning satisfaction in Horace’s rugged face. He paused to speak to him. 
I’m looking for Study No. 1,” he said. “Can you tell me where it is?” 
  Coker, about to spring like a tiger, stopped, in sheer surprise. He knew that Wharton’s study was No. 1 in the Remove, so there was nothing surprising in Wharton being on his way there. But there was something very surprising in Wharton asking him where it was. 
  “Wha-a-t?” ejaculated Coker. 
  “Study No. 1 in the Remove,” said Stacey. “It’s my study, and I’m looking for it. Know where it is?” 
  “You silly young ass!” said Coker blankly. “I know it’s your study. I was coming there to whop you, only some fellows kept me. Are you trying to pull my leg, or have you gone potty?” 
  Stacey looked at him. 
  “I don’t know what you mean,” he said tartly. “I’m looking for my study.”
  “In the Fifth Form Passage?” jeered Coker. 
  “Is this the Fifth Form Passage? Then I’m in the wrong shop.” said Stacey. 
  “I don’t know what you’re talkiig silly rot for.” said Coker. “You know it’s the Fifth Form Passage as well as I do, unless you’ve gone off your onion. But you’re right on one point—you’re in the wrong shop. I never thought you’d have the cheek to come here; but I’m glad to see you.” Coker grinned ferociously. “Bagging a man’s hat—” 
  “Eh—somebody bagged your hat?”
  “You did!” roared Coker. 
  “I?” ejaculated Stacey. “I certainly didn’t! What the thump should I want your hat for?” 
  He stared quite blankly at Coker of the Fifth. 
  “Well, I never thought you’d tell lies about it.” said Coker in disgust. “Not much use, either. You know that I saw it was you. The other young rascals backed you up, but you had the hat. Now you’re going to get toco.”
  Coker rushed. 
  “What the thump— Yarooh!” Oh crumbs!” yelled Stacey, as the hefty Fifth Form man grasped him, whirled him into the doorway, and hurled him headlong into the study. 
  Stacey measured his length on Coker’s carpet. 
  Horace followed him in, grinning. 
  “Got you!” he remarked, with grim satisfaction. “Now wait till I get hold of a cricket stump, you young scoundrel! I’ll teach you to bag a fellow’s hat, and hike off on a bus with it!” 
  Stacey bounded up. Coker grabbed a cricket stump from a shelf. Stacey made a spring for the door, only to be collared by the back of his neck, and pitched across the table. 
  He struggled and kicked frantically. He was a strong and active fellow but 
he had no chance in the grip of the hefty Horace. Pinning him down with his left hand, Coker laid on the cricket stump with his right. 
  Whack, whack, whack! 
  “Oh! Ow! Wow!” roared Stacey. “Leave off, you mad fool! What are you up to? You silly idiot! Are you mad?”
  Whack, whack, whack!” 
  “Yarooh!” 
  “Like to bag my hat again?” grinned Coker. 
  “You potty idiot! I never bagged your hat!” shrieked Stacey. “Let go my collar! By gum, I’ll— Whoop!” 
  Whack, whack! 
  Stacey struggled frantically. He kicked savagely, and the kick caught Coker in the ribs. Horace gave a gasp. He was about to release his victim, thinking that Wharton had had enough. Now he decided that he hadn’t had enough, and proceeded to give him some more of the same. 
  Whack, whack, whack whack! 
  Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow! Whoop! Help! Oh crumbs! Whoo-hoop!’ roared Stacey, squirming wildly under the swipes of the cricket stump. “Oh, scissors! Ow!” 
  There!” panted Coker. “I think that will do. You bag my hat again, and—” 
  “Ow! Wow! Ow!” 
  Coker threw down the cricket stump, jerked Stacey off the table, and with a swing of his hefty arm, sent him spinning into the passage. 
  Stacey spun there, staggering against the opposite wall: Co-er looked out of the doorway at him, grinning. 
  “Cut!” he said. “Don’t hang about here, or I’ll give you some more!” 
  Stacey panted for breath. He did not know who Coker was, or why Coker had stumped him. But, he knew that he had been stumped hard; and he knew that it hurt. And his temper, never good, was boiling. 
