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HAZELDENE'S HONOUR!

A New, Long, Complete Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
at Greyliriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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There was a buzz of cheery voices In the study when the door opened, and a fat face looked in. “ Here we are
agaln!* sald Bllly Bunter affably. * How do you do, Marjorle? Jolly glad to see you, Miss Clara, Sorry I'm
late, you feflows ! 1 had rather an Important engagement, (See Chapler7.)

The Eemove fellows had the
Harry Wharton’s team was

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

sea cut almost like a knife.

Snooep Surprises the Remove !

(L HERE’'S Hazeldene ™
Harry “Wharton
impatiently.

On Little 8ide, at Greyfriars, the Remove
etewm had gathered for rmtme-—crr rather ten of them

gathered. The goalkeeper was missing.
it was a cold, windy day. The keen breeze from the

No. 412

asked that guestion
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ground to themselves.
opposed to a scratch eleven, captained by Bolsover major.
As o rule, a practice match drew a number of spectators
to the ground, but on that bitter afternoon uo one
seemed anclined to watch the feefer. The twenty-ome
juniors were there by themselves. They were anxious to
start, if ouly to get warm, but IHazeldens had not
turned up.

January 1st, 1616,
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“Where the dickens i he?” exelaimed Wharton
irritablv. *He knows we're starting now. Aaybedy
geen nim:”

“T think he went ont after dinner,” said Penfold.

*Then why hasn't he come back?”

“Put another chap in goal and let’s %n?t going,”
mggested Bob Cherry, who was brandishing his arms to
keep warmi. *“ We can't stand about here and frecre.”

“We want Hazeldene in goal,” zrowled the captain of

the Remove. “1e's got to keep goal in the Highiliffe
mateh on Saturdav, and he's got fo practise.”

“Hallo, halle, halle! Here comes somebody i

Wharton looked round gmickly as a junier came out
of the distant School Hounse. DBut it was not Hazeldene,
It was Snoop, of the Remove,

Somewhat te the snrprise of the foothallers, Emoop
came down to the ground,

Srnoop was not penerally interested in footer, being a
slacker of the fixst water, and that he should have chosen
this espeeinl afterncon, when the weather had driven
hardier fellows indoors, to come down and watch the
practice was surprising.

“2eon Hazeldener"” Wharton called out, as Snoop came
up to the field.

“No. Ten't he hera®”

“If he were here I shouldn't Le asking ¥you if you'd
eeen him,” snapped Wharton.

“ Don*t bite a chap's head off,” said Bob Cherry good-
paturedly. “Tsn't Hazel in the Mouse, Snoopeyr”

Bnoop shook his head,

“ He went out on his bike after dinner,” he zaid.

“He's had time to get back, I suppose,” growled
Wharton.

“ Might have had a puncture.”

“Oh, rats ™

“Chaps do have punctures, vou know,” said Beb Cherry
cheerily. “Hagzeldene may be wheeling his jigger home
at this very minute. Shove another chap in goal.”

Harry Wharton frowned. He specially wanted the
whole team to practise together that afterncon. There
had Leen a time when the Higheliffe mateh was o mere
walk-over to the Removites. But that time was gone,
sipce Frank Courtenay Ebad become jumicor football
captain at Iigheliife. e match was certainly not one
of the toughest on the Remove list, but it was a game
that ne hard play. And Wharton wanted his team
to be at the top of their form oo Saturday. The weather
had bLeen playing ducks and drakes with footer practice
of late. ’lr'imt ednesday afterocon was the last chance
the Remove eleven huad of Emc‘tim all together before
the Highcliffe mateh came off.

The absence of the pgoalkeeper was, therefore,
exasperating. Putting another fellow in goal would
allow the practice to proceed, but it would not be the
same thinﬁ'.

“ The silly ass !” Wharton exclaimed. “He sught to be
hEH-I-T’

“Yes, but he isn't,” remarked Frank Nugent. * Blow
Hazel! Let's get on.”

“You want ancother fellow?" asked Snoop, looking ab
:];E captain of the Remove. *“I'll play in goal, if yon
] .E‘!#

Wharton™s frown vanished, and he grinmed. Dob
Cherry burst into a roar.

“You in goal, Snoopey! Ha, ha, ha "

“The roalfulness would be ferrifie!” chortled Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh, the outside-right of the Remove
eleven.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Bidney James Suoop scowled. It was true that he was
no footballer, but he did not like his offer being received
in this humorous spirit.

“Well, it would give Dolsover’s men a chance,”
chuckled Johnny Bull. . )

“ But where shonld we come in®' grinned Squift.

“We shouldn't come in at all; we should be enuffed
out.” said Peter Todd,

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Well, you might be civil about it, anyway,”
exclaimed Snoop. *I've offcred becaunsze you want a
poalie, and Hazeldene don’t seem to be coming. I'm
willing to do my best.”

Tre Macner Lisrapy.—No. 412.
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“ Excuse us, dear boy,” said Bob, chuekling. * But it
struck us as funny. {!w never play footer, yvou know.
"You couldu’t stop a ball” _

*I'd do mv best, Wharton,” said Snoop. “ The fact is,
I want to take up footer.”

“Yon want to take up footer !” ¢jacunlaied Harry.

“Why not? You fellows have slanged me ofien cnough
for not taking it up.”

, “Well, ves; but it hasn’t had any effect on you, w0
ﬂl"".

“Give me a trial,” said Snoop. “It's only a praclice
match, anyway.”

“ Well, something in that,” said Wharton th.:.u%htfu!]y
“With o duffer in goal, it will make the Lacks buck np,
at any rate. That fathead Ilarzel seems to have dis-
appeared for the aftermoon. Get into your jersey,
Snoopey, and run into goul. We'll give you a chanee.”

“I'll be ready in a jifiy."

Snoop rushed off to the House,

“Well, my hat!” exclaimed Wugent., *“That's a new
departure for Snoop, Football instead of smoking in the
box-room ! Wonders will never ceage.”

" Blessed if I understand it,” said Harry. “ But if he's
going to take up footer instead of playing the giddy
ox, he's welcome fo all the help we can give him.”

“ Oh, ves, rather.” .

The juniors punted the ball about while they waited
for Snoop. Dut they had not long to wait. In a few
minutes Hnoop reappeared, racing down from the House
with his feotball ¢lothes on, and a coat and muffler.

“*Hallo, hallo, halle! YMere he comes.™

Snoop arrived panting, and threw of his coat and
muffier,

“I'm ready !” he announced.

“Get into poal " said Harry.

The two junior elevéns lined up. As it wae onl
practice, there was no referce on the ground. As hal
past two boomed out from the clock-tower, Bolsover
mﬂﬁr kicked off the ball.

olsovér major was grinning. .

There was o certain amount of distinction in hﬂing
selected to skipper the scratch team, but Bolsover ha
not expected to put up muck of a show against the
great players of the Hemove. But with Snoop in goal,
the prospect had changed. Bolsover major entertained
ambitious bopes now of beating the Form eleven.

Bolsover & Co. attacked hotly, but it was a long time
before they had a chance at goal. BSiduey James Snoop
stood between the posts, stamping to keep his feet warm,
and waving his arms. The fresh air and the motion
brought an unusual colonr into his pasty cheeks, and he
looked more fit than usual. The attack was mostly on
the Remove side, and Wharton soon put the ball in, and
his goal was guickly followed by another from Peufold.
The forwards were evidently in the pink of condition.

And when Bolsover & Co. succeeded in getting goin
at last they found that Mark Linley and Todd anf}]ﬂi
Cherry, the halves, were hard to beat; and behind them,
Johnny Bull and Tom Brown, the backs, were like uuto
a bronze wall in defence. It really looked as if Snoop's
]?rt, in goal, would be simply that of a spectator most of

e time.

But towards the end of the first half there came an
ait;lck upon the Form goal, and Snoop was put fo the
tast,

The ball came in from Skinner's feol, and Snoop
jumped at it.

To the surprice of the whole field, he fisted it out.
Bolsover major headed it in at once, and Sncop headed
it out. Probably he was favoured by luck, but he did
it, and the Removites gave him a cheer, ag Bob Cherry
cleared to mid-field with a powerful kick,

“Well saved, Snoop !

“Jolly good, Snoopey!” called out Harry Wharton,
with much more cordiality than he usually showed to the
slacker and cad of the Remove. " Keep that np.”

“What-ho ! £aid Snoop.

But it was not till the second half was well on its way
that Snoop was called upon to save again. This time
the ball came in from Bolsover major, and Snoop was on
it at once., Oub it came in a twinkling. Certainly, it

SOMETHING STUPENDOUS COMING!I
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Mr. Quelch uitered a sudden exclamation. **What is this?" He held up a packet. It was open a! one end, aad
cigarette dropped from It as he held It up. Hazeldene started violently, (See Chapler 6.)

was not a difficult shot to deal with: but, at all events,
Snoop dealt with it.

It was not till the ninety minutes were ncarly up that
ﬂ%]'ﬂ'j’ put the ball in, hea,tinﬁ Snoop all the way.

y that time the Form had taken four goals, and a
fow minutes later the practice match wae over. Harry
Wharton clapped Snoop on the shoulder as he camc out
of poal.

“You've done jolly well, considering,” he said, * Of
eourze, the attack didn’t amount to much, But you
gtopped it, anyway. I'm glad to eea yom going in for
footer, Snoop. Why mnoet come down for regular
practice?”

Smoop emiled in a rather curicus way.

“I’ll be glad to,” he said.

“Good exz! Then it's a go!” said Wharton heartily.
“If you don’t mind my giving you a tip, you'd better
chuck smoking; yow'll find your wind improve.”

“I'm going te,” said Snoop. “In  faet,
already.”

“Good man !

The Famous Five put on their coats and mufflers and
walked back to the House. They were ru{ld'y and warm
from the feooter, and in good epirits. Twe things

uzzled them, however., Oune was the absence of

azeldene ; ‘the other was the surprising new departure
on the part of Sidney Jamea Snoop. The former was
annoying ; the latter was heartily approved. The chums

Tux Macxer Liprany.—No. 412

I have

of the Remove did not like Snoop, and they did not

retend to. But they were more than willing to give
}:im a helping hand if he had resolved at last to play
the zame.

i, -

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Ponsonby & Co.l

“" EN
“ Halle!" said Penfold. 3
Pen was rubbing himself down In the
dermitory after the game. The other fellows
had

ne down, excepting Snoop, who lingered.

“Will you lend me your camera?’ asked Snoop.

Fen smiled.

“Taking wp photography as well aa footer?” he asked.

“ Mol really taking it up,” said Enucuﬁ. “I've had a
lot of practice, and 1 have a camera at home. I sha'n’t
damage it,"

“That's all right,” said Pen good-naturedly.
my study; you can take it.” .

“1'1l pay for the plates I use, of coursc.

EL _IIL'II' H‘ETEM.”‘

Sidney James Snoop descended to the Remove passnge,
and took the eamera from Penfold’'s study. He slung
it over his shoulder, and was making for the sinirs,
when Frank Nugent stopped him.

“Ti's in

HARRY WHARTON & CO. WANT EVERY ‘ MAGNET” READER TO BUY THIS WEEK'S ISSUE OF “THE GREYFRIARS HERALD, 2°
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*Coming to tea?” asked Nugent cheerily.

Bnoop stated a little. It was the first time he had
ever been asked to tea in No. 1 Study, ;

“I'd like to come,” he said, “ but I've borrowed Pen’s
camera, and I'm just zoing out. Thanks all the same.”

“ Hight-ho!”

Snoop went on hiz way thoughtiunlly.

He understood that t{m curioue display he had made
of footer enthueiasm that afternmoon had had its effect
on Harry Wkharton & Co. Ae a rule, they had little to
Bai'g to Snoop, and that little was not over-courteous.

ut evidently they had resolved to give him a chance.
If he wanted to throw over his “rotten ” ways, and play
up like a decent fellow, he would receive every encourage-
ment from No. 1 Study., They were always ready 1o
help a lame dog over a stile,

_But the reform of a tharacter like Snoop’s wos not so
simple a business as the chums eupposed. It was true
that Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars, had
turned over a new leaf and stuck to it. But Sncop had
none of the Bounder's stremgth of character. He was
not hikely to turn over the new leaf, much less to stick
to it for any long pericd if he did so.

A cynical smile eroesed his lips as he made his way
down to the gates. He turned inte the road to Court-
field, and walgﬂl on tquickly.

He had told Pen that he wag goin
It wae odd enough, therefore, that he did not pauee on
h:s_ way, and did not open the camcera-case. He walked

u‘ﬁ:kigcthmugh Courtfield, and along the road to High-
cliffe School.

Two fellows were chatting in the gateway of High-
cliffe as he came up—Courtenay and De Courey of the
Fourth. They nodded to Snoop, who paused.

“Is Ponsonby about? he asked.

“I don't know anything about Ponsonby,” gaid
Courtenay, shortly enough,

De Courcy chimed in:

“You'll find him in his study, Snoop. But he's
eportin’ hie oak, dear toy. There's a little game on.”

Snoop grinned.

“That'e all right,” he zaid. *“He'll see me.”

“You're one of the old brigade—what®" asked the
*.'}I?E::rpi!]ar, “One of the wild an’ roarin’ blades—
eh?

“Oh, rot!™ said Snoop.
House.

* Beliold the sheep goin' to the slaughter, Franky!™
said the Coterpillar, with a wawn. 1 didn’t kioow
Snoop was Hush with ecash.”

“Ile isn’t,” eald Courtenay., “I've heard that his
fat]}’er came an awfnl mucker, and his people zre hard
up.

*Yaas. I remember that fat bounder Bunter babblin’
ahont it, while I was tryin’ to shut him up with buns,”
assentedd the Caterpillar. *“That’'s the puzzle—how on
earth is he worth Pon’s while if he hasn't any cof *

“Blow Ponsonby !

“ Certainly, Franky. Blow him as hard as you like:
but it’s an interestin’ problem, all the same. SBnoop
must have come intoe a fortune.”

Snoop entered the House, and made his way wp to
Ponsonhy's study. He tapped at the door.

“Hallo!" eame from within. *“Can’t let you in: we're
swottin’,*

Enoop chuckled. The last fellow at Higheliffe whe
was likely to “eport his oak " for the sake of swotiing
was Cecil Ponsonby, the dandy of the Fourth,

“It's me,” said Snoop.

“Who may " me * be?” drawled Porsonby.

“Bnoop, from Greyfriars.”

“Oh, it's Snoop, from Greyfriars, is it? Well, run
away to Greyfriara; we're muggin® up Latin.”

“Mugging up bridge, moro tkely,” said Snoop throagh
the keyhole, "I eay, Pousonby, let me in; it's
important.”

“Let the bounder in, Pon,” said another wvoice, that of
Gadsby of the Fourth. “If he can make a fourth we
needn's play dummy.”

The key was turned, and tke door opened. Three
elegantly-dressed youths were in the study—Ponsonby
and Gadsby and Vavasour. There was a slizht hare of

TrE MaoxrT Lierary.—No, 412,

oub photographing,

He crossed towards tho

NIW 0R
SALE.

cizarette amoke In the air, and there were cards on the
table,

“Trot n,” said Poneonby. And after Snoop was in
the etudy he relocked the door. “We don't want
Mobby to spot this. He's too obliging to spot us unless
we fairly make him. Buot no good takin’ chances.™

“Talke o hand, Sneop?” said Gadsby.

Snoop shook his he.a&l.

“It ian’t that,” he said. “ You were epeaking the
other day, Ponsonby, about bets on the match next
Saturday. Well, I'm your man.”

“Nothin® dain’,” said 1'=:-nannh;,r at omce, “I'm not
backin® the Highcliffe team. ‘e haven't a look-mm
agrainst Ureyfriare, since that outeider Courtenay hecame

skipper. He’s left us out.”

“Well, you never beat Urevfrmiata when you wera
skipper, that I remember,” said Snoop.

Ponsouby looked umpleasant.

“Have you come here for a thick ear? he asked.

“No, thanks, I've come to make a bet with you, if
you're game.”

“T tell you I'm not backin® Highcliffe. It's N.G."

“ Bame here,” said (Gadshy. "1'd back anythin' with
a sportin’ chance, but that's absolutely N.iz. Courtenajy
has done a lot with the team, I admit that, but he can’t
put an eleven in the field to beat QGreyfriare. High.
cliffe won't have a look-in on SBaturday. I don't ea
they won't put up a good fizht., But they'll be licke
to the wide, pnd there's an end.”

“T'm not asking you to back Higheliffe,” eaid Snoop
coolly,

The nuts of Higheliffe stared at him.

“You den't want us to back your school, I suppose?”
eaid Vavasour.

“Why not, if you think Greyfriare will win®"

*We'd back Greyfriars fast enough if we could find
any takers,” c:hu-ﬂgicd Ponsonby. * We'vé offered the
edds np and down the Fourth and the Shell here, but
there ain’t any takers—no jolly fear!”

“T'm ready to take you onl

i %:_1}11 " exelaimed Ponsonhy & Co., all together.

i 'E"E.“

*What's happened to the Greyfriare team, then®”
sreered Ponsonby., ' Are half Wharton's men crocked®”

“Every man as fit as a fiddle,” said Snoop, “and
expecting to win ¢n Saturday.”

“ Rate 1"

“Tem't you helieve me?” exclaimed Sncop angrily.

“Of course I don't—uot ¥ you're willing to lay money
against them,” said Ponsenby. “You wouldn't, unless
something had happened te muck up Wharten's team.”

* Nothing’s happened. You can satisfy yoursclves
ahout that. Bike over to-morrow and see them at
practice,”

“ Certainly I should before I lald money on them,” said
Ponsonby, puzeled. “But if the team’s all right, what
do you want to bet agaigst them for? You kuow jolly
wall that Courtenay hasn’t a chance in a dozen.”

* Canrtenay’s a gﬂ-:rd skipper, and De Courcy can pla
un when he likes,” said Snoop, "I fancy the Eighaliﬂ{
tean's getiing on better than you think., Anyway,
money talks. I'm willing to back Highelifle against my
own school,”

“ Apd nothing's happened te Wharton's team#?

“Nothing. You can see for yourselves to-morrow, if
vou like, before the befs are laid.”

Ponzonby & Co. stared at Snoop.

They did not understand. It was frue that the junior
Higheliffe tcam had made wonderful strides since Pon-
sonby had been dropped, and Frank Cowrtenay had
hecome junior skipper. Bulb a winning team is not built
up in a day. It was Courtenay’s great ambition to heat
the Hemeave on the footer field., But as vet he had
little chance of doing it. Cecil Ponsonbhy was a slacker
himself, buf he knew good play when he saw it, Only
by the bigmest stroke of Iuck could Higheliife hope to
pull off Saturday’s match. With ordinary luck, the
Greviviars Remove muat win,

The sportsmen of Highcliffe would have backed (Frey-
friavs willingly if they could have found any takers.
But they could find none—till now.

WATCH “ THE BOYS' FRIEND” FOR AN EXTRAORDINARY ANNOUNCEMENTI SOMETHING STUPENDOUS COMING!



There was silence in the study Ior some minutes.
Bnoop, with his hands in his pockets, waited.

“EBlessed if T can catch on!” said Ponsonby at last.
“There must be some trick somewhere !”

Snoop shrugged his shoulders,

“I don't want you to lay your money till you've seen
Wharton's team at practice,” he eaid. “ Bike over to-
Stakes to be

morrow, and hriug our cash with you,
held by Bkinner of the Remove.”

“That's all right, certainly!”

“You've been offering two to one on Greyfriars, I
understand, and nobody here is sporting enough to back
up his ewn school at that figure!” said Snoop. “Well,
I'm ready to do it!”

“Hard cash? said Gadsby. * We don't bet on waste-
paper, you know ! )

Hard cash!” said Snoop. “I'm in funds.”

“For once!" sneered Gadshy.

“Yes, for once!’ said Snoop, wnmeved. “You know
I'm generally hard up. I'll take you on, at two to ome,
as you've offered !"

“But it's a dead cert for us!” exclaimed Pousonby.

“I don’t think so!”

“If you don't think so, it shows that you don’t know
anything about footer!”

“Well, he doesn't, as a matter of fact!™ Temarked
Gadsby. “Look here! We're not missing this! If
Sooop means business, we're on! But money talks!”

Snoop opened his pocket-book and took out a ten-

und note. The nuts of Highcliffe stared at it.
Ten-pound notes were decidedly uncommon among
juniors. Even Ponsonby & Co., who were rich, seldom

tenners to show abeut. And Snoop was well known
to be poor.

