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T FIRST CHAPTER.
Fag Wanted!

H AG!”
Carberey, of the Sixth Form at Greyfriar, put hiz
hend out of his study and bawled along the passage.
“Tag! Fa-ag!l”

There was 2 faint sound of scuerving feet at the nearest
corner, and then no other sound save the echo of Carberry’s
voice in the wide, flagged corridor upon which the Bixth
Form studies opened.

Carberry frowned darkly. e knew perfectly well that
that seurrying of feet was made by some junior who had
heard his all, and who had immediately cut off to get out
of sight, to avoid bemng called uwpon for fagging duties.

“ELACG P! shouted Coarberry again, his rather coarese fane
growing red with anger. “ Tl ameng you in a minute
if vou don’t come, some of you young rascals!”

A footstep rang on the faga.

Carberry looked along the passage, and calined down
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somewhat as he saw a junior coming from the dirccrion of
the staircase.

* Here, Wharton, I want vou!™"

Harry Wharton, of the Rensve ar Groyiriaes, stopped and
looked at him.  Wharton ef the Remove was a wellbuikl,
handsome lad. ¥ia face was very calm and quiet in sqproa.
sion, s manners reserved; bur there was a halfsluntbesiag
fire in his eres which showed thai he could be very pas-
sionate whea aroused. His habitual expression would hava
told an observer that his temper was hot and hasty, and
might be obstinate, bat that he had it as a rule well in haad.

* Did you call me, C'arberry?”

“Yes; come here”

Harry Wharton did not stir to obey the order of the 2ich-
former, bmperiously a3 it was given,

“ What do you want

“Lome here!” shouted Carberry.

“1 ean't fag for vou, if rhat's what vou wany' sail
Wharton guietly, 1 didn’t come along in answar (o rowr
calling, Carberrv; I am going to Wingate’s arudy.”
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Carberey oame out of his room with a ghitter in his eyes,

" You are not going to the captain’s study, Wharton; you
are going to fag for mel”

Harry Wharteon's face sct very hard.

“1 am not.” |

‘“I'vea had ar eye upon you ever since yvou came to (Grey-
friars,” said Carberry, who had a reputstion in the 8ixth
of being.a good denij of a bully, and deserved it. " I've
been thinking that you put on a little too _much zside for
n youngster in the wer Fourth Form. You have been
really asking for a hiding for some tume!l” )

Harcy YWharton stepped back a pace, his eyes burning.

"*You had beiter not touch me,” ho ssid quietly.

The Sixth-Former grinned.

“You will hurt me if ¥ do, I supposc?” he sneered.
“ You'll wipe up the passage with me, and knock me 1nio
the middle of next weck, won't yout"

Hurry compressed his lips.

“1 shall try.” _ :

" You'll try, will you?" ejacuiated Carberry, glaring at
hitn in sheer amazemeni. * Are you aware, you cheeky
young blackguard, that you are talking to a Bixth Former
and a prefect, and that you ars a worm in the Hemove?”’

Harry Wharton did not reply, but his ryes were watching
the Sixth-Former without once leaving his fuce, and there
wns a glitter of grim defiance 1n them.

“1've had an eye on you,”’ the prefect ropeated. “ You're
rn unlicked cub. You'll want a good many lickings, 1
oxpect, before you seitie down to the collar. I’ve decided
to tuke you in hand, as much for your own good as any-
thing clse. Sitop where you are, Wharton—wlhcre are you
goingt”’ i
h'“ I”ﬂm going to the captain's study to feth a bonok for

im.

“0Oho! You can fag for Wingate, and not for nie, hey?”

“1T'my not fagging ﬁ:r Wingate, Ile asked me to fetch
the book.”

**More fool he; I should have told sou tol' sneered
Carberry.

“ And 1 should not have fetchad it,”’ said Harry quietly.

“¥You—you cheeky young villain! By Jove, you want a
!ES:?PH even worse than I thought! But I'll put you through
1t 1

“I'm not going te fag for you,”” said Wharton; “J am
not going to fag for anybody. 1 did not come to this school
of my own accord, and I am not going to be made a fag.
That iz settled.”