  Coker, his hands in his pockets, stared out at him, grinning. Coker was satisfied, if Stacey was not. 
  But he ceased to be satisfied the next moment. Stacey made a spring at him, taking him quite by surprise. Before Coker realised that the worm had turned, Stacey’s clenched fist crashed on his nose, and Coker went backwards into the study. He landed on the floor with a crash that set the furniture rocking. 
  “Ooooogh!” spluttered Coker. 
  He sat up, dizzily. 
  His hand went to his nose. Red streamed over his fingers. He had been knocked down by a junior of the Remove. Certainly he had been taken by surprise, or that junior would never have got away with it. That did not alter the fact that Coker had been knocked down. 
  He struggled to his feet, raging. He grabbed the cricket stump, and rushed into the passage. Stacey was gone. He had don0 tho pusago at about 60 ni.p.b. after knocking that big fellow down, wall aware of what was likely to happen when he got up again. 
  Coker raged along the passage. He spotted Skinner on the Remove landing. 
  “Where’s Wharton?” he roared. 
  Skinner stared at Coker’s nose. 
  “Eh—where is he?” roared Coker. 
  “In his study, I think. Yarooh!” yelled Skinner. 
  Coker gave him a lick with the cricket stump in passing, and rushed to Study No. 1. in the Remove. 
                         THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                                        Two of Them! 
“WHAT about a study supper?” asked Bob Cherry. 
  “Good egg!” said Nugent. 
  “Not here!” said Harry Wharton quickly. “In your study, Bob.” 
  “Right, as rain,” agreed Bob. “But why not here? It’s a bigger study, and if we ask a good many fellows—” 
  “That new tick Stacey, has been landed here. We don’t want him.” 
  “Your jolly old relation?” 
  “I bar him “ said Wharton briefly. 
  “Oh!” said Bob, rather uncomfortably. 
  The Famous Five had gathered in No. 1 Study—the usual meeting-place of the Co. The study supper would have taken place there as a matter of course, but for Stacey. Stacey, certainIy, had shown no eagerness, so far, to install himself in Study No. 1; and it was probable that he would spend his first evening in Hall, and join Hall supper. But if he came in, as he had a right to do, it would be awkward to leave him out of the supper-party—and Wharton wanted to have nothing to do with him. Certainly he did niot want to draw general attention to the fact that he was on bad terms with a relation—family feuds were, to say the least, bad form. 
  “Look here,” said Bob, after a pause. “I can’t say that I like the chap—he seems to me rather a tick! But as he’s a new kid—and a relation of yours. Wharton—” 
  “A very distant relation.” said Harry. “I’d never heard of him a few days ago: and I’d be glad to hear the last of him. I don’t want it shouted all over the Remove, of course: but I bar Stacey, and I’m pretty sure he’s just as keen on barring me.” 
  “Rather rotten to have him in the study, at that rate.” said Johnny Bull. 
  “The rottenfulness is terrific” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “But let us have the esteemed supper party in Study No. 13, and all will be calmly brightful.” 
  Bang! 
  The door flew open as if a battering-ram had struck it. 
  The Famous Five jumped as Coker barged into the study. 
  “That young sweep here?” roared Coker, glaring round. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Where did you get that nose?” ejaculated Bob Cherry. 
  “Some nose!” grinned Johnny Bull. “Caught it in a door, Coker?” asked Nugent. 
  “Oh, there you are!” roared Coker, fixing a deadly glare on Harry Wharton. “You got back here pretty quick!” 
  “Eh! I’ve been here for the last hour.” answered Harry, staring at him. “What do you mean?” 
  “You’ve been here an hour, have you, and only five minutes ago you thumped my nose in my study doorway!” roared Coker. “Well if you fancy you can thump a Fifth Form man’s nose, and get away with it “ 
  “Who’s thumped your nose? It looks as if it’s been thumped—but what the dickens—here, keep him off!” gasped Wharton, as Coker charged across the study, brandishing a cricket stump. 