“It's a tenner, by gad ! said Ponsonby. * Been robbing
a bank, Snoop®”’

“It's my own!" said Smoop. " As a matter of fact, it
was sent to me to buy some things I'm in need of. My
allowance doesn’t run in tenners, or even in guids, for
that matter. But I've got it, and I'tn going to flutier
while I've got it. I don't often get a chance for a little
flutter.”

“*Well, that's sportin’!” said Iensonby, eyeing the
temmer preedily. * And you'll find us sportin’, too! Two
to one on Greyfriars, win or loge "

“Done 1™

“Provided that they're showin' their usual form when
we see them to-morrow,” added Gadshy.

“That’s understood ! After you've seen them, come up
to my study, and bring your cash with you, 1f you're
still inclined to bet,” said Snoop. “Yon tjireu will have
to make up twenty guid!”

“We can do that, with a bit of borrowin’,” said Pon-
sonby. “Of course, among gentlemen an I O U is good
enough

“Do you want to bet on my IOU, then?™

“No fear ! said Ponsonby promptly.

“And I don’'t want yours!” said Snoop. *I'm mob
takin’ this trouble simply to collect waste-paper—your
remark, Gaddy !”

“Fair enpupgh,” said Vavasour. *Ilard cash on both
sides, and there’s no prospect of trouble. I can stand it.”

Snoop moved to the door.

“That's settled, then!" he said. “They'll be at

ctice after dinner to-morrow, I'll see you then™

“Right as rain!”

Sidney James Snoop left the study.
and Vavasour chuckling,
thoughtfully.

“It's a regular catch!” said Gadsby,
ours, Pon "

*“But what is he dein’ it for?”’ exclaimed Tonsemby.
*“Is be really ass emough to think that Courtenay's team
can beat Greyfriars?”

“He must be. Monew talks, you know !”

“He's a tricky beast, thﬂugﬂ B

“Yaas, that's so; but we shall see the Greyfrines
rotters fo-morrow, and we shall see whother they're in
their nsual form. We can inquire, too, whether any of
them will be missin’ on Saturday, or anythin” like that.
We can make sure it's all fair and sguare before we
put up the stakes.”

Yonsonby nodded.

“I suppose it’s a case-of a fool and his money!” he
remarked. ' Snoop never has any tin, and he’s gone
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He left Gadsby
and Ponsonby frowning

“That ftenneor's

HARRY WHARTON & CO. WANT EVERY *MAGNET " READER TO BUY THIS WEEK'S ISSUE OF “THE GREYFRIARS HERALD, 42

wousy, Che “Magnet” o, |

wild at the idea of bagmin' twenty of the best. That
tenner’s curs ! .

And the nuts of Higheliffe sat down merrily to bridge
and cigarettes, with the comfortable certainty that they
would be dividing Snoop’s tenner among themsclves after
the football match on Saturday.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Yery Queer!l

i ALLO, halle, hallo! Here's Hazel !”

H Bol Cherry was looking oul of the window
of No. 1 Study. Tea in that famous apart-
ment wag over. The winter dusk was falling

on the Close as Hazeldene of the Remove came wheelinyg
hiz Licyele in,

The expression on Hazel's face was not agreeable. He
did not look as if he had enjoyed his afternoon out,

e disappeared round the House, on his way to the bike-
shed. A few minutes later his heavy footsteps woere
heard in the Remove passage.

He came into No. 1 Study, frowning, and lecking
very tired and very muddy. Harry Wharton greeted
him with a rather grim look. The Hemove goal-keepir
had missed the last practice before an important match,
and an explanation was required,

“Well, here you are!” said Nugent,

“Yes, here I am!" growled Hazeldeme. * And I want
to find the chap who's given me an afterncon out fow
nothing ! 1 suppoese you played without me?”

“OF course, as you didn't turn up!™ sald Harry.
“What the dickens did you stay out for:”

“I thought I should gc back in time,” said Hazeldene.
“There was lots of time to get over to Redelyfle and
back before the practice. I've been to Redelyffe.”

“Well, you could have got back easily emough,” said
Harry. "I suppese a puncture wouldn't have kept you
till this time, 1f you had to walk all the way home?"

“I haven't had any puncture.”

“ Then what the dickens i

“That's what I want to know ! said Hazeldene. * Semo.
body's playved a rotten joke ou me! Just after dinner
Quﬂ‘{ﬂhj sent for me, and told me my father was asking
for me on the telephone.”

*0h, if you've been to sce your pater, that’s different,
of course !’

“Bul I haven't! exclaimed Hazeldene. It was a
rotten practical joke of somebody! Somebody jawed to
me on the telephone, and I thought it wos my pater,
He told me that he had had to come down to Redelyffe
on business, and asked me to run over and see him, He
gave his address as 10, Sussex Street. Well, T wanted
to see the pater, naturally, so I buzzed off on my bike.”

“IHdn't you find him?

“No, I didn't. And I dido't find any Sussex Sfrect.
I found out, in the lonr run, that there isn't such a
streel in Redclyfie at all. At leaat, nobody seemed to
have heard of 1t. I thought I'd Letter telephone home
to make sure, and I bad to wait for a trunk-eall. Then
T.t t'rﬁn:::'l out that.the pater hadun’t been to Redelvfic
bl (0LD.

Harry Wharton's brows contracted.

“What a rotten trick!” he exclaimed.
have done it#"

“That's whal [ want te know!” said Hazeldene, sctting
his teeth. “IE it was a Greyfriars chap I'l find him
ouk, and hammer him black and blue! Might have heen
one of the Highelille rotters, though! 1t's just one of
Tonsonby's dirty tricks! I can't make out why any
silly ass should play such a game on me !

*Blessed if T can, either ! said Bob Cherry.  * Some
cad might have played a trick like that to make you
miss a4 watch; but to-day it wasn't a match. T don’t
see that it could matter to anybody whether you turned
up  at Frur:ticﬂ or net. On Saturday it would e
differcnt.”

Y Well, on Salurday I shouldn’t have stayed away.™
anid Hazeldene. “If it had been o match T should have
got beck in time, and chanced i, and explained to the

5

“Whoe could
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ater afterwards. I wouldn't have left the team in the
urch in a mateh. This was just & rotten practical joke!
T want to find the practical joker now!"”

“1 hope you'll find him ! said Harry.

“I'm going to fry, anyway !”

Hazeldene left  the study,
mitch out of temper,
another very cnriously,

“That's Jjolly queer!” said Johuny Bull abruptly.
“Who the dickens could have played that rotiem trick
on Hazel?”

Wharton shook his head.

“T give it up,” he said. “It's like Ponsonby; but it
wouldn't be quite fair to put it down to him without any

L T

proof.

“He trickfully spoofed us on the telephone oncefully
before,” remarked qurrea Jamset Kam Smgh.

" Let’s give him a hiding, and chance 1t," suggested
Johnuy Bull.

“Bow-wow! We're playing Highcliffe on Saturday.
We don’t want any ragging with Highcliffe fellows just
now. Besides, there's no proof.”

“Well, he's a cad, anyway.”

“Fathead!  We're not going over to Higheliffe to
make a row because Ponsonby's a cad,” said Wharton,
laughing. "It might have been Ponsonby: but it might
have Leen anybody else—perhaps some chap in Friar-
dale that Hazeldene's got on the wrong side of, Might
even have been o Hedelyffe chap; Hazel had a fight with
a Redelyfle chap last term.”

Meanwhile, Hazeldene was asking questions up and
down the Remove passage.

The lemove fellows heard his story with surprise, and
with sympathy or amusement aceording to the way they
losked =t it

But nobody seemed to know anything about the
practical joker. If it was a Remove };"Euﬂw,'hﬂ was keep-
g it carefully dark.

And there was one fellow, at least, who cast doubt upon
Haszel's story. For when Harry Wharton & Co. came
down into the common-room they heard loud sounds of
woe, and an angry voice. Hazel had. Sidoey James
Snoop’s head under his arm, and was punching it,

“Hallo, halle, hallo! Wherefore this thusnesg?”
exclaimed Hob Cherry. _

“Draw it mild, Hazel,” said Harry Wharton, with a
frawn.

Hageldeno looked round furiously,

_"The rotten cad iz making out that I've been telling
lieg I he exclaimed savagely,

Speop wrenched himself away. His face was flushed
and furious.

" Heep off, you rotten bully!” he velled. *“I'1l eall
Cuelchy !

“You can call Quelchy, if you like,” snorted Hazeldene.
“If you call me a liar agam I'll hammer you, Quelchy
of no Quelchy!”

" But, dash if all, it’s jolly gueer, yeu know!" remarked
Bolsover major. "You needn’t glare at me, Hazel. I'll
give you all the hammering you want, if you like. You
can’t punch me like Snoopey.”

* What do you mean, you rotterf”

“1 say, it's queer,” said Bolsover. “You tell us some-
body called you away or the telephone, and you stayed
saway all the afterncon looking for a street that doesn't
exist. Well, if Wharton had semse emough to make me
goalkeeper in the team, I shoaldn't have stayed away., T
kmow that. I can’t understand why anybedy should play
a trick like that on you, either.”

“That's what I say,” said Snoop. “It’s queer enousi.
Anybody could say that he'd been called away on the
telephone.”

“Twe or three fellows heard Quelch call ma to his
study, to answer the telephome!” exclaimed Hazel
fiercely.

“Oh, you had the call right enough !" said Skinner. “ A
pal might have called yon up on the telephone.™

“Quelchy wouldn't have let ne talk to a pal on his
telephone. You know that.”

" Your pal might have used your pater’s name,” grinned
Skinner. "“That's a dodge I've used myszelf, when I
wanted to use Quelchy’s 'phone.”
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T dare sav vou have,” said Hazel savagely. “ You're
mean enough to tell les to Quelchy or snvhody else.”

“Oh, draw it mild!” said Skinner tartly. "It’s omly
a dodge. I shomldn’t wonder if you cleared off for your
ﬂ\'.;:li'l _rfﬁsuna, and pitched vs this yarn, Keep off, you
rotier!

Skinner dodged behind the bulky form of Bolsover
major.

“What uniter rot!” excluimed Harry Wharten., “If
geems to be you that's started this, Snoop.  It's utterly
rotten. If Hazel wanted to go out 2nd see somebody, he
wonld have said so0.”

"“If he'd ehucked the proctice to go out playing the
riddy ox, you'd have dropped him out of the temmn,” said
BSnoop.

© Playing the giddy ox!” repeated Hazel. “ What do
you think I've been doing thiz afternoon, then, you
worm?"”

Bnoop =ncercd,

“Well, T know wyou nuzed to meet hookics, and the
sporting chaps at the Cross Keys,” he said,

Hazeldene flushed crimson.  An old bad reputation was
hard to live down.

“8o you think T chucked up the footer for a reason like
that, and told lies about it 1™ he excliimed fiereely,

“Well, if you did it, you couldn’t fill the truth about
it, without being dropped out of the Form eleven,” said
Snoop.

Wharton eaught Hazcldene by the shoulder as ha was
striding towards Snoop apain. Huzeldere turned ¢n him
passionately.

“Do you believe that cad?” he exclaimed.

“No, I don’t! I'believe he's a slandering worm 1™ said
Harry Wharton divect] % “I am quite sure vou wouldn't
do ﬂp}:thin%' of the kind, Ilazel. Snoop can't help being a
suspicious beast ™

“ Thanks!” sneered SBnoop. “I know that Hazel's been

with me to mect Banks the bookie more than once last
term, anyway.”
" Bypones are bygones, and Hazel's done with all that,
And if you had any deecenev, you'd have done with it,
too. Let him alone, Hazel; his rotten insinuations aven't
worth taking nolice of

Hazel's brow cleared a little.

“All right,” 'he said. “Dut I'm not going to let him
yarn like that about me. I know his reason jolly well.
He's asked me often emough to keep up the old gome,
He can think what he likes, but he's not going te jaw
like that about me.”

“You'd betfer hold your tongue, Snoop,” said Wharten
nurHv. “Nohody wanis to hear insinuations of that
sort !”

snoop sneered, but he held his peace,

Hazel walked out of the common-reom, frowning.
Snoop did not need, in fact, to say any more. The aus-
vicion had béen started, and it was discussed by all the

move.  And there were a good many fellows who
remarked that the telephone story was a little “ thiek.”

When Wharton and Nugent went to their study to do

. their preparation, Frank Nugent looked curiously and

inquiringly at his chum.

“T1 suppose there's nothing in it? he said.

“I'm sure mot.” ‘Wharton's brows were wrinkled.
“Hazel promised me that he had chucked all that when I
put him in the team.”

" He's broken promises of that sort hefore.”

. Ye-es, I know. But he promised Marjorie, too.”

“I know. But he's as weak as water,” said Nugent,
“Ary chap can lead him by the nose.”

“We know he’s been kee-.}%ing clear of Ponsonby & Co.,”
eaid Harry., * He's quite off with those Highcliffe rotters,
In fact, he's nobt on speaking terms with Poneonby now.
Ie jolly nearly gob sacked over his last foolery with
P'onsonby, and it fed him up, I think.”

“That's so. I agree with vou; only, one ean’t blame
the fellows for not believing him. He keeps on reform-
img, and sliding back, and reforming again. It's =
recular joke by this time.”

Wharton nodded, frowning

“Yes, I know, But L feel sure he's
I've been keeping an eve on him, too.
straight all this term.”

SOMETHIXZ STUPENDOUS COMINGE

uare this time,
e's been going



“ I've ‘thouzht o, certainly.”

*“It looks to me as if Bnoop has an axe to prind. He's
eaking up footer, and he'd liks to keep goal for the
Remove. Of course. if this were true about Harel, he
would be chucked out of the team. If he left us in the
lurch to go out playing the piddy ox in his old style, I
couldn’t keep him on, though it would be a disappoint-
ment to Marjorie. Footer comes first. Sncop ma; be
idiot enough to think that if Hazel were dropped he
might get his place. Of eomrse, he couldn’t; 1t would
be Bulstrode.”

Nugent lnughed.

“Not much chance for Snoopey,” he said. “ Bulstrodes
next. And Bolsover and Ogilvy and Morgan are miles
ahead of Stoop.”

“Eut I believe Hazel’s square. Anyway, 1 should want
jolly conclusive proof acainst him before T rounded on
him. And thiz is only tattle. 1 certainly shouldn't take
any notice of it.”

" Quaite vicht

The chums of the Remove dismissed the matter from
their minds, and settled down to their prep. But
Wharton's brow remained a little wrinkled. Sueoop’s
mmsinuations were dismissed from hiz miad; but they
seemed to leave an unpleasant taste in his mouth.

L

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
No Loan for Bunter!

(T IGHCLIFFE cads!” said Johnny Bull, with &

sniff,

Morning lessons were over the mext day,

and the Hemove team were at practice om the
football-ground, when Ponzsomby & Co. sauntered in.
_ It was common enough for Courtenay and his friends to
drop in at Greyfriars. But Ponsonby & Co. seldom came.
They were still on the worst of terms with the Remove.
The footballers paid them 1o heed.

Hazeldene was in goal, and he was in great form.
There were few spectators on the field, in the hitter wind.
But 3noop was there, and he joined the Highelifians,

" Your men seem to be in pretty gocd form,” Ponsonby
remarked. ““Hazeldene is toppin’ in goal. Rather a
change for aim since last term. He ‘won't let the ball
pass him on Saturday, I famey. Are you still of the
game mind, Snoopf”

* Certainly,” said Snoop. * Don't talk about it here,
of course, The fellows would be ratty at a chap backing
the enemy.”

*Yaas, I underatand that—same at Highclifie. They
wouldn’t like us backing Greyfriars—though they won't
back Highcliffe for love or money,”

“Well, are you ready to lay your money:"” asked Snoop.

“No hurry,” said Ponsonby coolly. “I'm goin® to
make a few inquiries first.”

“Make all you like,” said Sncop, with a shrug of his
shoulders.

Ponsonby approached Wharton when the captain of
the Remove came off the field. Wharton would have
passed him without speaking, but the Higheliffe junior
ﬂt-npged him.

“You seem to be in great form to-day,” FPonsouby
remarked pleasantly.

“Same as usual,” said Wharton shortly.

“Making any changes in the team for Saturday:”

“No,” said Harry, In surprise.

*:%‘hey'ra the men you're playing®

i fE‘Ha”

“Then you look like beating Highcliffe™

“We hope to”

“Looks to me like a dead wvert,” said Ponsonby.
* Courtenay’s team has bucked up a good bit, but they've
powhere near your form.”

“Thanks!”

“Wouldn't he quite safe for a Higheliffe chap to back
his own school this time—what?"

Wharton's lip curled.

“If gﬁu’re looking for information because you want to
make bets on the game, Ponsonby, you'd better apply to
somebody else,” he said abruptly, and, with the curtest of
nods, he walked awary.

Pensonby smiled. He had obtaived the information
he wanted.

“Nice manners these Grevfriars chaps have, haven't
they?' he drawled.
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* Ahsolutely I prinned Vavasour.

“Locks like a dead cert for us,” said Gadshy. *If
Wharton EI& 3 that team, he will wipe the gronnd with
Courtenay’s iyn‘[a Snoop must he off hia rocker to want to
lay his money against them. We'd better nail him before
he changes his mind.”

“I can’t help suspeetin’ there’s a irick somewhere,”
zaid Tonsonby. “Enoop may be 4 fool; but I shouldn't
have said he was so fatheaded as all that.”

“But where can o trick come in¥#"”

“That beats me,” confessed Ponsonby.

The nuts strolled away towards the school shop. Out.
side that establishment a fat junior was blinking inte
the window through a big pair of glasses. Ponsonby
tapped him on the shoulder in a very iriendly way.

* Hallo, Bunter, old chap!™ ,

Billy Bunter blinked round at him. Gadsby and
Vavasour stared at their chmwm, Why Ponsonby was
wasting politeness on Billy Bunter was a mystery to
them. Bunter was surprised, too. Once, when Bunter
was for a brief period in funds, e had been “old chs E‘”
to Cecil Ponsonby. But since he had returned to his
nsnal state of impecuniosity, Ponsonby had ceased to b
aware of his existence, Bunter was greatl Eatttre:él at
being promoted once more to the rank of “ old chap.’

“Hallo, Por " he said cordially. *“Just the follow I
wanted to see. I suppose you haven’t five bob about
you:r"

“ Certainly,” . s

“The fact is,” said Bunter, in a confidential tone, “"I'm
expecting a postal-order, and there’s been some delay
in the post.”

Gadsby and Vavasour grinned. They knew all about
Billy Bunter's calebrated postal-order, which was always
just about to arrive, hut never did arrive. But Cecil

onsonby remaised quite grave. 1

“That’s hard cheese!” he remarked sympathetically,

“ Yes, isn't it?" said Bunter. “I happen to be stoay.

“Not really?”

“Yea, really.” ; ¢

“Why not write to one of your titled relations? P'EkEd
Ponsonby, gently pulling William Gm:ge Bunter's fat
leg. William George's leg could be Fu'll to any extent,
without the fact dawning upon William George.

“T'va done so,” said Bunter. “That’s the postal-order
I'm expecting, as a matter of fact. But there’s some
delay. Lots of the postmen gone to the war, you know;
I suppose that'’s it/

“Or perhaps the Germans have captured the General
Poat Office,” remarked Gadsby.

* Oh, really, Gadsb 5 .

“Well, if a little loan would be of any use to you,
remarked Ponsonby, jingling the money in his pocket.

Billy Bunter's eves glistened behind his glasses.

“Of course, I'li let you have the postal-order imme-
diately it comes,” he said eagerly.

* Five bob, I think you said#

“That’s it."” o

“ By the way, your footer team looks like winning on
Saturday,” Ponsonby remarked,

Bunter sniffed.

“Hardly!" he replied.

“You don’t think so? Why not?”

“ Wharton's left me out,” explained Bunter,

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Gadsby and Vavasour.

“Left you out!” said Ponsonby, still quite gravely.
“That's a mistake, of conrse. ut, apart from that,
they look like winning.” -

““0Oh, ves; Higheliffe ian't much class at footer! eaid
Bunter. “Of course, they've piukeﬂ up since they
dropped you, Ponsonby—you don’t mind me saying so?
But theyte hardly np to Greyfriars form.”

“No changes in the team likely to take place om
Saturdav:”

“No fear, ;
ount, if Snoop talked himself black in the face,
Marjorie’s brother, you know!” Bunter gigpgled.

Ponsonby started a little. He gave his comrades a
quick look; and Gadsby and Vavasour understood then
why he was talking so ehummily to the chatlerbox of
the Remove, He was pumping Bunter for information.