“ By Jove! Now I've listened to you, Wharton S
bo:;lu;f‘i'll you let me pass? Wingate is waiting for his
gt

“No, T won't let you pess! Stand where yvou are. I've
listenad to vou, and now you listen to me. You sre my
fag from this moment; you understand ™

1 am nothing of the kind.,”

“You will now go into my study, and get 1ay tea. That
young rascal, Hazeldene, has not turned up—by the way,
do 3{;11 know where young MHazeldene ist”’

* {?151."

“Where i3 he, then? I owe him a hicking!™

Harry Wharton did not reply.

*Where 13 he?"

“ It 18 not my business o tell you.”

“T1 order yvou to.”

“1 will not.”

Thoe Sixth-Formor turned red with rape.
hand and pointed 1o his open study door.

“Get !’ he said.

Wharton did not suir.

**(Get into that roomy!”

"1 won't!"

Carberry wasted no more time in words. Ile sprang at
the junior and secized him by the shoulders, and, with na
mighty heave, sent him whirling towards the door of the
study. In the grip of the powerful senior Harry Wharton,
strong lad as he wau, vas helpless, and he crashed against
the study door with stunnmng force. Ie slid from the door
to the floor inside, ana (urberry followed him in .and
Lkicked him brutally as he lay dazed upon the carpet.

“ Get uq ond get to work "

Harry Wharton slowly rose to his feet, but ha had not
the slighteat intention of obeying the prefect. His eyes
WEeroe bﬁu'in dangerously. He s gasping for a moment
or two, his hand resting upon the edge of the table.

*1 will not [ag for you!” bhe said thickly. ' You shall
kill me first!”

Carberry gritted his teeth.

*“1'll break you in,”” he snarled; “I'll give you & lesson
vou've long wanted! I'll teach you the place of a Remove
fag at Greyfriars!” )

f!a started towards the junior. ‘Wharton’s eve rtoved
wildly round the study for & moment, and foll upon a

He rased his

heavy inkstand on the table. In a second he caught it up
and whirled it above his head. Tho inkpots rolled off it,
and splashed over the bLooks lying on the table.

“* Btand back!

The words, hiseed through clenched teeth, backed up by
a white, furioue-face and flaming eyes, daunted the prefect.

L.ike most bullies, ho was a craven'at heart, Jle knew
frorn Wharton's look that he would atrike, and a blow from
the heavy metal inkstand might be a serious matter,

* You—you young cub!” he hissed.

*“ Koep your distance.”

*1'II—I'll break your—your neck for this!™

Harry did not speak again, but his burning eyes were
eloquent of scorn and his lip curled. The craven heart of
the bully peeped out-even i1n his savage words. The curl
of the junior’s lip maddened Carberry. He made a niove.
ment forward, and IHarry's hand came swiftly towards him,
The prefect sprang back,

“What—what do you mean by this?” he gasped. *“Do
vou think you can defy a prefect, you young fool—you, a
brat in the Remove®”

“1 will nov fag for you."”

“You shall, by——"

The prefect bruke off.  There was a footstep in the
passage, coming along towards the study door. Harry's
attention was for the moment diverted, and Carberry did
not lose the chance. He sprang forward, and a blow on the
wrist sent the inkstand whirling from the junior’s hand. It
crashed heavily into the fire-grate, and the next moment the
grip of the sentor was upon Harry Wharton,

““Now, you young cub 3

[{arry returned grip for grip, and voungster though he
was, in the senior’s hands he was strong and determiined,
and for a moment ('arberry reeled bacﬁ. The pext, and
Harry Wharton would have been whirled off his feet, but
ann amazed face looked into the study from the passage,
and a voice called out to the prefect to desist.

* Hold on, Carberry! What the dickens are you doing?"’

It was the voice n{ Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars,
and Carberry, 1t spite of himsell, stopped, and relcased the
junior, Wharton, white and breathless, but determined
still, reeled away, and ieaned heavily upon the table.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Knocked Down !