  Horace Coker grabbed the captain of the Remove with his left hand, and weilded the cricket stump with his right. He was going to give the Removite some more of what he had handed out in his study to Stacey—only more so! 
  That was Coker’s intention! But it was an intention that was not carried out. 
  Four fellows jumped on Coker as he grasped Wharton. Before the cricket stump could get going, Coker was down on his back, dragged over, and landing with a terrific bump. 
  “Whoooop!” roared Coker as he smote the floor. “I’ll spiflicate you— I’ll pulverise you—I’ll—whooo-hoop!” 
  “Hold him!” gasped Wharton, and he lent a ready hand in holding Coker. “I suppose the dear man’s shirty about losing his hat! But what on earth’s made him think I punched his nose? Is he dreaming?”    
  “I’ll spiflicate you—” 
  Coker heaved wildly. But the five sturdy juniors easily pinned Coker 
down, hefty as he was. 
  Bob Cherry jerked away the cricket stump. 
  “Did you bring this stump to hand out a whopping, Coker?” he asked.
  “Ow! Yes!” roared Coker. “And I’ll jolly well—” 
  “Right-ho! Turn him over! said Bob. “If he brought the stump to hand out a whopping, no reason why he should be disappointed. He can have the whopping!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Don’t you dare—” shrieked Coker. 
  “How-wow!” 
  Coker, struggling frantically, was rolled over. Spreadeagled on the floor 
of Study No. 1, face down, with a fellow holding each arm and leg, Horace was favourably placed for a whopping. Bob wielded the stump. 
  Whack, whack, whack, whack!
  The dust rose from Coker’s trousers, and fearful yells rose from Coker. This was what he had handed out to the junior in his study, with considerable satisfaction. But there was no satisfaction in this! A whopping was one of the things which it is more blessed to give than to receive. 
  Whack, whack! 
  “Yarooh! I’ll smash you—gurrggh—yurrggh—leggo—wurrggh!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Whack, whack!
  “Now roll him out!” said Bob. “Here’s your stump, Coker!” He shoved the cricket stump down the back of Coker’s neck, cramming it home, to Coker’s great discomfort. “Now travel!”
  Coker rolled headlong through the doorway 
  He sat up in the passage, spluttering for breath. Coker was not finished yet, But he had to get his second wind before he resumed the offensive. He gurgled wildly. 
  The Famous Five packed the doorway of the study, grinning. They were quite prepared to give the great man of the Fifth some more of the same if he asked for more. 
  “Cut, old bean, while the going’s good!” advised Bob Cherry. 
  “Grooooooogh!” 
  A junior came up from the Remove landing. It was Stacey. He gave a jump, at the sight of Horace Coker sitting outside study No. 1. 
  “Urrrggh!” gasped Coker. “I’ll— I’ll—urrrrggh—I’ll teach you to punch a Fifth Form man’s— wurrrggh —nose— urrrggh, Wharton, you young—gurr-ggh scoundrel—yurrggh!” 
  “You howling ass, I haven’t punched your nose!” roared Wharton. “I’ll punch it as soon as you like, but I haven’t punched it yet——” 
  Coker staggered up. 
  “Urrgh! I’ll—” 
  He broke off suddenly, as he saw Stacey. 
  He blinked at Stacey. Then he stared at Wharton! Then he blinked almost dizzily at Stacey again. 
  “Mum-mum-my hat!” stuttered Coker. “Are there two of you? Have you got a blessed twin? Great pip! Which of you was it I whopped in my study?” 
  “What?” gasped Wharton. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry. “It wasn’t Wharton! Have you been getting a whopping from Coker, Stacey?”
  Stacey scowled. 
  “That overgrown boob, whoever he is, pitched into me with a cricket stump,” he answered. “I don t know why—but I know I punched his nose and—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors. 
  “Oh, crumbs!” gasped Coker, staring blankly at Stacey. Now that he saw 
the two relatives together, he was able to see which was which. The likeness, though strong, was not strong enough to cause a mistake when the two juniors were together. It dawned on Coker that he had made a mistake, and whopped the wrong man. 
