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WHEN FRIENDS FALL OUT!

A Magnificent, New, Long, Complete Tale of
Harry Whartnn & Co. at Greyfiriars School.
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“Glmme the poker, Bob:™ sald Billy Bunter. Bob Cherry haaded over the poker, and Bunter took a '
swipe af the cake. (See Chapter 4;

B - - P —— -_—

THE FIRST CHAPTER. - Then again, louder;
What's the Matter with Bob ? “ Bob "
i LL ready except Bob,” said Harry Wharton. And still ol Cherry did net appear.

A W here tI;I dickens is the duffer=" said Which was remarkable. For Harry Wharten & Co.
Hazeldene. “We don't want to be late for  were about to start an their lnnrhn to Chiff ¥ouse
bon ™ School. They were going to have tea at Clif House

“Give him a howl " suizg{-,sted Frank Nugent. School, with® Marjorie sud Clara and Phyllis and their

And five juniors raised their veices in a melodious yell: friends. and on such an occasiou Iiob Cherry waa

“Bob ! generally ready long before the time to start. Generally
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it was Bob who hurried up the others, lest they should be
a3 minute late. .
Now all the others were ready, and Bob was not on

the scene. They had wheeled out their bicvcles, Johun
Bull wheeling Bob's as well as his own.  They stoo
outside the School House in a group, waiting for Bob and
wondering. '

“Bob! Bobby! Boblets! Bob!" howled the juniors in
chorus.

A fat junior rolled out of the House, and blinked at
themr through his biz spectacles.

*I sav, you fellows——-"

“Seen Bob Cherry, Bunter?” exclaimed Whartpn.

“No. I dare say he doesn't. want te come,” gaid Billy
Buntér, "I'll come instead, if you like.”

“ Bow-wow ! ; ;

“Look here, Whirton, you know Marjorie would rather
see mwe,” urged Billy Bunter. ™ Besides, Bob doesn’t want
to come. I think he's ill. In fact, now I come to think
of it, I think he’s fallen downstairs and broken his leg;
st he can't come. I'd better come instead.” .

“Fathead!” said Wharton, “ Where the merry dickens
is Boh? Bob! EBob!”

“Bob!” yelled the whole party. 1

Wingate of the Sixth looked out of his study window
with a ferocions e::;}resaiun.

" Stop that row ! he roared.

"“We're only calling a chap,” said Nugent,

“I'll come out if yon call again!”

“But we don't want you; we want Bob Cherry,” said

Nugent innocently.

"The juniors chuckled, and Wingats slammed his
window. But they did not call Beb any more.
“1 say, you fellows——" ‘

“Shut up, Dunter! Hallo, hera's Kattenstein!
you scen Bob Cherry, Rattenstein?”

Rattenstein paused on the steps.

There was a peeuliar expression on his sallow Teutopio
face, & gleam in his pale-blue eyes. :

* Bob Cherry?” he repeated. **Yes; I saw him—"

“ Wherer”

“At dinner.” :

“Oh, don’t be a funny Hun!” growled Johnny Ball,
“Wa all saw him at dinner. Have you seen him since,
fathead®” _

“ We mustn’t call Ratty a fathead!” grinned Nugent.
“Has your Highness seen Bob Cherry with your prineely
eyes?”’

% Ha, ha, ha!” _

The German schoolbey seowled, DPrinee Rupprecht von
Rattenstein prided himself upon being British, as he had
been born in England of maturalised parents. DBut he
had 2 tremendous opinion of the value of a German title,
aud he had come to Greyfriars expeeting to sec fellows
bow down and worship, as it were. He had had some
very painful eye.openers on that subject since. So far
from being monarch of all he surveyed in the Remove
Form, as he had eonfidently expected, the German prince
discovered that he was of no account whatever. His
German origin was against him; his cheap German
princedom was rather a matter for smiles than for
admiration, and the fact that he was a good deal of a
smeak, a good deal of a funk, and a good deal of a
“rotter” generally, had caused him lo become a more
imsignificant person in the Lower Fourth than Billy
Bunter himself.

Rattenstein opened his thick lips to make an angr
reply to Nugent's remark; but he checked himself and
" walked away, hiz eyes gleaming, The disappointments
and the contempt he had met with in the Remove at
Greyfriars had filled his heart with envy, hatred, malice,
and all wncharitableness. A bitter dislike of nearly Evar}v,;
fellow in the Form was his Iulin%' passion, thoug
prudence caused him to adopt usually an obsequipus
manner, which earned him a contemptuous toleration.

“Iis Highness iz ratty |” remarked Johnny Bull, with
a laugh. °But where the merry dickens is Bob? And
why doesn’t he come?” , ;

“Hold my bike, and I'll go in and look for him,” said
Wharton. 1

The captain of the Hemove hurried into the House. It
was high time to start for Cliff House School, unless the

sts were to be late for tea.

Tue Macker Lisnary.—No. 423
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Harry Wharton ran up to the Remove passage, and
looked inte No. 13 Study, Bob Cherry’s quarters. It was

ossible that Bob had linfered to give his hair an extra
g:uah, ot to change his necktie, aa he was going to see
Marjorie Hazeldene, Bob was in the study, but he was
not changing his necktie, and he was not brushing his
somewhat unruly hair.

He was seated, or, rather, sprawled, in the armchair,
with his hands driven deep into his pockets, and his long
legs stretched cut. There was an expression of gloomy
thottght on his fuce that made Wharton stare. Bob was
not much given to deep thought, and it was rare for him
to be glum.,

“ Bob, 'old man!”

Bob Cherry looked up. _

“ Haven't had bad news®’ asked Wharton anxiously.
“ Your pater's getting on all right at the Front, isn't he:

Bob ‘nodded. _ s

“Then what's the matter? Do you know we're waiting
to start for Cliff House?” exclaimed Wharton.

“Oh! Are you?" :

“Yes; come on! We've been yelling for you.”

“Qh, T didn’t hear 1 s

“You must be getting deaf, I should say. I ilmagine
everybody else in Greyfriars conld hear!” said Wharton,
laughing, *"Get & move on, old chap! We sghall be
late to tea; and you know Clara says boys are always
late."

“I'm not coming !

4 Not coming, Boh?”

“No,” said Dob, the colour decpening in his handsome
face. " Go without me this time, Harry. I'd rather not
come,”

" Secdy®” asked Wharton, gﬁaﬂg uzzled.

“1'm mever scedy, am I?" growled Bob.

“Then why the dickens dom’t you want to come?
Marjorie will be disappointed if you don’t come.”

To Wharton's amazement, a bitter look came over Bob's
face.

“ Marjorie ‘won't be disappoinfed,” he paid. " No fear

-of that.

“What do you mean, Bob? It isn’t possible that you've
disagreed with Marjorie in any way?” ejaculated
Wharton. * Why, nobody could quarrel with Marjorie—
the best-tempered girl in the world I”

“0Of course I haven't, fathead! Marjorie’s an angel!”
said Bub. " But—bmt a fellow doesn’t want to be always
bothering her because he thinks a lot of her. I'd rather
not come this time. I've been going over to Cliff House
too much.”

“ What utter rot!” -

“You fellows get off,” said Bob. " Marky's swolling,
and I'm going to help him with his—his Greek™ -

“Why, you ass, you don't know the difference between
Alpha an¥l Omega!” said Wharton, laughing.

“I know I'm not clever,” said Dob moodily. "1
counldn't tackle Greek like you and Marky. T suppose a
chap can’t help being born an ass. You needn’t rub it m,
though.”

Wharton's faca became serious at once. .

“Don’t be touchy, Bob., You kuow I didn't mean
that. What the dickens! You used to jaw me for being
touchy, and now you're starting it yourseli worse than
I ever had it, and it's not like you."”

“ Sometimes a fellow can’t help being touchy,” said Bab,
“ Sometimes he ean’t help realising he’s a duffer, and not
elever like other chaps.” . _

““ But you're clever enough for the Hemove, Bob,"” said
Wharton, mystified. “ You mnever cared for Greek till
this afternoom.”

“ Blow Greek!”

“Then what's the matter?”

“ Nothing I

“"Phere is something the matter,” said Harry %uietlr.
“You're the last chap in the world to be touchy and
unreasonable if nothing was the matter, 1 wish you'd
tell me what it was. Pcrhaps I can set it right.”

“ Becanse you're cleverer than I am,” sald Dob.

“Great Scott! How
Harry, in amazement. “ Look here, Dob!
on! Tt will do you good to have a run outl”

Bob shook his head.

EE]
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thoughtiully drew a duster round his head to muifle his how.s
twelve stroxes with the Head's birch as if he were b
yelled Rattenstein, {See Chapler 14.)

ating a carpet,

Bump went the nun acryss the tabie, and his princety Hose ca.ne Into ]:r-uiﬁtu_l contact with the wood, Eir.in-ne_r-

It was needed, for B 1sover major laid on the
*““Ach! Mein Gott! Help! Help!”

“We shall be late for tea,” said Wharton. “It isn't
very civil to keep the girls waiting, Bol.”

“1 tell you I'm not coming. You fellows
Boh. “No good talking—I'm not coming!
there’s a good chap!”

"I don't like going withont you.”

“TRot! I won't come!”

“Weil, if you won't come, yon won't!" said Harry.
“We shall have to start mow. I wish you'd come, Bob.”

“Well, T won't?"

“Ta-ta, then !

Harry Wharton left the study, leaving Dob Cherry,
nsually the sunuiest juaior in the Remove, looking as if
ke were going to the funeral of his best chum.

o, said
uzz off,

T T

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Not a Fichting-Man !

# HNERE'S the frabjous ass?"
It was quite a chorus that greeted Harry
Wharton as he joined the group of eyclists

waiting culside the School IHouse.
“He's not coming,” said Harvy,
“Not coming! Why nol*”
“I think he must be feeling secdy, though he savs e
isn't.”
THE Macxu? TaRnany.—XNo, 423,

. NEXT
MONDAY—

“THE MAILED FIST AT GREYFRIARS !”

- ——— Fsia =

“Well, e might have told us he wasn't coming,” said
Hazeldene crossly. “I don’t see why my sister should
he kept waiting hecause he couldn’t give us a word.
Let’s get off, then.”

H“ﬂHuld on while I run Bob's jigger back,” said Johnny

il

“ Oh, Rattenstein will do that! ere, Rattonstein!”

The German junior was leaning on the wall, looking
curiously at the party of juniors. He came forward as
Hazeldene called o him,

* Take this bike hack to the shed. will you®” said Hagel,

“Certainly I” said Rattenstein, in his eily way. “But
—0rReise me—you are poing to CLfl House:™

“Yes,” said IHazel.

“Would you eare for me to come with you? I have
never seen Chff House,” said the German junior,

Hazel hesitated. He was a good-gatured fellow, and
disliked saying “ No ™ to anybody-—even a German., Ansl
Rattenstein had done him several litlle services lately.
The German was clever with his lessons, and Hazel waa
rather slack, and Rattenstein had helped him. a good
deal with hizs work—{for what reason Ilazel could mnot

guess, a8 he was far from beine a kind-hearted fellow.

Hazel thonght he could cuess now, however,
“What do you fellows say?"” asked Hazel, looking at

A Qrand, Long, Complate Story of Ha
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RIOHARDS.
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bis companions. “Clara said once she'd like to =¢e our
giddy prince.”

“QOh, he may as well come,” said Wharton shortly.

It was Hazeldene who was taking the party to tea with
kis sister at Cliff Housc, so he really had the right to
decide. Harry Wharton & Co. certainly did not like the
addition to the party, but they felt they could not very
well say so. Johnny Bull gave an expressive grunt, and
that was all,

“Oh, come on, if vou like,” said Hazel. " Jump om
Bob’s jigger—he won’t mind. Let's get off, for goodness’
sake! We've waited long enough !

“Thank yon!”

The eyclists wheeled the machines down to the gates.
From the study window of No. 13 a glum faece watched
themy go, and Bob Cherry heaved o sigh when they
disappeared out of the gates,

The juniors mounted in the road, and
by the short cut to Cliff House, which stood on the shore,
fronting thé sea, not far from Pegg. They rode rapidly,
as they were alrcady very neariy late. There was a
sndden shout from a group of fellows in Higheliffe caps
who were lounging by a fence beside the path. They
were Ponsonby & Co., the Famous Five’s old enemies.
Ponsonby & Co.—there were eight of them—were smoking
cigarcites.

“Hallo, Grevfriars eads! shouted Ponsonby.

“Pelt ‘em!” said Gadshy.

A beavy turf whizzed through the air and smashed on
Harry Wharton’s shoulder, The ca];t.uiu of the Remove
jammed on his brake as his machine staggered and
jumped down.

The Higheliffians were on the other side of the fence,
and they were clutching up chunks of turf, laughing
loudly. The cyclists had to run the gauntlet, or else
dislodze the enemy before they passed, and they chose
the latter alternative. They were only six agrinst eight,
but the Removites did not count odds,

“Mop "em up!” shouted Johnny Bull,

But only five juniors dismounted to rush at the
Hishelithans. The sixth—Prinee Kupprecht von Ratten-
stein—rod¢ on, harder than ever. He vanished down the
narrow lane at top speed.

Harry Wharton & Co,, in the excitement of the moment,
hardly noticed him, They rushed at the fence, and
clambered over to Lhe attack.

There was a brief scuffle, and Hurree Singh was pitched
back into the lane, rnd Hazeldene after him., But
Wharton and Nupent and Johany Bull whipped over the
fence, and hit out straight from the shoulder. They
engaged the whole of the enemy, and in a few seconds
Hurree Singh and Hazel were scrambling again to their
aid.

It wae five against eight; but the Highcliffians were
not fighting-men. They retreated from the hot attack,
and in o few minutes took to their heels across the field,

“Hold on!"” called out Wharton, as his fellowers were
breakiog into pursuit. “Come back! Neo time to waste
on those rotters!™

“Wait a minute for me ! panted Johnny Ball, who had
caught Pounsonby.

“Yarooh! Leggo!” roared Ponsonby.

“ Buek up, Johnny "

JYohuny Bull's strong arma had closed round Ponsonby,
and the slim and He%nt dandy of Higheliffe was like an
infant in his grasp. ke was swept off Yiis feet, and tossed
bodily away--te fall with a resounding splash into a
ditch !

Splash!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was little water in fhe diteh, but there were
several inches of mud. The dandy of Higheliffe presented
a shocking speetacke ns he serambled up.

“Mow I'm ready !’ grinned Johnny Bull,

The Greviriars juniors, langhing, vaulied over the
fence acain into the lane, Ponsonby stood and shook his
fist after them—a very muddy fist, His comrades had
already disappeared across the next field.

“* Yow-ow-ow | ﬂmngh‘.” gurgled Ponsenby.
you rotfers! Groogh!”

“Ha, ha, ha 't

Tue Maoxer Linnary.—No, 423,
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Harry Wharton & Co. remounted, and rode on. Then
they discovered that there were only five of them.

“Where’s that Germant” growled Johnny Bull
“Bunked, by gum! The rotten funk!”

“He's not mmeh good in a serap,” said Wharton,
laughing. * Let’s hope he's bunked for good!”

ut Hattenstein had not “bunked ™ for good. As the
juniors came out. into the Pegp Road, they found the
prince waiting for them, holding his bicycle. He Hushed
as they came up, and jumped inte the saddle and rede
on with them.

“You rotten funk! exclaimed Johnny Dull, who was
an :e:s;ceedingl_? plain speaker. “Why didn’t you help
ys:’

il I_._I_._I_._?.

“They were eicht arainst us!” said Hazel wrathfully,
“Why didn’t you stop and lend a hand#”

“I—X thought—that—you were coming on I stammered
Ril'ttt&na*gzein‘ “J—I did not esec you had stopped—
till—

“0Oh, don’t give us any Prussian whoppers!” growled
Johnny Bull,

Rattenstein’s eyes blazed, but he made no rejoinder,
and he rode on in silence. Hatfenstein waa leolung the
tidieet of the party when they arrived at Cliff House,
Harry Wharton & Co. ehowed rather visible sigme of the
“gerap ” in the field. The German was spick and span
08 & Dew pin,

Marjorie and Clara were at the gate, nnd Miss Clara
shook her finger at the Hemovites as they dismounted.

* Late,™ she said.

“The sorrowlulness is terrific, honoured miss,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh penitently., * The delayfulness
was great.”

* And you're muddy,” said Mise Clara. “You have been
fighting.”

“ Nunno,” eaid Wharton—"not exactly fighting I

"Then what is the matter with your neset”

“0Oh, Clara!” murmured Marjorie.

Wharton rebbed his nose.

“I—X knocked it against something,” he said.

“And what's the matter with your knuckles?” asked
Miss Clara severei{;

“Y—YX knocked them apainst semething, too!”

“The only tidy boy here iz Rattenstein,” eaid Mies
Clara, with a glance of approval at the Germian junior,

Rattenstein bowed and smiled. He had made the
acquaintance of the CHff House girls during a visit they
had paid to Greyfriara.

The Removites looked rather grim. Rattenstein looked
clean and neat hecause he had deserted his comrades in
the tussle with the Highclifians. DBut they could net
very well explain that to the severe Miss Clara,

“(Clara, don't be such a tease!” said Marjorie, Iaugh-
ing. “You can get a brush in the porter’s lodge, Harry,
it vou like.”

“Thank youn, Marjorie I

The chums of the Remove were plad enough to hrush
the mud off, Rattenstein, whd did not need brushing,
walked up the garden-path with the girls.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Snake In the Grass!

188 CLARA ran ahead, and disappeared into
the House. In the school-room tea was
M prepared, and Phyllis Howell was ready to
make the tes as scon as the guests arrived.
Marjorie followed at a mere sedate pace, with Ratten-
stein, Marjorie did not like the German junior, from
the little she had seen of him, but she was very kind in
her manner. It seemed to her that a German in an
Tnelish school muat feel decidedly lonely and * down,”
and she had already ohserved that he was not liked.in
his Form. That was the reason why she showed him
kindness; but it was not a reason likely to be under-
stood by a Hun. Rattenstein attributed her kindness
ta the fact that he was a prince, for, although he had
ceased fo “swank ' in the Remove on that topie, his

petty princedom still loomed very large in his own eyes.
“Bob has not come,” Marjorie remarked. "I suppose

he iz very busy with football this afternoon:™

4K IMPCRTANT ED.TORIAL NOTICE IN THE “GREYFAIARS HERALD.” 30 DJN'T MISS IT!



“No, I do not think he iz j
with a sidelongz glance at the girl,
him to come, but he would not.”

“Oh!" said Marjorie. -

“"He told me—" Rattenstein paused suddenly and
bit: his lip, as if he had been about to say too much.

Marjorie lopked st him with her clear, frank eyes—
eyes that were keen enough, but mot keen cnough to
see fhe treachery that was hidden under the suave and
silky manner of the German,

“Perhaps I had better not say what ke told me,” said
Rattenstem. “I bep your pardon! You will excuse me!”

“(ertainly. You should mot say it if Bob Cherry
would mot wish yom to tell me,” said Marjorie, in
wonder,

“There is a new pupil here, isn't it?” said Rattenstein,
as if changing the subject. “ A pretty Miss Phyllis®"

* Phyllis EE-w&ll? Yes.”

“She is a friend of yeurs:™

“A vory dear friend; yes.”

“Bol Cherry also admires her ver

“I dare say he does,” eaid Marjorie.

“He speaks of her very much,” said Rattenstein, with
a smile. “He is a great admirer of Miss Phyllis. He
is never s0 happy as when he is able to speak to her
without others interfering.”

“Indeed! I had mnot noticed that!™ said Marjorie
coldly.