Wharton wouldn’t be likely to leave E;;ﬂ?t
e's
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"So there’s been tulk of leaving Hazeldene out?” he

remarked,
.. Uk, no! But T know jolly well that was Snoop’s
idea,” said Bunter. “I know Shnoop. you see. He didn’t
start that yorn about Hazel for nothing. Of course, I
dare say it'z true. T shouldn't wonder itg Hazel went out
on the razele yeosterday afterncon, just as Bnoop says.
I know he used to. And if he did, he would have to
yarn about it, or Wharton would kick him out of the
team like lightning., But Wharton doesu’t belicve a
word of it.”

PORDY said Pousonby. The Higheliffe dandy felt that
he was getting some information at last as to Snoop's
real motives in affering to lay =olid cash against a team
that looked like winming easily. “So vou think Snoop
wanted to work it for Hazeldene fo be dropped out?"

" It looks like it to me. He must have some reason for
starting that yarm, I suppose,” said Bunter, * Then
Suoop's taken up footer, foo—hie waz in goal in the

ractice yesterday. My belief is that he wanted to shift

azel, and try to hag the place himgeld.”

“Oh!” zaid Gadshy.

“Of course, he hasn't a dog’s chanee,” =aid Bunter.
"If Hazel were dropped, Bulstrode would keep goal, or
Ogilvy, or Tom Brown—there's lots of fellows to takeo
Ehﬁ:‘d '5;1 place if he went. But Snoop was always a =illy

uffer.

“Snoop keep goal!” murmured Gadshy, My only
hat! With Snoop in geal for Greyfriars, and gctting
agamst s own team—my word !”

* What a lovely little game !” grinned Ponsonby. “ But
I know Wharton well enough to know that he'd play a
kid in the Third Form rather than Sneop. I fancy every-
hﬂ&;l' kunowsz that Snoop ean't 1}?3}: for nuts."

“That was his idea, I'll bet vou,” said Gadsby.

“Quite so; but it won't work.”

"I say, you fellows,” said Billy Bunter, as the High-
cliffians turned away—Ponsonby had finished with Bunter
now-~"I say, Pon, what about that little Joan?"

“What little loan*” asked Ponsonby pleaszantly,

“You were going to lend me five bob—oen my postal-
order, you know,”

“Was I? 'This js the first I've heard of it.”

“th;ir, vou asked me if a little Toan would be any use
t¢ me ' shonted Bunter,

H;.Taaa; I dare say I did,” assented Ponsonby, * Would

“ Yes, rather!”

"Well, in that case, I advise you to look for some mug
who'll make you a loan,” said Ponsonby agreeably, and
the three jumiors walked away chuekiing.

Billy Bunter blinked after them indignantly. He under-
stood ot last that the dandy of Higheliffe had been
“pulling his leg.”

“ Beasts I growled Bunter.

And he resumed his disconsolate sentry-go at the tuck-
shop window.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
High Stakes!

“ OME in!” said Snoop,
Sncop and Skinner were in the former's

study, when a tap came at the door.
Ponsonby & Co. came in, ‘

“Made up your minds yet!" asked sSnoop, with a
sneering smile.

Ponsonby nodded.

“Yaas, We're takin® the bet.”

“@Skinner’s going to hold the stakes,” said Snoop. "1
asked him herc ready.”

“T'm your man!’ said Skinner. * What's the bet?”

“We're layin® two to one on Greyfriars for next Satur-
day,” said ﬂmsﬂnhiir.

“Quite safe to lay ten fo omne,” chuckled Skinner.
“ Highelifie hasn't a dog’s chance. But you don't mean
to say that Snoop is backing Higheliffe?”

“Yes," said Snoop,

Skinner stared at him blanlly. .

“Youn must be off your rocker,” he exclaimed. “ High-
cliffe hasn’t a look-in. You'll lese your money, you
fathead.” i
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“ That's Snoop’s bizney,” remarked Gadsby

‘Dut it's simply dotty,” exclaimed Skinner. * Snoop,
TOU asg

“Oh, cheese it,” said Sncop, “You're geing to hold
the stakes. I think Courtenay's team have a pood
chance, and I'm backing it. Ponsonby offers the odds,
and I'm taking them.”

. Oh, P'll hold the stakes, if you like,” said Skinner.

You might as well hand the money to Poneouby now,
and have done with if.”

" You'll hand it to him if Greyfriars winsg, You’ll hand
it to me if Higheliffc wins. And there’s my money,”

Sidney James Snoop produced the ten-pound note.
Harold Skinnér starec at 1t as if he could scarcely believe
his eves.

*Ten pounds!" he ejaculated.

“That’s my figure, Pon’s got to put up twenty,”

“ My hat!"

"We've got the tin here,” suid Ponsonby. *“ Shell out,
you fellows.”

The chums of Highelifle “ shelled out,” Skinner took
the bank-notes like a fellow in o dream. He had often
held stakes before for the young rascals, but never to
sueh an amount as this,

" Better lock it up,” said Gadsby,

“I°ll lock-it up in my desk at once,” said Skinner, and
he leit the study.

“That’s scttled,” sald Ponsonby. “Ta-ta, Snoop.
We'll be over here on Saturday to see the match, and
we'll eall for the money then,™

“You'll pet it if you win it,"” said Snoop.

“Oh, we shall win it right enough., You're not likely
to get into the Greyfriars team as goalkeeper,” said
Ponsonby pleaaanﬂ:(".r

And Gadeby and Vavasour laughed.

Snoop started,

“There's no talk of putting me in as goalkeeper,” he
sald. * Of couree, I should jump at the chance if I had
it, But Ilazel’s keeping goal.”

“In s[i]:t-e of certain yarns spread about him—what?"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That deesn't make any difference,” said Snoop.
“Wharton wouldn't drop Himldeue in a hurry, If
did, Bulstrode is regerve in his place. He's jolly nearly
ng ‘gfm‘l in goal as Hazel.”

"“"He might not be available, perhaps.”

""He wouldn't miss the chance for at:lything, if it came
his way. Dut if he did, Wharton would play Tom Brown
in goal, and put in another fellow at back,” Tom Brown
could beat anything that Higheliffe could do. We've got
plenty of goalies in the Remove. I shouldn't have a dog's
chance if T put up for it.”

“Well, I know that's so,” assented Ponsonby, “and
that's why we've laid our money., But that's what was
in your mind, all the same,” '

Snoop laughed,

“You're jolly suspicious,” he said. *“If I happeuned to
keep goal for the Remove, I should play my very best,
anyway,”

‘With money against the side:”

“Certainly.”

“I don't think!” said Gadsby politely.

“It's becanse you haven’t the shpghtest earthly chance
of getling into the team, old chap, that we're betting
on 1t,"” smiled Ponsoenby. *“ Good-bye!”

The Highelifians took their departure, Skinner came
back into the study.

“Put the money safe®” asked Snoop.

“Yes, it's locked up.” Skinner eyed his chum narrowly,
* Look here, Bnoop, what does this mean®”’

“It’s a bet,” said Bnoop carelessly. “If I wim, I'm
standing you a sov. out of the stakes, Skinney, for your
trouble,”

“I'm on, of course,” said Skinmmer. " DBut you won't
win, You know it. You must know it. You can't be
ass enough to think that Wigheliffe will win,”

=noop laughed,

“Money talke! he remarked.

“ Ye-en, I suppose it does, I want to know what the
game 18,” sald Skinner. "I think I ece light, too. I
wondered why you started that yarn about Hazel, Were
you dummy enough to think that Wharton wounld drep
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-rascality, and he shrank back, * Keep your hands off me, Harry Wharton!' he =ald, between his teeth, I

Wharton Eprang to his feet, his fists clenched, and his eyes gleaming, Snoop’s nerve was mot equal to his l

swear that If you touch me, I'll go stralght to Quelch with that photograph.,” (See Chapler 9.)

him, and born idiot enough te think that you might get
the place, and let Highelifie score?”

“1've had all that from Pon,” yawned Snoop. o ﬂplll‘lck
it, your goodness’ sake. I think Highcliffe will win, and
that's enough. Anyway, you stand to clear a sov. if [
win, s0 you needn’t worry.”

“I don’t think I shall ever get that sov., though.
Highcliffe will be licked to the wide!”

Sndop shrogged his shoulders, and Skinner left the
gtudy, very much pnzzled. When he had pgone, Sncop
eat down at the table, and took out his pocket-beok.
From the pocket-hook he extracted a quarter-plate
photograph, and sat leoking at it for some minutes.

“1 funcy that will work the oracle,” he murmured.
“ Ponsonby is pretty keen, but not quite keen enough for
me. It all depends on how Whartou takes it, but I think
I've got him down pretty correetly. It’s neck or
nothing, anyway, and twenty guid is worth the visk. I
fancy Hazeldene will be gorry for hammering me yester-
dav.” Snoop’s thin lips closed tightly and viciously.
“ Hang it, T wish it were all over, I haven't the nerve
for a rrame like this—hang it! But--but it's a dead cert.”

And Snoop vepeated to limself several times, as if
seeking to drive away lingering doubls in his own mind
“Tt's a dead cert—a dead eort! Wharton will toe the
line, for Marjovie Hazeldene's sake. if [ know anythmg
of him. It's a dead cert!”

Tue Magxer Liprany.—No, 412,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Under Susplcion!

R. QUELCH paused.
The Remove-master was coming down the
Torm-room passage, when o voice, proceeding

from the deep alcove of the old window, fel
upon his ears. It was the voice of Sidney James Snoop.

“Well, it's a fact! I know Hazcldeme has gol
cigarettes in his study at this very minute.”

“1 dou't believe it.” This was Skinner’s voice. " D¢
you mean to say you've seen them there—in Hazel's
study #”

“1 saw him bring the packet in.”

“Well, it beats me, Wharton weuld be jolly down on
him if he knew, with the Highcliffe match coming off the
day after to-morrow. Is Tlazel playing the giddy ox
arain a8 he used to, then®”

Mr. Quelch strode up te the aleove,

“Cave!” muttered Snoop.

The I'orm-master fixed his eyves upon the two juniors.

“1 heard vour words. Snooep,” he saxd.

¥ I I—" stammered Sneop.

“I could not fail to hear you, as you spoke in my
hearing,” said Mr., Quelel. I am compelled te take
notice of your statement, Sncop.”
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“I—1 wasn't making any statement, sir. I—I was just
speaking to Skinper,

" ¥ou have declared that Hazeldene, of your Form, has
broken one of the strictest rules of the school,” said Mr.
Quelch.

“I—I don’t think that ought to be put on me, sir,”
eaid Snoop, "I didu’t mean to sneak about anybody,
sir—IHazeldene or anybody else.”

“Quite o; but I am bound to iuvestizate the matter.
Are you sure that you were speaking correctly?”

I—I don’t know, sir. I wouldn't be certain, now I
come to think of it."”

“I trust you are not prevaricating, Smoop. I under-
stand you desire not to sneak, as you call it, but you are
h“l“'d to anewer my guestions truthfully.”

Snoop was silent.

“ However, I ghall szee for myself,” added Mr. Quelch;
and he rustled away, with a very grim brow.

Harold Skinner i’::n:-ked at Snoop with a curling lip.
Skinner was not a particular fellow himself, but he had
his limits.

“That was a dirty trick,” he said bluntly.

“What was?” muttered Smoop. “I—I didn’t know
Ql}FIchy was coming along, of course.”

i Ly belief is that you did, and you meant him to

“Oh, rot! Why should I#”

* Because Hazeldene hammered you, I suppose. But it
was rotten to give him away like that, ".'Fain't playing
the game.” '

“You're always so jolly particular ahout laying the
game, ain't your” sneered Snoop. * Don't talf rot to me.
Hagzel hammered me, and T can't stand up to him with
my fists. TIf he will be a beastly bully, he can't expect
a ch:ﬂ] to take it smiling.”

And Snoop walked away, whistling.

Mr. Quelch made his way directly to the Remove
.]éassnge, and stopped at No. 2. He was frownin darkly.
He tapped at the study door, and opened it. The three
juniore who shared the study—DXRulstrode, Tom Brown,
niad Hazeldene—were all theére, They roee respectfully
to their feet as the Form-master entered.

“I have come here to see Hazeldene,” he said,

" Yes, eir,” said Hazeldene, in wonder.

" Are there any cigarettes in this study "

Hazeldene started, and Tom B i
Bulstrode turned red. e ok M hend,

" Not that I know of, sir,” said Hazeldene uneasily.

Mr. Queleh’s keen eyes were fixed upon him, and he
n-::-}cd at once the junior's uneasiness.

p iil'f: you sIur];: of that, Hazeldene "

now I haven't ir.,"” sai
oA any here, sir,” said Hazeldene,

"1 have no reason to suppnse that your study-mat
have any,” eaid Mr. Queleh coldly, * 3 ‘4:3
you, Hazeldene.” Q y f B questioning

“T have nothing of the kind, sir.”

“ You do not smoke

““No, sir.”

“Have you ever amoked #

Hazeldene coloured.

“You caned me for smoking last term, sir,” he said.
“Since then, no.” ’

“Then it is not a habit of yours?”

“ Certainly not !

"I take your word, Hazeldene, but I must make guite
cerfuin. This s a serious matter. 1 ecould not help
onserving, Hazeldene, that you betrayed uneisiness when
T addressed my question to you.”

Hyazeldene was asilent,

“Kindly turn out your pockets,” said the Form-
master.

“Has somebody accused me of smoking, sir®”

“No. But I have heard o chance remark om the
eubject—a remark that was not intended for myv ears,
but which T am bound to take notice of. I must satisfy
myself upon the point”

“Very well, eir,” eaid Hazel.

Hazcldene turned out his pockets,

Nothing in the shape of cigarettes came to light.
Bulstrode and Tom Brown looked on in silence.

“Is that your desk, Hazeldene?”
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“Yes, sir,”

“ Open it, pleage,”

Hazel opened his desk; it was not locked. Mr.
Quelch looked into it, and turned over some of the
papers with his hands. The desk wae gomewhat untidy.
Hazel’s possessions were generally inm an untidy state.
The Form-master uitered o sudden exclamation,

“ What is this?”

He held up a packet. It wns open at one end, and a
cigarette drop from it as he held it up.

Tazeldene started violently. _

“That! T—I don’t kpow, sir. It—t
cigarettes.”

“Tt is a packet of cigarettes!” said Mr. Quelch sternly.

“You ass, Haze!!'” murmured Bulstrode, under his
breath. _ '

“You denied having cigarettes In your possession,
Hazeldene. Yet I find them in your desk. Does anyone
but yourself use this desk?"

“ N-no, a}ir," ﬁtauutere;] Hazel,

“Then they are youra?"

“ They're 11{:-1; minye, gir. I—I haven't seen them before,
I~I suppose somebody’s put them into my desk for a
lavk,” said Hazel desperately, “I'll swear, sir, that I
never put them there. I don't smoke. Ask any of the
fellows. Whartonm knows. He wouldn't let me keep
goal for the Remove if 1 smoked.” -

Mr. Quelch looked at him hard and long.

Hazel's face was flushed, his manner agitated.

“It is scarcely likely, Hazeldens, that any boy jvuuig
have put these cigarettes into your desk for a joke,
gaid Mr. Quelch coldly. * That is mere noneense. 1 have
reason to believe, too, that you were seen bringing them

into this study.” .
“T didn’t, sir. I've never seen that packet before.
“T should be sorry to think that a boy ‘.I.ll.”l:l‘lj'lFﬂrul

waa capable of telling me a direct falsehood, said the

Remove master, afier a pause. “ Hazeldene, I shall not

punish you for this, I wish to avoid the possibility of a

mistake. But you will bear in mind that I shall kee

you under observation. If I find that you have deceiv

me, it will be the worse for you.” .

And Mr. Queleh quitted the study, taking the packet of

cirarettes with him. , B
*'Well, you duffer,” said Tom Brown, "you ought tjn

have known he was here to search, and you Eyﬂ'l.l]:dﬂ; t

have told that whopper, if for no other reasoun.

Hazel gave the New Zealand junior a fierce look,

“ Do you think I was lying, then?"” he exclaimed.
“Well, the cigarettes were there,” said Tom,

“ Bomebody put them there ”

“(h, draw it mild!” said Bulstrode. ‘
“Yours, moat likely,” said Hazeldene bitterly. “ Good-

ness knows how they got in my desk. I dare say I

shoved them in without noticing it, among some papere.

That's why I felt floored when uelchy asked me if there

were any in the study. I know you've got some 1n your

dE‘E ‘u .
“Jolly lucky he didn’t look into mine,” pgrinned

Bulstrode. *“Not that I'm a esmoker either; I've

chucked np that rot. But a chap likes a fag now and

then ™
“1 don’t smoke,” said Hazel angrily.

Wharton to chuck it when he gave me a p

Form team. I promised Marjorie, too. _ _
“You've promised a lot of things in your time,” said

Bilstrode, with a sneer. “ You're not lamous for keep-

ing promises, though.”

“T've kept that one”

“Tt doesn’t look like it."”

Hazel's eyes flamed.

“Tf you call me a lar, you can put up your hands,
you retter ™" he exclaimed, advancing upen Bulstrede.

" &hush ! said Bulstiede cheerily. “I'm not going to

lick you; you know you couldn’t stand up to me for three

minntes. If you give me your word I'll take it."

“J do give you my word.” ‘

“Well, that settles it, then,” said Bulstrode, with a
smile. It was pretty evident that he doubted Hazel's
word, all the same. _ _

It was not easy for Hazel to live down his old reputa-
tion. He had reformed so often, and fallen again from
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grace so often, that his reforms had become more or less
of a stonding joke among the fellows who knew him,
The influchee of his eister Marjorie was stromger than
anything c¢lse i keeping him straight; but even
Marjorie's influence failed sometimes, Yot it had to be
sdmitted that Hazel's last reform seemed to be last-
ing. For o lome time he had kept guite steady, and he
had devoted himself to foothall in n way that earned
high praise from everv fellow in the Form who took an
interest in the game.

“I don’t want to make any ecapital ont of this,” went
on Bulstrode. *As a matter of fact, I ought to be
keeping goal on Baturday. 1If Whartor feund you out
he'd drop you like u hot brick, and I should play. Well,
I'm not going to say a word to Wharton, Let's keep
mum, all three of vs, There's been enough talk about
that affair of last Wednesday, If you say thal some
fellow has been playing o quecr practical joke on you 4
second time, the fellows simply won't believe it

“It's some cad who's pot his knife ipto me, I
euppose,” said Hazel. “I don’t see why it's being done.
I've no enemy that I know of. Snoop and Skinner and
Stott are rather down on me2 because I don’t hang with
them ns I used to, that’s all, It looks to me as if same-
body is trying to drive me out of the footer.”

“Oh, cheese it!" said Bulstrede. “If you dropped
out I should have your place. So you think P’m aimmg
at that?”

“I should think so if I thourht vyon were menn enough ™
said Hazel. * But I know you wouldn't do anything of
the kind."”

“Well, nobody but myself has anything $o gain by

etting you ints Wharton’s black boels.”

“That's go. I can’t understand it.”

“If it's a trick, it will fall flat, anyway,” said Tom
Brown. “No need for a word to be said about Quelchy
coming here at all”

Hagzeldene gritted his tecth,

“I'm pot going fo keep it dark. T'm going {o find
ount who planted those ciyarettes in my desk., 1 thought
at first they might be some of Bulsirode’s rubbish, shifted
inte my desk by mistake. Now I come to think of it,
I believe it's a trick, and by the samne ead whe telephoned
to me the olher day.”

“ Better say nothing.™

“Rate! I'm going to have it omt!”

Hazeldene strode from the &tudy, and slammed the
foor after him, Bulstrode and the New Zealand junier
looked curiously at ome another,

“What do you make of that, Browney*"

Tom Brown shrugged his shoulders. :

“Blessed if I know. It may be a trick. But it looka
to me as if he thinks we shall talk, and he's moing te
braren it out by making a fuss. I don’t want fs be
hard on Hagzel, but—well, we know he don’t stick ver
¢lose to the truth: If he doss now, he's changed a lot.'

Bulatrode srinned.

“My idea exactly.”

Hazeldene stroede directly down to No, 1 Stndy, and
went in., Wharfton snd Nugent were there, They
looked enriously at his flushed face.

“Somebody's been playing another trick on me,” said

Hazel.
“Hallo! VWhat 15 it this time?™

" Qunluh;,r'a just found some cigavettes in my desk.”

“ Hazel I"

“1 don't know how they got there. T never saw them
before., I've kept the ﬁmmise I made when I was put
in the team,” szaid arel fiercely., “I'm pmoing to
find the ¢ad, and hammer him, or try to. I shouldn’t be
surprized if it was Snoop; it was he sturfed a yarn about
me on Wedneeday.”