  “Who—who—who the thump are you?” he gasped. “I took you for Wharton, when I whopped you—why didn’t you tell me you weren’t?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “You silly idiot!” snarled Stacey. “How was I to know?” 
  “Well, I can see you’re not Wharton now.” said Coker. “So it was you 
punched my nose, not Wharton! Well, if you think you can punch a Fifth 
Form man’s nose, and get away with it—” 
  Transferring his wrath from Study No. 1 to the new fellow, Coker rushed at Stacey. 
  The Famous Five immediately rushed after Coker. 
  Once more Coker was collared before he could carry ou his intentions. This 
time he was swept off the floor, and, struggling wildly, carried away bodily. 
As the chums of the Remove swept him away, Stacey stared after them, 
shrugged his shoulders, and went into Study No. 1. 
  Horace Coker was taken home to his study. He was landed there in a roaring heap. The Famous Five up-ended the table over him, as he sprawled, and 
left him to sort himself out. After which, even Horace Coker felt that he had had enough to go on with! And the chums of the Remove, in cheery mood, went along to Bob Cherry’s quarters for the study supper. 
                       THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                            The Wrong Man Again! 
PETER TODD stared. 
  Coming into his study—No. 7 in the Remove—he was surprised to see a fat figure suddenly leap from the armchair and bolt under the table, like a frightened rabbit into a. burrow.  
  “My hat!” ejaculated Toddy. 
  Like other Remove fellows, Toddy had noted Bunter’s dodging tactics that day, and wondered what they meant. Wharton was puzzled and irritated, the other fellows puzzled and amused by the fat Owl’s antics. 
  Why Billy Bunter fled down passages and skipped round corners at the sight of the captain of the Remove was an entertaining mystery. Now, it seemed, he was dodging Toddy, his study-mate, in the same remarkable way. 
  “Bunter, you ass—”
  “Ow! I’m not here!” gasped Bunter, under the table. 
  “You blithering bandersnatch—” 
  “Oh! Is that you Toddy? I—I—I thought it might be that beast Wharton after me!” 
  Bunter crawled out from under the table. 
  “Oh!” Peter comprehended. “Well, Wharton isn’t after you, you frabjous owl! What are you playing this idiotic game for?” 
  “He’s after me!” gaspcd Bunter. “I say, Toddy, I believe you could liek Wharton! I could of course, only— only— Look here, you go along to his study, and give him a jolly good hiding, old chap!” 
  “I can see myself doing it!” remarked Peter. 
  “Even if you couldn’t lick him, you’d damage him a lot before he licked you !” argued Bunter. “Then he wouldn’t keep on at me!” You’re not afraid of a licking, old fellow!” 
  “You blithering, benighted burbler.” said Peter Todd. “Wharton doesn’t know, any more than I do, what you’re playing these potty tricks for!” 
  “Well, look here! Lend me the two bob I owe him!” pleaded Bunter. “It will be all right if I pay him that two bob. That’s what all the fuss is about.” 
  “What two bob?” howled Peter. “You owe Wharton a good deal more than two bob from last term, and he knows you never square, and—” 
  “Not last term—I mean the taxi fare to-day!” gasped Bunter. “You see, we had a taxi together from Courtfield—” 
  “You—you—you and Wharton had a taxi together from Courtfield?” gasped Peter, who had been in the school bus with the Famous Five. 
  “Yes, and I was going to pay half, and—and I left my money at home, and 
—and he cut up fearfully rusty about it, and—”
  “Is there insanity in your family?” asked Peter. 
  “Oh, really, Toddy—” 
  “Wharton came in the school bus from Friardale with nearly all the Remove.” said Peter. “I was with him, for one!” So what do you menu by saying that he had a taxi with you from Courtfield?” 
  “Oh, don’t be an ass, Toddy!” said Bunter, peevishly. “We had a taxi together, and he kicked up a row over the fare—” 
  “He didn’t!” roared Peter. 
  “He did!” howled Bunter. 