“But Bob is so honourable,” said Rattenstein. * He
is the soul of honour. He would not appear to be throw-

laying,” said Hattenstein,
“Wharton urged

much **

ing over an old friend for the sake of a new one. There

is & young lady here—I de not know whom—te whom
Bob was greatly attached before Miss Phyllis came, and
he i3 afraid to hurt her feelings. That is why he did
not come this afternocon, because he would not make
jealonsy. He has very fine and sensitive feelings, the
good Cherry.”

i

Marjorie drew a deep breath.

The German's words were uttered with a guiet and
earnest manner; and coupled with generous praise of
Bob, so that it was hard find fault with them: and,
as & new-comer, Rattenstein might be supposed not to
know that it was Marjorie Hazeldene to whom Bob had
always been devoted.

But every word had a bitter stinf in it.

Bob’s, devotion to Marjorie had often made the girl
entile good-humouredly, but naturally it had pleased her.
The admiration of an honest, frank, good-hearted fellow
like Bob Cherry was a compliment to any girl. And
Bob was so loyal by nature that he could not change—
or if a change came it would make him feel a bhitter
self-contempt. Was it possible that Phyllis, with her
bright eyes and lively ways, had made such an impres-
sion upen Bob that he had changed? Marjorie would
ouly have smiled if she had seen such a change—left to
herself in the matter. But the bare thought that Bob
could suppose there would be “ jealousy ” jarred on every
nerve.

He had stayed away because he thonght she would be
hurt at seeing him transfer his attentions to the bright-
eyed Phyllis. ) )

*There was & bitter humiliation in that thought, and
for the firat time since she had known Bob Cherry
Marjorie was angry with him.

The colour stole into her cheeks, and an  unusual
brightness into her eyes. They had reached the House
now, and the German said no more.

‘fhey entered the school-room, where, by the kind per-
misgion of Miss Penelope Primrose, the girls were
allowed to have their boy friends to tea. Miss Phyllis,
who was making the tea, pave Rattenstein a careless
nod. She did not like Rattenstein, and was surprised to
see him there, and she was mnot quite so urbane as
Marjorie to persons she did not like.

Harry Wharton & Co. came in in a fow minutes,
looking much less dusty and muddy. Miss Phyllis
bestowed a charming smile upon all of them,

“ Where's Bob#" she asked.

“Bob hasn’t come,” said Hazeldene,

“Playing footer, I suppose?”’

“Oh, no!™

“Blacking " asked Miss Clara.

“Oh, come!" exclaimed Wharten., % Beb never
‘slacks. He's rathér too much the other way, if anything.”
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“Then why bLasn’t bhe coine, when I've made a cake
specially for him?" said Miss Phyllis,

Marjorie felt her colour deepen. She knew why Bob
hadn't come—or, at least, she thought she knew,

“I think he's seedy,” said Wharton, a trifle awkwardly.
I% was hard to explain that Bob hadn't come because he
wolldn't come.

“Bob scedy?' exclaimad Phyllis, in nstonishment.
“Then it's lucky he hasn't come. For I'm not quite suras
that my cake i3 a success. I was going to try it om Bob
because he can stand anything.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“I hopa Beb idsn’t ill,” said Miss Clara, with real
colcern,

“Oh, no; not at all!”

He's jolly well not i11," said Hazeldene. " You should
have seen him scoffing dinner. He didn't look ill"

“Then why is he scedy®” '

. “Blessed if I know! I saw him talking to Raftenstein
after dinner., Perhaps it's that.”

Rattenstein laughed at that extremely personal joke.

“I hope my conversation does not have that effect,”

he Ji'tltmaurkei “But I did not think Bel was seedy
#t all.”
- “Hagel, you must keep your bad jokes for the
* Herald,” " said Marjorie, thinking that the foreigner
was woutided by Hazel's thoughtless remark., *“I dare
say DBob has his own reasons for staving away, and it is
not an important matter at all.”

*Oh, 1sn't it¥” gaid Phyllis. " What about my cake?
I sha’n't know now whether it is eatahble.”

“We'll take it home to him, if you like,” said Nugent,
“ We'll keep it till he's at the top of his foran.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 shall make you eat it yourself if you are so funny,”
aaid Phyllis.

Nugent became preternaturally serious on the spot.

The juniors sat down to tea in merry spirits, but
Wharton noted that Marjorie Hazeldene was unusually
gquiet and thoughtful. The girl could not help thinking
of what Rattenstein had said, and the sting of the worda
still rankled. The German chatted with Miss Phyllis,
assuming his most graceful manners, and he could make
himself agreeable when he diked. I’hyllis, however, read
Rattenstein much more keenly than Marjorie did. Under
cover of a buzz of merry talk from the-others the German
referred again to Bob Cherry,

“He is such a splendid fellow,” he remarked.

“Quite Tight, he is,” assented Phyllis, wondering what
on earth Ratfenstein was singing Bob’s praises for, She
was guite sure that they could net be chummy,

“He has a great admiration for Miss Murjorie,” said
Rattenstein, with a smile.

Phyllia laughed.

“Yps; he follows her about like a Newfoundland dog.”
she said. *“Bob looks on Marjorie as perfection. He
isn't far wromg, either. Marjorie is the best of us”

“He never seems to have eves for anyone else, doos
he " snid Battenstein, still amiling,

“I don't know about that. Beb is nice to all girls”
said Phyllis, looking hard at the Germun. “Don't talk
like that any more.”

“Eh? What have I said?”

Miss Phyllis did not seem to hear, and she furned awny
to speak to Johnny Bull, and ignored the German after
that., Rattenstein’s eves glittered for a moment. He
could sce that the girl had seen through his treachetrous
dozire to make mischief, and that he would not have a
victim in Phyllis Howell, at least.

“What about Wednesday afternoon?” Harry Wharton
was saying. “The weather looks like being fine, and if
you cared to see a footer match——"

“ And tea in the study after,” suid Nuzent.

“Ripping I¥ said Uhyllis.

“Topping ! said Miss Clara. " And tell Boly Cherry
tn hu{:}( up, because we want to see him cat Phyllis’ cake.
Warn him it's as hard as nails!”

“1t isn't!” sald Phylli= warmly.
be cut into very small pieces——"

“ Chopped, von mean, dear.”

“It only needs to
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“Ha, ha, ha

“You will ome, Marjorie®”

Marjorie hesitated, and flushed a little. ; :

“I—I think I shall be going for a walk with Mise
Primrose on Wednezday,” she said.

“DBring Miss Primrose,” said Hazel, “8he would like
tea in the study.”

“Fu, ha, ha!"

The iden of Mizs Penclope Primroze, the Head of Cliff
House, having tea in the study at Greyfriars struck the
tea-party as comic,

“E\“h‘nb bosh t*¥ said Misz Clara. “ You're not going
with Miss Priwose, Marjorie, I won't let you. Don’
yon want to see Bob kick goals and things?”

“ Marjorie’s coming,” said Phyllis decidedly.,

“If you could, Marjorie!” said Wharton perﬁua31v¢l¥+

Marjorie's colour decpencd. But she nodded qguiekly,
as most eyes tfurned upon her,

“Thank you, Harry. I will come.”

“Hooray "

. Marjorie langhked, and it was seitled. When the Grey-

friars juniors took their ledave, Phyllis brought a little:

warcel, nicely wrapped and tied, and handed it to
‘harton.
“TFar Bob Cherry!” she eaid.
“Right-ho!" said Harry, with a smile. )
“Tell him to see that his insurance is paid up frst,”
called out Miss Clarva.
And the cyelists departed.

E—

THE FOURIH CHAPTER.
Bunter Minor Takes the Cake!

OIf CHERRY was honging moodily aboub the

autes when the party from Cliff House arrived.

ITe had not had a happy afterncon. The juniors

wheeled in their machines merrily enough, Their

afternoon had been, as Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
described it, ripful and topful,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said Bob, as they came in. 1t
was not his usual cheery tone, however, “So you've got
back:"

“Yos,
glacker?” :

“Well, T've punted 1 ball about a bit,” said Bob. "1
had tea with Ogilvy. What have you got there, Harry®”

The captain of the Remove was unfastening a litile
patrcel from his handlebaxs,

“ Present for vou,” he said.

“ For ma!" repeated Bob.

“ Yes—a cake from Cliff House.”

Bob's face bri,f.;rhtf:ned up wonderfully.

What have you been doing all the time, you

“Marjorie——" he began.
“No, Phyliis.”

“Oh!" said Bob. “It was very kind of her.”

“ And Clara says you're to see to your insuranece before
von eat it!"

Bob lunghed.

Ile took the cake and strolled away to the School
House, while the juniors put 'lIE their bikes. Eilly Bunter
met him in the deorway, and his eyes fixed on the parcel
at once. )

“7 say, Bob, old man, what have you gol there!"”

“Cake,” said Bob.

“ Halves " said Bunter promptly.

Tiob Cherry grinned and nodded.

“ Halves if you like, tubby,” he said,
studyv and I'll cut it.”

Billy Bunter's eves gleamed as he followed Bob Cherry
to No. 13 Funds were low with the fat ]f:i_miﬂr, as usuai,
and half a cake was not to be despized. Mark Linley was
at work in the study when they came in, and ol
slammed his parcel on the table and procesded to open it,

“Ilere's a knife, Cherry, old chap!”

“You can cut it, Bunter.” _

“ Cortainly,” said Bunter, cveing the cake hungrily,
“ 1 suppose 1t doesn't matter if T don’t cut it exactly in
the centre”

“Not at all” :

Iilly Dunter made a ecut at the eake. The keife
slipped off the top, and Bunler gave a territic howl.

“Cut your ﬂn%‘u:r:'.?" exclaimed Mark in alarm.
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“Yow-ow! No! But I mizht have!”

“You fot duffer!” saud Mark in disgust. *“You made
row cnongh for & whole paw chopped off "

“ Oh, really, Linley! 1 say, this cake iz jolly hared,”
said Bunter. “If this is ose of your little jokes, Bob
Cherry——"

“It may be a joke,” said Dob, laughing, “but it's not
my joke. Try again,”

Bunter tried again. The cake locked very mice, and
smelled very nice, and was crammed with fruit. Perhaps
it waa a little over-dome. Certainly it had been baked
te a consistency resembling that of a brick.

Il say, you fellows. the blessed knife won’t go inte
it,” gaspe anter “Have you got a chopper in the
study "’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

* Betler bolt it whole ! suggested Mark Linley,

* Oh, really, Linley ! Gimme the poker, Bob”

Bob Chexry handed over the poker, and Bunter took a
swipe at the cake. .The lable creaked and groancd.

“Look out, yvon ass,” exclaimed Mark., *You just
missed the inkpot.”
“Well, T meant to miss it.” said Bunter, “My hat!

The cake 1s0’t even benlb 1™

“ But the poker is,” roared Mark. “Ha, ha, bha!”

Billy Bunter pave a suwort of disgust, and hurled the
poker 1nto the grate.

“If this is your idea of a joke, Bob Cherry, I don™
geé the point,” he growled. “I'm fearfwlly bungry, too.
The least you can do now is to lend me a bob till my
postal-order comes.”

Bob Cherry grinned, and toszed a “bob ™ to the Owl of
the Remove, who departed, with a final eniff of contempt
at the cake. '

“We'll have this for supper, Marky,” said Bob.

“You can if vou hike,” snid Linley, laughing. “T don't
think my teeth would be egqual to it., Who on earth
made itF"

* Phyllis Howell.
Houze, you knoew.”

“ Then Miss Howell has & good deal to learn in the way
of cooking,” said Mark. “I—I suppos¢ it was meant to
be enten

¥ I—1 suppose 20! said Bob. )

“Miss Howell has rather a sense of humour,” enid
Mark, smiling. " One is never quite sure.”

A fat faee, very like DBilly Bunter's, but younger and
rounder, looked inte the study. Tt belonged to Sammy
Bunter, of the Second Forin.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said Bob Cherry.

“T--X say, wasn't that a—a cake my major hadr” asked
Si—l]:l‘lm:f', blinking in througa his big spectacles. *“ Oh,
there 1t is! All serene, I thonght it was Billy's.”

And the fat fap scunttled away.

Bob Cherry grinned at his study-mate.

“Come along to Fishy's study,” he murmared.

“What on earth——'

“Come on, I tell youl”

The Lancashire lad complied. They went along the
Remove passage to the next study, and went in. Fisher
T. Tish was having his tea, and he loocked at them in
surprise, and stared blankly as Dob kept the door ajar
and watched the passage.

«' Hyer, what's the stunt?” asked Fish,

“Quiet! I'm watching for a burglar!” said Bob.

He did not have to watch long. Almeost as soon as the
two juniors were in the study, Sammy Bunter came
whiskimg along to No. 13, hiz roumd eyes glittering
Lehind his spectacles. He whipped into No. 13, and
reappeared in a moment with the eake, and scuttled down
the passage with his prize,

“ All serene, Vighy,” snid Bob, and he left the study,
followed by Mark.

“That guy must be off his onion, T guess,” said Fish.

“Zammy’s atolen the cake,” prinued Bob. I kuoew he
would, I hope he will enjny it!”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

Bolb Cherry threw himself into the armchair, stiill
smiling, The smile soon died off his face. Mark was
working at {Ireck, which had always been a drveadful
pnzzle to Bob Cherry. UGreek was au extra al Greyfriars,

She's in the cookery class at Cliff

AN IMPORTANT EDITORIAL NOTIGE [N THE “GREYFRIARS HERALD,” £0. DON'T MISS IT!



EVERY o a
nt Che = Magnei N 7
[y Tt 0
1) LT I
e Eht‘
| :h_"‘—;‘a-_‘.. 1 ,_1 T .|-
e = LB H | il :|ur‘!r".‘-["".
i, - T I
— _r}ig | ”I%jz A } a4 — !f|II|'|| t[“ll
vE s £ |
T & % & 17 L =
g ., '_j_:-:_ :
i "“‘I“ ! = i Lt ik
‘." I.! ]i "
1 %‘: b ; N
. ~ 5
_.-Cn—_r'-:' h '. = 1
=g e Jill'; l
IR T
i )
S i
%‘ . ;
| it
— I | T ey ‘ ,
: ii[i - ..
' :JIE] | et (1
i
I 1
i Wi
| = i
tiik
[ ' I
' Ii i | I||

e

not think he is playing,” said Rattensteln, with a sidelong glance at the girl. * Wharton urged him fo come, but
he would not.,” * OQh!" said Marjorie. (Sez Chapter 3) '

and Bob did net take it; but the Laneashire junior
seemed to thrive on it

“How the merry dickens do you do it, Marky " asked
Bob at last.

Linley looked up with a smile.

“I'm built that way,” he said.

“1 can't do it !"

“Well, I can’t kick a goal like you, Bob, We can’t all
do the same things."” .

“Rot!” said Beb moodily. " Yon can kick a goal as
well as I can. I wish I were a clever chap.”

“Well, so you are, Bob.”

“Rot 1"

“Didn’t you chum up with me almogt the fivst week
I was beeve " said Mark, with a smile.

“Yes, What about that="

“Well, that shows a lot of judement.”

Bob laughed, which was what Mark wanted Lim to do.
But his rugged face clonded over again.

* Suppose there were somebody vou thought a lot of
and she—I mean somebody—was bored to death beeause
on were a silly ass and couldn’t talk about anything
ifmt footer,” sald Bob,

Mark staved at him.

“T suppoese I should find something else to talk about
Tue Macxer Lisrapy.—No. 425,
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then,” he said.
Baol "’

** Nothing."

“ Look here,”” said Mark seriously, * you told me yon
weve going over to CIif House this afterneon, and yon
never went., What have you got on your mind? Why
didn’t you got"’

“ 1 didn’t want to.™

““ Bob {**

" Well, T did want to, but I dide’t go,”” said Bob.

““ Have you got a fatheaded 1dea in yvour noddle that
_::;Fu"ﬁﬂ been boring Marjorie with football talk?™ eaid
M AT

* "Tuin't a fatheaded iden,” said Bob miserably, © it's
# fuct. I never meant to, only, you aee, footer’s a thing
L understand and can talk about. Of course, I onght to
have had sense enongh to see that a girl wouldn't care
for so much jaw about it. Ouly Marjorie always seemed
jolly interested in our games, didn’t she*”

“ Bhe did—and she 1s,” said Mark. *° Idash it all, Bob,
what are vou saying? Miss Huzeldens wouldn’t pretend
to like seeing our matches if she didn’t rveally.””

* Girls are so0 jolly polite,”” said Bolb: * they ain't like
n=, If a fellow jawed me about something that made me
tired I'd tell him 0. But a girl wouldn't."”

“ That depends,” said Mark, *° You're not usually a

“ What on earth are vou driving at,

“THE MAILED FIST AT GREYFRIARS |" A Srarts i sl e o ominan s rnssr
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suepicious chap, Bob. Ho you've suddenly got an idea
that Marjorie has been bored with you?"

“ I didn't E;Et the idea,” said Bob hastily, * bui I
know it now.’

* And how do you know, you ass?™

“ Bhe said so.”

“ Not to you?"” exclaimed Mark, in astenishment.

““ Nuhno; it was just a remark to Clara when they
were heve the other duy, and it's eome to my ears,” said
Bob. “ Of course, I can’t wonder at it; I ought to have
more sense. 1 dare say I've plagued her often when
she’d have rather heen talking to Whavton, A fellow
can’t help being an ass. T—1I say, Marky, 1 didn’t mean
to speak about it, For goodness’ sake, don’t you jaw !”

“Of course not,” said Mark, looking deeply troubled.
“* But I can’t helieve Miss Hazeldene ever s:xid anything
slighting about you, Bob, even in a careless way., It
wouldn't be like her.”

“It's nothing,” said Bob, affecting %o laugh. "I
shall forpet all about it in an hour or two. Ta-tal 1°ll
take a turn in the quad.”

And he left the study, leavinpg kis chum leoking
scrvionsly worried, and no longer hestowing undivided
attention upon Xenophon and the Relreat of the cele-
brated Ten Thousand.

E—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Disappointing Prizel

' ALLO, voung Bunter !
H - “?hﬂt ave you got there?"
. (28 Bhﬂw uI} ]lJ
Sammy Bunter had burst cxciledly into the
Second Form-room,

Dicky Nuzent and Gatty and Myers and several other
heroes of the Second Form were there, debating earnestly
how a Form-room feed could possibly be raised for the
sum of threepence-halfpenny—that being the limit of the
present finaneial resources of the honourable and inky
company.

Sammy did not reply for-a moment. He blinked buck
into the pussage behind him and breathed freely when
ke saw that he was not pursued. Then he slammed the
door and turnsd to the expectant fags with a fat grin of
trinmph.

““ (tot 1t 1"’ he said.

“ My hat! A cake!’ said Nugent minor.

* Where did you get it, Sammy ¥’

“ Seoffed it,” said Sammy. ° Bob Cherry brought it
in, and my major was after it like a shot. Blessed if 1
know how my major came to miss getting 1t; he usually
manages better. I thought I ought to take it as we're
so hard up for tea.”

“ Certainly I"* said Nugent minor prompily. ** All’s
fair in love and war, That's our cake now. Bob Cherry
ean o and eat coke, and so can your major.”

“ Tt smells nice,”” said Gatty, eniffing at it. ** Looks
a bit tough, though, if yon ask me.”

“* 1 don’t ask you, for one,” sald Bammy disdainfully.
“ If you don't want any of that cake, Gatty—"’

“But I do—I does!” said Gatty, * Whack it ount!
It’ll eut up rippingly into six.”

“* You chaps can iave half,” saild Sammy in alarm.

Nugent minor shaok his head.