INGATE looked ut the two with a curious expression
w upon his rugged, honest features. From the apgry,
savage face of the bully, hisx glance turned to the
sullen junior, and then it travelled back again to
Carberry. | |

* What s this about?’ he asked quietly.

(‘arherry made a Bavage gesture.

I+ that any concern of yours, Wingaie?’

““Yes, pertainly it is, As captain of the schoul, I harve
every right to ask the guestion; and to expect to have it
answered, loo.”

““Jle refused to fag for me.”?

“ Did he tell you I had sent him to my study?”

* Yes, but——""

““* Then you had no right to call upon him, when you knew
}m was doing something for me. You have your own
ag!"

‘“ [Tazeldene did not come when T called.™

“*That is your own business. You should Lkeep vour fag
in order. ‘ou know that 1 oppose this indiseriminate {ag-
ging of the jumiers. It is not {nir to them.”

“ Are you going to stand by this imsclent cub in checking
me, then?t”

** In this instance you were in the wrong."

** He refuses to fag for anyone, on any acegunt,”’ sneered
Carierry; " and ke would say the same to you yourself.”

' § don't think =0.” 2

*“ I will not fag,” said Harry Wharton, between his teeth:
“1 will be killed first. I said so to Carberry, and I wiil say
80 to anybody.”

Curberry burst into a harsh laugh,

“You hear him?” he exclaimed. _

““Yes, 1 hear him," said the captain of Gregfriars calmly.
**1 shell speak to you again on this matter, {thrtﬂm i’f
that is the line you intond to take, you are booked for a
rough time at Greyfriars, I can tell -fvnu. At presont, you
can go and fetch the book I sent you for, and take it 10 the
common-room.™’

Wharton nodded, and lelt the stody.

Wingate remained behind, his eyes fixed sternly on the
quailing face of the bully of the SBixth.

‘* That is an unruly and obstinate lad, Carberzy,” he said.
*“He has had s bad home trsining, I should =ay, and has
been speiled iar years,. But he has the mekings of & fine

KINDLY FILL IN THE ORDER FORM.



follow it himn, as ko proved by visking his lifo to suve Nugent
of the Romove [vrom drowning the day he came 1o Greyinars,

Cnrberry snecered, bat did not reply,

“For that reason,” resumied the captain, "I want to ba
as patient as possible with him, and give bim u chance,”

“1f you are going to buck him up against the Sixtiy-—""

YL am goivg to do nothing of the kind,  But 1 am not
going to have him bullied, Carberry. You were using him
11 a bru 2l manner, which coukl not be justified vuder any
cirenmistances. And you know that you bad no right to call
upon him when ho was alzrcady otcupied, doing semething for
me. L don't want to have any wards with yow, Uarbesry.
But 1 warn you that you're geoing on the right road o Ml
trouble, and you'd betier take caro.”

And, without waiting for the bully of the Sixth to reply,
Wingate turned on his heel and walked cut of the stady.

Mceanwhile, Harry Wharton had gone to the captoin's
reom.  llis Yace was shilt white, a red sput barning in cithor
cheek, and bis brepst swss boaving with the passion be wos
trring to control. Of lxte he had becn growing more récon-
ciled to life at Greylrigrs, bul the experience 1n Carberry's
study had rouzed up agzin all the old passionnte hatved and
resontment that had Jain dormant in ham.

He found the baok he hed heen sent for, and teok it to the
soniors’ comnou-room, and left it in Wingste's chair there.
Then ho wentl into the claze, his heart still throbbing, his
face stull pale.

* Hallo, Wharton, c:d vou cateh it hot¥”

I: wag p silky, insinunting voice. JYlarry Wharton turned
round abreeptly, and looked at Hazeldene ¢f the Lower
Fourth—or Remove, a5 the Forin was termed at Greyiriars.