  “I tell you— Oh!” Peter broke off suddenly. He had seen Stacey, and had heard many remarks in the Remove on the subject of the new fellow’s likeness to Harry Wharton. Light dawned on his mind. “Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha!” Peter roared. 
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at!” yapped Bunter. “I tell you he cut up rusty about the fare, and—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Peter. 
  “Look here—” roared Bunter. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!  Wharton came in the school bus!” howled Peter. “But there was a fellow left behind at Courtfield— that new fellow who looks like him! Did you think that the new chap was Wharton, and try to bilk him for a taxi?” 
  “It was Wharton!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha! It jolly well wasn’t! There’s a new kid in the Remove—a relation of Wharton’s!” Peter roared. “You’ve been trying to diddle the wrong man, Bunter! I know that man Stacey never came on in the train to Friardale! Ha, ha, ha! So you landed him for a taxi! Ha, ha, ha!”
  “I—I say, Peter, it was Wharton! Mean to say there’s a new chap in the 
Remove just like Wharton?” gasped Bunter. 
  “Ha, ha! Yes, rather! I hear that Coker of the Fifth pitched into him by mistake, because Wharton bagged his hat in the school bus! Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter. 
  “And you’ve been dodging Wharton all day, because Stacey cut up rusty about your bilking him!” yelled Peter. 
  “Oh lor’! How was a fellow to know?” gasped Bunter. “I—I say, if 
—if it wasn’t Wharton, after all! Oh crikey! I say, Peter, are you sure ?” 
  “You fathead! A dozen fellows have been taking him for Wharton!” gasped Peter. “And you’ve been taking him for Wharton, too! Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Billy Bunter blinked at Toddy, his little round eyes bulging behind his big round glasses. At long last the Owl of the Remove grasped it. He had wondered why Wharton, who was used to his little ways, had cut up so uncommonly rusty about that taxi fare. He understood now—Wharton hadn’t! 
  It was an immense relief to Billy Bunter when he got it into his fat brain at last. For he had heard rumours of a study supper, and if the Famous Five were standing a study supper, Bunter, naturally, wanted to be on in the scene. Even a study supper would not have drawn him into Wharton’s presence— until he heard the good news! Now it was all right! 
  “Coming down to Hall?” chuckled Peter. “You needn’t be afraid of Wharton now, old bean—” 
  “Well, that new cad will be there, and he’s after me, if Wharton isn’t!” said Bunter. “Not that I’m afraid of him, you know! I’d thrash him as soon as look at him! But I’m not coming down to hall. I’ve got to see some friends along the passage.” 
  And Bunter, greatly relieved in his fat mind, rolled out of Study No. 7 and downi the passage to Study No. 1. 
  Hitherto he had avoided that study like a plague spot!” But now it was all right! Bunter, of course, had no knowledge of the fact that the new fellow had been put in Wharton’s study; and still less was he likely to guess that Harry Wharton had cleared out of Study No. 1 for that very reason, and gone along to Study No. 13 for the study supper. Study No. 1 no longer resembled a plague spot, but a land flowing with milk and honey to Bunter s fat mind. 
  He threw open the door and rolled in. 
  Only one fellow was in the study— placing some books on a shelf. As it was Wharton’s study, and the fellow looked like Wharton, naturally the Owl of the Remove had no doubts. 
  “I say, old chap—” he began. 
  Stacey looked round at him. A glint came into his eycs. This was the fat fellow who had bilked him over the taxi fare, and had dodged out of his way ever since! 
  “I say, there’s been a misunderstanding, old fellow!” said Bunter, blinking at him through his big spectacles. I hear that there’s a new fellow in the Remove, just like you—a rotten tick, from what I hear—a regular outsider——” 
  “What?” 
  “I haven’t seen him since I stood him a taxi to the school.” said Bunter. “The rotter tried to make me pay for the taxi— a regular bilk! Of course, I shouldn’t have stood the taxi, only I took him for you—” 
  “For me?” gasped Stacey. 
  “Yes, old chap, I took him for you, or I shouldn’t have had anything to do with him. A low rotter!” said Bunter. “Toddy says he’s a relation of yours. I hope not. Rotten for you to have such a relation at school! He’s an absolutely filthy outsider, I can tell you! Fancy trying to diddle a chap over a taxi fare! I might have guessed that it wasn’t really you, Wharton—”
  “ My name’s Stacey!”