“Tt's jolly edd,” said Wharton.

“Don’t you believe me?” shouted Hawel.

“Yes,” said Harry, after a long pause. “I1 take your
word. So far as I've been able to see, you've kept your

omise,

“It's a trick to got me out of the footer, I heliewve,”
said Hazel.

“I can’t see that., If we don’t play you., we play
Eulsgcde. Bulstrode wounldn’t play a mean irvick like
that.

“XNeo, T know lie wonln't,
it was, though !
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Hazeldene proceeded to imquire up and down the
lemove. _ )

To his surprise and exasperation, his ﬂﬁ:a::ch was mek
with smiles and chuckles. The general opinien was that
the cigarettes had been found in his desk because he
kept them there. Nobody admnitted that he knew any-
thing about the mutter, at all events. Hazel's old hahits
were well known, and he could net expect his reform
to be implicitly believed in by fellows who had known
him for two or three terms. _ L

“For goodoess” sake, draw it mild, Hazel! said
Bolsgver major in the common-room. * There's no harm
in o smoke now and then. I do it myself.”

“But I don't!" said Hazel.

“Well, you did last term.”

“ Last term isn’t this ferm I

“Nop, This term VWharton's made you a fixture in the
Form eleven, in the place of a better chap,” said Bolsover
major. ' Cigarcttes have to be kept awfully dark, or
the Great Mapnificent Wharton would come down heav&'.
Now you're a reformed character, you and Bulstrode
do nearly all the goal-keeping between you for the
Remove, If Wharton found you out, somebody else
might cet a chance.”

“You, for instance ! growled Hazeldene. ,

“Me, for instance!” assented Bolsover major. “1
can keep goal as well as you can, or Bulstrode cither!”

“ Does that mean that you planted those smokes in my
desk, and sueaked to Quelchy?”

Bolsover major laughed. :

“Yon can spin a yarn like that if you like,” he said;
“hut you won't get many chaps te believe it, I faney!
Draw it mild "

Hazeldene swung angrily away. _ 1

His search for the au})p&sed practical joker was
wnavailing. The only result of it was a generally-fixed
belief that he was keeping up his ¢ld bad habits in
secret, and that it had come out. And as a consequence,
more doubt than ever was cast on his story of the “spoof ”
telephone-call on Wednesday afternoon. Bolsover major
was so firmly convinced on the point that he paid an
immediate visit to No. 1 Study on the subject.

“Look here, Wharton!" he bepgan, in his most
aggressive tone. “ You've said often- enough that you
won't have any gay dogs in the Form eleven. You've
said that mu{:ing spoils the wind, and mucks up a
fellow's play, and you won't play smokers.”

“Duite correct!” said Wharton calmly.

“Well, what about Hazel?”

“Certainly! What about him?' asked Wharton.

“It's come out that he smokes—as I jolly well knew
he did all along, for that matter! It's pretty clear, too,
that on Wednesday he cut the practice to go and meet
some of his old beokie friends. Is thai the sort of chap
you want to keep goal for the Hemove?”

“That's not the sort of c¢hap,” said Harry. *“If Hazel
were that sort of chap he would go out of the Remove
team on his neck, while I'm skipper.”

“Then you don't believe i7"

“No, I don't.,”

“ Because he's Marjorie Hazeldenc's brother, I sup-
pose ! sneered Belsover major. “You want to please
Marjorie by keeping him in the team!”

Wharton rose to his feet, with a glitter in his eyes,
and 2 flush on his cheeks.

“Will you go out of this study on your feet or on your
neck, Bolsover?" he asked, very quietly.

Bolsover major decided to go upon his feet. He went,
and slamined the door behind him with a respunding
slam.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Talks Too Much!

AZELDENE wheeled out his bicycle from the
shed, with a shade on his brow., Bob Cherry
was hurrying down to the shed.

“Btarting for Cliff House?”" he asked.
“Yez,” said Hazel shortly. “I'm going to fetch
Marjoric and Clara.” ;
1
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“Like a chap to come along with you?”

Hazel looked him in the face.

“Yea," he said. “If you don’t believe thoserotten yarns
aboui wme. If you do believe them, I don't want to
speak to yon, Bob Cherry. That’s flat!”

“Flat enough,” agreed Bob, good-humouredly. ™ As it
happons, I den't believe u word of it, so there's no need
to hite a fellow's head off I”

Hazel's brow cleared.

“Sorry ™ he said. ' It"s getting on my nerves, that’s
all! Most of the fellows seem to believe that I've gone
bock on my werd, and that I've been spoofing Wharton
and the rest of you. And it’s not pleasant.”

Bolb mizht have replied that Hazel's old record did
not encourage fellows to put faith in him. But Qe did
not.

“IVH Wow over,” he anid.  * Let the matter drop, and
fellows will met tived of talking. Let's get off.,”

The two juniors rode away together for Clf House
School.

Meanwhile, there were considerable preparations going
on in No. 1 Study. It was always an event of great
importance when Marjorie and Clara came over to tea.
Wharten and Nupent, Peter Todd and Hurree Singh,
Qquiffl and Mark Linlcy were at work in the study,
witting away books, and footer boots, and foils, and old
Imks and papers, and pgenerally giving the study a
newly-swept and garnished appearance.

Billy Bunter locked in to offer a helping hand with
the cooking., Bunter's postal-order had still failed to
arvive, and Bunter scented a feed. He pointed out that
Marjorie wouldn't care much for the tea if he wasn’t
present, o remark which eaused him to depart hurriedly,
assisted from behind hy Wharton's boot. S0 Bunter's
assistance was not available in the preparations.

But the feed was ready when Bob Cherry and Tlazel-
dene returmed with the givl-chums of Clif House.
Marjoric and Clara came in iresh and bright and
smiling, Marjorie was very cheerful at tea. BShe was
locking forward to seeing her brother play in the High-
cliffe match. Hazel’s waywardness hﬂ,dpn:msml the Lkind-
hearted zirl many anxieties, but of late she had been re-
Heved of uncasiness regarding him. It really seemed that
the reckless junior wasz on the straight road at last, and
was sticking to it. Hazel's last cseapade had brought
him within measurable distance of being expelled from
Ureyfriars, and the lesson seemed to be lasting.

It was quite a merry party in No. 1 Study.

There was a buzz of cheery voices in the study when
the door opened, and a fat face looked in,

“ Here we are again I said Billy Bunter affably, “ How
de you do, Marjorie? Jolly glaf.{ to see you, Miss Clara!
sorry 1'm late, you fellows! I had rather an important
cngagement.”

The chums of the Bemove glared at Bunter. Billy
Bunter depended wpon the presence of Marjorie and
Clara to save him from being foreibly ejected.

* Make room for a chap, Baob, old man " he said.

“ Not so much of your * Bob, old man """ growled Bob
Cherry.

“ Pass the cake this way, Harry, dear boy!”

Wharton passed the cake, restraining his desire to hurl
it. “Harry, dear boy!" from Bunter gnt on his nerves.

“You're looking fit, Hazel, old chap,” remarked Bunter,
as he started on the cake,

Hazeldene grunted.

“I really hope you won't erack up on Saturday,” said
Bunter. "If you do, I'm quite willing to take your
]llacte, so far as that goes. You fellows know how I keep
goal,

“We do ! chuckled Squiff. “We does!”

“Well, I shall be in pretty good form,” said Bunter.
“No cigarettes for me. e, he, he! Yow! Who's
stamping on my foot? Bob Cherry, you ass—"

“Oh, dry up !’

“I- wasn't going to talk about Huazel” said Bunter,
Cin an injured fome., “I'm not the kind of chap to tell

tales out of school, T suppose. I'm not going te say a
word, Hazel, Hely on me.”

MYou can say what you like, you fat fool!” growled
Hazel.
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“(Oh, really, Hazel
clumsy ass, Toddy !

Marjorie's face had become very grave.
looked steadily into her teacup.

DPeter Todd tose to his feet, and took Bunter h::r the
fat ear with a finger and thumb that clesed like a vice.

“Yow-ow! Leppo, Toddy! Wharrer you at? I'm
jolly well not going till I've had tea! 1 wasn’t going
to tell Marjorie about Hazel o

The door closed on Toddy and Bunter,

‘There was an uncomfortable silence in the study.
Clara broke it.

“ Jolly cold weather, isn't it she remarked.

“Yes, ism’t it?” spid Bob Cherry. “Jolly nearly
freezing.”

“ Looks like snow, in fact,” said Nugent.

“0Oh, don’t rot!” growled Hazeldeme. “We may as
well have this out. There’s a varn about me in the
Remove, Marjorie, but it's all lies, that's all! Some
cad planted smokes in my study, and Quelchy found
Eh_e:lfrj:hem. I knew nothing about it. It was a rotten
rick

Marjorie nodded.

“T'm sure of that, Hazel,” she said.

But the merry tea-party was no longer so merry. Billy
Bunter's injudicious revelations had had the effect of a
douche of cold water.

When Marjorie and Clara left, with Hazel and Bob
as escort, the chums walked down to the gates with them.
Wharton found an epportunity of speaking to Marjorie,

“Don’t worry ahout what that fat duffer said in the
study " he muttered. “It's all sercne! Hazel is as right
ag rajn ¥

Marjorie’s eyes brightened.

“I think so!” she said. “I'm glad you think so,
Harry! It is a shame that things should be said about
him, when he’s trying so hard to do his best !

“It won't make any difference to him. You can depend
unon thaet!™

The cyclists rode off, and Wharton and his chums
retnrned to the School House. Harry Wharton was
looking very theughtful,

He belicved in Hazel—at least, he was trying hard to
believe in him. But he could not help remembering how
often Hazel had promised amendment before, and how
often he had been found wanting, IHe knew what a
bitter blow it wounld be to Marjorie if the wayward junior
fell back into the miserable blackguardism of his earlier
days. Was Hazel true? It was a difficult question to
answer, and though he was determined to believe in
Hazel, he could ot help admitting that it was more for
Marjorie’s anke than for Hazel’s own,

vow-ow! Reep off my feet, you

Misz Clara

AMiss

D

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Snoop Makes Terms !

IDNEY JAMES SNOOP looked into No. 1 Study &
little later. Harry Wharton was there, alone,
writing a letter,

“Busy?"” asked Bnoop.

Wharton looked up.

“Not specially ; I'm writing to my unele. What isg it?"

“1 want to speak to vou.™

“If it's anything like yonr yarm about Hazel, you
needn’t take the trouble,” said Harry; “I don’t want to
hear anything of that kind.”

“It’s rather important.” Snoop came into the study
and closed the door behind him. " Youw'd better hear
me, I think."”

“You can rnn on,” said Harry, laving down his pen.

“T've just seen Bunter, It seems that the fat duffer
put lis foot in it, repeating to Marjorie what the fellowa
are saying ahout her brother.”

*What wou started about him, von mean,” said
Wharton, with a curl of the lip.

“1 suppose Miss Hazeldene was rather hurt by at”

*&he wounld have been if she'd believed anything of the
kind,” said Harry. * But she didn't.”

“If 1t should come out that it was trme, and that
Hazel was a regular blackguard like he used to be, it
would be rather painful for her.”

WATCH “ THE BOYS' FRIEND™ FOR AN EXTRAORDINARY ANNOUNCEMENTI SOMETHING STUPENDOUS COMINGS



“1 suppose so.
purzled. “ What are you driving at, Snoop? I suppose
you're not thinking of carryving your yarns to Cliil House,
are your"

“L don’t think it's quite fair to ﬁut it down as my
yarn,” said Sncop. I only said what I thought. Skiuner
thinks the same, so does Stott, and a lot of the fellows;
Bolsover major, too. Bolsover says that you ouly stand
up for Hazel because of his sister.”

“ Bolsover had better repeat that to me, and I'll answer
him guick enough. And I don’t want to hear it secound-
hand from you, Snoop,” said Wharton bluntly. * Leok
here, if you've anything {o say to me, will you come to
the point#”

“I'm coming to it, You've %:::-t Hazel in goal for the
mateh on Saturday. Well, you know I'm not such a jolly
bad goalkeeper. I want you to give me a cuance [or
Saturday.”

“Your" ejaculated Wharton.

“Yes. Why not?”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“There are a lot of reasons why not,” he said,
need to go into all of them-—life’s too short!”

“I played up pretty well on Wednesday."”

“ Hetter than anj'iﬁ)'od expected,” assenfed Wharton;
“and if i{m want to taﬁe up footer seriously, we'll give
you all the help we can. You can rely on that. Dut you
must be dotty to think you econld be put into the Form
tenm ol 2 minute’s notice. Ifazel’s alkeeper, and he's

uite satisfactory. You're nob a patch on him.”

“ Suppose you found that he cut the practice yesterday
to meet Banks, the bookmaker, and then came home and
lied aboub it?”

“T've told you I don't want to hear your slanders,
Snoap.”

“Suppose I can prove it?"

“You can’t.”

“I can!" said Snoop quietly.

Wharton made an angry gesture.

“If you could prove that, Hazel wouldn't stay in the
team, of course. I know a footer captain’s duty, I
suppose. But even so, Bulstrode would take his place.
Bulstrode is as good as Hazel, and we play him as often
as Hazel, And if Bulstrode wasn’t available, Opilvy
comes next, and then Bolsover major, We're not hard
up for goaikeepers.”

“ Yon mean that vou wouldn't play me anyway?”

“ Exactly.”

Enﬂa‘: drew a deep breath,

“VWell, I want to play,” he said.

“It's Tather a new taste on your part,” said Harry.
“I'm willing to believe you. But I'm not likely to

1t you in over the heads of half a dozen fellows whe can
Eaep goal better than you can. If I made up a team on
those lines, I shouldn't Le football captain in the Remove
for long. I should get the boot, and I shonld deserve it.”

Wharton spoke s patiently as he conld. He was
utterly surprized. It seemed incredible that the slacker
and waster of the Remove should suppese, for one
moment, that he could be given a place in the team
mercly for the asking.

Snoop was silent for some moments. It was clear that
he had something mores to say; but, apparently, he found
difficulty in saying it. Harry Wharton took up his pen
%E“i“' He did not sec that there was anything raore to

e said.

“1 haven't finished yet,” said Snoop. "lsn't it your
dnty, as footer captain, to hear about Hazcl? 1e cuf
the practice to go and meet a bookie, He's quite as likel
to do the same on Baturday, and leave you in the lur
over the match."”

- Wharton jabbed hiz pen savagely info the inkpot,

“If you've got proofs of what you say, I'm bound to
hear them ! he exclaimed. " Bunt I warn you that if
you give me your tattle over again, without proof, I shall
piteh you out of the study, Snoop! I'm fed-up with it!”

“ Agreed ! said Sucop calmly. “IF I don't prove what
I sav, you can pitch me out. 1 can’t stdnd up to a fellow
like you, and you can bully me, T suppose.”

Wharton flushed angrily.

“1 don't want to bully you, you know that, Dut I'm
not going to hear a chap slandering a pal.”

“1f I prove what I say, is it slander:”

“Well, no. Trot out your precious proofs, if you've got
an }r You may as well bear in wind, all the same, that
if Hazel goes, Bulstrode takes his place.”

Tie Macser Lispary.—No. 413

i Hﬂ

Bhe's fond of Hazel," said Wharton,

OME
PEMNNY.

The “Magnet”

LIENARY.

EVERY
MONDAY,

“We'll come to that later. About Hazel now., On
Wednesday afterncon, Hazel had a telephone-call. and
went out on his bike., He came back with a yarn abouk
being spoofed. Well, he may have gone to Redelyffe, to
keep up appearances in case of inquiry--1 den’t know.
Bnt I know that he met Banks, the hockmaker, and had
a long jaw with him, in his old style.”

“And how do you know:"

“T saw them together in the spinney.”

Wharton burst into a scornful langh.

“And do you think I should take your word against
Hazel's? And if you saw them, why didn’t you say sa
before, instead of hinting and insinnating®”

“T don’t expect you to take my word against IHazel’s.
Not that his word is worth much, for that matter, I
borrowed Penfold's camera yesterday, to go out to take
gﬂma snaps. When I saw those two _tngetﬁer, I snapped

em.

Wharton started.

“You photographed Hazel and Banks together?” he
exclaimed.

11 Y’E‘S.h,

“Why didn’t you say so before?”

“Recause I hadn’t developed the photograph or taken
a print. I've done both this aftecrnoon.”

harton looked hard at the cad of the Eemove.

“You've got a print of that snap?”

“ Here it 1s.”

‘““ Hold on,” said Wharton. “I don’t trust yon, Snoop.
May as well have that out plain, I know you're up against
Hazel because he's dropped out of your precious sportin
set. T warn you that it’a no good trying to spoof me wit
an old photograph, I kuow as well as you do that Hazel
used to meel Banks last term. That's ancient history
NOW.

“ Last term the weather was a bit different from this
term,” said Snoop. *This phﬂtﬂgragh shows the spinney
with a pile of snow—taken yesterday. I suppose you
know that there wasu't snow in the spinney last term?”

“That’s so,” admitted Wharton.,

Snoop laid the photographic print on the table.
Wharton took it up, and examined it closely.

It represented the old spinney, half a mile from Grey-
friars. The trees were bare and leafless, and mwong the
trunks the snow was piled in drifts, There were two
firures in the picture—one, a fat and beefy-locking man,
with a cigar in his mouth, and a howler hat filted
rakishly on his head, easily recognisable as Mr. Banks,
the bookmaker: the other was Hazeldene of the Remove.
The photograph wuas a little smudgy in places, bmi the
two figures came out very distinctly.

Harry Wharton looked long and hard at the photo-
graph. Snoop watched his face,

harton was not well up in glmi.ngmphjf, but he had
heard of such things s “faked ™ photographs, and he
examined the print very attentively. But it was evidently
a winter scene—the clear branehes and twigs of the frozen
trees stood out against a steely sky, the snow was piled in
drifts. That there had been no snow in the spinney the
previous term, Wharton knew. And then there had been
icaves on the trees, while in the picture the trees were
etripped bare.

Indeed, the more closely he examined it, the more
clearly hie could see that the scene was a recent one. The
wood-cubters had been at work in the spinney, and the
clearance they had made was clearly shown—bare alleve
in the trees, and piles of stripped trunks waiting removal.
And Wharton knew that it was scarcely a weck since the
woeod-cutters had started there.

The captain of the Remove was grimly silent.

He had believed in Hazel. But that phetograph of the
gpinn@;lr had evidently been taken within the lazt few

Y.

,{nd in the foreground of the picture the figures of
Hazeldene and Mr. Banks came out very clearly.

It was Snoop who broke the silence.
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¥ Well # he said.

Wharton laid down the priut quietly,
*That's proof 1" he said,” “T ar&mit it. Haze] lied !
“You needn’t. look so shocked about it,” said Enoop

satirically. “He's lied to you before. Ie's lied to every-
body he knows.” "

Wharton was silent.
It was true enough,

The wretched black sheep of the Remove, when his folly
had plunged him into difficulties, had lied often enough.
Ho had made promises and broken them. He had always
intended to keep them, certainly. But after a certain
period of reform, he had always fallen back again into
the old ways, when the effect of his lesson had worn off.

If had happened once mwore, that was all. It had
hap]_mﬂed four or five times before. Now it had happened
acrain.

It was really not sur-
Eriﬁing; it might have

ecen expected, in fact.
That nature was too
weak and wayward to
run straight for long.
Hazel's intentions had
Leent good enough; his
intentions were always i
pood. He had slipped ; : -
back into his old ways;
and, for wvery shame's
szake, he had sought to
deceive his friends on
the subject. That was
all that Wharton eould
think,

Hazel would have io
leave the team; that
could mnot be helped.
Bul Wharton inwardl
resolved that Marjorie
should not knew the
reason, That bitter dis-
covery should be kept
from her, at all events.

“You're g-ni]lg to drnp
IEazel*” asked Bnoop.

“He can't gtay in the
team  after  this, of
course” muktered
Wharton., “He might
play us the same trick
acuin on Saturday”

“And you'll put me
m:-"

“NDon’t be a fooll™
siapped Wharton.

“Yon won't:

“0Of course I won't. I
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think vou must be mad to ask it. And the socomer you
leave this study, the better I'll be pleased,” growled
Wharton. “You've proved this against Hazel. But it
was s meun trick to spy on him and take that photograph,
zll the same. And I don’t want to have anything to
gay to you.”

“Very well,” Enoop rose to his feet, and took up the
p}]:ntﬂgmph. “Miss Hazeldene will be interested in
this.”

Wharton started as if he had been stung.

“Do you mean to zay you'd be utter cad enough to
show that phﬂtﬂgraph to Miss Hazeldene?' he exclaimed.