Flaxeldene ywas rather o curions character. A groater enn.
trait 1o the holtheaded, passionats bay he confronted coupld
not be imsgined. IHazeldene was shien and slight, with light
hair mnd light eyes, a smoolh fuce, andd instnuating oantcra,
There was something almost ool dike in his quictness ancd
silkinoss: nrd though he could, when he liked, moko hinself
plessant enough, few would bave trusted him, In fuet, he
was known in the Remove by a corruption of his nama which
was for from fiattering, and which was supposed fo express
the peculior oiliness of his nature. But I}.iillt‘[dl.‘l:{:, who
never resloed m::.*thin;:, showed po sign of resenting his
nickname of *' Vaseline,”?

Whaorton looked him geimly in the eyes,

“ Did you speak to me¥”’

“Yes: [ did. I asked yeu if vou had caught it hot* T
soooted when I heard Carbersy call for & fag,"” explamoed
Pipzeldone, with & grin. I thought von might as well do
whatever 1t was o wanted.” ;

e "h"r:['rﬂ," sadd Wharten, with o cuarl ¢f the Lip, ™1 did not
do iL1”

Hazeldeno prinnel.

* You refused, [ suppase?”

“Yes, 1 refused!”

Igreldene winked expressively.
Harre Whartan's cheaks, _

“You can tell that to the marines,” Hazeldens remarke:l.
“1 know exactly how much a Remove fellow wouid dare
o roiuse a prelect——"

“ Do you mean that you doubt my word?”

“ Ny hat, musta't bis word be doubtei naw?' grioned
tiazellone. " Do you hoppen to be the EBmperor of Ger-
.sany, or any relation of the great Panjandrum?”

Harry comprossed his hips.

"Yiou are not worth quarrelling with?” he satd conteep-
sususly. -

“Go hon! My dear kid, I know that what you tald me
tast now was a ib—""

Biff! Harry Wharton's hand clenched and shol out, anid
“laeoldens, much to his amuzement, sat down suddenly i the
close,

He sal there rubbing his nose. and staring up at Harry
with an expression of Bewildered sucprise that was almost
r_!:lmil..*ﬂ!n

“ Do you want any more!” zsked Harry quietly. * You
« =2 bigger than 1 sm, aod—"' S _

“No. I don't! ejaculated Hareldene, serambling fo hia
faat. “What a beastly spitre yvou are! Reep your paws
<F me, please!™ )

“ Then you'd better measure youe words next time you
sk to me,” soid Harry Wharton disdoinfully, Arnd he
< ikad away, A sunny-faced juuior came out of the cloisters
=4 passed an nem throngh kis,
tHarcy Wherton's face cleared af oncs, The newcomer
< 3: Nagens of the Remoave, the only lad at Groyiriers for
ome the proud and solitary lad felt anylhing hike friend.

¥ ou'ro looking in the dumgps, Harey,” said Nugont,
oking abt him.  * Anytbing gone wrong?”

“ Only o row with Carberey.”

“ What did ho doi” . !

“\Whkat he's always doing—Dbullping ard fagging.”

“H'm: I saw you dot young Vazeline on the nose just
~ow, What was his high crime and mixdemeanour ™’
Wharton gave & quick glanes at his {riend. He felt that
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Nugont was poking fun at him.  Dut Nuzent's face was

porfectly grave.

“"He doubled my word.”

“Thon you yore right tosiny himy, DBai, [ say. Tlurey, yau
ouprht to b o little osa handy with those Bas of yours you
Lizow-—at least, until veu heve lenrncd to box.” snid Mugent
seriously.  ** Vaseline, for iastunce, is bagger ikan pon sre,
and if he bad the pluck of 2 mowse, ke could Eneck you mte
n cacked hat, 1le ¢an box.”

“ He's welevine {0 vy’

“Jle hasn't the pein” said Nugent caolly.
pponty of feilows in the Grevfrinrs Remove who hive,
strove, of onr stuidy, for one.”’