  “Eh?” 
  Bunter gave the new junior one horrified blink and leaped for the door.     
  Stacey leaped for Bunter. 
  He reached Bunter before Bunter reached the door. 
  “Ow! Leggo!” yelled the hapless Owl. “I say, Wharton—I mean, Stacey 
—I say, old chap, I’m going to pay you that two bob. I’m expecting a postal order shortly, and— Yarooop!” 
  Possibly the fact that he was still wriggling from Coker’s cricket stump added to the zest with which Stacey handled Bunter. Certainly he was in a very bad temper, and Bunter’s remarks had not improved it. Having knocked the fat Owl’s fat head on the study door—to an accompaniment of fiendish yells from Bunter—Stacey slung him round in the doorway and planted a foot on the tightest trousers at Greyfriars. 
  Thud! 
  Bump! 
  Billy Bunter landed in the passage, roaring. Stacey slammed the door on him, and left him to roar. 

                        THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER 

                    The Fight In the Remove Dormitory! 

“THE Siamese twins!” grinned Skinner. 
  Some of the Remove fellows laughed. Most of them stared at HarryWharton and Ralph Stacey. 
  It was dorm; but on the first night of the term things had not settled down into their usual order. Mr. Quelch was to see lights out for his Form that night, but some of the multifarious duties of the beginning of term seemed to have delayed him. The Remove were in their dormitory but Quelch was not on the spot—which did not displease the juniors by any means. They were quite prepared to put in ten minutes or so skylarking up and down the dormitory. 
  Stacey came in last of the Form, and it was then that Skinner made his remark. All the Remove knew by this time about Wharton’s relation, who was so like him in looks, and some knew that there was no love lost between the two. The amiable Skinner had already “tumbled” to the fact and he was aware that Wharton had been annoyed by the new fellow being taken for him.   Skinner had one of those happy natures which find entertainment in annoying others. If Wharton was irritated by Stacey’s resemblance to him, Skinner was the man to rub it in. 
  “I say, which are you?” he called out to Stacey. 
  The new fellow looked at him. 
  His face became rather grim as he looked. He did not know Skinner yet; but he recognised him as the fellow who had misdirected him, sending him to the Fifth Form passage in search of a Remove study. 
  It was Skinner’s way to play such tricks on a new kid, and he had not, of course, known that it would lead to Stacey getting a thrashing from Coker of the Fifth. Probably it would have made no difference had Skinner known. Anyhow, Stacey had got the thrashing, and he was still feeling the effect of it; Coker had a heavy hand with a cricket stump. 
  “Are you Wharton or Stacey?” went on Skinner. “Blessed if I can tell t’other from which.” 
  “The whichfulness is terrific, my esteemed Skinner,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, noting the gathering frown on Harry Wharton’s brow. 
  “Well, they’re as alike as two peas.” said Skinner. 
  “Don’t be a silly ass, Skinner!” snapped Harry Wharton. “You know perfectly well which is which. “Stop talking silly rot!”
  Skinner winked at the other fellows. “I know now!” he admitted. “You’re Wharton, old bean—anybody would know you by your sweet temper.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Wharton’s eyes glinted. Like as he was to his relative, he knew that nobody could really mistake them when they were seen together. Skinner, as usual, was making himself unpleasant. He was strongly inclined to punch Skinner’s grinning face. Nugent, reading his thought, touched him on the arm. 
  “Chuck it, old man!” whispered Frank. “You’ll get a lot of that, if you let a cad like Skinner see that it gets your rag out.” 
  Wharton nodded, without speaking. 
  “They ought to be labelled,” went on Skinner, determined to make the most of it, “or to wear different coloured ties, or—— Hallo! What the thump do you think you’re up to?” 
  Skinner broke off his pleasantry with a yell of angry surprise, as Stacey came across to him and grabbed him by the shoulder. 