£ ]fqu:!.l whacks,” he said; ** that’s fair. If Buntér
minor ohjects we'll shove his head inte the coal-box.
Ilo you object, Bunter minor?"”

“ Nunno !’*

“ Anybody got a pocket-knife?"”

““ Here you are,’” said Gaity, ** T'1l ent it

Gatty made a drive at the cake. Then he ultered a
howl.

Snap !

““ What the thunder—->"

“ My pocket-knife!¥ howled Gutty,
gone 1M

“ Oh, my hat !’

“ You fat bounder, vou've planted this on us!"’ roared
Gatty *° You’ll have to pay for that blade.”’

“ Tt—it seems rather {mrdf’ sald Smamy in dismay.
£ Let me try the other blade.”

* No jolly fear! Better try a pick-axe.’”
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“ Heve's a enler,” said Nugent minor, ™ Stand cloar
and I'll break it into bits.””

“* You'll break the ruler!”

“Nats! Get a move on 1"

The fags stood aside, and Nugeut minor made a terrific
swipe at the cake with the heavy wooden ruler. There
was a thundering crash.

" Done it 1" gaslplyed Nugent mingor.

“ Yaroooh ! ed M¥ers.

“ What's the matter?”

““ Look at me ! ghrieked Myers. Myers was streaming
with ink. * You silly ass, you've busted the inkpot—
varooh'—and smothered me! Groooh!”

“ Oh, erumbs! But I hit the eake, too,” said Tceky

Nugent. "My word! That can’t be a real cake. 'Tain’t
showing even a bruise! Shut up that row, Myers!”

“ You silly idiet, I'm all inky!”

“ Well, shut up, all the same !

“ There’ll he a row about that inkpot,” said (iatty.
““ We'd better clear out and let somehody else fiud 1
broken.”

“That duffer has been pulling our leg,” growled
Dicky Nugent. “We'll teach him to plant guita.
percha cakes on to us '’

“*Tain’t pgutta-percha, you ass!” howled Sammy.
““ It's a cake. Lend me your knife—yarooooh!”

Bump !

“ Leggo! Yoooop

“ (3ive him another,” said Myers. * Give him half
a doven, the fat, checky ags!™

“ Yow-ow-ow ! Help! I didn’t—I wasn’t—TI thought
—-yarooop 1"

mammy Bunter tore himself away and bolted from the
Form-room. Myers, growling ferociously, followed him,
{o szeek a bath-reom. Dicky Nugent hurled the famous
cake to the floor. There was a erash, but the cake did
not break.

“ Pulling our leg, by gum—ours!” said Gatty, in-
diguantly, fully convineed that it was an untimely joke
of Bunter minor's. * Serve bim right to make him eat
it] Jump on it, Dicky! If it gets broken we might
screw some of the midd{e out——it might be softer there.”

“ Good egg V'

Dicky Nugent proceeded to jump on the cake wiih
Twoth feet.

Meanwhile, Sammy Bunter, fleeing from the Formn-
roomt, ran into Tubb and Paget and Bolsover minor of
the Third at the corner. The three Third-Formers
prinned and linked arms, and Sammy hurtled into them,

* Yow-ow ! gasped Sammy. “ Gerrout of the way '™

““ Where are you runming fto?” exclaimed Tubb
severely, saving himself by clutching at Sammy’s fut
ears. °° Just like you fags, belting ahout the passapes
like wild Huns.”

““ Le my ears, you heast! They've got my cake!”

““ Cake?” said Tubb. *° Where?"

“ Yow-ow-ow !  In the Fornmi-room.
Yow-ow-ow [

““ We ean’t allow thiz,” said Tuebb, winking at his
chums. °° We must rescue that cake. Come with me!”

Paget and Bolsover minor grinned and followed him.
Tubly pitched the door open, and the three fags rushed
in. Nugent minor was jumping on the cake, but the
rush of the Third-Formers drove him off, and Tubb
caught up the cake, and the trio bolted out of the
L'orm-room.

“My hat!” gasped Nupgent
heasts ! After them !

Dicky Nugent & Co. rushed in hot pursuit. The trio
wore fleeing down the passage, but the Second-Formers
overtook them at the corner and grasped them, and there
was a terrific struggle. Tubb, vealising that the odds
were against him, and not to be robbed of his prize,
toolr o tremendous bite at it, to make sure of that much,
at least.

The next moment the cake thudded on the floor and

]Jl

It's my cake!

minor. *° The cheeky
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Tubb was dancing in anguish, helding his mouth with '

both hands.

“ Gereeryrrr I

“What's up" gasped Paget.

“1—J——— Yah! Ow-wow!
all my teeth!” wailed Tubb.
Ow-wow !

The Second-Formers burst inte a yell of lauzhter,

“Serve you right for collaring our cake!

“Yow-wow-ow-wow ! Grrer!” ;

“ Now, then, what's this row?” exclaimed Loder of the
Sixth, coming along the passage with a cane. * You noisy
young rascals!™ :

The fags vanished as if by magie. T.oder chuckled,
aud then as his eyes fell on the cake he picked it up.

“Good " murmured Loder. *Fags whe guarrel over
tuek get their tuck confiscated! That's g{m& aw. Looks
a nice cake, too. Bit leathery, perhaps.”

And Loder of the Sixth walked away with the cake,
which was to be confiseated—or, in other worda, to grace
Loder's auﬁper-tahlﬂ that evening. But whether Loder
of the Bixth would enjoy the cake was another matter.

¥

I—I believe I've hroken
“T've fractured my jaw!

ump 'em !

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
What's the Matter with Hazel?

b IPPING  weather for footer!” said Harry
Wharton, as the Eemove came out of their
Form-room the next day after morning lessons.
“We can get some practice before dinner.

We've got to beat 8t. Jude's on Wednesday.”

“Oh, we'll beat them!” said Bqguiff, *“Whe's going
into goal—Bulstrode or Hazel?”

“Hazel, I think, though there isn’t much to choose
between them,"” said Harry. “ As we're blessed with two
gonlkeepers equally good, it's best to play them in turns
Hulstrode played in the last match.™

“All serenel!” said Bulstrode.

“(ome along, Hazel!” called out ¥Wharton., '

Hazel was gﬂini towards the big doorway by himself,
with his hands in his pockets, and a frown on his face.

“I'm not coming!" he called back, without looking
round.

“You don't wanf to cut practice,” said Bob Cherry.

“I'm not coming.” _

And Hazel went out into the Close to avoid further
argument. Harry Wharton's brows knitted slightly.
Hazel's uncértain temper and sulky moods were a frial
to all Hawel's friends, and especially a trial to the football
skipper of the Remeove. It was evident that Hazel had
his “back up"™ over some real or imagined cause of
offence, and meant to cut the practice. _

“ What’s the matter with him?" said Bob, in wonder.

“Sulks again, I suppose!” said Wharton, rather
savagely. “There's always something the matter with
his cranky temper! Lebt's get out! ill you come down
.and keep goal, Bulstrode?”

“Of course I will! But you ought to have Hazel if he's
playing on Wednesday."

“1 don't want to drive him hard. But, of course, he
won't play on Wednesday if he doesn’t stick to practice.”

The juniors went down te Little Side, and soon forgot
all about Hazel and his “cranky ™ temper. But when
they came in te dinuer Wharton remembered him, and
he planced at him across the dinmer-table. Hazel was
looking sulky—one of the old fits of sulkiness which
Wharton knew very well.

After dinner the captain of the Remove joined ITazel
a3 they came out.

“What's the matter with you, Hazel” he asked
directly.
© “Nothing " said Hazel sullenly. ;

“Well, you're looking pretty grumpy over nothing.”

“1 suppose 1 can look asz 1 like, without agking your
permission®” 3

Wharton's eyes gleamed. He had done nothing, so far
a4 he wos aware, to call for such abrupt rudeness from
Mazel; and only the previous day, at Clif House, they
had been on the best of terms. ‘Wharton had resclved
that he never would guarrel with Marjorie's brother,
but he came very near it then. Buf he checked the hot
reply that rose to his lipe.

“T don’t guite understand this, Hazel,” he said guietly.
*Don't you want to play in the match on Wednesday?"

“I don't eare much either way!”
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“Yery well; T'll fill your place,” said Wharten, siill
very quietly.

“Do!” anid Hazel. *“The less I have to do with you,
Harry Wharton, the better I shall like it! Bo long as
you're the great panjandrum in the Hemove, and have
the fooler in your hands, I don’t know that I care to play
ﬂ]i: :che: Form at all! Leave me out—for good, if you
11 ﬂ.”

“Will you explain what you're driving at, Hazel? I
know you're always taking offtnce where none is meant.
What's happened now?"

* Nothing 1" _ ‘ " .
H“ Marjorie will be disappointed if you don't play,” said

ArrYy.

Hazel's eyes gleamed.

* Oh, rub it in!" he said. “I suppose I ought to have
kiuown that you put me in the team because yow've gob
the rotten cieck to chum with my sister! Well, LI'm
not the kind of fellow to be used like that! T dare say
you thought I was a worm to be walked on' L'm mot,
you gee!”

Wharton stared at him,

*You've mot it wrong, Hazel,” he said patiently. “I
was glad to please Marjorie by putting you in the team,
and I don’t see any harm in it. DBut 1 shouldn’t play you
il you weren’t up to the mark, to please Marjorie or
anybody elze™

Hazel shrugged his shoulders.

* As we're on the subjeet,” said Harry, T may say that
I've been a bit patient with you for the reason you name.
Yon are €nough to try any fellow’s temper, Hazel I"

“Your own temper isn’t exactly angelic!” enecred
Hazel. “I remember what you were like when you first
came here! I think I remember you fighting Bob Cherry
the day he come ™

Wharton flushed hotly. )

“It's pretty mean to drag all that up now, Hazel!” he
exclaimed. " And I don't see what it's got to do with the
raatter !”

'“8o you've beem patient with me!” sneered Hazel
“*Very {imi of you, I must say! I won't abuse your
patience any further, especially as you make a song of it
all over the school !”

" That's not true,” said Harry.

Another shrug of the shoulders, which ver{_nearl}r
carned Hazel a drive between the eyes. But Wharion
Leld in his temper.

“T've not talked about you at all, if that's what you
mean, Hazel,” he said, as guietly as he could. * When
you've been playing the giddy ox, und had to be got
out of a serape, you've been talked over, certainly. T
don't know what you've %ut into your silly hend now,
and I don't much care! 1If you don’t want te keep goal

[EL]

on Wednezday, you've only got to say so!

“Well, I do say so!” snapped Hazel, “If T can't be
layed on my own merits, without sneera bLehind my
ack, I don’t want to be played at alll”

“Do you mean to say that —"

“I dom't mean to say anything! I don’t want to talk
to you at all!”

I-i?azcl turned away. Wharton made a fierce movement
forward, but he remembered Marjorie and paused. Haze!
walked out inte the guadrangle, where he joined
Rattenstein, .

“What's the row, Harry?"” asked Nugent, coming ui.

“T hardly know.  Hazel’s in a tantrum, and he's
resigned his place in the team. Tle says, or hints, thal
I've been encering at him behind his back.”

“QOuly his touchy temper,” said Frank. *Some of the
fellows may have been making jokes. Bolsover wajol
makes out that vou play Hazel on account of Marjorie,

“He secems to think that DUve said something or
ather.”

“Well, you haven't o o

“ (Of course not. It will Le a disappointment to Marjorie
if he doesn’t play., It won't hurt the team. DBulsirode’s
guite as good.”

“Yem; it's lucky we don’t have to rely on the sulky
ogear,” ‘

“T thought all thiz rot was over,” said Wharlon
angrily, *but you never knew how to take Hazel., Iie
spreads his Llessed feelers out on all sides, and ex]rm-la

LR
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seople to be watchful they don’t hurt them. I'm getling
fed up with him!®

Bob Cherry was coming along the passage, and he heard
that remark, Wharton’s voice being raised a  little,
Wharton went out into the quadrangle withoul sceing
Bob. [Tz was worried and angry about Hazeldene. It
seemed to him that Hazel had gone deliberately out of his
way to pick a quarrel with him. ) ;

ob rlanced after him curiously. Rattenstein had Just
zome in, and he looked at Bob.

“ Don't mind him,” he said. *“He's a bit upset.”

“ Why should I mind?” said Dob. o

“Oh,’I thought you heard what he was saying:

“1 heard a few words,” said Boh. *Ile said he was
fed up with somebedy. e wasn’t speaking of me, 1
mpposer’ _ : -

“Na, perhaps net,” said Rattenstein, with a manner
thot indicated that he believed otherwise,

Bob Cherry fiushed,

“ Look here, Rattenstein, what do you mean?
spenking of me?” o o

“TI'd rather not say anything about it,” =aid Ratten-
stein eurtly. “I wonldn't have spoken, only 1 thought
ou knew."”

“ That menns that you heard him mention nry name:

Ratteustein was silent. )

“Jle couldn't have been speaking of me!” smd Bob
angrily. “Why should he speak of a pal like that:"

“Don't mind him,” said Rattenstein. " We all get
ratty sometimes; and, to be quite candid,, Cherry, vou
have heen rather trying lo your friemds the last day
or sol!”

Bob Cherry started.

He could not deny it,

The miserable thought he had confided to Mark would
not leave his mind, and he had been feeling sore and
depressed since the previous afterncon. He had tried to
throw it aside, but he had not been able to. In spite of
himszelf, the thought that Marjorie despieed his clumsy
attempts to please her, and that she had spoken of him
slightingly, rankled in his breast with ceaseless hitter-
negs. He had been so moody and despondent that it was
not surprising if his chums had hecome a little * fed up.

A flush eame into Hob’'s honest face. FEven if he had
heen a httle trying, there was no reason why his pala
eould not have borne with him a little. At any rate,
there was no excuse for having spoken of him in that
way. He turned away from the German, and walked
into the quad, his hands driven deep into his pockets.

Rattenstein looked after him with a smile—a smile
that wns not pleasant to see. The snake in the grass saw

things going his way!
1]
C and Mark Linley rose from the table. Bob
Cherry was the last to finish—as usnal. Latin
was generally a worry to poor Bob, and in his present
disturhed frame of mind it worried him more thaun ever.
He did not rise as his Lancashire chum epoke.

“The csteemed chestnuts are readyful in the honour-
able Wharton's study,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ham
Qingh. “Let us departfully hurry, my dear Dob!”

Bol shook his head.

“1'll stay here, thanks! I don’t want any chestnuts.”

Y Well, we might have a jaw before bed,” said Muark
Linley. “Don't he downhearted, old son! Come and
jaw a jaw!”

“Polbh Chelly comes!” murmured Wun Lung, the
Chinese junior. “Nicee chestnute, velly gondee eatee”

“Thanks! I won't! I'm going to read.”

“0Oh, come along!” urged ‘Mark. “You've hardly
opencd  your mouth to-dav, Bob. A jaw will do you
good "

“Well, T talk too much sometimes,” said Bob,
a change for the hetter™

I andsome Hob Chellee nevee {alkee {oo muchee,” said
Wun Lung.

Bob smiled,
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Trouble Among Friends !
OME on, Bobh!”
Preparation was finished in Study No. 13,

“Tt's

“Cut off, Marky! I dow’t want to give you the hiues,
or vou'll he getting fed up, too!”

“I don’t quite catch on, Bob., Who's been fed up®”

“ & fellow in the blues iz enough to make anybody fed
np, thongh they needn’t always shout it out for everybody
to hear!” said Bob glumly,

“That sounds te me like o riddle.”

“The riddlefulness is terrific!”

“Look here! I'm not coming to Wharton's study!”
said Bob bluntly, “You fellows can go and scoff the
cheatnuts. To tell you the exact truth, I'm rather fed
uwp with Wharton !”

“t Hﬂlh !u

“And you can tell him so, if you like”

“I certainly sha'n’t tell him anything of the sort!”
said the Lancashire junior quietly. “And I think
¥ouw'll be sorry for saying that, Boly, when wyou think
abont it. Come on, Inky!”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh east a eurious glanee at
Boly, and followed Mark from the study,

“Yon coming, Wun Lung:”

“Me stay with handsome Bob Chelly.”

“Oh, go and help mop wp the chestunts, Lkid 1™ said
b,

“* No =avvy."

And Wun
remainad,

“0Of course, yon won't mention what Bolb just said:”
muttered Mark, as he went down ihe pnesage with the
naboh, *“Ie's upszet, or e wonldn't have said a thing
like that!” -

“Neot a whisperful word,” said Hurree Bingh. "Ths
ztill tongue goes longest te the well, and saves a stiteh
in time, as your English proverb says.”

“Where's Bob:™ asked Wharton, as the chums entered
No. 1 Study.

Nugent and Jolmny Bull and Squiff and Vernon-Smith
were there, and there was a royal supply of haked chest-
nuts.

“He's going to read,” =zaid Mark.

“Seems to be taking to moping in his old age,” sait
Sqyuiff. * What's old Boly heen looking so glum about:”

“ Blessed if T know ! satd Whartan. *I've asked him,
and he won't tell me. It seems to be catching.”

The juniors disposed of the chestnuts, which oceupied
them  till bed-time. TIn the Remove dermitory Bol
Cherry's face was clonded, and he did not answer wheu
arvy called good-night to him’ from his hed.

“ Hob, old man, getting deaf?” exclaimed Wharton, in
surprize. “Geod-night!”

“0Oh, good-night!” said Bob.

Wingate turned the lights out.
was not heard again that night.

He turned out as usunal when the rising-lell clanged
oib in the morning, but not with his usual sunny look.

It was not like Bob Cherry Lo nourish a sensc of injury,
and it was not exactly that now. But he felt ecre
Fven if he had been in the * blues,” and a little trying,
it was not agreeable to be spoken of contemplacusly in
a raised woice by a chum, and he could not feel the same
towards either Wharton or Nugent., It did not even croas
his honest, simple mind for a moment that Rattenatein
had been intontionally deeeiving him. DBob would haye
found it diffienlt to see a motive for such deceit. Iis
henest fieart had no conception of the hatred and spite
and treachery that ran riof in the German's breast.

“Jolly eold! =aid Nugent, as the Removites looked
out of the biz door into the Close. “ Whe's got a footer:”

Oeilvy ran to his stndy for a foothball,

“Clome on, kids! Iloll Bunter out!”

“0Oh, I say, you fellows—"

“Take his other ear, -Bobh!” grinned Nugent,

“Yow-ow! Legool”

Boh Cherry did not seemn to hear Nugent. He went out
into the guadrangle by himself, and did not join in
punting about the hall. Neither did ITazeldene. ITazel
joined Ilob, who nodded to him,

“Y hear you've standing out en Wednesday,” be
remarked. :

IHazel smiled snecringly,

“Yes. The high-and-mighty Wharten can play Dul.
strede, or go and eat coke! T'm going to chuek footer!™

Lang enrled wup in the armchair and

Bob Cherry's voiz
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Bob stacted.

“You haven't quarrelled with Whavton " lLe aeked.

“Not exactly. = But be can’t speak of me about the
school as he likes!"”

Bob Cherry looked grim. Had Hazel made that remark
the day before, Bob would have asked him what he
meant, probably in no gentle tone. DBut he had had his
own experience since then. 2

“ 8o he's been talking of you, too*” was what Bob said.

Hazel gave him a sharp look.

“Has he been giving you some of it!" he asked.

Bob wag silent. _

“Well, you needn’t answer,” said EHazel; “I can sec
he bas. I remember he always had a bitter tougue from
the day be came here.”

“1 remember that,” said DBob.

“I don't complain of that, so far ans that Eﬂﬂs, but
to jaw about a f.:}l;ap while he's kceping on friendly terms
with him to his face—that beats me!” said Hazel, with
darkening brows., “If he doesn’t like a chap, why cau’t
he say sof"

“Why notf” muttered Bob.