“ Yes—if you don’t put me in the team on Saturday.”

It was out now !

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Upper Hand !
WIHAR-

ARRY
H"
blankly at

stared
Snoop.

It was some time be-
fore he could realise
fully what the words of
the cad of the Hemove

implied.
“You'll show that
photograph  to  Mies

Hazeldene, unless I put

vou in the Form team,”
Whartoen repeated
slowly.

L1 EEE_'-‘

“Eo that's your
rame?

Sidney James ESncop
nodded coolly.

“Yes, that's my

game, Harry Whartan”
Wharten sprang to his
feet, his fists clenched,
and hiz eyes slemming.
Snoop’s nerve wis nob
equal to his raseality,
and he shrank hack.
“HKeep your hands off
me, Harry Wharton!”
he said, between  his
teeth, *I swear that if
you touch me I'l1l go
straight to Quelch with
that photograph!”
Wharton's arm fell o
hix gide.
*Youtl be ead enangh
for that:" he said.
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#Em:mp sank into n chalr, pale !l-;a sheet and trembling. Wharlon gnve_him a Eﬁﬁ&e of contempt. ‘' Let the

rottcn cad alone,” he said. " He Isn't worth ragging.

Send him to Coventry—thal's the proper thiog for him,

He isn't fit to touch.,” (Se¢ Chapter 12.)

Snoop shrugged his narrow shoulders,

“T don't say I like doing this,” he said, in o soft voice.
“But I've got no cheice. 1 want a place in the team.
T'm willing to put in practice, and slog af the game as
hard as vou like. T zhall do you credit on Saturday. It's
not a hard match. I wouldn’t ask for a place in ihe
eleven to play 8t. Jim’s or Rookwood. ut it’s only
Highcliffe. You could beat Higheliffe with a sceond-rate
roalkeeper. Your team is miles ahead of Courtenay's
team, in any case. Lven if 1 play a weak game, you're
safe for a win. And I shall do my best. The Highelille
team are a seratch lot; Courtenay’s the only good man
they've got, Wa shall beat them.”

““And what’s to prevent me from throwing this phote-
gr{:pc}; into the fire, and you into the passage?” Wharton
Dk,

“ Common sense,  =aid Sneop coolly,
many prints as I like from Lhe negative”

*And suppose I hammer you till you hand over the
areative?” zaid Wharton, hetween his teeth.

“T'm prepared for that. The negative isn't in my
hands now."”

*Where Is it?”

“I don’t mind telling you,” said Snoop, smiling.
in Mr. Queleh’s study.”

‘Tue Macxor Lisrary.—No. 412,

¥ T can take as

“1t's

“ You—von've shown it to him already !

“No fear! It's in an euvelope, and I've asked him to
mind it for me. He knows I had a tenuer sent me to buy
spme things, and he thinks it’s the tenner he's taking
eare of for me, He's locked the envelope in his desk.
It depends on you whether I ask him to open it."”

“You know that if Quelchy saw that photograph it
would be the sack for Hazel?”

"1 know that, of course.”

“ You have dealings with Banks yvourself.”

Fnoop langhed.

“1 don’t let myself he photopraphed talking to him, at
all events,” he said. * You can tell Quelchy that varn, if
you like, and I shall deny it. You can’t hurt me with
Quelch.”

“1 knew wvou'd roll out any number of lics that suited
vou,” said Wharton contemptuonsly.

“Why not, after Hazel's example?”’ sneered Snoop.
“ Ag for Hazel, I don't care one way or the other. He's
rone back on his old pals, and ke hammered me yesterday.
But, so far as I'm concerned, he can run on. Hazel's only
a pawn in the gnme. It's becavse vou don't wanl him to
bo saeked that 'm talking to you now.”

“And why should I care?”
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“ Because you know what Miss Hazeldene would feel
¥ike if her brother were kicked out of Greyfriars in
dizrrace.”

Wharton grritted his tecth.

“You don't even want Miss Hazeldene to see that photo-
granh,” continued Sneoop. “You'd give jolly nearly any-
thing to keep it from her. You know that. Well, if it
would hurt her so much to find out that Haxel has broken
all his promises, and gone back to his boozy pals, how
would she like him to be bundled neck and crop out of
the schooi?”

“ And you're cad emough to trade on that?”

“I've pot to. You won't give me a chance in the footer
unless I do. You've said yourself that I ought to take
up footer, and that you’d help me. I'm only asking for
& chance in a third-rate match. [t isn’t so very much.”

Wharton regarded the cad of the Remove in wonder.
sncop’s ambition was ereditable enough, so far as that
went. He wanted to take his place in the Form ganes,
to take his pluce among more decent fellows on an egual
footing. There was no fault to be found with his objeet ;
only with the base means by which he sought to
accomnplish it.

Harry was far from ﬂreaming of the underlying
motive. Of Snoop’s big bet with Ponsonby & Co. he had
oot the slightest knowledge, or the faintest suspicion.

It was not likely to occur to hiz honourable mind that
Bnoop wanted to lcE,ey goal in the Higheliffe match with
the deliberate intention of allowing the oppesing side to
BCOTE,

As matters stood, the Higheliffe side had a sporting
chance; but that chance was very slim. But with Snooep
in the Greyfriars poal, the match would be a “dead cort ™
for Higheliffe. ery shot at the net would be allowed
Eo- pass, and with the Remove goalkeeper playing their
game for them, the Highclifions would have to fumble
very badly fo lose.

But that, naturally, did net oceur to Wharten at all,
If he had suspected anything of the sort, Snoop's weedy
person would not have been safe in his presence.

Wharton tried fo think the matter out. Snoop's thin,
vindictive face showed that he was in deadly carnpest.
Unless he was given a place in the team for the High-
cliffe mateh, he would carry out his threat, That, at
least, would gratify his long-standing animosity against
Hazeldene, i

What would happen then?

If Mr. Queleh’s eyes once fell upon that photograph, he
would take it fo the Head. Hazel would be sent for and
guestioned. The whole miserable husiness would come
out then. Not only the present escapade, but the past
would come to light. More than once before, Hazel had
gvaded discovery only by the narrowest of chances. But
a Tigid inquiry by the Head would bring cverything to
light, There would be little doubt about that. * And the
present delingquency was more than sufficient to ruin
Hazel. He would be expelled from (ireyfriars.

Wharton, had to admit that he deserved it, But that
was not the chief point. The blow to Marjorie would he
bitter. After all the anxieties her scapegrace brother
had caused her, he had scemed to Le poing straight at
last. And this blow would fall suddenly, like a bolt from
the Dblue. )

And it was his hand that would deal the blow.

He—and he alone—could save Hazel from the conse-
quences of his conduct, and could ward off that bitter
blow from the kind and affectionate girl.

It was in his hands—if he paid Sucop’s price of black-
mail. To submit to the dictation of the cad of the
Hemove waa bitter emongh, but his own feelings
Wharton would cast aside without thought. But his
duty as football captain was clear. Sncop had no right
to the place he asked for in 1he team—there were half-a-
dozen better fellowe ready to take Hazel's Mace. What
would the fellows say if he put Snoep in? “ What would
they have a right to say?

e silence was long in No. 1 Study. It was broken at
last by the uplfning of the door. Encap hastily slipped
the %hﬂtﬂgrﬂb into his pocket. Frank ]Nug-ent came in,
and he glauced at the two in some surprise.

“ Finished your letter, Harry?”
“My—my letfer! No.”
Tue Magrer Lisrasy.—No. 412,

“We've been falking footer,” said Snoop calmly.
“Wharton's thinking of giving me a chanee in the {eam
this weel:.”

“ Bosh I said Nugent.

“"Jan't 1t a0, Wharton®"

Wharton's eves gleamed. The time had come for his
answer now, and it could not be delayed. He opened his
lips to utier a fierce denial, but he closed them again. A
viston was before his eyes—a wretched, shrinking junior
shivering under the stern eyes of the Head, and & pale,
stricken girlish faee! After all, was Snoop's price eo
hi%h that it ceald not be paid?

HI-—I'm thinking of it, Frank,” Wharton stamnered
at last, without meeting his chum's eyes. * Come down

to the practice to-morrow, Snoop, and we'll sce.”

" Right-ho " said Sncop

He quitted the study. Nugeni eved his chum in black
wonder.

“Youw're thinking of playving that waster®™ he
cxclaimed,

“Yeg, Frank."

“What on earth for?”

Wharton did not reply.

“And whose place i= he going te take? demanded
Nugent warmly. “ What decent chap i= going to be
booted out to make room for that waster:™

“Hazel’'s roing out.”

“ My hat [

*It's true about Hagel, Frank. Snoop's proved it.”

“Oh!"™ gaid Nugent., “Has he? But even if Hagzel
goes, there’s Bulstrode, or half-a-dozen more better than
that mucker.”™

Wharton compressed his lips.

“1'd better tell you, Frank. But it's got to be kept
dark. I wouldn't have Marjorie know for a dozen foot-
ball matehes.”

He explained quietly,

“ The rotten worm!" said Nugent, clenching his hands,
" The unspeakable cad. And he's doing all thaet simply
to get into the tcam for once®”

"“Yes, Of course, 1 shall make him hand over the
prints and the negative before the match, if he played;
that’s understond. But to make him de that, g shall
have to give him my word to play him. What would you
do, Frank?"”

Nugent was silent for some moments.

“ Well, it ian't riskiag the match,” he said. “ We shall
beat Higheliffe anyway. It's hard on Bulstrode; he's
keen to play. I think 1'd ask Bulstrode privately to take
a back scat—he's a good-vatured chap—and—and play
Snoop. But what ac awful rotter!™

“Idon’t know what I ought to do. But—but you know
what Marjorie would feel like if ITazel were sacled 1™

“I know. Play the ead for once—it won't hurt us,
We shall beat Higheliffe.”

Wharton nodder

The next morning, there was a slight change in the
Remove football list, poested up en the school notice-

board. A name had been crossed out—that of Hazeldene
—and another written in its place—35S. J, Snoop !

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
A Change in the Team|

' NOOT "
S * Rot !
“I say, you fellows, this is rotten, vou know,
If Hazel’s dropped, I ought to have the place,

ou kndw."

“Dut what's Hazel dropped fort”

“ Blesgsed if T know.”

“IHallo, here’s Hazel, Seen the giddy news, Hazel 2"

There was excitement in the Remove after lessons that
Friday morning. A erowd of the juniors had gathered
round the notice-board.

Hazel came up in some surprise as his name was called,

“What's the news?™ he asked.

“He, he, he!” cackled Bunter. *“ Look on the board.™

Hareldene looked on the board, and started violently.

“ My name's taken ont !

“And Sncop’s put in!” exclaimed Dolsover major,
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;Huv? I ask you fellows, can Snoop keep goal as well as
E‘EII..“

“Of ecourse he ean’t!” gaid Skinner.
mistake.”

“Bneop! Encop! Where's Snocop? Sncop, you fathead,
what’s yoiur name doing on the foothall list:” -

Snoop grinned.

“Wharton's giving me a ehance,” he said. “It's time,
I should say. I don't often get a look-in, in the footer.”
“You can't keep goal!” roared Bolsover major. ™ You—
you can't keep white mice!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I'm going to try,” said Snoop. * Why shouldn’t I
have & chance® DBesides, it's only Higheliffe, T don’t
gay I conld keep goal against St. Jim’s, but I can beat
nnfthing that Highceliffe chaps can do.”

4 Scrmething; in that,” said Hake, * But—"

*What about Bulstrode? Bulstrode's the man, if
Hazel's out,” gaid Ogilvy. “ Does Bulstrode knowr”

“Yez, he does,” =zaid Dulstrode, joining the excited
group. “It’s all right, se far as I'm concerned. Wharton
consulted me.”

“And you're willing to stand out to let that slacker
1]1?”

“Well, Wharton said he'd like to give him a chance
for this once, and that he had his reasons,” said
Bulstrode. "1 think it's rot myself. But Wharton's
skipper. Ie could do as he likes without asking me; and
it was decent of him to ask me. I don’t mind standing
out.”

“But T do!” shouted Bolsover,

“¥ell, vyou wouldn’t be in anyway," said sﬂﬂﬂ];r-
* Bulstrode’s standing back to give me a chance. It's
Bulstrode’s place.” »

“It’s my place!” exclaimed Ifazel fiercely. * What am
I dropped for?"

* Well, you gught to know that best,” grinned Snoop.
“1 dare say your eaptain will explain if you ask him.”

“I'm going to ask him. I'm not going to stand this.”

“It does eeem rather rotten,” said Ogilvy. * IMair
play’s a iewe]. Hazel’'s a good goal, and he's stuck to
the practice like glue—excepting Wednesday.”

“ Wednesday did it, perhaps.” said Snoop.

“ Wharton told me he didn't believe your lies, Snoop,”
said Hazel savagely. "It isn’t that. I'm going to find
put what it is. Where's Wharton:™

Harry Wharton & Co. had gone out into the gnad-
rangle. Hazeldene, excited and angry, rushed out afler
them, and half the Remove rushed after him. The whole
Form was surprised. Skinner remained behind with
Snoop.

“How the merry thunder did you work that, Snoopey:"
ke asked.

“I didn't work it. Wharton offered me the place.”

Skinner closed one eyve significantly,

“How could I work it?" said Snoop. _

“ Blessed if I know. But you've worked if, and you
knew é’ﬂﬁtﬂr{]ﬂj that you could work it,” said Skinner.
“That's the history of the %iddy' mystery. T thought
gm were barmy when you laid ten guid against the

emove with Ponsonby.”

“ Hush "

“0Oh, I'm not poing to give wvou away,” chuckled
Skinner. * We're pals, ain't we? But my hat! Won't
Ponzonhy rage when he sees you between the postst”

“*Let him !

“Oh, et him, by all means !” Skinner chortled. * Pon
will be fairly done in the eve. Fancy dishing Pon like
thal—Pon, who prides himself on his cuteness. I'm not

oing to say a word, of course, but I think I onght to
fmre two gnid out of that tWEntg, Snoop.”

“Pone !" eaid Snoop. * If Higheliffe wing, of course.”

“Tla, ha, ha! Not much doubt about that new. But
vou'd better keep it fearfully dark., The fellows would
lynch you if they knew."”

“ Of course, I shall play my very hardest !" said Snoop.

“0f course youn will," chuckled Skinner. “I don't
think "

Skinner strolled out imto the quadrangle, still
chuckling. How on earth Swnoop had " worked” it, he
could not guess, DBut he felt o great admiration for his
chum's astuteness. Skinner was a pretty thorongh
rascal himself, but he had to admit that Sidney James
fnoop could give him points i that line, and beat him
hollow.
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In the quadrangle Hazeldene had found the Famous
Five, {'.hﬂtt-ing under the elms. IHe strode up o them
with a frowning brow and gleaming eyes.

“What doee this mean, Wharton? he exelaimed,

“The change in the team, do you meant”

“You know I do.”

“Yes, I know you do,"” assented Wharton quictly.
“ It means that you are left out, Hazel, You can scc that
for yourself, I suppose.”

“And why?” demanded Hazel violently.
“You know the reason well encugh. I haven't any
desire to state it before a crowd of fellows.”

" Let's have it out!” exclaimed Tom Brown., " Hazel's
a right to know. "
“"And I mean to know!” shouted Hazel, “1If it's

becansze of Enoop’s slanders—-"

“It isn’t,” said Harry.

“Then what's the reason?”

“The reason is, that you left us inm the lurch oy
Wednesday, and you're as likely as not to do the sama
again on Saturday. The reason is that we don't wang
emokers and betting blackguards in the Form eleven.”

Hazel ataﬁc eTed.

“Eo you helieve that yarn?”

L1 '1"&51.".'

“You said yvesterday that you didn’t.” -

“I've had proof sinee then.”

“ Proof 1" shouted Hazel. “I can prove that T was ab
Redelyffe. I telephoned home to my people from there.
You can write to my father and ask. You can go to
Redelyffe Post Office with me, and see if they don't
recornise me as the chap who used the telepbone on
Wednesday.”

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

“You may have gone to Redelyffe, for all I know.
But that wasn’t why you cleared off. What's the geod of
talking; yon know all abent it."”

“Yes, I know; you want an excuse for dropping me
out of the team, and you're not decent enough to say so!”
shouted Hazel. “You've got hold of this as a rotten
excuse,”

Wharton's eyves flashed.

“You know that's not true, Hazel”

“Well, what's the precious proof you're talking about?
Let's have that out, and I'll knock it on the head.”

“Dash it all, it's only fair to let Hazel know!” said
Rake.

* Hazel know," said Wharton quietly. *If he wants it
out in public he can have it, of course. He cut the
practice on Wednesday to meet a bookmaker in Friardale
ﬂpi-unfjr-ﬂ

“It's a lie ! ehouted Harel.

“A fellow saw them together there,” said Wharten.

“He's a liar, whoever he i&!” :

“ And photozraphed them talking,” said Harry.

“My hat!”
“It's a lie—it's a lie!” yelled Harel. " Where's the

photographr”

Wharton felt in his pocket. He had asked Sucop for
the photograph, in case Hazel should demand an ex.
planation.

There was a buzz from the crowd of juniors as the
photograph was held up. It was proof positive to all
eVEs.

FHaze] etared at it, dumbfounded.

“It's a fake!' he gasped at last,
Who teok it?"”

“ Bnoop I _

“Snoop, of course. It's part and pareel of his dodge
to get my place in the teamn,” said Hazel bitterlv. " Seo
that's why you've given him my place, because he's lied
about me and slandered me.”

“ Never mind why I've given him the place. That's
not your business. Dees any fellow here donbt thaf
l-hmjr was in the spinpey on Wednesday?” ashed
Wharton, leoking mundl :

“It's plain enough,” said Bob Cherry. *“For goodnras’
sake, chuck it, Hazel. [It's no good piling om whoppers.™

“It's a lie! Give me that phetograph!”

Wharton handed over the photograph, Te nxpmti{;
0.

“T—T wasn't there,
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Hazel to tear it up. But Hazel slipped it into his
pocket.

*"You'd better keep that dark,” said Harry. “Xou
know what it would mean for you if 1t were zeen,”
“Yes, I konow,” said Hazel, with a eneer. “I know

more now than I did. I know who sent me that spoof
telephone call on Wednesday, and I know whe planted
cigarettes in my desk, and sncaked to Quelch about 1t
Bnvop all the time. He wanted my place in the team,
and you've given it te him—a reward for Iying, 1
suppose. Well, the matter’s not going to rest here”

“You'd better let it rest,” said Squiff. * Dash it all,
you cau't brazen it out, Hazel. And if there's too much

aw about it, it may get to somehody who would come
own on you like a ton of coke.”

“Where are you going?’ exclaimed Wharton, =e
Hazeldene strode away fiercely towards the gates.

Hazel looked back for & moraent,

“I'm going to the only friend I've got—one who won't
be down on me because n rotter has told lies!" he ex-
claimed. “I don’t know how Snoop has worked this, buf
it's a rotten trick. I eam’t make it out, but Marjorie
may be able to, and I'm going to ask her. Bhe's got
more sense in her little finger than all you silly fools put
together.”

Tazel strode away. Wharton did not speak. Hazel
was pgoine to show the hotograph to Alarjorie
himself. ¥What did it mean? Was it possible that
there was a doubt in the matter, after all? But the
photograph was conclusive. Hazel had lied before, and
this was only an attempt to brazen it out. But Marjorie
would know now; that could not be helped.

“I wanted to keep it from her,” muttered Wharton at
last miserably.

Bob Cherry looked grim,

*It's rotten of Hazel to tell her. She may believe him,
and think we've been rough on the rotter.”

“ She can't believe him.”

_ Harry Wharton & Co. went down to the footer practice
in a glum mood. Snoop joined them there. Snoop's

name was on the list, but the place was not yet promised -

tfo him. But Snoop plaved 11 remarkably well, and
Wharton was relieved when he noted it; it did not lock
ag if the Remove side would be left down if Snoop kept
%ﬂal against Higheliffe. Skinner locked on, chuckling.

ow ever well Snoop played up in practice, Skinner knew
how he intended to }J]ayB when the Highcliffe forwarde

were shooting for goa ut that was a dead secret,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Marjorie Takes a Hand!