“You’re the fellow who told me lies this afternoon, and sent me on a fool’s errand.” said Stacey, his eyes glinting under knitted brows. 
   “Let go my shoulder, you cheeky cad!” bawled Skinner. “I pulled your leg, if that’s what you mean. Are you the first new tick in the school that’s had his leg pulled?” 
  “Well, you pulled my leg, and now I’m going to pull your nose!” said Stacey coolly. ‘You may think twice before you play a rotten trick on me again.” 
  He held Skinner with his left hand, and reached for his nose with his right.   Skinner backed his head away struggling. 
  But the weedy Skinner was no use in the grasp of the new fellow, who resembled Wharton not only in looks, but in being strong and sturdy. Skinner almost crumpled up. 
  There was a laugh from some of the juniors, and frowns from some others. Skinner, jerking his head frantically back to keep his long, thin nose out of Stacey’s reach, backed and backed till he backed against a bed, and fell on it. Stacey’s grasp on him was like iron. No doubt Skinner deserved to have his nose pulled; but Stacey was twice as strong as the weedy slacker of the Remove, and it was not pleasant to see a stronger fellow handle a weaker one so ruthlessly. Harry Wharton opened his lips—closed them—and then opened them again and called out: 
  “Stop that, Stacey!” 
  Stacey seemed deaf. At all events he paid no heed. His finger and thumb reached Skinner’s nose now, and closed on it like a vice. 
  There was a muffled howl from Skinner. His face was crimson with rage and humiliation, 
  Wharton’s eyes flashed. He made a stride towards Stacey. 
  “Let Skinner go at once, Stacey!” he rapped out. 
  Stacey, still keeping Skinner pinned with his left hand, and gripping the long nose with his right, glanced over his shoulder, contemptuously. 
  “Did you speak to me?” he snapped. 
  “You know I did.” 
  “Well, don’t!” 
  “I’ve told you to let Skinner go!” said Wharton, breathing hard. 
  “And I tell you to mind your own business!” answered Stacey coolly. 
“It happens to be my business, as captain of the Form, to put down bullying in the dormitory!” answered Wharton. “If Skinner’s pulled your leg, you’ve done enough—too much! Let him go!”
  “I shall please myself about that!”
  “Let him go, you cad!” exclaimed Bob Cherry hotly. “Do you fancy that you can handle a Remove man as you please?” 
  “Ooooooogh!” came in anguished accents from Skinner, as he wriggled and struggled. “Drag the brute off! Ooooogh!” 
  “I say, you fellows, rag him!” exclaimed Billy Bunter. “I say, the beast kicked me!” 
  “Will you let Skinner go at once, Stacey?” said Harry Wharton, his voice trembling with anger. 
  “No, I won’t!” 
  “Then I’ll make you!” 
  Wharton had already made up his mind to “bar” the fellow with whom his uncle desired him to make friends. But he had made up his mind to avoid any open “row” with him if he could. That good resolution fell to pieces on the spot!
  He grasped Stacey by the collar, with a grasp that was as powerful as Stacey’s own on Skinner. 
  With a wrench he dragged him away from Skinner, spinning him yards along the dormitory with the swing of his arm. 
  Stacey reeled and stumbled and sprawled, and went down at full length, as Wharton released his held. 
  “Ooooogh!” mumbled Skinner. He sat on the bed, nursing his nose, which was red and painful. 
  Stacey was on his feet in the twinkling of an eye. He faced the captain of the Remove, his face white with rage, his eyes flashing. Strangely enough, his likeness to Wharton vas still more marked, with rage burning in his face. 
  “You rotter! You cheeky rotter!” he panted. “You laid hands on me at Wharton Lodge—but your uncle isn’t here to protect you now!” 
  Wharton’s lip curled. 
  “No; my uncle isn’t here.” he said. “It didn’t suit your game to come out into the open at home. There’s nothing to stop you here—and if you’re spoiling for trouble, you can tackle somebody a little tougher than Skinner. Put up your hands, you cur!” 
  “I’ll do that fast enough!” panted Stacey, and he came at the captain of the Remove with his fists clenched, and his eyes flashing over them. 