“It's sickening !" went on Hazel. “You believe a chap's
chummy with you, because he seems to be, and then

nite by chance you hear something: It makes n fellow

eel rotten.”

“It doea,” agreed Bob. * Better not think about it ab
all., After all, it’s a trifle!”

“I don't call it a trifle. I call it beastly treachery!”

wled Hazel. “If I could stand up to him with my
sta, I'd ask him to meet me in the grm. But I can't.
Of course, he knows that.”

- ‘Bob stood silent. Tt was evident that Hazel had some
cause of deep bitterness, somewhat akin to his own. But
a horriblo feeling was coming over him that he was, in
fact, talking about a fellow disparagingly behind his
back, and he turned away from Haecl,

Rattenstein was sauntering in the guad, and his eyes
wera turned very curiously on the two juniors. Bobh,
wishing to bz alone, went into the Cloisters. The German
sauntered away to the House. The punting was over,
and Wharton and Nugent were looking for Hob.

“Looking for somebody? asked Rattenstein, as he
caie np.

“Yes—it's just on brekker.

“IHe's talking to Hazeldeue.”

“Well, but where®”

Rattenstein hesitated,

“ Better let me run and call him,” he said.

“Eh? Why shouldn’t T call him mysclf#"

“Well, he’s talking to Hazel,” said Rattenstein,

“Mugtn’t a talk with Hazel he interrupted when it's
just on brekker:” demanded Nugent. * What the dickens
are you driving at, Rattenstein?”

“I'd rather not say, but—but yvou'd better not go. 1
shouldn’t like -to see friemds like yom fall omt,” said
Rattenstein.

“Are you dotty?” asked Wharton.
what do vou mean, Rattenstein?”

“Well, to be guite plain, vou wouldn't care to hear
what they're saying about you, and you might, if you ge
to call them,” said the German, with an appearance of

reat frankness.

Wharton's brow darkened.

“Rats 1" said Nugent. - “I don’t believe a word pf it.
If Hazel's pouring a tale of woe into Bob's ears, I expect
Bob will shut him up fast enough.”

“Do you mean to say that von doubt my word:"
exclaimed Rattenste.n.

“Yes, T jolly well do!"

“Then I will tell yvou what they said.”

“You can't tell us anything Bob Cherry said that he
wouldn't care for us to hear,” said Wharten disdainfully,
“You can eay what you like, but I warn vou I'll repeat
your words to Bob.”

“You can do as you choose. I will speak out, because
you doubt my word. You have meo right to call me a
liar," snid Rattenstein angrily. “They are talkine of
you, and saving that you arc treacherons, and a false
friend.”

“Liar!”

“Ask Bob Cherry. He is too honourable to deny it
But tell him also that you forced me to tell you!”

“1 did not foree yvou,” said Harry, his eyes gleaming.
“I will agk Bob Cherry, and when he has denied it Tl
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give you a bhiding, yonu German hound, for telling lics
about him "

“If Bolb Cherry denies if, you can give me what yvou
like, and I will not rais¢ a finger to resist!” said
Rattenstein.

And he walked into the House.

Wharton and Nugent looked at one another,

“It's lies,” maid Nugent at onee. '"“Don’t scowly old
::h:g, You know what (Germans arc—liars from tha
cradle to the grave.”

“I know,” said Harry. *2{ill, it's queer that Ratten.
stein should tell a lie he knows can be put te the test in
a couple of minutes, He knows he's booked for a
thrashing if he's lying.”

*A German can't help lyinp. Come and let’s ind Bob.”

The two juniors crossed the Close, and almost ran into
Hazeldene. Hazel turned away to aveid them, but
Wharton called to him, with an unconscious sharpoess ip
his voice.

* Hazel ! Etug

“Thanks! T don't care to!” said Hazel, walking on.

Wharton ran into his path.

“Stop ! he said grimly.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
0ld Frlends Fall Qut!

AZEL Btrnpgcd*
He had no cloice about that. But his eyes

gleamed under his knitted brows, and his hande
clenched almost convilsively.

“What do you want?' he said between his teeth, * Are
ou beginning to play the bully, Wharton? I warn you
hat L won't stand it.” .

“ Easy does it, Hazel,” said Nugent, the peacemaker.
“Don’t get ratty abont nothing. Wharton only wants
a word with you.”

“1 don’t want a word with him.”

“1 only want to ask you a question,” said Harry. “A
chap haa just “old me a rotten lie, and I only want you
to say it's a lie beforo T hammer him for it. That isn’t
much fo ask.”

“Well, you can go ahead,” said Hazel, shrugging his
shoulders. * You know I emi’t knock yon down, or you
wouldn’t be standing in my way !”

“No need to come to koocking down that I can ece,
You seem to wvant to guarrel with me, but the want is
all on your side,” said Harry quietly. "I've just been
told that you and Boeb Cherry were sayviug rotten tlnnﬁa
about me, and T don’t believe it. I'm going to lick the
cad for saying it, but it's enly fair to speak te you nnd
Bob first.”

Hagel sneered,

“Better make sure before you lick him,” he said. *1I
suppose you're not such a tremendous persom that you,
mustin’'t be discussed. Is it ngainst the law o speak of
you, as if you were the Kaiserr”

“ Rattenstein said——"" -

“I don't care twopence what Rattenstein said. Harve
you been bullying him too? He's a poor devil of o,
German funk, and just the chap to bully !”

Wharton's temper was rising.

“Will you tell me that what Ratlepstein said was
false?" he said.

“1 won't tell you anything.”

“Am I to take it that it was tyue:"

“Take ib as you like."”

Hazel's manper was very hard to bear.
pacific as he was, felt his anger rising.

“Don't talk to him, Harry,” ho said sharply. "I
dare say he has been talking like a cad, just as Ratten-
stein said. He's always pot something up againe’
somebody. I know Bob wouldn't listen to him.”

Hazel langhed.

“Better ask Bob,” he said.  “ Bob ihinks aboutl as
much of vou as I do. 1 don't gce why he shouldn’t say
what he thinks, either. FFellows who do retten things
must expeet to hear them ecalled by their right names.”

“Sn I've done rotten things'” sald Ilarry.

“You ought to know hest.”

“Well, I don't know,” =aid Wharton.

I|H

iven Nugent,

“I haven't the
11
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fuintest idea what you're driving at. You might have
gaid it all to me instead of Bob. Not that I believe Bob
would let you run down a fellow to him. I suppose you
were pestering him with you totten complaints.’

“I think you'll find Bob agrees with my rotten com-
plaints,” said Hazel, “add, since you've screwed some-
thing out of Rattenstein, I don’t mind telling you that
vou've got quite correct information. Did you set that
German te lston?”

“You know I didn't.” .

“1 shouldn’t wondes,” said Hazel coolly. “If you did,
ow've got some plain facts to chew on. Listeners never
i'l-l:‘:l v any good of themselves, you know, even when they
do their listening by a second party. If you tell me what
Raottenstein said, I'l tell you whether your spy got it
rizht."”

Wharton breathed hard.

* He said you and Bob were calling me treacherous, and
a false friend.”

ITarel nodded.

“ Yes, it was something like that,” he said. “Not the
exnct words, perhaps, but that’s what it amounts to.”

* You darea >

“Why shouldn’t T dare®” sneered Hazel. . " Are you set
up on a pedestal, above criticism? Mustn't a cha meﬂ‘tiuﬁn
Master Magnificent Wharton without bending the kneef™

“You miscrable cad,” exclaimed Wharton, his temper
flaming out at last. * What reason have I given for you
speaking of me like that:”

“You ought to know.” _

“It's ounly his rotfen sulky temper, Harry,” eaid
Kumrent, catching his chum by the arm. " Let it drop!™

“And Bob's sulky temper, toor” jeered Hazel. “I've
never heard that Cherry had a sulky temper beforer”

“You are s lyving cad!” broke out Wharton. * Yon
may have talked like that, out I know Bob would have
ghnt you up.”

“Retter ask him what he thinks,” drawled Hazel
*Your spying friend can tell you whether he shut ue up
ar not.”

“You are trying to make me believe that my pal joined
vou in backbiting.” said Harry.

“1 don't call it backbiting to talk over a rotten thing
done by a fellow who backbites,” said Hazel, "“If you're
double-faced, you muat expeet to be called double-freed.
Either Bob o1 T wo..ld have said the same thing te your
face., I'm saying it now, and Eob wouid say it if he wevre
here.”

“ Liar 1" said Wharton,

Smauek !

Huoxel struck out suddenly, and the captain of the
Remove, off his guard, received the blow full in the face.

“T'hat's mry answer,” said Hazel savagely. ““Now pile
in. You know you ean lick me, or you wouldn't he
ballying, but I'll give you a tuszle for it

Wharten stagoered back for a moment.

Then he leaped forward,-and in a few moments more
the twe juniors were fichting hammer and tongs.

Nugent stoot looking on helplessly; utterly Eismuycd
by the turn matters had taken.

Hazel was savagely angry, and be fought with more
determination than he usually showed, but he was
nothing like a match for the captaiu of the Remove, He
was knocked richt and left.

" Bob Cherry came out of the Cloisters just as Hazel
went to the ground with a heavy crash.

Ile started .5 he saw it, and came running towards the
apot.

Huzel staggered up.

Itis face wee white with rage, his eves burning., He
wis ot beaten yet.

“Come on!" he muttered thickly.
eaine on !

Wharton dropped his hands.

“Come on!” shricked Hawxel, *1T say il over again—
trcacherous hound, donble-faced rotter! Is that enough
for vour”

And _he rushed at Wharton, hitting out furiously,
Wharton had no choice about hifting out in return, and
IEazel was stretched upon his back apain, Bob Cherry
eached the spot as Hazel staggered up a sceond time,
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“You roticn bully,

“Iold on, Hazel!” he said, eatching the junior’s arm,
“Hold on! You're no match for him ™

“1 lnow I'm not; but I'in keeping on! Let me go!”

“Hoid on, old chap! ‘Wharton, keep vour hands off !
You icht pick a fellow who's a match for you, befere
you begin this!™” exclaiined Bob,

Wharton started as if he had been stung. Waas this
Bob, his own pal, who was talking to him like this?

“Eoh!” he exclaimed.

* Let him alone, confound you! Keep back, Tawel!”

“ Bob, you heard what he called me?”

“Yes, I heard!” said Bob Cherry grimly. " And vom
ean keep your paws off Hazel, Harry Wharton! Leave
this to me. Hazel I”

Hazel panted.

“I'll leave it to you,” he said.
cad "

“Bob!" Wharton's face had gone quite white. “ Bob,
are you mad? Do you mean to say that you side with
Hazel, when you heard what he said?”

“I heard what he said; yes!”

“ He called me double-faced!”

“Why shouldn't he?”

“Why shouldn’'t he? shouted Wharton, his eyes
blaging. “So you agree with him:™”

“I shouldn’t have Baid anything,” said Bob, his own
eyes gleaming ; “but if you want 1t out, I do agree with
him !

“Bob,” ejaculated Nugent, “ have you gone dottyr”

“No, I haven't gone dotty! I'm mnot a clever chapd”
said Bob bitterly. "1 don't see things very quickly—not
s3 quickly as Hazel does. It doesn’t occur to me to sus-
pect that chaps who seem friendly may Le talking about
a4 fellow behind his back, and making a mock of him.
But when I {ind it oul you can't expect me to be pleased.
And you needn’t jaw me, Frank Nugent! There's a pair
of you, and I want nothing more to do with either I

“1 think you must be mad !” said Nugent.

“You can think what you like! Come on, Hazel! If
Wharton deesn't want this to go any further——"

Wharton strode forward. _

“ After what you've said, 1t's got to go further!” he
zaid, between hig teeth. “You've been my chum, but
you've just talked like a rotten lying hound! That's
plain English 1

“Good " said Bob, very quietly, but with a deadly
gleam in his eyes. “After that there's noe need of any
more falk! ut up your hands!”

In another moment a fizht would have bean in progress,
Lbut Hurree Jamsct Ram Smgh ran up from the direc-
tion of the House. He stared in amazement at the
warlite attitude of his two chums, and ran between,

“ Buzz off, Inky !”

“Biand aside, old fellow !

“The esteemed brekker bell has rung I said the nahoh,
“I have comefully arrived to call you to Lrekker !

“Hang brekker!”

“But you cannot hang the esteemed Quelchy,” urged
the nabob. * Betterfully come in to brekker before the
anguet Quelchy pets his noble rag out.”

Boly Cherry burst into a laugh.

“All right, Inky! This will do after morning lcsscns,
Wharton.”

“ As you like!” said Harry shortly.

He walked away with Nugent.

"You can handle the

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Peacermakers!

URREE JAMSET RAM SINGH blinked at Bab
H Cherry in bewilderment. The scene had taken
hio utterly by surprise,
“ Whatais the matterfulness?” he inguired.
“Only a row, gald Boh. “Let's get in to brekker.
Better bathe your nose in the fountain, Hazel; you don't
want Quelchy to spot it.”
“You have gquarrelfully vowed
Wharton "
ol -T:E'ﬂ-“
“But whyfully?
*Because I've found him out!™ growled Bob.

with the esteemed
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The terrliied Munson was running for his Life, and Bob Cherry was racing in pursl;it. Hurry Woarton laughed.
“ He won't be back for some timz. Look at him! " Payllis smiled as she looked, (>ee Chanr 11.)

“My anpgust chum iz an esteemed ass!” said Hurree
Singh, shaking his head, *This is a terrific mistake-
fulness I

“It’s all richt, Inkvy; don't worry!
Hazelr"

“Groogh ! said Hazel,

He was bathing hia nose in the fountain, reddening the
water there. He mopped it dry with his handkerchief,
but it looked very red and swollen. The junicrs started
for the House, the naboh still looking bewildered and
roncernied.  As he was a pal of both parties the sudden,
hitter quarrel put him into a decidedly aWwhkward position.

The Remove were at the breakfast-table when they
come in, a few minutes late. During Lrenkfast there
was some excitement among the Removiles. Wharton's
lowered Threws, Bob's priwr expression, and Haxel's
swollenl mose did not escape notice.

After breakfast many inguiring youths wanted to
krow what was the matter., Wharton refused to =ay a
word, and Bob Cherry only grunted in respomse to in-
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How's your nose,

guirics. But Hazel talked freely eneugh, and all the
Lower Fourth were scon aware that there wasz a fight
to come off after morning leasons.

Fights were not uncommon in the lHemove by any
means; but a firht hetween two such chums as Wharton
snd Bob Cherry was remarkable, apd the whole Form
bugzed with excatement over it

The Famous Five somelimes had their little difficalties,
as all human beings will; but a fight hetween two
members of that celebrated Co. wam a  thing before
unheard of.

Johuny Bull shared Hurree Singh’s dismay. It looked
like the hweaking-up of the firm friendship that had
stood' many a test. Squiff and Tom Hrown and Vennon-
Smith, and other friends of both parties, heard the news
with disinay, They agreed that peace had fo bhe made,
and dmidt-ﬂ} among themselves that the fight should not
cone off if they conld prevent it.

During morning lessous it is te be feared that many
of the Hemovites thought were of the coming tussle
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than of the war between Rome and Carthage. Mr.
Quelch noticed an unusual restlessness in his Form, and
was somewhat severe. Wharton, who was generally a
most satisfactory pupil, made mistakes in construing
which surprised the Form-master, and Bob Cherry
blundered Eﬂpetessly. Both of them were the richer by a
bhundred lines when lessoms came to an end for the
morning.

When the Remove poured out of the classroom Harry
Wharton suddenly found himself surrounded by a little
crowd in the passage. Bob Cherry had gone out into the
Close with Hazel, and Wharton was about to follow,
when he was stopped.

Hurree Singh, Johuny Bull, Squiff, Tom Brcﬁfn,
Vernon-Smith, and Dick Rake gathered round him,
looking very determined.

“ Halle! What's the game?” asked Wharton.

“We want to know what all this rot ia about?” growled
Johnny Bull. “What the thunder do you mean by
quarrelling with Bob?”

“He's a slandering cad!”

“Wha-a-at?"

“What the merry dickens!” said Rake.
your rocker?”

“The esteemed Wharton is dreamfully burbling !

“ For poodness’ sake, don't be such an ass, Wharton !
said Squiff sharply. “You kmow jolly well that Bob’s
nothing of the sort!” ‘

“That's all I've got to say!” said Wharton celdly.
* And now, if you'll let me pass, I'll get out!”

“Yea, cheese it, you fellows!” said Nugent.
be helped! Wharton's quite right!”

“So you're in it, too?” said Vernon-SBmith.

“Yes,"

“Blessed if I can understand it!” said Tom Brown.
“Look here, you can tell us what Bob's done !

“You can ask him if you like!” said Harry. “I've
got nothing to say about i, except that I want to pass!”

“IWell, hold on till we've seen Bob,” said the Bounder.

“1It’s no good !

“Rats! There's some mistake!”

““ The mistakefulness is terrific!”

“(ome on'!” said Johnuy Bull. And the whole party
hurried away in search of Bob Cherry, to seek an explana-
tion of the strange mystery.

Bob was already in the gym, geiting out the gloves.
He grinned slightly as Johnny Bull and .company came
up.  He could guess their mission.

“Now, what's all this rot?"” asked the BDounder.

“Which?" asked Bob.

“What are you rowing with Wharton for:"

“He can tell you,”

“We want you to tell us,” said Johnny Bull.

“It must be some mistake,” said Rattenstein, who had
joined the party of peacemakers, though with no peace-
making intent. “You are such an old friend of
Wharton's, Cherry, that it is certainly a mistake, and
everyone knowa that you are incapable of slandering.™

Bob Cherry’s blue eyes sparkled.

“Rlandering?” he said. " Is that from Wharton:"

“Hold your tongue, Rattenstein, you fool!” growled
Johnuy Bull. Seweral of the juniora shoved Rattenstein
uncerernoniously back. His apparently tactless reference
to Wharton's words only made matters worse, though
his manner was so earnest and friendly that it was hard
to puess that such was his mtention.

* wlandering, by Jove!” said Bob. “8&So Wharton
accuses me of slandering ! I like that—from-him !”

“There is terrific mistakefulness !

“It's some silly mistake!” said Squiff.
sake, let's have some common sense, Bob .
you got against Wharton*”

T Nothing.”

“What are you going fo fight him for, then®"

“Because he doesn't like my opinion of him.”

“Why shouldn't he?"

“Well, it isn't a fattering opinion, you see,” explained
Bob. “1I think he's a good bit of a rotter, and rather
s cad! I'm not unreasonable emough to expect that to
please him !” -

“Why, you silly ass!” exclaimed Johnny Bull wrath-
Tue Macner Liprary.—No. 423

* Are you off

“1It can't

“ For dnesz*
What have

fully. “If vou talk like that about Wharton, you'll have
a fight on with me next!"”

Bob Cherry laughed.

“Has he said niee things about me?” he asked, .

. “No; I'd have punched his mose for what he said,
only I know there's some mistake !” :

““Well, there’s a mistake on both sides, then, and
we're going to settle it with the gloves on!” said Bob.
“ Better let it alone, you chaps! Ieacemakers generally
end by rowing with both sides, you know ™

“ But Jook herg—-"

“1 gee!” said Bob., “This iz a sort of Ford peace-
party! Well, Ford, the peacemaker, is an advertisin
money-grubber, and. his Eemm-pa.rty are duffers a
eranks. I don’t think much of peace-parties! Run away
and leave us to fight it out, and don’t be Fords "

Harry Wharton entered the gym with Nugent. The
peace-party looked at ope amother. Truly, their fate

‘resembled that of the egregious Ford—more kicks than

halfpence from both sides. .