AZELDENE came in late for dinner, and Mr.
Quelch spoke to him sharply as he took his place
at the Hemove table. arel was ver
during the meal, and when it was over

out by himself, aveiding Harry Wharten & Co.
were glad enough to be avoided. The discovery of EHazel's
perfidy was a shock to them, and the less he had to say
to them the better they were pleased. It was not
leasant to hear Marjorie’s brother piling lie on lie, for
hat was the only way they could regard Hazel's
passionate denials,

Snoop’s inclusion in the Remove teom was faken for
granted now. It was agrecd on all hands that Hazel
ought to be left out; indeed, some of the fellows sugrested
sending him to Coventry. Bulstrode was the fellow most
entitled to grumble at Snoop's good luck, and Bulstrode
was taking it good-naturedly. He had bheen surprised
when Wharten asked his consent, but he had apreed,
though he stated plainly that he did not believe Suoop
wounld be any good 1n goal.

Hazel received many curious glances during afternoon
lessons, but he did not seem to note it. He appeared to
ke plunged in dejection. After lessons he * mooched ™ out
in the dusky quadrangle by himself, without a word to
.anyone., The passionate anger he had shown at first
had disappcared. Doubtless reflection had ehown him
that he had no right to complain if his word was not
taken, considering the number of times his word had
proved worthless. A deep despondeney hod taken the
place of his angry resentment
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Harry Wharton waas in the common-room after lessona,
when 'I;‘rrﬂttﬂr, the page, came to call him with the newa
that a visitor had come for him.

“In the wisitors'-room, Master Wharton,”
Trotier. e ;

Wharton made his way to the visitors'-room in some
surprise. He was not expecting a visitor. He starled as
he recognised Marjorie Hazeldene.

“ Marjorie!” he exclaimed.

The girl coloured as she rose to meet him.

“ You did not expect to see me, Harry®” .

“We're always glad to see you, you know,” said
Hurry, colouring, too. *“I—I euppose—you know—
He broke off awkwardly, He knew that Marjorie must
have come becanse of what Hazel had told her.

“Hazel came over to Cliff House j:u-daj,r,” said
Marjorie quietly. * He told me all about it, Harry, and
zave me the photograph. T have it here”

“I'm sorry, Marjorie. I intended you never to hear of
it. We shouldn’t have said a word,” said Wharten, in
distress.

“I kuow. But I am glad Hazel told me. Te¢ has
denied that this is true, Harry.” Her lip quivered a

added

little. " You don’t believe him?" _ )
“J—T can't! There's proof, you gee. T did believe im
him., I've tried to. But-—but he has done this bLefore,

It's only the old story over again. It was rotten of him
to bring you inte it!” exclaimed Wharten,

“Hazol told me, becanse he alwaye tells me things,”
said Marjorie. “I'm the only one who really trusts
Lhim, I know he has many faulfs;, I know he has d::r}:-&
wrong before, and that you have he'i}aed to save him
from the consequences. But this time I think he hasn’t
had justice.”

* Marjorie "

“T don’t mean that yon have been unjust, Harry; you
couldn’t think I meant that!” exclaimed the girl
hurriedly. “I think you have been deceived. Hazel
denies having seen that man Bauks this term at all, and
having been anywhere near the spinney on Wednesdey.
I believe him. He was afraid I should hear the story,
and believe it; and so he told me at once. And—and
he thought I might be able to help him—poor Hazell
He is upset, of course, at being thought so badly of, when
he has been trying his hardest fo do right."

“ But—but——" Wharton hardly knew what to say.
He would have given worlds to be able to tell Marjorie
that he had faith in Hazel. But he could not.

“You believe this apainst him, Hazry?"

“I've got no choice about that.”

“That 1 why he is turned out of the eleven?”

“Yes."”

“Yet vou have put Snoop in. Wasn't Snoop one of
Hazel’s friends at—at that time, when Hazel was foolish
and reckless?'’

“Yes. He was worse than Hazel any time.” Wharton
paused. He had turned out Hazel to put in a worse
fellow, on his own statement. What was Marjorie fo
think of that? “I—I can’t quite explain, Marjorie. But
—but I had to put Snoop in. I didn't want to, really.”

Marjoria’s clear eyes looked at him steadily.

“Of courge, it isn’'t for me to give any opinion about
vour football matters,” she said, with a faint smile. ™1
know vou won't think me interfering, Harry. If you had
been led into doing Hazel an injustice, you would be
only teo plad to set it right.”

“Of course. Buat——-">"

“Then you will listen to me patiently?”

“Of ecourse I will, Marjorie,” said Harry, a little
reproachfully. * This has hurt us as well as you. I took
Hazel's part at once when the story was started. But
after proof was given, there was only one thing o do.”

*Will you tell me why you put Snoop in the team?”

Wharton moved uneasily.

“Hazel thinks Snoop has plotted somchow to get his
place. Doesn’t it really look a little like 1t, Harey#
Everything against Hazel depends on Snoop; nobody else
has had anything to say.”

“But there's the phc}tﬂgraf)h," snid Wharton,

“Won't you tell me what I asked you, Harry?"

Wharton drew a deep breath. )

“1 didn’t want to tell you a word about it, Marjorie.

SOMETHING STUPENDOUS GOMINGE



But Hazel's done that; you may as well know .the rest,
Booop claimed Hazel’s place in the team—to keep silent,
Otherwise, that photograph would have been shown to our
Form-master. Hazel would have been sacked.”

" %arry, you—you did this to save Hazel, then?”

® Yes"

“I might have known that your motive was kind and
good,” said Marjorie softly. * Hazel did not know that.”

“He might have guessed,” said Harry., “He knows
Enoop better than I do.”

“But Snoop must be very wicked to make such terms,
Harry.”

“He's a thumping raseal!”

“If he is wicked enough for that, ism't he wicked
emngh to t-rumE u]ik this story against Hazel

“Do you think I haven’t thought of that, Marjorie? I
wouldn’t take Snoop’s word against a German, He
proved it with the photogragh.”

“If my brother was not in the Is:.l!:umne_? on Wednesday,
the photograph can’t be penuine, a.rr{i'

“But it i3 genuine, Marjorie, and so Hazel was there.”

"1 believe him. I know "—Marjorie crimsoned—"1I
know Hazel has not always been truthful. But this
time—— Oh, I know—I know he is telling the truth,
Harry !"

Wharton was silent. He had not expected even
Marjorie’s ]ﬂgﬂ-“’-j" to her brother to go to this length.
She believed him wet. What could Wharton say?

“It all depends, then, on whether this photograph is
penuine,” said the girl, after a pause.

“Yes,” Wharton smiled slightly.

“1 don't knmow much about
Marjorie. *“ Do you?”

“ & little, T can take and develop them, that’s all.
But—but I eould tell a faked photograph, Marjorie.
That isn’t faked. I thought Suncop might be dodging
with an old photo. But you can see that that picture of
the spinney was taken within the last few days.”

“Yes—yes; yet I am sure it is not genuine, for it can-
not be genuine if Hazel is telling the truth.”

Wharton had no reply to make to that.

“There 12 a boy in the Eemove who is very clever with
photographs,” said Marjorie—" Penfold. Iie might be
able to tell us.”

“I don't think there's anything to tell, Marjorie.
I'll eall Penfold, if vou like.
used for this picture.”

*(all him, if you don’t mind.”

Wharton nodded, and went out.
minutes with Dick Penfold.
grected Marjorie very cordially.

“ Anything I can do, Miss Hazeldene?”

“Can you tell me whether this photograph is genuine?”
asked Marjoria.

* 1t looks all right.”

“ But examine it."”

Penfold teok the print, and went to the window with
it. He was feeling decidedly ill at ease. e understood
what Marjorie wanted him to say, and he did not like to
disappoint her hopes. But he conld enly tell the facts.

He made o close examination of the print in the light.
He had seen the photograph before, when it was shown
in the gquadrangle, but had only had a passing glance
at it. Now he examined it minutely, in every detail.

Marjorie watched him with tense eyes. She belleved
that the photograph was somehow *faked.” Wharton
did not believe anything of the kind; he had gone into
that. He could not reproach himself with any excessive
faith in Sidney James Snoop.

Penfold uttered a sudden, startled ezclamation.

“ My only hat!”

Marjoric caught her hreath,

“Pen! What is it?”

“Oh, the clever beast !” ejaculated Penfold.

“What are you talking about?” exzclaimed Harry.
“* What do you mean?”

Penfold’s reply consisted of only one word: * Faked ™

“That's s0.”
photographing,” said

But
It was his camera Snoop

He returned in a few
The scholarship junior

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Foiled at the Finish!

1 AKED ™
Wharton almost shouted the word,
Marjorie gave a little cry,

“T was sure of it
“Faked!" repeated Wharton.

“Pen, it can't bhe! I
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tell vou, I've examined it. How the dickens can you say
it's faked?"”

“I didn’t see it at first,” said Pen quietly. “It's done
very cleverly. Snoop’s had a lot of practice, I should
say. I knew he was pretty good; he's used my camera o
lot. He was in the dark-room a long time yesterday., [
thought at the time he was takmgz lots of trouble
developing. This is what he was at. He had my camera
again yesterday, too. Oh, the clever rotter I”

“That's all very well,” said Harry. “ Hut it's got to
lﬁatmade clear, Yen. If you're right, I'm joily plad.

“ L]

“Oh, I can prove it easily enough ! said Pen, with a
amile. “Any good photographer could spot it. You
believed that this was takem on Wednesday in the
spinney.”

“Tt was taken within the last few days in the spinney,
anyway,” said Harry. “It was taken since the wood-
cutters were at work there.”

“True!”

“Well, doesn't that settle it?" exelaimed Wharten
warmly,

“MNot at all, This iz a picture of the spinney taken

lately, quite correct. But the figurcs in the picture were
not taken the same day.”

* What " shouted Wharton.

“The two fipures—Banks snd Hazel—have been taken
from another photograph,” said Pen. “Or, I should say,
from two different photographs. This picture s a
compound of three diffcreat negatives.”

*UGreat Scott!”

“ There's a lot of tricks in photography,” said Pen. "A
chap who really knows the game can work it. F'rinstance,
you seo comic photos sometimes, of & man with a donkey’s
head, or a donkey with a man’s head. It's a dodge of
combining two negatives, and taling a fresh photograph
from them. Bnoop took the spinney all right; he's used
that as a background. It was easy enough for him to get
a snap of Hazel, and another snap of Banks. Well, he's
worked them topether, photographing them over and over
again till he got the right offect. There's lots of ways of
working that. I could produce a photograph of you with
Miss Hazeldene's head on your shoulders, with a couple
of negatives to work with.”

“Could you, by Jove!”

“ Quite easily,” said Yen.

" But—but that's all very well,” said Wharton, “ But
it’s a question of proof, you knmow, Pen.”

* The proof’s here, in the photograph, if you examine
it closely.”

“I've done that™

“Do it again, then You, too, Miss Marjorie. Look
where the light falls on Banks' shoulders. Got that?

“Yes," said Marjorie breathlessly, while Wharton
nodded.

“Then Jook at this shadow in the trees, Banke had
the light on his right when his picture was taken, But
under the tree there the shadow falls to the right”

* Then—then the light was on the left where that
shadow fell,” gaid Harry.

“ Exactly. Light can’t fall from two different diree-
tions at opce. Then look at the Ei-:-.l;ure of poor old
Hasel. He's standing in a line with that tree with the
pateh of shadow-—see:”

“Yeu, ves”

“Yet he caste no shadow™

“Oh 1

“If Hazel and the tree were taken at the same time,
in the éame light, Hazel would cast a shadow as well ae
the tree.”

“0Oh, of course he would,” stammered Wharton., “I
was an idiot not fo see it. But that bit of shadow ia
s small among the treee—"

“ Quite so. didn’t apot it at first,” said Pem. " If
the rotter hadn’t been awfully careful there would be
bigoer things than that te notice. But he's done the
work jolly well. Ii Miszs Hazeldene hadn’t made me
examine it so closely I should never have noticed any-
thing. But now you see it. it's clear encugh. The
photograph is faked from beginning to end”

Wharton drew a deep. deep breath, y
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He could hardly blame himself for having been
deceived. He had suspected that Snoop might attempt
to “spoof * him with an old photograph. Buf that trick
of combining results from eeveral negatives had never
entered his mind. Even now it was difficult to believe
that Snoop could have been skilful enough, and base
enough, to play such a cumming trick. But there was
the proof in his hand,

But for Marjorie’s strong faith in her brother, the
wrong would have been done, and Hazel, perhaps, driven
back into his old bad courses in his misery and dis-
conrarement. :

Marjorie’s eyes were dancing, Her faith in Hazel had
been vindicated. She had saved him.

“Harry, you believe Hazel now?"”

“Of course,” said Wharton., “It was jolly lucky
Hazel told you, after all, Marjorie. Jolly lucky you
thought of asking Pen. Pen, old chap, I don't know
how to tell you how much obliged 1 am."”

“I'm jolly glad to bowl the cad out,” said Pen, “It
was a dirty trick, He's made all the fellows down on
Hazel for this.”

“They'll know the troth soon,” said Harry. “Thanks
awfully, old fellow.”

And Marjorie pressed Pen's hand, and thanked him,
too, with tears 1m her eyes. Pen quitted the room,
greatly clated.

“I'm awfully sorry, Marjorie,” said Wharton, celour-
ing. “I—I was taken in. But so were all the fellows
who saw the photograph—even Pen at first”

“You can’t be blamed, Harry. TIt's Hazel's faulf

ou hadn’t more faith in him, I suppese. If it had been

v? or Nugent——"

“Well, that would have heen differsnt; bhut Hazel, vou
see—— But I'm sorry—more gorry than I can say.
I'll set it right, anyway. As for Snoop—-" Wharton's
brow darkened, and a pglitter came Into his eyes thaf
boded ill for the cad of the Remove.

* Marjorie laid a hand timidly on his arm.

“Don't, Harry! Snoop has been very wicked, but—
but now you know the truth, don’t punish him. He will
be punished encugh, I should think, when this comes
out. He will be despised.”

~ *“But the rotter ought to be hammered black and
blue I" exclaimed Wharton, “ Why, he waa threatening
to show this to Quelehy, and get Hazel sacked &

“But don't doe what you are thmking of, Harry.
Not—not that I want to give you advice.” ,

“I'll do anything you eay, Marjorie—anything you
like, after being such an ass,” said Harry. “Never
mind Sncop. But doa’t worry about poor old Hazel any
more; it's all right now.” )

“Then I will go,” said Marjorie, with a bright smile.
* No, den’t come with me; go and tell Hazel abol¥ it."”

“Very well.”

When Marjorie Hazeldene was gone, Harry Wharton
returned to the common-roem, the photograph in his
hand, and his brows knitted. His expression drew a
good many eyes upon him as he entered,

“ Hallo, halle, halle!” said Bob Cherry.
this lofty frown, O king?"

“Hazrel "

Hazeldene looked round sullenly from the fire.

“YWhat do you want, confound your”

“I beg your pardon, Hazel.”

“What !

“You're in the team on Saturday, if you choose. I
ask your parden, I've been taken in by a rotten
swindler, aud I've found out the truth™

Thers was a buzz of amazement in the common-room.
Hazel atarted to his feet, his face flushing and paling
in turns.

“Don’t go, Sncep!” rap out Wharton. The cad of
the Remove was sidling to the deor. *Stop him!”

Bob Cherry stopped Bidney James fast enﬂ;lgh. He

rabbed him by the collar, and jerked him bedily inte

& middle of the room.

“Look here, what's this yarn you're spinning us?”
exclaimed Bolsover major. " Are you taking Hazel up
arain? Well, I object to Hazel in the Form team.”

“You can go and eab coke!” said Wharton., "It isn’t
your business. Look at this photograph, you fellows.
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sncop says he took 1t on Wednesday afterncon, having
spotted Hazel and Banke together in the spinuey. Well,
he didn’t dé anything of the sort.”

1 did ! panted Snoop.

“It's faked,” went om Whartou.
Tell them, Pen."

“ Faked !” ejaculated Nugént.

“Yes, faked, and Pen can prove it!”

“It's a lie! yelled Snoop furiously. “Tet ‘me go,
Beb Cherry, you hound !

“Not just yet,” sanid Hob, tightening his grip on
Snoop's collar. * Qo it, Pen. Tell us all about it.”

Pen came forward. The Removites surrounded him in
an eager crowd as he explained, and pointed out the
detaile in the photograph which proved his assertion
hﬂzﬂutl all possible doubt.

Bnoop's face was deadly pale

His house of cards was tumbling down about his cars;
his earefully-laid scheme was going wrong at the last
moment, when success was fairly within his oras), 28
carefully-laid schemes often do. o

He had nol had a single lingering doulst in his mind.
Wharton had been deceived by the faked photograph;
the whole Form had scen it, and had been deceived, ioo.
How had it come to light at the last moment like this?

The glances of scorn and contempt, the hitter words,
on all sides, did not touch Snoop very closely. The scorn
of his Form-fellows was mot his heaviest puaishment,
He was thinking of the Higheliffie match on the morrow,
when he would not, after all, keep zoal for the Remove,
when he would not be able to let down the side as he
had planned!

His money—all he had—was staked on the game—on
Higheliffe. And Higheliffe would be hopelessly Leaten!

Snoop groaned aloud as he realised it.  He had
caleulated upon influencing Wharton, through his regard
for Marjorie; and he had been right—in that he had
succeeded. There had been no flaw in his scheme.

Yet it had fallen to pieces on the eve of complete

sueeess |

“Well, of all the miserable eurs!” said Squiff, in
measured . tones.  “Enocop. you ought fo be suffecated!
What did you do it for?"

“To get Hazel's place-in the team, of course,” snerted
Bolsover major., " But VWharton shouldn’t have given
him the place, all the same.”

“T°1l tell you now why I did it,” said Harry.
threatened to take this photograph to Quelchy.
to save Hazel”

* To—to save me ! stammered Hazel.

“Blackmail " said Squiff. “Snocp's improving. The
best thing we can do is to take this to Quelehy, and let
him know. A worm like that ought to be kicked out of
the school I

Snocop’s teeth chattered.

*[—I—J "—he licked his dry lips—"I1—0'm sorry! I
—1 never meant I—L e

His voice died away,

* (ive him a Form ragging, at all events,” said Belsover
major. ' We shall all know what to think of him after
this. Se it was Snoop telephoned to Harel, to get him
out of the school, so that he could play this trick with
a faked photograph.”

“ And Suoop put the cigarettes in his desk—to get Hazel
under suspicion, so that we should swallow this more
easily,"” said Nugent. " The precicus villamm !

“Raz him ™

Snoop sank into a chair, pale as a sheet, and {rembling.
Wharton gave him a glance of contempt.

“ Tt the rotten cad alone,” he zaid. “ He isn't vorth
racring., Send him to Coventry, that's the proper thing
for him. He isn’t fit to touch !

Sneop staggered from the room, followed hy scornful
hisses.  Hazeldene was surrounded by his friends, con-
rratulating him, and asking his pardon. Hazel's face
was very bright,

“Jt's all serene,” he said. “T1 was a hit knocked over,
hut—but I don’t. bear any malice. You were taken in,
and it's my own fault., Sncop couldn’t have spun that
yarn about me if I hadn't been a silly ass last term ! But
thank goodness it's come put! I'd like to know how you
spotted it, Wharton.”

SOMETHING STUPENDOUS GOMING I

“FPen will tell you.

“ Bnoop
1 did 1t




*I dian‘t spot it, I'm sorry to say,” said Harry., "It
was Marjorie.
out.”

“Three cheers for Marjorie!” ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“Who says wonten oughtn’t to have votes now?”

“Ha, ha, ha !"

“On the balll”

There was a crowd round the Remove ground on the
following afternoon, to watch the Higheliffe match.

Hazeldene was in the Removo goal, locking his ver
best. All the team were in great form. Nearly all the
Rempve were looking on, and Marjorie and Miss Clara
bad come over from CLf House. The match wes in
propress when Tonsonby and Gadsby and Vavasour
strolled in, They joined Snoop, whe was lopking on with
a pale facs and wretched eyes, hoping against hope, as
it were, that by some freak of fortune Greyfriars mipht
vet lose the match.

Bnoop was standing by himself; no one in the Hemove
cared to be near him. lle was ¥ in Coventry.” Ionsonby
tapped him pgenially on the shoulder,

“ How's the game so far, Snoopey?”

Snoop did not reply; he conld net, The rame was two
up for the Hemove so far. Frank Courtenay and the
Caterpillar were plaving a great game, but the rest of
the team were nowhere up to the Remove form. Shots at
goal there were in plenty, but Hazeldene was all there.
Had Snoop been in goal, certainly, half a dozen of those
shots would have landed in the net. But Hazel did not
let a single one pass him. Never had he been in such
form !

At half-time, the Ilemove-were still two up to nil. In
the second half, Courtenay and his team played harder
than ever. A shot from Courtenay heat Hazel at last.
But it was the only time Higheliffe got through.