  Bob Cherry jumped between them. 
  “Hold on!” exclaimed Bob. “Dash it all, you two fellows are relations—for goodness’ sake—” 
  “Stand aside, you fool!” shouted Stacey. 
  “I say, Bob, you lick him, old chap!” yelled Billy Bunter. “I’d jolly well lick him myself, only—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Stacey gave Bob Cherry a shove. Bob’s blue eyes gleamed, and his grasp would have been on the new fellow the next moment. But Harry Wharton caught his arm. 
  “Leave him to me, Bob! It’s bound to come—may as well get it over.” 
  Bob nodded and stepped aside. The next moment Stacey was springing at Wharton again, and they were fighting. 
  The Removites gathered round in a breathless ring. Skinner, for once gave the captain of the Remove his hearty support and best wishes. There was rather a severe pain in Skinner’s nose. Billy Bunter blinked on in great delight through his big spectacles. Bunter would have liked to whop that cheeky beast himself; and the next best thing was to see another fellow whop him. 
  It was a fierce fight—no gloves and no rounds. And the two adversaries seemed fairly well matched. They were matched in size, in strength, in boxing skill, and, it had to be admitted, in pluck. Almost every fellow there thought that what that cheeky new fellow wanted was a hiding, and hoped that Wharton would give him one. But they could not help admiring the way he stood up to the captain of the Form. Whatever he lacked, he did not lack courage and determination. 
  Both of them were fighting hard and fiercely—Wharton savagely angry with the memory of Stacey s taunts at Wharton Lodge in his mind—Stacey as angry, and far more bitter. Dislike was mutual; but far stronger on Ralph Stacey’s side. 
  Crash! 
  “Oh, my hat! Wharton!” gasped Bob, as the captain of the Remove went down on his back. 
  But Wharton was up almost as soon as he touched the floor, and rushing at his adversary. Stacey met him with left and right—but the rush drove him back, and Wharton’s fists came home hard and heavy, crashing on his face— left, right, left, right; and, Stacey, swept off his feet, crashed in his turn 
  Wharton stood panting. 
  “What—what—what is this!” It was a sharp, angry voice at the door. 
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  “Oh, crumbs! Quelch!” gasped Nugent. 
  Mr. Quelch had arrived, to see lights out for his Form. He was greeted by a rather unexpected sight—Stacey sprawling on his back, his nose streaming crimson—Wharton standing over him, panting, with clenched fists. Thunder gathered in the Remove master’s brow, as he rustled in. 
  “Wharton—what—” 
  Stacey bounded up. Perhaps in the fierce excitement of the moment he did not see the Form-master. He rushed at Wharton. 
  “Boy!” almost shrieked Mr. Quelch. 
  He caught Stacey by the shoulder and spun him back. Wharton, has hands at his sides, did not stir. 
  “Stacey! How dare you? Wharton, what does this mean!” thundered Mr. Quelch. “This boy is a newcomer.—he is your relative—yet I find you fighting with him in the dormitory—without even gloves! What does this mean?” 
  Wharton made no reply. 
  “You are the head boy of my Form, Wharton! This is disgraceful! A relative of your own, too! Have you anything to say?” 
  “No, sir!” answered Harry quietly. 
  “Have you anything to say, Stacey “ 
  “Only that I’m sorry, sir!”  Stacey was cool again at once. “I suppose we both lost our tempers! Sorry, sir!” 
  “I am glad to hear you say so, at least.” snapped Mr. Quelch, “and I should- have expected you to say at least as much, Wharton! You will each take an imposition of five hundred lines. Let there be no more of this! Do you understand me? If this quarrel is renewed, I shall take both of you to your headmaster for a flogging!” 
  In silence the two late combatants bathed their faces—which needed it badly. Under Mr Quelch’s frowning gaze, the Remove turned in. He was still frowning when he put out the light, and left the dormitory. 
  It was late before Harry Wharton slept that night. The new term had started with trouble, and there was more trouble to come. He knew that only too well; though he little guessed the extent of the trouble that was to come. 
THE END. 