“T°11 tell you what!” said Johnny Bull. “It's six of
one, and half a dozen of the other! Leét’s knock their
heads together!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“That i3 a wheezy good idea, my esteemed Johnny.

Harry Wharton strode up to the group.

“I'm ready!” he said.

“ Same here ™ said Bob, at once.

“Then we needn’t waste time!”

The two junmiors put on the gloves. Nugent was
Wharton’s second, and Hazel was Bob’s. Their worried
friends formed a ring round them—a ring that was. scon
thickly crowded. Rattenstein stood looking on with a
smile ‘'on his sallow face. The traitor and mischief-
maker was triumphing. _ '

“ Anybody going to keep time? asked Bob Cherry
carelessly. 2 _

“Oh, I'll keep time ! said the Bounder. “I think
you're a pair of silly asses!”

“ Thanks " said Bob imperturbahly.

Vernon-Smith took out his watch.

“ Seconds out of the ring——~

* Good-morning !

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Phyllis Chips la!

it QOD-MORNING ™ ) 2
‘ The juniors jumped, as that friendly greeting

fell upon their ears, in a voice they knew well.
Phyilis Howell
doorway. )

Bob snd Wharton dropped their hands at once, their faces
Aushing red.

“My hat!” murmured Johnny Bull, and the nabob mur-
mured that the hatfulness was terrific. _

Phrilis nodded and smiled to the Removites. ;

“T'ye just come over on my bike,” she said.  * Don’t stop
for me—I like watehing boxing—if you don't mind.™

“ Ahoem " mumbled Bob,

“May [ come InT" asked Phyllis.

“ Yooz, of—of course,” stammered Wharton.

“Pop of the mornin’ to yvez!” said Micky Desmond. * Plaze
come i, and—and watch the boxing.”

Qome of the juniors grinned. Wharton and Bob Chorry
had their jackets off, and the boxirg-gloves on. Miss Howell,
as vot, sopposed that it was a friendly bout with the gloves
that her arrival had interrupted.

The gitl came smiling into the gym,

“1 came over to speak to you about to-morrow afternoon,™
she said. “*But don't let mc interrupt. Go ahead!™

Considering what was in hand, netther of the intended com-
batants felt inclined to go ahead. They looked eztremely
sheepish and uncertain.

“J=1 think we'll chuek 14" stammered Bob.
ance, vou know. VWe—we can
time."

“Certainty ! said Wharton, bLeginning lo take off he
gloves

Miss Phellis shook her head.

“No, no, no!" she exclamed. * Go abead! T don't want
to intereupt, and I've lots of time io get back to CIff Houss
for dinner. Go ahead!”™

“Abem!”

was leoking in at tho open

“ Mo import-
have a round or iwo any
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“ Batter go ahead,” whispered Squii‘l'.
you wero going to fight, you duffers!™

“I—1 supposo so.’ :

The two combatants were feeling uncomfortable.  They
were not in a humoor for a friendly spar, and a fght was out
of the yuestion in_the giﬂ'a presence. But appearances had
ta be kept up, so they advanced, and began to hox,

Rattenstein sidled towards Miss Howell, and bowed to her
m his exaggerated, foreign way. The girl was looking on
with“interest as the two juniors sparred. Both Wharton and
Bob were first-rate boxers, and the contest was well worlh
watching, Under Misa Phyllis’ bright eyes, they did not
intend to hit hard ; but, in spite of themselves, they found that
they were doing so. Vernon-Smith was keeping time, half
laughing. In less than a minute the two juniors were wearm-
ing to their work, in spite of their resolves, and Bob Cherry,
breaking through, brought home his right on Wharton's chin,
and the captain of the Remove staggered back, his head
singin%. ‘Ha hugled himeelf forward the next moment, and
his ruzht and left hammered in Bob's face. Bob Cherry went
down with a crash.

Miss Dhyllis' face became very grave. This did not look
much like a friendly spar.

* Surely that is very rongh!” she muttered, _

“Mp dear young lady,”™ murmured Rattenstein, “perho
you will let me take you somewhere else for a while—while
vou wait. It is not nice for you to sec auch & fight.”

“Tt is not a fight, surely?'" said Phyllis, starting.

Rattenstein nodded. 4

* But Wharton and Bob are such friends——" .

“The best of friends fall out,” said Rattenstein, with a
sile.  “Perhaps vou would like to walk in the gquad.”

Phyllis shook her head. ; :

Bob was on his feet agnin in a twinkling, attacking hotly,
forgetful of thé girl and cverything else. Wharton had to
give ground, when the call of time came, and they separated.

Phyllis' lips were set hard now. She could see that Hatten-
stein had told her the truth, and that it was a fight. Her
first impulse was to get away from the scene at once, but she
peused. Then, with the colowr flushing mte her cheeks, =he
came forward.

The ring of juniors made room for her, wondering what was

“Don’t lei her guess

going to happen.
“Bob!" sand Phyllis. * Harry ™
Bob Cherry grinned uneasily.

“It'a all right, Miss Howell!
boxing. We're not hurt.”

“ Mot a bit," said Harry. .

“You are not boxing,” said Phyliis.

Fy] ﬁhﬁm E?I‘

“ Ah-e-e-om 5 . o ;

“f have no right to interfere,” saul Phivlis, her fair face
scarlet now., * Bul—but wonit youn stop? Suvrely you are too
paod friends to—to fight like this!™

Wharton pecled off the gloves

“It's nothing,” he saud.

“ Nun-nun-nothing at all,” stammered Doly, wishing that
the fair Phyllis was at the ends of the carth. ™ Look here,
we won't go on.  It—it was a boxing-mateh——*

“Weron't vou going to fight*"”

“Ahem!"

“Stop it at once !’ said Phyllis decided]y.
of duffers.™

“Wha-a-at 1"

* Ha, ha, hat”

The Removites
speeking. : .

“1 am perfeetly certain vou bave nothing to hght about,”
sxid Phyllis soverely. * How can you be zo siliy?”

“h, dear!™

“Go i, Misz Howell!” smd Squiff. “We've beon trying
to talk senze to them, and they only call us Fords,”

"They can call me a Ford if they like,” said Phyllis. "1
have a good mind to box their earsg!™

“Ha, ha, ha "

“(o it, Miss Phyllig!"

Bob Cherry grinned uncomfortablv, and Wharton laughed.
Toth the juniors were fecling keondy vidienlous,

“Now shake hands!” eaid Phyllis autocratically,

The juniora locked grim at once. DBeob shook his head.

San’t be did, Miss Howell!™

“Borry ! said Wharton.

“You will not shake hands?”

Y wn't be done Y

“Then—" DPhyllis’ eyes oprned wide.
a gerious quariel ¥

“Wall, yes ™

“Then voi are very foohzh!™

“Ahom!’

“¥ou think me very inlecfering, of .course!™ said Phyllis,
“Don't shake your heads; I know you do! But T ean’t help
that. Y'm not going away til you promise ncit to fight
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“You are fighting I
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“You are a paic

rather enjoyed Misg Howell's pliin

“Yom have had
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any more; and if T am late for dinner, I shall be scolded,
and it will be all your fauls!™

* Look here, iss. Howell! began Hazeldene, whose
courtesy to the fair sex was not guite so marked as Bob's
or Wharton's. * This jsn’t a matter a gir! can understand!
You'd bettor leare it alone!”

Phyllis’ cyes flashed. .

“I will mind my own buziness if Bob and Harry ark me
to do 301" she said.

“2hut up, Hazel ™ muttered Bob

“Pry up, you rotter!” growled Wharten. .

“ Rotter yourself I said’ Hazel, with a sneev.  “TF Miza
Howell knew what yon'd done, she wouldn't chip in to save
yvou from what you deserve!”

" Shut up, I tell yon!” grunted Bob. ]

Wharton stood silent, with o flugsh en his checks. Phyllis
laaked hard at Hazel, and then st Wharton and Bob, in
turn,.

“There 15 some misunderstanding,’ sho said,

“We've told 'emn both thut,” =aid Johnny Bull, “and the
frabjous asses stick to ca.ﬂing one anotlier names!”

“Now, I'll tell you what,™ said Phyllis. " You know tha#
girls have ever so much motre sense than boys——"

“(h, my hat!”

“Both of you tell me what is the matter, and let nie be
the umpirc!™

“Hear, bear!” said Squiff heartily,

“You see, woa want you to be friends on Saturday after.
noon, when there is going to be a little celebration,” aaid
Misa };’h:,-llizi+ “You must make it up before then!”

i .'i ﬁl-_ll |_!'Il

“Put on your jackets and come with me!”™ said Phyllis
persuasively, “ Don't keep on saying to yourself that T am
an interfering little minx, Harry—-—"' :

“J—I wasn't!” stammered Wharton, flushing searlet,

“And don't you keep on wishing that I wonld go away
quietly, Bob—"

“I—F didn’t—I wasn't—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“But come amd be civil, and don’t bhe abened!™ said
Phyllis. A Highclific boy threw a clod at me a5 T came
ep g r——

* (Oh, tho rotber ! ejacnlated Bob.

“And if you were polite, you would sce me sale back to
i.‘]if& House, mnstead of punching one another’s toolish
eads 1™

“Why, of course we will!" exclaimed Whacton,
I will—or Bob—I mean, Cherey i

“YWhichever yon like,” said Bob.

“Both!” said Phyllis.

The two juniors exchanged a hopeless look, ¥Foe: wx they
had hecomne, they felt EE'E'E] sympathy for one another wz
that moment. Without diseovstesy, they conld not reboff
Miss Howell, and neither of them thoaght of that for a
moment. With somewhat grim faces ther put on their
jackets, and walked out of the gym with Phyllis,

“"Hurrah!" chirruped Squif,

“Thao hurrabfuloess is tervific!” said the nabeob, 10 prest
relief. ""The csteemed iniss will talkfully bieing them o
thoir common or garden sonses, and everything will be
gardenfully lovely |

And the Co. forvently hoped that the nabeb was right.

“1 nacar,

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER.
Wharton's Prom: se!

OB CHERRY whecled Miss Howell's Licvele en cne
side, while Wharten walked on the other =nle of
the girl, Both were grim and silent us they left
the gates of Greyfriars,

The situation wes so awkward and
they hardly knew what to say or da,

Yiut for the bitter canse of offrace between them Phyllie”
intervention between them woeld have been an exeellent
thing. As it was, the Lght was postponed, and the cause
of nﬁ'mmﬂ remained untouched with all its bitterness

Phyllis' colour was very deen vow,  2he realised that she
had tuken a great dex] wpoon lersell o acting as sho had
done, and that she had put a very greal strain upon the
iuniors’ politenc-s.  DBut it was her sincere friendship for
hoth of them that had dictated her action, and she did not
regret what she had done. 'That there could bLe no veas
reason for so bitter a quarrel between two gomd chnmsg che
was convineed, A memunderstanding was ot the botton of
it, and if she could set it vight, site knew that both ihe
juniors would be zlad that she had intervened,

“Weon't vou tell me what 36 1877 she asked
it 1z enly some mizereble nisiake,?

Cirime siferee,

ahaund that

“1 a2 sure
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A Grand; Long, Commnleto Story of Harry
Wharton & GCo. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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“Phen I shall ask you, Harry. What has Bob done?”

“ Never mind that!” said Harry.

“But I do mind!” said Phyllis. *You are thinking me
ir.pertinent for interfering; but if there is an explanation,
you will be glad!” :

“Yes; but—but you don't understand, Miss Howell
Nothing's been done, so far as that goes, only—only we're
not friends any longer.™ .

“That’s it," said Bob., * That's all, Miss Howell."”

“It looks to me,” said Phyllis guietly, *as if someone haa
been making mischief. Surely you two would not hehm‘gs
anything aguinat one ancther on the word of a third party?

A Iggap can helieve his own cars!” said Wharton.

“Exactly 1" said Bob, : ,

1t at that moment that Monson of Highcliffe came
in siwﬁ. That cheery youth swas leaning on the stile,
probably with the intention of pelting Miss Howell again as
she returned to Chff House. The Eif{;hl’- of him came as
o relief to Wharton, who spottad him first.

“Ts that the fellow who threw a clod at you?” he asked.

“Yez. Never mund him now——"

“But I do mind!” said Havry, and he started at a run
towards Monson,

1] Harrv !:I:r

Bob Cherr shoved' the bike against a tree and staried,
too.  Both the juniors werve ﬁ'la.d of the interruption. But,
as Bob' passed Wharten with a rush, Harcy gaused.  He
did not care to be associated.with his former chum in
anything, and certainly both of them were not required to
deal with Monson, who was already runninﬁ. And Miss
Howell could not very well be deserted. Wharton halted,
and took the bike Bob had relingushed. _

“ Let's get on,” he said. *You'll be late for dinner.”

* But Bob—-"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“He won't be back for some time. Look at him!"

Phyllis smiled- as she looked. The terrified Monson was
rinning for his lifo, and Bob was raging in pursuit, and
they wore already two fields away. a a matter of fact,
Bob was not so anxious to avenge the ;l):nltin of Miss
Howell as he was to uget away from the awkward questions
of Mizzs Howell herselt, It was pretty certain that he would
not join again in that walk to Cﬁﬁ' ouse.

Wharton wheeled the bicyele on, and Phyllis walked on
with him.

“Now you can tell me,” she said. *Mind, T insist on
knowing all about it, or I shall tell Marjorie to talk to you!
I am perfectly sure that there is 2 misunderstanding, and
yvou ought to bo glad to have it =set right!”

_ “Well, I should be, of course!” said Harry. bd
it isn't a misunderstanding! Bob's changed his opinion of
mo—why, I can’t even guess! He takes Hazel's part—"

“Then there is trouble with Hazel, too?”

“Well, yes. For some reason I can’t understand he gnot
his back up, and Bob’s sided with him; though he’s generally
more down .on Hazel's tantrums than I am. They both
think—or say——"

“They both think what they say,” said Phyllis,

“Well, they think, then, that I've acted bkadly towards
both of them, though why 1 stmply can't guess!”

“That proves that it 13 all a mistake, for I know quite
well that you have not acted ha.dlﬁ.”

“Thank you, Miss Howell! I should not like you to think
that I've acted badly towards anybody ! said Harry. “ And
E_ fﬂi%ﬁ}w doesn’t like being called treacherous, or a back-

iter !’

Phyllis uttered an exclamation.

“ But—-but surely Bob hasn't said—"

“Yes. Now you've got the whele story!”
“"¥ou see, there's nothing to be done!™

“I see there is something to be done!" said Phyllis
warmly. *No, 1t 13n't a8 mistake, I zee it now! It'a some
mischief-maker who has been causing trouble!”

“If you mean Hazel—"

“1 don't mean Hazel. I mean some wicked and unserupu-
lovz boy who has set himself to cause fronble,” said Bhyllis.
“That's the only possible explanation, if you would tiink
of it."

“I don't see how.™

UT am sure of it,” said Phyllis earnestly, *Now, do
make me a promise, IHarry—don't quarrel with Bob again
till you're sure there's something to guarrel abeut. Will
you promise me not to do so, till & few days at least? It
may all come out.”

W herry would have to be comaulted about that™
]“ If you tell himn you have promised me, he will let it
drop.

“ But—but—"" - .

#¥ou would promise Marjorie if she asked you. And if
ghe were hete, ehe would apeak just as T am domng.” -
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"But—hut

sard Harry.

“T—T suppose s0. . Well, I promise, then,” eaid Wharion
reluctantly, **It sha'n't go any further, if Cherry's willing
to drop it. I can’t say any more than that.”

FPhyllis smiled brightly. _

“I'm sure you wﬁ[ be glad of that afterwards.” she said.
“Now, you may go back, or you will be late for dinner
(ood-bye, Harry!”

And Miss Howell mounted her machine, and recde on to
Clif House. Wharton walked back to Greyfriars with a
thoughtful, knitted brow. Phyllis’ words seemed to  have
let some light in wpon the strange affair. YWharton acknow-
ledged that feminine eyes somewhat saw _more clearly than
masculine ones, and it waa possible that Phyllis was right—
that some unscrupulous third ﬁmrty had been making ‘mis
chief, But who—and how? There he was all at sea.

THE TWELETH CHAPTER.
A Tip frem Phyllis!
b ENNY for 'em,” said Miss Clara Rippantly.
Afterncon lessoms were over at CLff House, and
Marjorie and Clara and Phyllis were seated by the
school-room  window, knitting socks. But Fhyllis'
knitting-needles, for once, wers not busy. “Fhey
moved slowly, or ceased to move, and the girl'a brow bad
lines of thought upen it )

Phyllis looked up with a smile. .

“J was thinking," ehe said. _ .

“Horrid ™ yawned Miss Clara. “I never think! I'm
going into the garden; you can stay here and think”

And Miss Clara ran away. Phyllis resunted her knitting,
but after a few minutes she laid down the needles. Marjorie
looked up, and smiled as she caught lLer eyes.

“How thoughtful you are,” she said.

“T've got resson to be,” said Phvilis,

“13id you speak to Harry about to-morrow afternoon?”

1 forgot.” _ .

“Why, that is what you went over to Greyfriars for!”

¥ Ves, But lock here, Marjorie, there's something wrong.
They are all at-sixes and sevens there, and nobody secms
to know what it iz about. Somebody has been making
mischief, I know that.”

Marjorie’ looked distressed. _ _ ‘

“1 want to know who it ig, and clear it up,” said Phyllia.
“Wharton and Bob wera just going to fight when I yot
over there—" .

“Phyllis 1" exclaimed Marjorie. '

“] stopped them,” said Miss Howell coolly, laughing 2
little. *“They both wished me at the. very J_u:kem, but*I
stopped them:. But I've got a bone to pack with you,
Marjorie.”

“With me?" .

“Yas The last day or two—since our lea-party laet
Wednesday—you haven't been quite the same.”

Marjorie coloured. :

“ You were raising objections to going over for the match
on Wednesday, and you were against the little party to-
morrow,” said Phyliis,  “You have been quite snappish
whenever Bob was mentioned.”

“T—] haven't! I didn’t mean—" _

“YVou don’t want to see Bob Cherry agarin?™

“MNo, I don't!™

“Why not?”

“ Reopuse—because I don't!" ;

“That isn't good enough, my dear. Bob is attached fto
vou like a faithful dog, and if he knew, he wenld be
hart." .

“0h, no, he wouldn't!” said Marjorie. “You
know.? : .

“ T don't know, but T'm poing to,” said Phylhs coolly.
“ Things don’'t happen without reasons. Why don’t you like

or old Bob now?" :
& We are not getting on with the socks,” suggested Mar
jorie, “and they have to be sent out to the Front, you
know.” T

wnnh this minute,” said Phyllis. “T've been thinkine,
Marjorie. Rattenstein, that horrid German boy, was talk-
ing to you that afterncon. Now, T sha'n’t ask for any
patrticulars—only one question. Was it anything Ratten
stoin said to you that made you feel less friendly towards
Bob ™

arjoric started.

EIBEE?NI!E. if 80, most likely he was fibbing," said Phyllis
dtormane are awful sneaks, you know, and I know that
Rattenstein i3 despised at Greyfriars, and he might be
revengeful.'

iy Bﬁf—hut Rattenstein wouldn't tell me a barefnced un-
truth,” said Marjorie, in dismay, ““iust to make mischief,”

“Wouldn't he!™ zaid Phyllis. “ My dear kid, isn’t he a

don’t
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smack ! Hazel struck ou. suddenty, and the capiain of the Remove, off his guard roc Ived the bigw full in the
face. * That's my answer !" sald Hazel savacely. .Sece chapler B,

Hun? Now, look here. Why I have thought of Ratien-
gtein 1s this—he tried it with me. He told mo about Hob
having no eyea for anybody but you, in such a pointed
WOy tﬁat I knew he was teving to make jealowsy.”