Another goal from Wharten’s foot was added to the
Greyiriars score. When the whistle went, the Remove
finished three to one,

TEDDY BAXTER.
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“Better lick next time, old fellow,” sajd Wharton, as
he cams off the field with Couwrtenay, and (ourtenay
nodded and smiled.

Ponsonby tapped Snoop on the shoulder.

" Bettlin' time,” he remarked.

Snoop gave him a ghastly look, and went unsteadily
away. Ponsonby & Co. joined Skinmer, and went with
him to his study, There Snoop’s tenner was handed over,
and the nuts of Higheliffe departed in great satisfaction

* Blessed if I quite catch on to Snoop’s game,” Ponsonby
remarked, as they sauntered homeward. 1 faney he had
some scheme of gettin' in as goalkeeper, you know, and
lettin’ Courtenay win. But he must have been a duffer
to think of a game like that. He hadn’t any chance.”

Ponsonby did not guess how great a chance Snoop had
had, and how near he had come to “ bagging * the High-
cliffe stakes. HBut a miss was as good as a mile, and
Ponsonby & Co. walked home in great spirits,

The Hemove had won; and Hazel, in goal, had com-
tributed very materially to the victory., He was con-
eratulated on all sides. There was rejoicing in the
Remove, and high jinks in the Remove passage, after the
match, and quite a celebration in No. 1 Study. And
none of the merry juniors had a thought to waste upon
the miserabla schemer who sat alone in his study, alone
with dark and miserable thoughts—the schemer whe had
failed so utterly after having held, for a brief time, the
upper hand.

THE END,

(Do not migs “ THE SCHOOLBOY SPECULATOR," next
week's grand story of the chums of Greyfriars,
by FRANK RICHARDS,)
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS OF A GREAT NEW SERIAL STORY
OF MYSTERY AND ADVENTURE.

THE FIRST CHAPTERS. .

MR. DELAVILLE, formerly chief cashier at the GHEAT
SOUTHERN BANK, is under suspicion owing to the fact
that the RUBIES OF SHEDBA, gems of immense vulue,
which were placed in the bank's keeping, are missing.

TOM HEREWARD, o junior clerk at the bank—te whom,
with his sister Dora, Delaville is acting as guardian—deter-
mincs to sift the matter out to save his guardian from
disgrace. )

He djscovers that PETER SULLOWDRY, previously rm-

loyed as porter at the bank, really stole the gems; but
gullﬂwby, after o confession of his crime, is afflicted with
paralysiz, and loses his power of speech.

The rubies cannot be found, and it is discovered that they
have again been stolen by a man named Mr, Bare, who
hidezs them in a house which he intends to purchase.

Flaving tracked down Bare, Tom accompanies him to the
house to regover the gems. They find tﬁe dead body of
Mr. Forbes, a builder's foreman, but the jewels are again
missing,

Mr. Bare is then set by Tom to watch the neighbourhood,
and one night he detects Mr. Scathel, a builder's clerk,
coming down the stairs of a partially-constructed house with
the box of rubies.

Mr, Scathel drops one of the rubies, and strikes a match
to look for it

(Now go on with the atory.)

A Zeppelin Rald and its Result,

~ Beathel held the burning match cloge to the staira, moving
it here and there, until suddenly he extended his free hand,
and picked up a small ghttering object. This was on the
lﬂrlﬂ!nﬁi; Then the mateh burnt his finger, and he threw it
down, but in the moment of doing so s eyes, by its passing
light, fell upon Bare,

1 Ah !lr

With this inveluntary ery, Seathe]l sprang to the head of the
lower stairs. The other, alert for any movement, was upon
him. The clerk staggered back, dragged by Darc's arms.

“ Now, what's the little game, matey ¥

Bare had his prisoner ogainst the wall, theust there any-
how, as a child might be thrust.

“¥on move, an' I'll choke you!" the workman continued.
“Where's them stones 27

“Youl"

Scathel ntbered the zolitary word. then gripped his ecaptor’s
arms, forced them up and their owner back., Bare staggered,
and staggored vet again, MNow, having wrenched hiz arms
free, he grasped Seathel round the wawst, bot in the next
instant he was stumbling forward, then stumbling backward,
until the wall gave Scathel a support.
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Hither and thither they rolled, half falling, yet never quite
down, and neither of them darmng to let go s hold. It was
the strength of the ox pitted against that of the bose. 'The
one ircesistible, and the other turning its encmy’s mighty
pulls and heaves against itself. . .

By pure accident, but as if intentionally, they came against
tho “balustrade. It cracked, yielded, snapped, and the twa
were rolling over in their descent to the passage of the
ground Hoor. ] .

A fiving figure passed down the stairway, the light of a
constable's lantern flashed momentarily upon the dark maes
on the pessage floor, and at that instant there came a noiso
resembling the report of a gun, but londer. o crashing down
of slates and plaster, and from above there shot up a famo
lofty as a church spire.

“Mereiful heavens !

The ery came from the policeman, he who had followed
Scathel and been spying on his movements,. NMNow he tore
pantingly into the road. From far and near ecame the report
of guna, aig;-.imb the background of clouded sky stoed ocut

the figure of a Zeppelin, bathed in searchlight, and about it
theeo plaved a thousand fiery stars as the shells of the anti-
aircraft guns burst.

Y Lively 1™

It was Tom who spoke. e had heen wanting & word with
Bare, and had come here on the chanee of secing him.

“There's been murder in there !” panted the constable, I
seo ong of ‘em-—thera's two—takin' somethin’ out o tho
cistern, an' puttin® it back again, an I went an put my
"and in to scc what it was, A brass-bound box id was, an'
by the time I'd found it tho chap 'ad moved down the stairs.
An’ then I "eard a noise, an’ there was two of ‘em s-fightin'.”

“In the eistern!” Tom had no thought for anything save
the box, *““We must get it!" he cried. “ It is the Byzantino
ruby box.”

“1 seo "im "andlin® a red stone 1™

Tom made a rush to the house, but a loud erash from above
told him that he was confronted by the impossible. The roof
had fallen in; the entire upper part of the house was a
furnace.

“The men ! he said, “ We must got them out

When the policeman'’s lantern threw its hight within the
passage Jim }En.rc was rising slowly to his feet. 2

'R gob the rubies!™ Dare said hoarsely, pointing at
Secathel. ;

Tom metioned him to zilence, and stooped over the other
figure. Seathel's face was turgid and sweat-covered; his
teeth were clenched, and in his eyes was a stare of horror.

“Farbea! I killed him! The cisteen—Dbox ! came {rom
his lips faintly, Then there was silence. ]

The light 1n the heavens faded. The boomin
and of cannon pa to stillness, buat the housc

rﬂl

of bhomha
laved an—
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"What followed was like a confused nightma e. The man selzed Will, and was pushing him against a door. [
Tom was struck down., Sonmcone was knezling on him. (See /e 24.)

blazed defiantly; and Tom, as be stood with folded arme, felt
his spirits sink to zero, for eomewhere in this furnace were
matchless goma worth the fortune of & prince !

Light Upon the Gloom,

During many days Tom had kept his movements from the
knowledze of Mr. Delavillee He had pictured to himgelf
again and again what a glorious triumph it would be wheu
he placed the bos before his guardian, and eo gave into bis
hands the means of setting right one of the wrongs that had
wreclied hia life. Truly, he had laboured in vain. All the
frt}ilits of his skill and encrgy had become, literally, mere
ashes,

He poured out his fale to his astonished guardian and
gister,  Will Sullowhby came into the room as he was apeaking,
but Tom was too cngrossed with his tragedy to notice him,

“ Never mind, my boy. You have dane your best,” said
Mr., Dclaville }:indg‘, wi":en Tom had concluded,

“heer i, old chap! We shall make things hum yet ™
added Will,

Tom turned his face on the latter halfl indignantiy.

“*You're a nice a?wim&n to offer comifort,” he eaid—"a
very nice specimen! Youw've not been showing any more
intercst in the case than if vou'd lost a bad halfpenny.”

“Quite sure!™ asked Wil

“You haven't done anything to show the contrary,™

""Quite sure of that?™

"“Well, what?”

“Your hand is _g]ﬂ}'i}d out; now comes my turn.
good lot to eny. Do you care to listen ¥

Tae MacyxeT LiBRART.—Nno. 412,

I've a

“Oh, get it off your chest! You can't bring the rubies

nele, ™

“Porhaps T can show you how to got others.”

“Sing your song, and then give us silence. Don't look
hurt. feel ratty.” ‘

“To begin at the beginning,” said Will, "1 began a da
or two clk to wm:gw why the syndicate called iteelf
‘ Byzantine.,"! € course, I knew that Byzantine meant some-
thing coming from Byzantiume--the old name for Conatanh-
nople: but that didn't explain much. I had met the
American member oneo or twice in my City tramps, and the
day before yesterday I touched my hat to him, got into s
chat on the cxeuse of looking for a job, a.n;;i, finding him
fairly amiable, I put the quostion pat, ' Why the term
Byzantine ' . :

“¢0Oh," he answered, without hesitation, dor’t you know?
Our syndieate was formed to dredge in the cmt of the
Meditereanean.  There are many legends of treasurg-shipa
wreelted there, and they proved to be o far true that we
fished up an old coffer containing these rubles, and one of
twa other things. Undoubtedly they bad <ome from
Byzantium,’

“He seemed to be so imipressive on this point, that it eet
me thinking.

41 suppose vou chartered a boat, air?’ I said.

“¢(Oh, no; bought one—an old tub called the Mayfly.
Sho's down 1in the New Docks,’ he answered; and with this
he went off.

“Well, not having anything very important on hand, I
made my way down to the " New,” and, after fossicking round
a bit, I came across the MayfAy. Bhe had just heen iought.

HARRY WHARTON & C0. WANT EVERY *MAGHET" READER TO BUY THIS WEEK'S ISSUE OF °THE CREYFREARS HERALD, 42



24 THE BEST 30 LIBRARY D@ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3°- LIBRARY. "3

I was told, by a Dutech FBrm for the oyster trade. I don’t
knpw much about ships, but I should judge her to be a poor
gort of trampe-steamcr, of course,

*She was in the dry dock, being touched up.

“Two old sailors were close to where I stood, and were
criticising her build,

“f What d’ye think of her, mate?® one asked me,

Y5 0h," I anawered, * I suppose she's gocd enough for the
work she’s done—dredging in the Mediterranean.

“* Dredging in a road puddle!’ ssid the man. ‘¢ D'ye seo
what 15 n-stickin' out of her there? That's a bit of a sword-
fish. D'ye see what's wedged in there? That’s a bit o white
coral, She ain't done no Mediterranean work !’

*Well, T eame back home, thinking a lot. T wondered
whether there was any elue to the mystery left where that
box had been hidden. A4 firet I saw nothing; thep among
the shavings I saw a bit of brass, and that—or, rather, the
shape of it=-told me that the box fastenings had been ripped
open there, I ﬁﬂg{:msn the thief wasn't for taking away a
box of uwseless rubbish. And so I bad another senrch, anid
that led to my Gnding this.™

Here Will produced & piece of what looked like setone, about
twelve inchos long, very irregularly rounded, and about three
inchea across at its thickest part.

“1 let it fall, and in getting down to the Aoor I trod on it
To my astopishment, although it cracked, it bent. Now, rock
won't bend, s0 I carefully filed through the rock where the
crack was, ard vory soon I had come on metal—soft metal.
I filed all round this, and the reck came into halves. Ineido
was a piece of parchinent, covered with queerlocking letters.
*This may tell a story,’ T said to myself. So I popped the
parchment baclk in its place, fastened the pieces of rocle with
a little cement, and made up my mind to bring it to Mr.
Delaville, amd there it is, sir”

The late cashier took the object into his hands and care-
fully serutinised it

“The outside isa made vp of the shells of wormiika
crustaceans,” he aaid. Then, ﬁn".'ing broken it where joined,
he added : ** Yes, here they are, layer on layer, What is thia
heneath them? Once it was wax, I suspect. And this?—
lead. That is it, Will, The original article was a tube of
lead, evidently intended to be kept unopened for an indefinite

time. To guard the lead against corrosive action it was cased
in wax. The tube*fell into the water, and became cased, as
vou see it., Now for the secret of the parchment.”

With this Mr. Delaville spread out a small, crackling shect,
and poved over it,

“I thought of poing into the Church when I was your age,
boys,” he said, “and 2o [ turned my attention to Hebrow.
This is Hebrew, but it puzzles me, Onpe moment!”  The
spealier went to o bookeage and took down an old velume of
his schooldays. It waz a Hebrew dictionary. “Ah, now I
have it!” he exclaimed, after looking up two words. * Great
Beott ! Will Euliuwb}:. what have you found? No. Wait!
Yes, that 12 right! Give me pencii and paper, someone ™

“What is it, gir?"” bLroke in Tom.

“Ligten !" Apd My, Delaville read:

“*In the region of Nero the accursed, we—being a fow of
these who escaped his hand—and Christians resident in Rome
did journey to the Holy City of Jerusalem, and, with eertain
of our brethren there, we did take and secrete the great
treasurs which Sheba’s queen laid at the feet of Solomon, and
we took ship for some haven of the south where we might
hide the treasure, and live in peaco until the danger was
pestk.

“* Now, the winds were contrary, and during many days
we were tosaed to and fro, and our leader said to us: ** Let us
male a record, and aeal 1t up, and, peradventure, if the ship
be lost, the record may be found in the ages to come, and
they who find will know that we were not thieves, but
cuatodians of the treasurcs of Israel, Theve is land in sight,
and we have journeyed far, and are wealk and wearied, and
tho rising storm threatens death.™ ' 7'

“And that iz all ?" asked Tom.

“ALY The words came ‘gravely from Delaville,
boy, it is -an opic poem!
dieclozed 17

“Buot it docsn't help us to remedy the bank smash!™
ietoried Tom,

“Where that tube came from there may be other gems,”
gaid WL

* But where did 1t come from? That's the point.”

Mr., Delavible shiugged his shoulders, and turned the parch-
ment over. Then his eyes zleamed. Taking a strong reading-
glass, he pecred through it at what appeared only flm eracha
and atains due to age. Finally he brole out excitedlv:

“There 1s something here, scrawled in Latin, It is an
account of the ship's course. It veads: ‘ Tlurty and seven
r.jrm'.-s the sun has risen, and bhirty and six times has it sot
gince wee lost sight of the coast of Bpain, for twenty davs
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and nights being driven south as a bird is driven, and for
days and nights passing eastward, rudderless. The
land before us has been in our sight these bwo daya agone.
It rises like s tower against the heavens, and the light upon
it 15 azure, and purple, and amber.” ™

T"‘ Very poetical, but not practicelly helpful,” commented

.

“It scems to me,” said Mr. Delaville, “although this is
rather an early stage to give an opinion, that the information
is very practical indoed, for it givea us s broad idea of the
1aland's situation. e ship went down the Afrmcan coast,
swept round the Cape, and was driven eastwards. Seventeen
days would bring it somewhere herc.”

Mr. Delaville placed his finger on a spot of a large world-
map hanging on the wall

“Well, sir, there's nothing marked there, anyway,” ob-
jeoted Tom.

“We must leave the matter open for an hour or two,”
sald Mr. Delaville, as he put on hiz hat. “I am ronning
round to the library to | up some mapa and charta.’’

When he roturned ho drew a rough outline on & half-zheot
of paper, and handed it to Will,

“Phere,” he said, "that is what [ gathered from a des.
cription in the encyclopsdia to be the shape of a rather
likely place. It i3 called Desolate Ialand. One hall is
covered by mountainous, voleanic rock, desoribed e vn-
scalable, the other half is inhabited by a race of savapes.
If you obzerve the form of this peak you will confess that it is
at least ono that iz unigue. Il:eliﬂ.a itself to the elouds. I
think we might do worse bhan tey the place.”

“ Bub surely, sic,” Will chjected, “ the syndicate people will
know all about it, and they themselves will have found all
thero ia to find!™

Mr. Dolaville gave the other a shrewd look.

“I am not so sure of that,” he commented. * You zee, it's
like this. I know a thing or two about some members of
the syndicate, and can state positively that they are pearl-
dealers,. I have no doubt whatever that the Mayfly waa
pearhing when this find was fished up quite accidentally,

“"Now, if tradition i3 in any way te be relied on, the
trossure that Sheba’s gueen brought to Solomon consisted
not only of rubics, but sapphires and cmeralds. And I
bhink thare is guite a possibility that some of 1t was salved,
and taken ashore.

“These savages may be desconded from the shipwrecked
Christians; on the obher hand, the entire theory may be
wrong, and the original box have drifted for scorca of miles.
Anyway, bthese rubies that you, Tom, have salved will bring
us enpugh money to make the venture. I will Eut the
entire madter before Sir Bamuel, and be guided by him.
We owe the syndicate nothing.

An Asslsted Passage.

Two days later, as Tom and Will were engaged in fxing
ut'hp an addition to the latter's gym, Mr, Delaville came to

-] ]

“It's all right,” he said briskly, *I've scen Sir SBamuel,
and, although he hasn't much faith in the scheme, he iz
willing to be reaponsible for s couple of thousands; so all
we have to do is to plan out the details of our expedition,
I think it will bo best to put Mr. Sullowby in some nursing-
home. Dora can go to one of her aunts, and that will
leave us without anything to thaink of othor than the busi-
ness in hand. ™

*1 suppose Sir Samuel can be trusted not to jabler?™
said Tom,

Ho did not like the idea of confiding their sceret even to
the managing director of the late bank.

Mr. Delaviile frowned.

“0h, Sir Samuel 13 right encugh,” ho answered,
to tell the truth, something ha eitedd for which T am rather
sorry. As I quitted Sir S8amuel’s presence, 1 passed througlh
an anteroom, and in this T saw that blessed American, 1
don’t know how much he had heard, but that he had hoard
something T am sure. However, we will get off as saon as
possible. By the way, Tom, I wish you or your chwmn, or
both of you, would run down o Doeptiord with & note to a
man there,  Sir Samuel pgave me the address. He is a
EhlPﬁ'-chandicT, and will provision the craft in no tme.”

“ But you haven't a boat yot." ohjected Tom,

“hir Samuel has promised to let me have the Fortune,
It's only an sight-hundred-ton tramp, but it will serve our
purpose,” returned Mr., Doelaville.

¥ Come on, Will," sald Tom, making for the door.

Deptford i3 never one of the most inviting spots. On the
afternoon when it was visited by Tom and Will it bad Lecoma
soaked with drizzle, splashed with mud, dismal, with & lower-
ing fog. There was nothing in the atmesphere, or the shops,
or the peeple to Jhecr ope.

SOMETHING STUPENDDUS GOMING!

1k HLI'E-
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( By pure accident, but as if intentionally, they came against the balustrade. It cracked, ylelded, snapped, and
l the two mien were rolling over in thelr descent to the gronnd flooy,

(See page 22,)

" Even

“0h, let us et out of 161" =aid Will impationtly,
than

an adventure with o pickpocket would be better
nothing "

“Don’t look round soddenly,” eaid Tom. * About fifty
vards bebind 15 a man carrying an empty basket, Ho has
been behind va during the past ten minptes. When we bave
cros<ed the road he has crossed it. Ho iz shadowing ns !’

Half o minute later, as the two turncd info a narrow lane
between dead walls, there broke from Will's lips an ¢gclama.
tion. A man, clad as a waterside labourer, was prasping
with one hand a thin, freildocking lad of about fifteen, wlilo
with the other hand, which held a piece of rope, he struck
him over the shoulders,

H Yo coward 1 exclaimed Will, and, with the words, seized
the rope. * What do you mean by it?"

What followed was like a confused mightmare. Half a
dozen things happened ab once. It was as if something had
been arranged, and was now being put into action even fo
the smallest detail. There camo & loud whistls from the end
of the lane., The man guitted his grasp of the lad and scized
Will, and was pushing him against a door.

The door swuang open, amd Will found himszelf in a sort
of garage. Tom had been struck down.,  Bomeone wos
kneeling on him, and pressing & hand over his mouth, Wil
wag being. hal-smothered beneath a heavy coat. The choms
struggled, but they were in powerful hands, and when pre-
gently thoy hnd been bundled into an old fouwr-wheeler, they
found they had been gagged.
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Then camo something against which they struggled in vain,
A rag socaked with chloreform was held over the face of cach,
and, while half inecnsible, some of their outer clothing was
removed, and rough sea-garments were substituted, with, 8
couple of preasy caps.

Jolted, jarred, knowing they were being carried, dumped
down, and then throst ml.:_{:!h v into some corner, the boys
wore yot helpless,  As in a dream they heard voices, and jeer-
ing luughter. The gags had becn removed, and they tried
to cry out, but their volees come weakly, and were drowned
by what scomed a wvery babel and wproar. Each felt his
liead aching intensely; then came nausea, and, finally, sleep,
from which they were roused by vigorous kicking.