*“1'm nol afraid of Bulstrode,”

1 never suid vor were, B, I :aw, came alang 1010 tiw
gym. and bave the gloves on. 1L will do you geod,™ _

Harry nodded, and the chums walked mmte the gymnastum.
Thore was a serious shade upon Nugent's fove.  Murer
Whaeton was n difbeall (=llow to deal with, very dilliends,
and although Nugent lad patienee aund taet, and  hked
Harry vere woll, Lie found it seinetimes hnrd (o bezy with nia
new chuwm,  Tlaery had been brouglt up by a masden ausil,
and allowed to rua limrfnctl}' wilidl, and at nearty fHiiteen Lo
was headstrong, veckiess, and determaned, the lust fellow
(he world ta knuckie under peacesbly Lo cven the mo:1 neces
sury dretipline. _

Nugepl ard Wharton sharel 1the zame siudy, with Bul-
steade, the bully of the Remove. and little Billy Durters o
the same Form, And Study No. 1 was, o5 often as net, o
aeona of strife and discord, snd mueh of it was due o Hurey's
hard and unvielding temper.  But Nugent, even i the mow
trying moments, conll not forget that Harey Winrton el
plunged recklessly into the deadly grip of n whirlpool, aed
szved bis life at the imminent risk of his awn, That remens-
brancs kept Nugzent patient; and he noedasd at.

“ Bul 1nore are
1t

Bt iy, e B

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Bob Cherry Arrlves at Greyiriars,

' i =1lie Lweaze?"” _
Peler Hazeldene of ihe Remove stood yubbing lis

noge, which way very rad and & littie swollen.  There

was consaiderable patn in the nose, for Harry Whar

ton's kuuckles kad rapped hard there, Peter's mose was a
prominent feature npon luz face, nnd it looked now lilke «
Inttle beetroor. .
““I'he beast! ' make him 3¢ up for that, some timnel”

muttered Peter, ruefully carcssing  his damageed crga.
“Ina nbsolute Least ! Faney dotling a fellow on the nose fur
it hing !

“Hallo, kid, anythingy gone wrong with the boko¥"

Peler Hazeldene started and Jooked rour<d at the seand of
a new voice, A Jad of about his own age had just walked
in nt the open grates of Greyfriars, In nothing bat his age
howover, i the new.camer bear any reasemblanes to Hezel-
donse, He was a finely-built, nimble ad, with shoulders well
s back, and head wsell poiscd, Elis hair wos chek and
curly. and he wore his cap stuck on the back of it. Ilis fxes
would not be called exnetly handiome, but it wss 5o pleasail
and cheerful that it did vou good 16 leck al L ‘

“Who are you?l™ asked Ilnzeldene, stopping he caressuys
of hiz pese in bz curiosicy. " Yonr don't belung o Gicey-
friars.” .

“ Your mistake,” said the sleaagor eoolly, 1 de”

“TI haven't soon veu before,”

U Nothing remurkable in ¢hat, as this s the fiesr Gime H
Lave been here,'” B D

“ (" zaid Hazeldeare, with an iuflection of didain in s
varee, & new kid!”

* Exactly. A new kil

“ And what 1o ¥ oyorur namao be¥?

“Oh, any okl thing! But 1 waa christoned Robert, i
iy suroame 15 Choerey, of that ilk.  Boeh Cherey for shori.”

*“Weall, Master Bob Cliorry, you've got altoxoihor too much
chesk for o new kid” said Hazeldene, “amd the sooner yon
chuck it, the hetfter,'

The new-osmaor shook his head,

Utan't Be did! You must love moe as I awm, or nat lave
wo ot all.  Bul what's the ninlter with thoe hoko?  Is that a
new idea in colonr design, or have vou heen running it up
asainst a foothall beoi ™

< Mingd your cwn busines: " growled Hazeliene.

“Certainle ! sawi Bob Cherry, with unabarhed choeerful-
ness.  “Moy 1 nsk you the way to ihs heodmasier'a
quarters?” )

“You may ask,” said Peter. * But whether I tefl you or
not depends.’’

“Ob, come, don't be a ead!” said Bob Cherry., 1 wanl
to kaow where to pul my box, wo. There’s e chup at thoe

Another Tale of
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