" Phyllis, he—he told you that? Why, he told me the
opposite ! exclaimed Marjorie breathleesly.

Miss Howell gave a little chirrup of triumph.

“What did 1 tell you?" she exclaimed. * Now, tell me
exactly what he said, Marjoric. OFf course, you know I'm
not a chatterbox ™ . |

4 it was so humiliating,” =aid Marjorie, her face
erimson. “Buy I will tel] you, becauvse—becaunse 1 think
now perhapa Bob did not say augthmg of the kind. Ratten-
stein snid—at least, he hinted—that Bob wouldn’t come cn
Wednesday, becaunse—becaunse—oh, it was caddish !—because
he wouldn't appear to be throwing over an old friend for
a new one—you understand? He wouldn't do as he wanted,
because he thought I should be hurt.”

“You little duffer!™ =said Phyllis. “Do you think that
Bob, if he thought anything of the kind, would tell Ratten-
dtein 0. They're not chummy—hardly even friendly., Not
that there’s anything in it. Dob i3 still your faithful New-
foundland dog, just as he alwave was.™

Marjorie laughed,

“0f course, I shonldn’t mind,” &be said. “ But the way
Rattenstein put it, it was so humiliating, as if Bob thought
1 could be jealous.™ : 2

“That was what lie meant von to feel,” said Phyliis,
“Well, vou know now he was lying.”

“But Bob didn't come, Phyllis.'
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i _f'lrlight. be p lot of reasons for {hat. 'E"‘i_-.rh:Lin‘-: Battonstein
has been telling him falechoods, too—about you.”

“0Oh!” exclaimed Marjorie, horror-stricken. **Could any-
body be so wicked?"

“We shall see.  Now, just look at it said Phyllis
“ There wasn't any trouble among our friends before HRat-
tenstein came. Rattenstein has tried to make mischief be-
tween you and me, and between you amd Dob,  Ien't it very
likely he's at the bottom of the trouble between Dob and
Harry ™

Marjorie nodded.

“0Oh, Phyllis, if he has lied to poor Bob, and hurt lis
feclings! b ia 2o sensitive, and & word would be enouph.”

“1 believe the German is at the botlom of it all,” said
Fhyllia, “But it will come out. Look here!™

Phylliz van for o pen and paper, and with the sheet on a
blotting-pad, began to write. Mariovice looked over her
shioulder.

“Dear Bob,—~¥ou and Harry and Hazel have a mismder-
standing. I am sure it could be cleared up, if you would
comparo notes patiently; and, above all, find out wihether
anything that has been said came frow Rattenstein. M
Ratienstein had anything to do with vour not coming over
last Wednesday, you must understand that whatever T
may have said was untrue. 1 have proof that this boy has
tried to make mischief, and I think very likely he is the
cause of what haa happened between you and your fricmls

“Yours sinceraly,
SPHYLLIY and Mamsomie™

A Qrand, Long, Compicte Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FAANK RICHARDS:
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“There ! said Phyllis. “That's guire plain, in't 007

“Very plain,” eaid Marjorie, with a faint smile. *I—
I hope vou ate not doing the German boy an injustice,
-Piij']E:.”

“I've said I have procf, and I have proof, haven't T
said Phyllis. * Hdattenstein told us two different storice—
just to make mischicf, He pretended that Bob had con-
hided things to him, when we know DBob Lkadn’t. He
wouldn't have spoken like it to anybody—and certainly uot
io Rattenstein, a fﬂreip‘zne: he diglikes. You were g goosc
not to gee that at once.” L

“I—1 suppose I was,” admitted Marjorie. " But——"

“No supposing about it—you were!"” said Phyllis. * Now
T'll poat this letter, and Bob will get it in the mormng,™

And in a few minutes more the letter was in the box,
and both the girls felt very much relieved in their minds.

¥

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Compariog Notes!

OME of the Remove fellows had looked forward to a
renewal of the fight in the gym, which had been
interrupted by Phyllis Howell. They were disap-

inted, however; for during the remainder of the

ay Harry Wharton carefully aveided Bob Cherry,
and thoey did not come into contact. Thelr friends were
rlad and relieved, for although the trouble still remained
unsebiled, it was something that the personal encounter had
been put off. ;

“That it could be put off for long, however, was unlikely,
and the peace-makers received rebuffs from both parties,
and were puzzled and exasperated. Hven Mark Linley, who
had a great influence over Bob. had no luck when he spoke
to Bob Cherry in the evening at prep.

“It's no good talking, Marky,” said Bob, I don’t say
I want to hammeor a chap I used te be friendly with. I'm
not going out hunting for trouble, but 1t must come to that;
und, ADNYWLY, W CLn never be friends ng'ain. I don't undey-
siand why Wharton 1s ki:-elping off the grass, as a matter
of fact. I know he's got plenty of pluck.” .

“ ean oxplain fally v:-:;:limifr,” said Hurree Singh. look-
ing up from his work., *The esteemed Wharton haz pro-
mized the charming miss to keep off the august grass.”™

“0Oh, I sec! sald DBob, * 1.'d:-ll, I don’t want to row,
Ii;m Eum—unless e goes for Hazel again.
{hal.

“T don't sce why vou should back up Hazel against one
of vour best pals,” said Mark, * We all !?nnw HEI:?::."]":& temper
15 uncertain, and he seems to have quarrelled with Wharlon
about simply nothing.”

“1 think he's in the right.”

“Thoen vou must know more about it than T do.”

“Well, T do know more about it than you do.” grinned
Bob. “%o there you are, Marky! Now let’s grind:”

And the subject- dropped. _

In the morning, when the Remove turned out, Pob did
pat even glance at Wharton or Nugent. He went down
with Hizel. Wharton and Nurent went out by themselves,
Johnny Bull and Hurree Singh were at a loss, 8o far as
they could see, both parties were obstinate and wrongheadied,
and their role, as friends to both, was a difficult one to play,

“ Letter for you, Bob,” said Johnny Bull alter breakfasr,

“0Oh!™ said Bob. ‘

Heo rend the letter just before morning classes. He stared
ag he read it, and a strange change came over his face. He
stood rooted to the floor. Iazel came along and tapped him
on the shoulder.

“You'll be late,” he said.

“(h!1" gasped Bob. . o .

Ho thrust the letter into his vocket and hurried ioto the
Form-room. Hiz brain was in a whirl. .

The girl's frank letter had put strange thonghts into his
mind. Bob was restless during lessons, amd hardly heavd a
word Mr. Qucleh snid to him, He was intensely relieved
when the Bemove was dismissed.  Dilly DBunter button-
holed lim unmediately the jumors came out.

“1 say, Cherry, as vou've ot a vemittance——"

“1 haven't, fathead®”

“Rh! What was 1n that lotter, then?™

“(i0 and cat coke,” said Beb  And he sat the Owl of the
Remove down upon the eak settec in the passage.  Tr owas
ne Hme to bother with DBunter just then. ITe hwrried afrer
Johnny Bull, leaving Dunter snorting,

“ Jahnny, old chap——"

“Hallo,™ suid Johnny Buoll; “want to ficht mn or Inkye?"

“No, osa!” said Bob, Y Read that letter! Herve, Inky,
you come and read it toa !

“My only hat!” ejaculated Johnny,

THE Macxer Liprary.—No. 323

I weon't stand

“The hatfulness is terrifie. The charming miss Tas Lnocked
the  esteemed nail upon its venerable head.”
Bob locked wneertainly at his iwo chums.

“Well,” sawd Johnny grimly, *vou see what Miss Howell

says,  XYou've got something up against Harry. Has
Rattenstein anvihing to de with it%"

“In—in a wav,"” stammered Bob.

“ And about your sticking at home last Wednezday?  Had

the German cad anything to do with that "

ik YE‘EE. Y

“Get up to the study,” said Johnny Bull, Y I'Il bring the
other silly asses there, and we'll compare notes, az Miss
Howell says. My hat, that kid's got some sense."

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh put his arm through Bob's,
and led him away to No. 1 Study. A few minutes later
Johnny Bull arrived, with Harry Wharton and Ilazel, the
former looking grim, the latter sulky and savage.

* Look here, what's this silly game 7" said Hazel.

“Read that letter both of you!" said Johnny Bull

Wharton and Hazel read Phyllis® letter, Wharton's look
cdid not nhan;*;n}. but Hazel stared ab it open-monthed,

“My hat!” he said,

“Oh, we're getting to something, 1n your ecase at least,”
sald Johnny Bull grmly. * Now, it looss to me as if there's
hte:.e_u_mis.chieE made, and that German cad is at the bottom
of it.”

“I—1 shouldn’t wonder!" stammered Hazel. " DBut—buat
he's been so friendly with me!™

“Berve you right for trusting &8 German.
fatheads,” s=aid Johony Bull
cleared up®"

Yoo, sald Wharton, “Boat T don't sec.  If Rattenstein
tried to make mischief with me, I'd shut him up fast cuough.
T've had nothing to do with him.”

But Cherry coloured.

“Let's begin at the begimnimg,” zaid Johony Bull, in a
businesshke way, “In the first place, why didn't vou come
over to CLff House on Wednesday, Dob? Had the Ilun
anvthing to do with that?”

;;I—I suppose he was lying, now !™ stammered Boly ¥ DBut
—ly iy f—"

“What did he tell you?”

“Hea—he had heard Marjorie say to Clara when they wern
here the othor day that—that " —{Bob's checks were searlet)
“that—that she wished I—I wouldn't—" He broke off.

“¥ou wouldn't what?"

“That T wouldn’t bore her to death with so much looter
talk,"-said Beob, It was out at last!

“Why, vou silly ass!™ said Hazel. * Marjorie wouldn't
have said anything of the kind, Do you think she would
wetend to like your silly jaw, and make fun of you to
Mara ?"

“I—I thought—"

“1 am quite certain that Marjorie never =aid anvthing of
tha sort,” zaid Harry Wharton quicotly. * Kattensicin could
anly have repeated it to eavse ail-feching. If he would do
that, he would invent it."”

“l—-] suppose he would!™ stammercd Bob,
[ never thought——""

“No, youean't think,™ agreed Johnny Ball bluntly, “8a
thot's w‘]'mt. FOU W g:-e:mr.in about—letiine a ﬁ]ﬂi}’ Hun
lead you by the nose, to think badly of a npping gl like
Marjorie?"

“1 didn't think badly of her,” broke out Bob angrily. 1
—1I thought she might—might be rather bored with me,
becanse—"" . :

“DBecause the esteemoed Cherry's borefulness iz terrific.
But the charming misa has more patience than the worthy
Cherry's estcemed chums,™

*“Ha. ha, ha!" ‘

“Well, vou can ehuck your csieemed lactfulness,' saul
Johnny Bull. *Now, that's one point cleared up.  Ratten-
stein was fooling Bob-—easy enough, as Bob was specially
designed by MNature to Le fooled )

“Look here 2 .

“Don't vou see, he's been trving the same game at Chit
House, only Phyllis was keen enough fo i-;:;ot him 1™ sand
Jolhnny Bull. “8he's got a lot of sense, I dare say she saw
right through Rattenstein—girls do see through a cad, you
know. Now, next man in! Hazel, yon've got something
up against Wharton, and you've as good as said that that
Iﬂm ad a finger in it. Out with it !

Hazel hesitated. ]

“1f I'va hoen taken in, I beg Wharton's pardon ™ he said,
“ But—but it sounded so—so plausible, and—and Ratten.
stein had been so friendly. He pot it that he wasz indignant
on my aceount, and wanted to put me on my guard, But—
but if Wharton nover said—-"

Now,.all yon
“1 suppose you want this

“ But—hut
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“What am I supposed to have said?™ asked Whartom

uretly.

s "1.“.1?;rr-l'f, aceording fo Rattenstein, that—that you didn’t
want me in the [eoler tean, and you only put me 1 to Mlease
my sister, and—and you'd heve dropped me out, {rll‘lly Mar-
jorie asked vou not to, and—amd a lot like that,”™ zaid Hagel,
Aushing, *“I—I teok it nll as gospel”

“1 should havdly think it necessary for me o say that I
never said a word of that kind to apybody,” said Iaery.
“Whom am I supposed to have sail it toi”

“Rattensfin heard vou saving it to Nugent--I mean he
gair]l he did ! _

“Well, Nugent knows whether X did o net,”
Wharton, shrugging his shoulders. 5 ,

“Tt's a beastly whopper from beginning to end,” wid
Frank.

“T--T know that now,” said ITazel, hanging his head. 1
—I wish I'd come to you direct, but—bur I felt so rotien
about it, and—and—' |

4an that'a settled,” said Johnny Bull. ™ Hn.ltenst:::u'l hiaed
epotted that Flazel was a suspicions, sulky chump—"

“Laok hers, Johnny Bull——" .

“8o he knew he could play on his feelings,” said Johnny
calmly., “Bhut up, Hazt:'lp-—plnin speaking won't hurt wou,
WNow, Dob, it's your turn. What have youn got up agamnst
Wharton 1

Baob locked uncomfortable.

“I—T heard him myself,” he said; “but—but when 1
come to think of it, I—I[ may have had a wrong impreésson.
" It was on Thursday—1 came along the passage, and Wharton

was saying to Wugenl—" .

“What the dickens was I saying, then?®”

Wharion. ) ] i

“Well, you said * I'm fod-up with him! in a jolly con-
tempiuous tone,” said Bob, flushing, *“and it wasn’t pleasant
to hear. I didn't think you were relerring to me, though, till
Rattonstein said—"

“ Rattenstein agaim,” said Johony Bull. " But let’s have
tEhe fag:m. Were you referring to this howling fathead,
arry 7 ' :
“ﬂst: course I wasn’t,” said Harry. *T remomber it ruite
well, though I didn’t see Bob in the passage. Hazel had just
been ragging me, over nothing, as I supposed, and I told
Nugent I was fed'-up with him. If Hazel remembers all the
things he said to me, he can’t be surpriged that I felt fed-up.”™

“vell, that's so,” said Hazel shamefacedly. “I was in the
wrong, as it turns out, but I never knew—"

“YVeu weren't speaking of me?? said Bob, Y Well, I
didn't think you were, tiﬁ Fattenstein said he had heard my
nameo—no, now I come to think of it, he didn't exactly =:ay
o, He made that I"d been grumpy lately--1 suppose I
had, t#n, owing Lo that beast's lies—and he urged me not to
tako any notice of what Wharton said—and—and I let Jum
take me in, I suppose.”

“And that was all 7' demanded Wharton,

“Wall, when I found that Hazel had been talked about, too
—I mean he believed he had—T sided with him,” said Bob.
“iow was I o know that he was idiot enough to let a
German cad stuff him up with lies?”

“YWoell, you were idiot enough, too,” eaid Hazel.

“1—I'm sorry, Wharton,"” said Bob Cherry. "I shouldn’t
have thought it myself; but—but that rotter, and then
Hoazel—"

“ Al gorenae [ sald Wharton, * You're a silly duffer, you
must admit that, and there's my fist on it."

Bob Cherry grinoed shoepishly, and took his old chum’s
hand.”

major.

“I

he Remove {ellows were erowding into the Rag.
A notiee had been put on the hoard, calliing a Form-moeting
immediately after dinner.  The Remove turned up ahnost to
the last follow, woendering what was toward.

Their surprize inereased when Wharton and Dob Cherry—
now evidently on the best of terms—came into the Rag arm-
i-acim with Prinee Bupprecht von Rattenstein.

Rattenstein was looking decidedly uneasy.

s arms had been taken as he came oul frem dinner, andd
he was marched off, without his permission being asked,

s21hi]

exclaimed

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

The Hun Goes Through Jt!
BAY, vou fellows, is it o feed?”
“Ha, ha! Ne.” .,
W hat the thunder 13 1t all about " zaid Bolsover

Meither did the juniors vouchsale a word of cxplanation.  The
vauthful Hun simply had to come.
*‘What's the litle game?” demanded Poter Todd, Y Ex-

pl:u'n, von asses ! What are you doiop with Hattenstein 37
YU RKeep that end safe,” said Wharton, and he mounted on
a ehaiv. “Gentlemen of the Remeve! Yoo ara herohy
calleel  together for an  tmportant  purpose.  Honourable
Ter Magxer Liggany. —No. 423
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members are aware that rvesterday mr old pal HBob Cherry
and I, came near mopping one another up=—-alse that Hazel
and T had a serap in the quad. Gentlemen, it was all due
1o o misunderstanding  brought about by this  sguicming
Munnish seoundeel, Roatltensiein. The beast lied 1o Bob
Cherry, aned lied to TMazel, to eanse trouble, and we never
reund it out till toaday, when we eompared potes.'

“Pity vou didn’t conpare notes hefore you started punche
ine,” remarked Ealke,

“Well, we didu’t, As a matter of fact, we didn’t tumble,
till Miss Howell guve us the tip. Rattenstein tried 10 play
the same gatme at Cliff House, but Misy Fll_-:l_lls. spottead 2t
Now we're puing to make an example of him, partly to
punish him, and pavtly to put all the fellows on their guard
against & snake in the prass.”

*“1lear, hear!” )

“Iald on, though,” said Peter Todd. *Let the fellow
sprfak up for himself. Tven a Hun has 2 right to defend him-
C S

“Right! Rattenstein told Hazel that I made remarks to
Nagent about him. He professes to hatve boen eavesdvop-
ping, 1 suppose. Well, now Hazel has told us, both Nugem
and I solemnly deelare that it is an invention from beginming
to end, Is our word good enough?™

“Yeoe, ags. And it's two witnesses against one,” eaid Todd
judicially.  * Rattenstein, have yeu anything to sax?”

13
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“Take vour time, I haven't got the ink veady yet,” said
Johuny Bull,

“I—J—I——" panted Rattenstein, white as n shect a= the
juniers clozged round him with grim logks, *“I—I wa= ma=-
taken—23iss Hazeldene was mistaken-Cherry was—was nns-
rakon—--1 never meant—1 did not say—and—nud ITazeldene
mizunderstood me, and--and——""

*“'That's enongh,” said Vernon-Smith, ** don’t voll ot anw
more German lics, or you'll turn the air blue.”

“Ready !” zaid Johnny Bull, o

“ Gentlemen,” said Wharton, “as you all know. it i= no
good talking to a Prussian. You could falk (o him for a
hundred years, and then he would still be the same lar and
sneak am:{ slanderer. We've taken the hberny of bovrowing
the Head's birch—we borrowed tt ouce for Dunter—-="

“Ha, ha, ha "

“0h, really, Wharton——="

H MNow we've borrowoed it for this German ead, TTe's going
icr have twelve sirokes with the bireh, well laid on, amd ne
crll on Bolsover major, as the biggest fellow present, to lay
them on.™

“I'm wour man,” said Bolsover major heartdy.  * Wasn's
I down on that worm from the first? 1 was goirg (o =mash
him, but Wharton chipped in——"

“You won't find me chipping in again.” said Whaeton,
“and I'm willing to beg vour pardon for clupping in at all.”

“Good enough! Lay him across the table,”

“Ach! Mein Gott! Help! Help!™ :

Bump went the Hun across the table, and his princely nose
came nto painful contact with the wood, Skinner thought-
fully drew a duster round his head to muffie his howls, Tt
waz necded. Bolsaver major laid on the twelve strokes with
the Head's bireh as if he were beating carpot.