Tom came to his sonees behioving himself in a dream. He
found himself being pulled to his fect, and gripped by the
cond-vollar, and pushed by a kuuckly hand aleng wooden
boards that seemed to turn every way at once. 'Then his
blurred vision took in the details of & ship’s deck, and, beyond
the ship, the beaving sea.

“ Stowaways, cap!” said a  hoarse
“Foeund fem id betind a pile o' cargo,
on “em 1

" We're not!” eried Tem.

“ywall, vou don't leok guite a tectotaller, and von don't
rive one the impression of being a saloon-passcoger!” com-
mented another voive, with goocd-humoured sarcasm; and
Tom, blinking up, found himself looking into a wrim yed
ot unkindly face, swrmounted by a cap with & gold band,

voice  bBehind  hin
Intoxicated, botd

HARRY WHARTON & CO. WANT EVERY * MAGNET* READER TO BUY THIS WEEK'S ISSUE OF “THE GREYFRIARS HERALD," &
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“Wa wore seb upon and papped, and then I don't know
what was done with us” t!xpliinm'l Tom.
“Were they rarced? askid the man wille the ecap.
“MNot a bit of it, zir. They waz snorin’ away, drunk an’
Yappy.  'Ere’s the other of ‘em!™M—indicating Will, who
scemed too dazed to speak at all

“8eo here, my ladse,” said the man with the cap, “T don’t
know how you came on board, If you have o gricvance
you'll have to sottle it when vou get back to England.
You're al sea now, and whether you've been on the spree, or
have fallen foul of an enemy, your best course is ko take
things as they are. My name 18 Boyton, and I'm mastor
of this ship, which is the Naney. We have ono destination
ﬂnir, and we're not stopping to transfer von to any other
craft. Gt to work, ond be civil. Your luck might be
worse,

*Vory well, eir,”” returned Tom quictly.

" What's your name?” asked the eaptain, addvessing Tom.,

" Hereward—Tom Iereward.”

“Very well, Hereward, The steward is short-handed, and
you'll find the work light. Fle turned o Will. *And your
namc 7

“Oh, Bullowby,” answered WWill,

“Then, O0'8vllowby, you can see the encineer, and tell im
you're a present from e

“But my name's not O'Sullowby, eir.”
The captain losked at Will solemnly, and shook his head,

Then he furned and strode »ff under the convietion that
Will had been very drunk indeed, and was no} sober yet.

Why had this outrage been perpetrated? That was the
one question which gripped Tom's mind as he followed a
sailor to the quarters of the steward. Hed he and his chum
fallen victima to o common crimp eager to get a foo for
supplying hands to sca-going vessels? If so, Captain, Boyton
must know this to be the rase. Bub it was quite impossible
to lock into his honest sailor’s face and Melieve him capable
of such an un-English act as conniving at the practicsl slavery
of two compatriots.

Had Will and himself any cnemics? Doubtlesa they had
made more than one in connection with their recent adven-
bures in search of the gemns. But of what possible advantago
to such encmics could be this forcible sea trip? -~

Tom found himeclf at home in hiz new duties.
een & very enthusiastic scout, and was proud of his culinary
triumphs. The ship was certainly short of hands, and tho
steward, whose name was Martin, acted also as cook. Tom
washed and pecled potatoes and cleaned up, and did a hun-
dred and one things in a manner that won his chief’s approval,

“For & landlubber, you're not such an idiot as you might
be I Martin condescended to say.  And by way of reward
for workin' decently, you can do a little more.  Wash your
hands, scrape some of that smut off your nose, and carry
these luxuries to the saloon,”

Toin went forward, trav in hand, and entered what might
have been more madestly and coreeetly styled the ship's
cabin. And then, even as his cyes todk in the features of the
two men scated ot the table, the first glimpse of the truth
broke on his mental vision, for the second of the two men
waa the Amcerican member of the' syndicate wha had ealled
at the bank on that morning when a vain search had been
made for the box of gems.

Tom observed that Coptain Boyton was looking flushed
and angry, and that the American was pale. Evidently they
had disagreed upon some subject,

“Oh, fix it up bew you choose, but I'm sick of it came
from the captain warmly.

Some instines told Tom to keep secrct his recognition of
the American. He—Tom—carried out his duties m silence.
He knew that, whatever might oventuate; it would be im-
possible for him to exact justice while on board. Ile was on
the defeasive, and wanted to see Will and discuss mafters
with him.

To his astomishment, the American forced his hand.

“Bo, my lad, we mect again, do we " he deawled nasall
> F.oa P el .
“Well, it’s a bit rough on rou, but if people will try to
i(u._m!::pﬂ:tlmr moen's claims, they can't mmp]f&in i they're
b4 i A

Tom did not answer. Boyton was walching him intently,
ang Tom felt that the captum knew something of the t.rutﬂ,
arid waz on his side.

The American went on:

“My name is Cyril P. Blake, and, as you probably are
aware, 1 nad a share—and that a considerable one—in the
Byzantine Bypacate. Now, my lad, there's been too mueh
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He had

mystery about that business to let me sleep at night. A plain
burglary 13 one thing, but a burglary with secrets and
mysteries bed on bo 1k Dthe bits of paper to one ond of &
kite 13 more'n T ean sland.

“¥ou all thought vourselves vory clever, int there wasn't
a single move I didn’t spot frem the time that Bare eold
that ruby. Oh. T know it all! Lven that poor fellow Seathel
was in my employ. Turned traitor, he did, and tried te pinch
the gems. What do you think of it, Mr. Tom Hereward—
eh "

“We were trying fo find the gems for the benelit of the
bank ! broke ont Tom.

Y Benrchi of fddiesticks! Buat T won't quarrel with you on
that score or any other score.  I'll show you just where
vour working for thoe benefit of the bank beeame a downright
attempt at common {hicving. Whose gems were in that bex?
Ourz! Has the bank been made to pay for ‘em?  Yeas,
Accounts arce clearcd, yon wonld zav? Not so. What else
was in the box ¥ A picee of steff looking like rock. Whose
was that? QOurs, Had the bank bought 1t? No. WWas it
included in the lst of contents? Noo Ilas its value been
paid? No. Had it a2 value? YWo diudo’t know. Yoo foond
that it had, and prompily arranged to jump our claim. That's
why you're here. Now do you undersiand I

Tom, all his reserve thrown to the winds, faced the speaker
fearlessly.

“I understand what you say and imply,” he returned.
“But to my mind the question of right and wrong is an open
one.  The picee of rock was valucless—unless and wntil its
soored waas known.  You knew nothing of this. We found out.
leu can have the rock, but you bhave no claim on our know-
W Eﬂ_n

Captain Bovton banged the table.

“IlIe's got you there, Mr. Blake !" he arid hearlily.

“You wait,” returncd the American. ** It strikes me I've
gﬂ‘ﬁ him. Awnyway, my lad, you're here, and this ship is
ound for the island. Another fact is that I've gleaned pretty
well all you found out, thanks ic nice, clear wey in
which veour late boszs, old Delaville, explained things to Bir

Samuel. So it comes to this—you can be either with me or
against me. [ bad you brought here on the chance of your
being of use.

What I say of vou applies equally to your
chum. If you become alhju;s I:mu take your escllaaws. If you

don't you remazin with Admiral Slushy, and get nix.”

*The syndicate iz running this trip, then, I suppose?”
queried Tom, his brain working rapidiy.

*Byndicate be hanged! I'm running it, chartered the ship,
and am paying all expenses.”

“But if the picce of rock belongs to tho syndicate—*
began Tom.

Bovton laughed loudly.

“He's got you again, Blake,"” he said.

The American looked nettled.

““Bee hora, sonny,” he went on, “I'm offering to play faie.
Chip in with me, and tell me all you know, and you may get
rich. In this game there's no question of real owner ip—
that T admit. On any agreed deal I'm square, and don't
forget it. Boyton here ie toking one ghare, the erew another,
I take three shares, and I'll give you two, and your guardizn
one, That makes cight. What do you sayi"”

Tom held out hiz hand.

“I agree, sir," he returned. And the pledge was confirmed
by Blake’s hearty grip.

“1 supposoe you'll be messing with the captain and myself
now " Blake asked, just as Tom was quitting the cabin.

Tom looked ot Bovion for an answer.

“Do you mind, and will your chum mind, letting things go
on as thoy are?” asked the captain,

Mot o bik, sir, if you think it better,”

“Well, T do,"” returned Boyton thoughtfully. *“You sece,
the crew and mates know nothing about the syndicate or the
bank. Mr. Blake tells me that you were put on hoard by a
couple of enimps, whe ate now on shore. The beliof s that
vou are stowaways, and if you come to our mess & whele lot of
explanation will be necessary.™
m“l?till, I shall want a real long tfalk with you,” put in

akoa.

Tom nodded, and returned to the pantry,

It was not until the day’s work had been finished and tho
two lads had come on the fore.deck to get o breath of air,
that they met and zpoke. Without any preamble Tem told
of all that had passed in the cabin.

{Another long Instaiment of this grand serial nixt
Maonday., Order your copy early.)

WATCH “ THE BOYS' FRIEND” FOR AN EXTRAORDINARY ANNOUNGEMENTI SOMETHING STUPENDOUS COMINGE



A WONDERFUL HAIR-
GROWING EXPERIMENT

ALL READERS INVITED TO JOIN INA ﬂREET HAIR BEAUTY TEST FREE OF COST.

A Million Special *f Harlene Hair-Diiil” CGutfits and ANl Necessary
Materials Supplied as a Huge Gift.

LL veaders of thig paper (both ladies and gentlenen)
who are in any way intercsted jn their hair, and
wonld like to improve their personal appearance
by the possesgion of more penerons locks, or belter

hair and sealp coniitions generally, will welcome the
opportunity now offorded of sceuring all the necessary
materials to enable them to encourage and promote the
growth of luxuriant, beautiful hair, free of all cost.

The man responsible for this gigantic plan ig AMrn
Fdwards, the Inventor - Dircoverer
of the world- famous * Harene
Hpir-Drill,” and in making his great
offer to thofe who wish for Iair
Fealth and Beantv, ho says:

I will give a million * Harlene
Hair-Drill ¥ OQutfits FEEL, =zo that
every Jady and gentleman esn prove
1o their own eomplete satisfaction
that no mafter what' the present
condition of their halr may be,
they can grow healthy, luxuriant,
sebundant heir at any age,

A Day-by-day Hair
Revival.

Immediately yon eommence your
delightful * Harlens Hair-Drill ™ task
you will notice a freshnesd, a lack
of "strain in Ithe gcalp, and g day

day this hair-growing method ia
]i:}'mmcdcd with, B0 your mirror
reveald a new brightness in  your

hair. There are new glinta of light
and radiance that you never T Beautiful heir may be the possession of
thought possible, and all the time E-z:--::rgm{e who wﬂlyjﬂlinm ;

hair is iner in strength  Hair-Drill ™ method, which they .may
and length. Jugt as it stimulates test FREE to-day.

end revivifies the hair when ilb
health hoy set in, so when the hair ig healthy it keops it
alweys fresh, bright, and strong. Only just twoe or three
minutes & day, that iz all that 8 nccedsary to make
the most dull and lifeless head of hair a pride to its
posEessor,

HAVE YOU NOTICED THESE
HAIR TROUBLES?

I{ you notice any of these sym
diately apply for your Harlene Hair-Drill Girt,

1. Do you notice any powdery dust when
brushing ?

2. Do you notice any split or broken hairs in
the comb ?

3. Is your hair difficult to dress ?

4. Does your hair seem dull, lank, and
lifeless 7

5. Is your hair too dry or too greasy ?
Toe MaaneT Lierasy.—No. 412,

m#, you ghould imme-

6. Do you notice an irritation of the scalp?

7. Is your hair gradually becoming thinner ?

If you angwer yes to any of thede questions, fill in the
form below at once.  As soon as you have posted this,
together with 4d. in stamps for return postage of your
parcel, you will receive :

1. A bettle of “Harlene,” a true liquid food
for the hair, which stimu-
lates it to mnew growth,
buildiag® up the very sub-
stance of the hair itself. It
is tonic food, and dressing
in one.

2, A packet of the marvellous
hair and scalp cleansing
“Cremex™ Shampoo, which
re laﬁas the head for * Hair-

rill.

3. A bottle of Uzon Brillian~
tine, which gives a final
lt:.-qch of beauty to the
air,

4, The secret “ Hair - Drill”
Maaual giving complete in-
structions for carrying out
this world - famous hair-
growing exercise,

After wou have experienced for
;vu:rur&e]'f the wonderful influence of

‘Harlene ” on your hair-growth,
you can always eecurs further
supplies of “ Harlene ™ from vyour
chemist at 1a., 28, 6d., or 48. 6d. per bottle, Uzon Bngan
ting, 13, and 28 6d., and “ Cremex ™ at 18, per box of 7
ghampoos, single packet, 2d. If ordering direct from
Edwards' * Harlene ™ Co., they will be sent post free on
remittance. Carriage extra on foreign orders,

s==————= FREE GIFT COUPON
To EDWARDS' HARLENE €O.,
20-26, Lamb’s Conduit Street,

London, W.C.

Dear Sird,—Pleade send me your free © Harlene ™
Hair-growing Qutfit. I enclose 4d. stamps for
to any pert of the world (Foreign stamps accepted.) {§

“ Hnrlene
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For Next d’!nnc‘az s

“THE SCHOOLBOY
SPECULATOR!"™|

By Frank Richards.

\* THE PENNY POPU-
LAR,"” 1d:, Every Fri= }
day. "CHUCKLES,"/#
P:ice id,, Every

Among all the famous “ Fishy ™ yarns, nene will take s0
prominent a place as next Monday's grand, long, completa
atory of Greyfriars, in which Fishy's twisted code of honour
again lands him in serious trouble. The Yankee junior
hopes, by establishing a Sock Trust at Greyfriars, to exploit
the war to line his own pockets; but his schoolfellows cannot
gen oye to eye with him in his unscrupulous designs, and
Fisher Tarleton Fish specdily finds himself in that cold and
uncomfortable place known as Coveniry. Moreover, he
comes within an ace of getting the ““sack,” and in the long

run
“THE SCHOOLBOY SPECULATOR”

is brought to realise that it is bad policy to introduce the
methods of the Clucago wheat-prt at Greviciars,

AN EAST LONDONER'S SPLENDID LETTER,

From my voluminous post-bag I have this weeck selected
the following leter for publication: :
11, Desford Road, Canning Town,

" London, K.

“ Dear Editor,—Never having written vou befors, I must
do so now in order to compliment you upon the splendid
story by Mr, Frank Richards, entiticd ' The Remove Eleven
on Tour.'! From start to finsh the story was excellent, with
never a dull or badly-composed line. I pride myself on
being & judge of your papers, for still in my mind are such

reat triumphs of literature as  Driven to the Wall," fF The
i"urting of the Ways,' *Sportsmen All) and * Bchoolboys
MNever Shell Bo Slaves.”

“ The characters which appear in the " Magnet ' are finely
drawn, and include such natures as wo meet in everyday
life. I was, though, disagrecably surprised to find that
certain issues of your paper contained disgusting and insult.
ing letters, the object of which was to sling mud at a jowrnal
which iz well known to, and appr&c:iatcé' by, *every decent
fellow in the kinedom. Take 1o notice of such letters, Tt
the prousers do their worst, and remember that if you had
an office next door to each mud-slinger vou wounld receive
precious little mud from him, espeecially if your office had
a fighting editor. Don't waste space printing mud-splashes !
Fill up the paper with the best,

“ And now, dear Bditor, I hope you will allow me to offer
2 weo bit of eriticism.  Ab times there 18 a tendency to
introduce too much slang into the stories. Slang lowers a
fellow, and also lowers a paper; and publieschool boys, as
a rule, have a pood command of King's English. The same
remark applies to the 'Gem,’ and. I trust that the slang
will, in a measure, diminish in future. )

“¥ou can rely upon meo to back up the *Greyfriars
Herald ' might and main. Perhaps you may find room to

rint a portion of this letter; but, anyvhow, I close now, with

est wishes to you and your hardworking staff, from your
sincare reader, Sinwey G

Many thanks for a most frank and interesting leticr,
Sidney G. You will seo that I have ecavried out your sug-
restion concerning the growlers. What a splendid thing it
would be if tha latter could be exported to Germany ! They
possess dhistinet Hunnish tendencics, and could o on saying
 Gott strafe this™ or *“Gott strafe that’ ad hb.

Your comments on slang open up a vory important point.
1 quite agres with you that it would do the *Magnet® and
‘Germ ' Librarics no harm to drop 2 pood deal of superfiucus
exprossions; at tho same titme, 1 cannot see that the siang

e e e

The Editor is always pleased to hear from his chums, at home or abroad,
and i3 only too willing to pive his best advice to them it they are in

difienlty or in trouble. . ., Whom to write to : BEditor, The * Marnet ™
[ Library, The Fleetway Houvse, Farringdon Street, London, E,

T T——

used by Messrs. Richards®
and Clifford is in any way
lowering,. It may be a
trifie overdone. but it is by
ne means vulgar; and it
is an crror to imaging that
public-school boys seldom
or never resort to slang.
At my own school,
remember, the headmaster once offered a prize to the boy
who compiled the longest list of slang expressions in currunt
wse, and the winner gob together considerably over one
hundred ! I will certainly ask our famous authors to
moderate their transports a little, but to cut down slang to

any great extent would be detrimental to the success of the
stories,

by

————

READERS' ANNOUNCEMENTS.
. _ (Issued by the Editor free of charge.)

Will Miss Ivy Hewitt, of London, who kinﬁly sent books
to Company Quartermaster-S8ergeant Cave, of the Tth
Leicester Regiment, please communicate with him again, as
her letter has been accidentally destroyed? (I might hore
mention that over one thousand books were received in
response to my soldier-friend’s npgmal.}

¢ following “lonely soldiers” will be pleased to henr
from fellow-readers of the * Magnet™ Liﬁmr?r Private
Max Farleigh, 71, Water Street, Carmarthen, Scuth Wales;
Rifleman W. A. Miles, No. 4853, “C" Company, No, 11
Platoon, 1Tth County of London Regiment, British Ex-
Ptdltlﬂnar}' Force, France; Private E.” H, Ree, No. 10473,
‘O Company, 6th (Service} Battalion Leicestershire
Regiment, British Expeditjonary Force, France,

B, Reesdalo cfo the Post Office, Day Bireet, Old Swan,
Ln’urguﬂl, is desirous of forming a readers’ elub in that city.

A North London Feotball Club reguires home and away
mafches. Average age, 144, Apply personally or write %o
J. Dewell, 54, Bustersland Street, Hoxton, London, N,

Old Lodge United (average age 16) are open to arrange
fixtures at homoe or away within a three-mile radivs of
Belfast. Apply to Jack Duffy, 35, Hartley Street, Telfast,

The 1st Johnstone Troop (20th Renfrewshire) Boy Scouts
desire foothall fixtures-at home or away. Average age, 14k
Apply, Jack Kirkwood, Lilybank Howse, Johnsione, Ren-
frewshire, Scotland,

Away matches wanted for Baturday afternoons within a
four-mile radius of the Elephant and Castle, Average age,
155. Apply, Arvthur Spires, 20, Kempshcad Road, Albany
Road, Camberwell, London, 3.E.

.

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

H. 8. I.—Anocther story featuring Dick Russcll will appear
in the near future.

“A Cheerful Cripple.”—Many thanks for wour letfer. I
sincerely hope the companion papers will always be a source
of amusement and entertainment to you,

Private T. Alker, 24707, 3rd South Wales Dorderers, 2nd
Western General Hospital, Alma Park, Levenshuime, Man-
chester, would be very pleased to receive from .eaders spare
coples of the companion papers. )

“A Boy Chum” {(Mansfield).—Copics of “Bchool and
8port ’ and “The Boy Without a Name " are still obtain.
able from this office, at fourpence per copy, which includes

poata e,
=

(Continued on puage Iv. caver.)
R
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A group of keen readers
in the Far East.

Sent in by ELLIS DLAY.
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Four [ads of tha GClza-

thorpoa Troop of Sea

Soouts, and two gird
chumsa,

Sant In by 0. SAXTON,
H.M. Doastguard, -
Haorth Somercotes; Lincs,

A Reader who signs hilmself
‘& Falthful Magnetite,'

AUBREY HARPER,
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PTE. CHARLES PAYNE,
dth Australian Brigade,