When the infliction was over, Rattenstein was shrieking
wildly in the duster. But his punishment was not over yot,

Johony Bull yanked him off the table, amd he was gripped
by Bulstrode and Bob Cherry. Then o conenetion of ink and
glue was solemnly mixed in his hair, and daobed on his sallow
face, Then a card was pinned on his waisteont, beaving the
inscription in large lettora:

“IUN, LIAR, AND SNAKE IN TIIE GRASS!?

“Now, pentlemen, all together and kick veur hardest!”
zaid the captain of the Kemove.

Rattenstein flew to the door, propelled by overy hoot that
eould get near hint, He vanished howling from the Rag,

i - - L] [ ® ]

That ofternoon six very cheery juniors arrived at CLf
House to tea, and all, as Hurree Jamset Ram Singh sand. was
gardenfully lovely.,  Hazel—who was to keep goal o Wednes-
day, after all—gave o merry deseription of the German
traitor’s punishment,  Aund the Famous Five solemnly pasead
a vote of thanks te Miss Phyliis for the jonestimable sorvice
she had renderecd, :

THE E2D-

{Do not miss ¥ THE MAILED FISTAT GREYFRIARSI"M
naxt; Monday's Grany Story of the Churns oF Grey-
fricrs, by FRANK RICHARDS,) 19

A Grand, Long, Coraplete Story of Harry
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS OF OUR GREAT NEW
ADVENTURE SERIAL STORY. START TO-DAY!

The First Instalments Told How:

DICE DAUNT and DUDLEY DREW, two chums, dis-
sover a letter in & bottle which they have extracted from the

vody of a shark

They are informed by its contents that a certain
MATTHEW SNELL iz marooned on an unnamed island in
the Keys, and he offers a substantial reward tp any persons
cffecting his rescue. ;

On going to tho island, however, they are unable to find
Mr. Snell.

EZRA CRAY, a moonshiner, and his scoundrelly colleagues
then visit the island, and, finding that it contains gold, attempt
to_kill the two chums.

Having previously hidden their boat, Dick snd Dudley seek
refuge in u cave. Dudley shows signs of having contracted
a fever, and it becomes nece:sary for Dick to re lenish their
water suppiy. On the way he is detected by Uray's gang,
and hides in another cave. Mere he i3 amused to find an
arcow in luminous paint on the wall : )

iNow .go on with the story.)

Th: Mystery of the Paper Packef.

Luminous paint it was, but what luminous paint was doing
daubed on the wall of a save on the coast of a practicall
unknown island was a problem which fairly staggered Dic
Daunt, and he stood staring at it as though be had scen a

host.

What was the meaning of it? Who had put it there?

It could not have Been there for very long, or it would
certainly have lost its luminous qualities. Was it a trap of
Cray's, or had old Matthew Bnell put it on the wall for
some reason of his own before he had vanished.from the
1sland? .

Dick stared at it again, and presently became aware that it
was not a mere bar, as he had thought at first, but a reughly-
designed arvow, with the ond peinting inwards.

It struck him suddenly that this might possibly have been
the old man's cache, hiz seeret hoard where he ﬁ:i:;l his gold
Ho considered for a moment or two, then stepped back to the
month of the narrow ecleft, and stood listerung keenly for a
moment or two.

There was no sound of pursuit. e had not expected it.
He did not think for an instant that Cray or hiz men would
dream of venturing up among the chaes of tumbled crags,
They had far too much respect for their own skins,

He turncd again, and very cautiously advanced into the
cCaAve.
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Tt was very dark, and, as he did not like to strike a match,
he was compelled to feel every step in advance with the butt
of his rifle, - : o

Just beyond the luminous arrow the passage curved round
at a sharp angle, and a3 he rounded it there came to his
ears a sound which made every pulse in his body thrill. He
pulled up short and listened. ] )

Tink—tink ! There was no mistake about it. That was
the musieal splash of water falling drop by drep into s

.Il

Hardly able to credit his senses, he took his matchbox from
his et, and, with fingers trembling from exoitement,
steuck a mateh,  The eurve, he knew, would prevent the
light from being seen outside the cave,

As the little flame burnt up he held the match out in front
of him. 'The light gleamzd upon a little pool perhaps two
feet across—just a tiny hollow in the hard, erystalline rock,
And every moment its clear surface guivered under the
impact of a large drop of water falling from tho cave roof
above the pool.

“ A sprimg 1" he muttered thickly.

And, still hardly able to believe his eyes, he dropped on
his knees beside the pool, and, cupping his palmas, lifted some
of the water to his lips,

Tt was cold as ice, elear as crystal, beautifully fresh.

e drank, and drank agdin, and felt new life Aow through
hiz veins. All that day he had drunk nothing but one cup
of tea, and on the day before two cups only. All the rest
of the water he had saved for Dudley.

The match had gone out. He struck another, and lit
an end of eandle which he had in his pocket. By the light
of this he began bailing the precious fluid inte the keg.
Whilst at this work ha noticed that the overBow made its
way, not outwards to the mouth of the cave, but mnwards,
where it seeped into a crack and vanished, e saw, too,
that the pool itself was not entirely natural, but had evidently
boen opened out and enlarged by means of a drill, or some-
thing of the kind. : :

wdpall’s work,” he said alond.  “Not a doubt about it.
But what luck !’ What wonderfal luck to stumble on the olil
man’s spring! Now we're all right, so far as water goes
Thuy’rchﬂ-'il?f{uﬁﬂe ’tgcni fheir blessed creck!”

Ho chuckled sottly.

“What a sell " he went on.  ““ What a sell for Cray & Co.!
We've got grub for weeks, and now that the water guestion
is solved, we can laugh at the swabs!"

Then his face clovded. .

“If we only had some quinine!" he murmured sadly.
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He finished flling his keg, rammed in the bung Grinly,
and, shouldering it again, blew out his candle, and erept
softly out of the cave, In spite of his anxiety for Dudlex,
ha felt & thousand times happier than he had heen Aftecn
minvtes earlier.  This fresh, cool spring water was infinitely
better than that from the ecreck, aod woualed prﬂlmh!_}r e
Dudley good.  Tn any case, they could heve all they wanted.
They could rehll the keg overy nmight, if necessary.

Onee outside, he listened ngain, but still there was no sign
of the enemy.  He took no unnecessary risks, but erept along
ag cloze under the eliff as possible.  The clinb down to the
beach wos steep and awkward, but he managed 1t success.
fullv, and o few minutes later was scrambling up to the ledge
by the wzual way.

The cave was very still and dark —so still that for the
moment he pavsed, with his heart beating hard, before he
verdured to ship softly mside,

Tue Magxur lasrany.—No, 423,
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“Goess we 'xed them up that time, eh,
Dick?" Dicknearly co.lapsed: the voice was
Dud:ey’s, “You!® wasall h: canld gasp,
There wag a rattie of stomes, and Dudley
came scrainbling dowms (See Page 23.)

s

Then the sound of Dudley’s broathing rerssured him, and
when he struek a light be was both suwrprised and debightod
to see biz chum slecping quictly,

Without a moment's unnecessacy delay, he Llew ont the
light again, lay down cloas by the other, and, tired out with
his adventures, was himself asleep inside two minates,

When be awoke the pink flush of dawn was in the sky,
arne he got up very softly =0 as not to disturb the other.

“Hallo, Diek! You awake?" ecame Dwlloy's votes, still
weabk, but much less 20 than on the previons dey.

“1t's me all rvight, old chap., How are youl?”

“Fine! But, say, BDick, where in thunder did ven get
that gquinine you fired into me last nighty"

“Quinine—I! What are von talkivg abeut, Thoudlesd™

“ Quirine—aquinine,”  replicd Dadley, a little  icritably.
“The dose you gave me when you came in. bt fixed me up
propeciy.’”

A Grand, Long, Complete Btory of Hoarry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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Dick stared. He began to think that Dudley sl had
fever, or was delirous again.

“You lie still, old chap,” he said soothingly, *“I'll make
yonl somo ten.”

“Shucks! T not asking for tea,” reforted Dudiey,
“Fim asking you where you got that quinine last night 1™
] ::1 never gave you any quinine.  You must have dreamt
iL.
“Dreamt it!  Dreeamt T awallowed twenly grains of sul-
phate! Not much! Why, I can taste it right new.,  And,
anyway, what do you think stopped my chill if it wasn't
gurninet"

Dick shook his head. )

“ Dudley, L never gave vou any quinine. You were asleep
when I got in with the water, and I lay down and dropped
off that vory minute.” :

“Well, if vou didn’t give it me, semeone elze did,”” Dudlew
asserted femly,  “I was kind of dozing, and feeling real
rocky, when someone came along, and laid a hight down on
tha foor behind me, and sligped me a cigarette-paper full
of guinine. I swallowed it down, and he gave me a drink
from a dipper, and T began to feel better vight away.”

“Did he speak?” demanded Dack.

“F think he said * Take this,” but T den't remember a deal
about it. I gwess 1 was pretty near off my chump!”

“Jt wasn't me,” said Dick slowly,

“Then I reckon it was the same chap that rolled those rocks
off the cliff on to Bent the other day.”

Dick looked all round the cave. Nothing seemed to be
disturbed.  Suddenly he caught sight of a littls twist of
white paper lying on top of the rock they vsed as a table,
He swooped at it, and unrolled it.  Inside was about a tea-
spoonful of soft whire crystala.  He moistened a finger,
touched it to the powder, and tasted if.-

“‘guinine, az I'm alive!"™ he gasped. »
“ Guess vow'll maybe believe me now '™ sawd Dudley teivm-

nih N
1:II]-I‘I“,I o,” Dick replied blankly. * But it beata Banagher
who brought the stuff here!  Wonder if thera’s one of Bent's
crowd who's white?' he added thoughtfully.

“I guess he wouldn't etay white a great while in that
company,” answered Dudley, * But, say, Dick, I guess I'll
take another little dose, so lonz as the stuff is there, and
then maybe you'll tell mo how you came to get that water
last night., I'mn real anxious to know how you managed
it!"

8o Dick gave him ten grains more of the precious drug,
and then, after lighting the oilstove and putiting on the
kgtliaiie, spun the yarn of hizs adventures on the previous
night.

The story =eemod to do Dudley as much good as the
medicine.  He chuckled delightedly when Dick told him that
two more of the enemy were damaged, and he was absolately
overjoyed to hear of the spring. i :

“ 1t was mighty smart of you to lind it, Dick 1" he declared.
“MNo, I don't caro a cuss whether it hod a painted sign or
not. It took nerve to go into that place in the dark, and
it was simply great, nding the s;:rrinig. NMow 1 guess we've
pot Cray to rights, and 1 gml’ b corn if if enows!™

“How do you mean—got him to” righte?’ asked Dick,

“Why, he won't know that we've got water, and he'll be
reckoning that we're dying with thirst in this little hole of
ours. Along about two days from now he'll be calling around
to look for our corpses. hat's going to be the ounute he
gets the shock of his misspent hife.”

Dick laughed.

“I shouldn't wonder 1f you aren't right, old man. Any
how, it's up to us to sit tight for the presest. As sonn as
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vou'rs on your pms again, then—as the lawyers say~we will
take steps.” )

Dick got breakfast, and for the first time for twn days
Dudley was able to eat some solid food. It was the clieeriest
meal for a long time past. ;

Afterwards Dudley went guietly to sleep again, while Dick
tidied up, and then set to work to rig up some fishing-Tines.
It waz in his mind that he might zlip down to the beach at
dusk, and get o few mullat or rock-fish, which would be a
pleasant change from the vsaal tinned stuff.

Tha day passed peacefully enough, except that about two
in the afternoon it breezed up stitly on top of the tide, and
soon afterwards the strange hooting, roaring noise hegan
again, Dut to this they had got so accustomed that they paid
little attention to it. )

At dusk Dick scouted up and down, but saw no sign of the
enemy, so went down and began to fish, casting a weighted
line well out into deep water. He got some mullet, then
baited a larger hook with half a small mullet, and to his
great delight hooked something big, - which gave him five
minutes’. pulling and haunling before he got it ashore. 1
turned out to ba a fine channel bass of about twelve or four-
teen pounds weight. .

This was s real prize. There are few better fish than hass,
and the change oiP food would be excellent for Dudley.  He
did not risk remaining on the beach any longer, buf, shoulder-
ing his catch, returned to the cave.

With quinine, fresh water, and good food, Dudley pulled
round rapidly, and within a couple of days was quite himself
again. &1 the third gvening more water was wanted, so
Drick prowled off after dark to the eave spring.

e got there without troulde, filled his keg, and had just
reached the beach again, when the sharp crack of a rifls
broke the stillness. It camo from the direction of the cave.

“Cray—he's attacking!” gasped Dick. In an instant he
had the keg off his shoulders, and had hidden it behind a
rock. Grasping his rifle, he hurried forward through the
starlit gloom.

‘rack, orack, crack! Three more shots sent the echoes
crashing along the cliff. i

{The Red Flare,

Dick's heart was thumping. The long-expected attack had
iﬂ)l’l‘_}:ﬁ, and Dudley was alone to meset it. Was ever such ill-
nck? =

At first he began to run, then checked. I he showed
himself he might be shot down before. he could reach the
cave, The only thing to do was to keep close in under the
base of the chff and try to f.iain the southern path to the
ledge. Then it came to him that the attack was almost cer-
tainly coming from the opposite or northern side. If it had
been from the south, he must bave seen or heard the
atbackers pass,

He quickened his pace, and gained the southern approach
to the ledge. Io had to eling his rifle in arder mp;'-:"mh-
Thahslopu was 50 steep it needed hands as well aa feet for the
work.

All the time the shooting went on, now a single shot, then
two or three 1n quick succession.

At last he reached the ledge. Tt was clear. Thero was
nothing between him and the stome wall which he and Dudley
had piled aeross it. He was right. The fring was coming
from the other side.

With a guick run, he gained the wall, and gave ths signal
whistle which Dudley knew. e waited a moment, but thers
was no answer, and it was with a sinking heart that he crept
through the little tunnel entranece,

The firing had stopped. He could not see or hear anything.
Thera was no light o the cave,

*Dudley " he called in a sharp undertone,

Still thore was ne reply, and he dashed into the cave,

 Dudley P

e struck a match,
Dudley had wanished.

“They've canght him!” groaned Dick, and, filled with a
sudden rage, crept quickly acress towards the nocthern

parapet.
Tie could

There was no one in the place

He peered through a loopliole.  All was guiet.
see no sign of anybody, and for the moment was more
certain than ever that Cray's gereg had somehow managed
to catch Dudley and carry him off.

If so, they had no doubt gone off up the beach. The tide
was full ebly, and there was good going all the way under the
chiffs, and round the Novthern Point. :

But in that case they ought still to be visible They would
not yet have had time to get yound the point beyond Tidden

ay.
ﬁc raised his head to get a gond losk over the parapet.
It was very near to being the last thing he evor did in this
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life. ‘From hehind the cover of a rock on the ledge, barvely
thirty vards away, a rifle barked, and his hat flew from his
head. As he ducked two more shots rang out.

“ 8o they’re still there ! he muttered, as he crouched wnder
ghelter of the parapet. ITe was completely puzzled,

He poked his vifle-barrel through o loophole and waited for
any movement. Buat there was none. ‘ﬁle enemy, like him-
self, preferred to keep under cover, and the starlight was not
-strong enough to show where they lay hidden.

The whole situation bothered lum. 1f they had made a
surprise attack, why the firing? If not, how had Dudiey
allowed himzelf to ia taken. i{I'l'us!u parapet was not broken
down, snd so far as he conld tell, the enemy had not been 1n
the cave. The only possible solution was that Dudley must
have gone outside the enclosure for some reason, and been
caught, and now they were laying for him—Diek.

Yeob even zo, this did not account for all the shooting.

He racked hiz brain for the best thing to do, but could
think of nothing. More than one of Cray's men was there;
waiting for him, and he could not advance without the cer-
tainty of being killed. On the.other hand, the feeling that
Dudley was in the hands of these brutes was simply madden-
ing, and he had an almost overwhelming impulse to make a
rush at any cost.

Suddenly he *remembered the old ruse of drawing the
enemy's fire. He slipped back into the cave, pot a stick, and
picking np hiz zoft f[n t hat, which had a bullet-hole through
the crown, raised it above the parapet. ]

The moment it was high enough to be against the skyline,
two riftes spoke simultaneously. One bullet actually caught
the end of the stick, sending o sharp tingle through his hand.
But hoth shots came from cover, U was no use wasting
ammunition by firing back

Dick was almost at hiz wits’ end, when, without the slightest
warning, the scenc was lit by a sudden blaze of light, om
some point higher on the chff, above the ledge, a great ball
of blazing material fell, Aaring like & meteor, and dropping
neatly on the ledge, lay burmng furiously, red, oily flames
leaping from it, and making a glare which lit up the whole
clifi-face as well as the ledge.

With a yell of terror a man Jeaped up from behind a
boulder in full sight of Dlick, and ran like a hare. Instanily
Dick let flv. His second shot got the fellow, and he went
sprawling forward on hands and knees, then rolled over, and,
losing his balanee, toppled right over the edge, faulling with a
heavy thud on the beach below.

At the same moment a second rifle began to talk from the
same point from which the flave had come, and Dick saw
twoe more men spring out from hiding-places further away
and race back into the darkness. He himself fired af them,
but the Aare was already dying down, and apparently they
both pot away unhurt. At any rate, he heard the rattle of
their feet, and the clickety-click of loose pebbles falling as
they scuttled away dewn the steop descent at the far end of
the lodge. 3

Qlence fell absolute and complote, then just as Dick had
made up hiz mind to advance, a voico came from above.

“ Guess we fixed thom all right that time, eh, Dick 1"

Thek nearly mllagf.(td. The voice was Dudler's.

“You!” was all he could gasp.

There was a rattle of stones, and presently Dudley ecame
geeambling down, How he managed it was & marvel, for the
cliff seemed almost perpendicular,

“It's me all right,” he observed, as he dropped to the ledge.

“Bay, Dick, we did ‘em up all right that time. Guess
they'll do a whele heap of thinking before they try this game
again. That was a mighty goed shot of yours. If we keep
an this way, there won't be any of them left soon !

“Put how did you do it? What made vou go elimbing up
the c¢hff like a monkey " demanded ILhck. " You nearly
seared the life out of me. I thought they'd got you when [
came in and found you gone,” ;

“T knew you'd be scaved, Dick,” replied Dudler, with a
leugh. ** But T couldn’t help that. Fact 15, ['d been reckon-
ing they'd be coming along some mnight soom, and makmg

reparetions according. It was yesterday, while you were

E:w;u fishing, I found a way vup to that perch above, You
gee, I reckoned that, if they came in force, they might rush
our ¢oral, and then we would be needing some place to retire
to. Az for the flare, I fixed up a couple out fJI! old rags and
stuff soaked in oil, and had “em ready.”

“Jove, it was great!” declared Idick heartily. 1t was
jolly emaart of yon, Dudley ! We noght bave been in a nasty
Imlf: if you hadn’t stopped them hke that. DBut who was
doing all the shooting "

“They wore, T left my hat on a stick just over the wall, I
puess they wasted twenty rounds en it ! Ie began to hunt
rouned, and presently Ei{'.lwd up the missing article. “(ee!
It's = good thing my head wasn't in it!” he chuckled, as he
examined his headgear, which was simply knocked to pleces,
Ynesa I'Il bave to tie a handkerchief over my lhead next
time I go out in the sun.”

“And as for we, I'd better go and [eteh in that water,”
gaid Dick. ““I'H leave vou to hold the fort while T go
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1 rerken we've dome all the holding that's necded for
1iis night,” replied Dadley, " And when vou come back, we'll
just slip down to the beach and see which of the beggars it waa
that your' nailed just now,™

Thiek went off, and was seon back with the keg  Then they
wenit down {a the beach. The man lay there stone dead, He
had been eliot elean through the body. e was a long, tiun,
scrawny fellow, with about hall an inch of stiff heard on his
face. But neither of the boys had ever zeen him before. They
wok his vifle, and lefp the bedy for the tide 10 carry awar,
Then they wens back to the cave and slept peaecinlly until
PHOFILNE.

Dick was very silent at breakfast, and by the slicht frown
which creased his forehead, Dudley knew that Le wse think-
ing up some plan. Pnt Dudley asked no questions. He knew
that sooner o lajer Dick would broach his project.

ik finished his mag of coffee, then spoke.

“¥ou're preity fit again, Dudley "

1 guess 30, was the quiet l‘-E!ﬂ“i’.

“What d've say to trying a bit of seconting tolay 7

Dudley did not answer at onece, and Dick woent o

“ YVon got a goodish way up that oliff last night. Do vou
think we could get to the top?”

Mot from where I was,” Dudley answered, ™ There's
richt smart of an overhang above the place T got 10.""

= atill, there ought to be some way up,” Dick insisted.
“¥ou know we decided to try for a way up, that day before
voir went sl ™

1 reckon we could find seme road, if we look long enough,”
agrecd Dudley.  ** But what's your notion if we do get ap¥™

ek considered for a moment.

“Tt's this way. We've finished two of Crax's crowd for
Leeps, anmd T certainly hit two others that nivht I tried to
crosz the beach, My notion was that we should fry and find
ous how many there are left. 1f Cray only had seven in
the first plage, he's ot but three able-bodiad men left, That's
not such long odds 17

Dudley nodded.

It would be a mighty good thing if we could find out, old
soil.  But we don’t really know how many he did have firet
zo off. You sce the bepgar knew we were hore ahead of
Bimi. and I guess he bronght one or two more than he eevkoned
to oryginally,”

wall, seven was about as many es that boat of his wouold
carry comfortably, and he wouldn't want ton many to share up
the dast with hom, ™

“That's so. Well, T puess we'll kave a look avound, any-
hiow,” said Dudler. ** Al the same, we'll have to<be mighty
‘1“"'4",', if we're going cruising arownnd these ohiffz in the day-
Lirpee ] J

“We shall that ! agreed Dhick., “8thl, we're not over-
looked, even if.they lave got a chap posted up topeide, and if
we slip out gnietly, they won't be any the wiser.”

“T guess we'll teke our guns, anyway,” observed Dudler,
picking up-his rifle.

The cave being on the western side of the island, the beach
belew was alwavs in ehadow until midday, All the same, the
two took every precantion against being seen as they slipped
through the little opening in the southern barricade, and creps
along ‘the ledge.

“You're right about the overhang,” said Dick prescntly, as
e glaneed up,  *“ There's not a dog's chanee of climbing
unless we ean fingd a gully or gap of some gort. ™

Gullies and gaps there were, but none led high enough to
give the boys n chanee to gain the top of the chff, whero the
palmetto fronds rostlod harshly in the sea breeze. At last they
reached the big fall at she south end of Crooked Chff,

* Bit risky going up this m daylight,” said Dick doubtfully.

1 guess iv's all right,” rephed Dudley, * Don't reckon
there are any of Cray's folk aronnd to-day. What's left will
be too busy with the dust to think of us. Besides, T haven't
wren that water-rave of yours yet.”

“ And T eould do with a drink,” he added, with the smila
that lit up so pleasantly his lean and ueually rather grave
fee,

“We'll be all vight there, if we can reach it said Dick.
“Put keep under cover all you ean, Dudley I _

He led the way up the steep side of the great mass of broken
vook, and they gained the top quite safely. Then Dick went
down on hands and knees, and literally eropt to the cave

“Wo might almoest as well be potted ourseices es let
Crav's lot into the seeret of the spring.” he explained.

“Phat's 0. I guess they wouldn't waste much time
dvnamiting it.” agreed Dudley,

The little pool was brimming, and they both drank deeply
of 1he elear. cool water,

“Alighty pood 17 declared Dudley, as he took his Aask and
Alled i, T never tasted better water, But, sax, Dick, “gg
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eave roes on right eway inlo the chif. T'd like mighty well
to follow it up.™

As he zpoke, he held up the Lit of candle which they had
lighted, and its glewn illominated o navrow passage which
ran deep into the heart of the ¢lift.

Diek hesitated.

“I don't believe # will do us anv pood,” Le sabd.
we haven't got an awful lot of candle.”

“Let's go in a piece,” begped Dudler.
plenty of candle to burn for half an hour, pnyway,

“Why are vou so keen?" asked Dick.

“I'd like to see if we can find any more sign of the fellow
who painted up the zign for yon. Looks to mo like this
passage had been used some time, The floor’s sort of worn,”

Ihck still hesitated, He felt an odd reluctance to venturo
inte the depths of tlis unknown ecave. " But Dudley urged
strongly, and as he had said, there was plenty of candle for
Ellilif' half an hour. Kventually he yielded, and Dudley joy-
ully led the way forward into the narrow, winding passage.

“ And

lauess we've pob

L

o amaa

Trapped !

_ For some distance it was all plain sailing. The passage. it
13 true, was narrow, crooked, and in places the roof was so
low that they had to bend almost double. Bt the Acor was
sound onough.

All the way the passage tan up at gquite a steep angle, and
les odd thing ‘was that it was nothing: but o passsge. 1t
never widened out inte anything vou might call a cave.

Heve and there had been small roof-falls, but on the whole
the roof, like the floor, seemed fairly souid.

“Rummiest cave I ever did strike!™ ‘observed Dudley,
turniug to Dick.  “Don't losk to me like it was cut by water,
and, anyway, this ain't limestone rock ! ' '

“Hadn't we better turn back?” suggested Dick. i
¥ Pshaw! It's just g&ttip%g interesting,”” declared Dndley.
‘And the candle ain’t halt done vet, Beeides, mind vou,
we're going up hill all the time. Looks to me like his might
take us out up at the top if we keep on long enough.”

Dick yielded ngain, though semehow it was against Lis
bettor judgment. ” He had s gucer dislike to the whole pro-
&I;E{!;ug, They torned another corner, and Dudley pulled up
short.

Y Guess this is where the civcus ends,” lo remarked.

Dick atnp};[-.td up. Buare enougl, they seemed to have come
to at end. There was o blunk wall in front of them.

“I'm glad of it!” he growled. “EP'm sick of the place'™

Dudloy was not listening. He stepped quickly forward.

“ My mistake! IHere's a way theough™

Before Dick could remonstrate he had squeszed through a
narrow crack in the wall to the Jeft-hand side und disappeared,
Ie:u'-na[.: Dick in pitch-darkness,

Next noment there was a thud, a sharp erv, and a sharp
pcuffling sound,

Then silence,

For a moment Dick stond paralysed with sudden alarm,
But only for a moment, IHastily he struck a match, and,
bolding i well in front of him, pushed his way into the gap.

“ Dudley ! he shouted. “ Dudley !

Weird echoes sent his shout mﬁiug and roaring Iorribly
through unscen passages and crevasses, There was no other
answer,

Again and again he shouted, but there was ne reply.

he zecond mateh burned down till it scorched his fingors,
and ko dropped it. For o moment or two he stood in the
pitch-darkness, struggling desperately to got a grip of himself
and to make up his mind what was begt to do.

The wisest course would be to return, fetel all the rope he
I_'.*ﬂlﬂd, and find an car or something to which he eould fasten
it, so that he could safely explore the depths into which
Dudley had fallen,

On the other hand, this would take some considerable time,
and the thought that, meanwhile, Dudley might be bleeding
to death in the horrid depths below there was simply
unbearable. ’

It was a horrible dilemma, and for the very life of him
Dick could not tell what was best to be done,

Then, as e stood there in that awful darkness, with lia
mind torn by conflicting emotions, out of the depths below
came a faint groan.

“ Dudley ! ho cried again, and waited, craning Forward,

8till thero was no answer, but after & while another groan.

B0 Dudl,le}r was still alive. What was more, the zound
told Dick that ho was not, after all, so very far balow.

In frantic haste, Dick ransacked hiz pocketa. e found a
serap of paper—an old envelope—and, openimg it oni, lit
pnother mateh and 2ot firg to i,

B il .+ o e

It flashed up with a bright flare, and the light showed
him Dudley—=Dudley Iying flat on lus face, with his arms
stretehod out, at the bottom of the steep slope. And the
slope, to Dick's intense velief, was hasdly more than a score
of feet in length,

Heo hesitated no longer, but pushed his way through the
opeming and dropped linto a sitting position, Then, spreadin
out lis hands, palms dowuwards, to break his full, ho sl
fm'wurd;

In spite of hiz precantions, the speed of his deseent I}Eaﬂi}
took his breath, and it was all that he could do to save himse
from crazhing right on top of Dudley. o

But lie was not hurt, and as soon as he could gain his foed
he at once struck another mnateh, and finding the candle,
lit it. He fixed it on a little ledee, where ib burnt clearly in
the windless air, and turned and lifted Dudlev.

Dudley was bleeding badly, Ther> was an uyly ent over his
left eye. His face 'was very white, and s looks gave Dick
a fresh shock.

Quppose that Dudley were badly hurt how on earth was
ho ever to get him out of this horrible place?*

Once more Dick curzed his foolishnesa in not having pu
hia foot down definitely and stopped his chum from penctrat
ing further into this miserable cave. .

{e tots up his handkerchief and beran by bandaging the

cut. He managed to stop the 'flow of blood: and Dudle
nlmar;]ed again, and moved slightly. But his eyes were- still
elosidd,

Diclz had whisky in a flask. It i3 a thing which moat men
carty in’a country where poisonous snakes sbound. And
Dudley-had water in his bottle. He had Glled it at 1he spring,
Ivick mixed- & pretty stiff drink in the metal cup, and
managed to get most of it down Dudley's throat. ;

Tho reanlt-was excéllent, Dudley paaped, choked a little,
then his eyves opened,

Y Bay, w-what's up?” he asked, in a faintly surprised tone,

ek told him.

“I'm real serry!” said Dudley, "I never thought of a
slide ’Iike- that. Guess I must bave hal-ecared the life out of
you.'

“You cortainly did,” said Dick rather grimly. © But how
are you? How do you feel? You haven't broken auything,
have you?" ¢ ; !

" Nothing, excepl my head,” replied Dudley. ¢ And,
thanks be, that’s pretty hard! No; I guess I'm all right,
Dick—right enough to get back to our place, anyway.”

“ About time, too,” he added, glancing at ithe candle, It
S-crn’t be any sort of a picnic to gpet left avound heve in thy

ar 'FI

He sat up as he spoke; then, with Dick's help, rose rather
unsteadily to his feet,

“As ugly a little trap as ever T did zee!” he olbserved
glancing. up at the narrow opening through which thiey ha:i
arrived in this part of the eave. **Dick, 1 guess you'll have
to go ahead and give mo & hand. I don't fancy I'm great
on climbing right this minute.”

“ All right, old chap!” answered Dick. * Luckily, I've got
a bit of rope with me. It's only a few feet which I had for
the keg, and slipped into my pocket; but it's guing to coms
in useful, if I'm not mistaken.”

“ Mighty uscful,” answered Dudley, as Dick turned and
starfed to clamber up the alﬁge.

He pot up about six feet, then slipped back.

“{onfound it!” he excluimed angrily. “It's all wet, and
slippery as so much ice. Wait! I'l] take a run at at!™

Ie went. back a few steps, took.a sharp run, and reached
a point a foot or two higher than before, Then he flung
himzelf flat, grasping for a hold.

There was none, and, as before, he slid back to the hottom.
Now, for the first time, he bogan to get a little slarmed.

“It's like so much glass, Dudley. Therc's been water
dripping here for a few thousand years, and the whole
sur{']afe is polished, What's more, there's no sort of hand-
hold., Looks to mo as if we shall have to cut out stepe, or
spmething of the sort.”

“Then 1 guess we'll have to be smart about it,” replied
Dudley, tering o speak lightly. *'I don’t reckon that candle
is goinz to burn for another hall-hour.”

Dick whipped out his big clasp-knife, and set to work.
Ile hacked away for a minute or g0, then turned to Dudley,
In ths feeble licht of the candle-flame, Dudley saw real
alarm on his friend's face.

SCan’t toneh BT he said curtly,  “In's
eement.™

(Another long instalment of this splendid now
serial story next Manday. Toavold disappointmeant,

order your copy oarly,)
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“TLE MAILED FIST AT
GREYFRiARS "

By Frank Richards,

In next Monda®'s magnificent 30,000-word complete story of
sohool life,-the appointment of 'a musketry-instrugcror at Greéy-
frisrs  causcs s considerable stir among the jurpiors, and,
indeed, throughout the whele scheol. The new-comer proves
himself to be a Nere and a Kaizer Bill rolled inte one, and
very few feljows fail to escape from the Ban of his ron rule.
It s not surprising, therefore, that feoling runs so high in
the ranks of the Hemsve as to couse a red-hot-rebellion,
Many exciting cvente ensue ere the bratal tyrant is eventu-
ally quelled, and harmony takes the place of discord among
those who writhed under the rale of

“THE MAILED FIST AT GREYFRIARS!”

(= e

| NOW ON SALE!
But not likely to ba so very long, as the demand is already

enorImous,
“RIVALS AND CHUMS!™

This book.ia Mr. Frank Hichards' latest and greatoat work,
No reader of -the * Magnet ¥ can afford te miss this magnifi-
cent iarn of Greyiriars and Higholiffe, As the title suggests,
Frank Courtenay and the Cawerpillar share 'the honouts with
Harry Wharton and lus chumms IFrom beginning to end, the
story has not a dull lime. Get it to-dav !

“SCME" LETTER!

T, Howarth, Newbiggin, who says he wilt forward his full
address if I-want it—lut really I am not particularly inter-
cated in it—writes me a letter. which I reproduce word for
word below, 1 see no need to answer the foolish and futile
charges he makes, and I may add that, though, of course, I
value, my loyal American readers, 1 certainly should not
disturb myself greafly i -1 bolicved  Meo—or Master 7—
Howarth's statements—which I don't!

-Here is the letier:

“Dear Sir,—1 take the liberty of writing these few lines in
ord@i™to give you iy cifidid omruon of your so-called | boys’
pa r.':: How you can honiestly think that such a 'E:ger as the

gnet’ can.do any’ goed te-a heaith'}'-mmgﬁ "boy - is
beyond ‘my undgr:a;tm:d:_ly.%l The youth of to-day should be
reading” books which. will be beneficial to .them when they
become.men, not such as yours! Your book is forgotten as
soon a8 ried ! I guess you don’t call yourself patriotic’ when
you spread broadeast such misleading literatura ! ¥ou don't
care what bocomes”of the futufe generation—the generation
to which I shall belong, ndt as’a man fmong.men. but as a
man-among demnaralised ~'-b§-i;“|g£i. "1 4l have becn in communi-
cation jwith ‘many Anti-Magnet "Presidents, both here and in
Adweries, where I _comie from L Yoo may know 'that over
there; - there -are  more Anti-Magnetites than Megnetites!
That is the.plain truth! -Here I have not had very ‘much
time to find dut, but I think i is about equal! A schemo
whigh- s’ commion -both to” America and England iz afoot,
which. will ultimately materialise in—well, I will leave you to
thifik that 'out! I suppose now vou will have another name
of dishonour ! - Dishonour] ! You don't know the real mean-
ing of the word! Why, the very " beings'—I will not eall
them boys—who you call “staunch supporters’ are your
mccomplices in a universal scheme of harm! If you’ care to
mnawer, tnsert & notice to that effect in your Chat,” and T
will furnish yon with my full address, Publish this letter, too,
and I hﬁp& you will reform some of the beings !

“I remain, yours pityingly, T. Howart."

Strange that anything should be beyond Mr.-—or Master f—
Hewarth’s understanding, 1sn't 1t ¥
heard what Mr, Gladstone replted when some M.P. of no

in] mark ' said that he failed “to understand what the
3:':1!1. coultl possibly mean by a speech he had made? DM

Wonder whether he ever.

e e e e e v s ST e —W o ma:

owve *

3

Gladstone rotorted that ho
thanked Providencs -that
he was not responsible for
the honourable member’'s
understanding, What a
fing' thing it will be for’
our friend Howarth when
he becomes the only man
among .th-:a * demoralised

ings "—such a nice change for him! Heriously, I am sur

rised that anyons with sufficient brains to put together &
etter which, except for onc obvious slip, is grammatical and
tolerably woll expres:ed should £l it ‘with such abaclute
pifle ds His talle about.the Presidents of the Anti-Magifbs
I‘,erﬁuea._ I defy hin to prove that any organisation wor
of the name in that way exists at all!’ The so-called Presi-
dents are snuffling, silly little ercotures with just education
enoigh 4o write foolish letters full of the grossest errors, and
often lapsing into shoer obscenity, Howarth is fully . wél
ocme to all the moral ‘snd material support they can give
bim in his'absurd campaign, ' '

ORDER IN ADVANCE!

Just a brief reminder to any among my readers who have
not yet acted wpon my strong hints to order their copies of
‘the Companion Papers in advanee. If you don't zee about this
af once, you are more than likely to find yourself left |

MNOT.veS.

“Owing to the War."—Will the writer of thid sterv in the
recent *Magnet ”  Btory Competition kindly send to the
Editor his, or her, nume and address? These do not appear
upon the M3, -

Gunner W. Freeman, 57171, R.CLA., No Man's Land F
Portsmouth, a very hkmely spot, will be glad to corres
with “ Magnet” or “Gem " readers,

Mizs Doan Jay, of Colchesier, wishes to thank J. E. H.
(Manchester) for kind congratulations sent on her winning
of a tuck hamper. She has replied personally to others 'whe
wrote, but in this case has no addresas.

“For His Cousin's Sake."—Will George Catchpole, whe
entered this story in the * Magnet ™ Competition, kindly send
the Editor his address?

If “Tiger,” who lately aeked for a copy of ** Through Thick
and Thin,” will eend me his address, I will forward him one
kindly sent along by another reader.

J. Hindmarsh and B. English, 1, Clydesdale Road, Byker
Newcastle-on-Tyne, are thinking of publishing a ';iimti
amateur paper, and would be glad to hear from readers of
the * Magnet” who would like to contribute.

Miss Vera Maden, who was among the highly commended
competitors in the recent “Magnet¥ Story Competition,
wishes to express her aincere thanks to the unknown Maz.
chester fellow-reader who sent her so kind a leiter of cons
gratulation. :

Ernest A, Knight, No. J 36450, Mess 20, H. M. 3. Live;fk}d,
c.o. G.P.0O., Londen, would be glad to receive copies of the
Companion Papers, or other intercsting reading matter for
himself and a dozen comrades, who are all keen readera of
the * Magnet.” _

‘A, G. Fowler, 53, Kennington Reoad, Wollaton Road, Not-
tingham, wants to get the old halfpenny numbers of the
“ Magnet,” and is willing to pay full price for them.

(. Beckett, Fort House, Ellingiort Road, Hackney, N.E
wants to get the first twelye numgb&ra of both the * Magnet
and " Gem." - _

W. Watling, B, Letchford Green, College Park, wants ta
join a concert lcague of Magnetites within a four-mile radiue
of his address. He omits to state where College Park is, how-
over, and I do not know, Nor am I aware of the existence of
such a league anywhere

West Kensington Park F.C. re-
gnirc- home and away {within easy

wtanee of Hammersmith) matches.
Apply to Hon. Sec.. 14, Talgarkh .
Road, West Kepzington, W.
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