


ITARRY WHARTON'S DOWNFALL! ¥f anyone had accused Harry Wharlon in the past of being o sneak, a bully oy

a roiter, e would have received pretly shord shirift from the Remove.

for an asforwnding

despised fellow in the Form!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
In Honour of the Qcecasion !

1 WOPENCE!™
oy penny 1 ,
E “A threepenny-bit—with a
hole in it1”

“ A French ha'penny 17

Four doleful-faced members of the
Greyiriars Remove uttered thosze ejacu-
lutions ip tones of utter dejection.

Harry Wharton grimaced.

“&um total of our wealth 1z three-
pence in negotiable cash, a threcpenny-
bit, with a hole in it, and a French
ha'penny. Not Exacﬂjl': a fortune!™

“Well, hardly!” said Bob Cherry,
with & wry grin.

“Cortainly not enough to buy the
wherewithal to kill the fatted calf in
honour of Jehnny Bull's birthday ! said
Frank MNugent.

“Poor old Johnny!” :

Four members of the Famous Five
looked at each other in dismay. The
Fifth member of the celebrated Co.
was not present. In fact, 1t was in
honour of Jehnny Bull's birthday that
his chums had just pooled their entire
wealth. Really, it was too bad of
Johnny to have & birthday on an occa-
sion when all his chums were in that
not uncommon state known as “stony:”
Yet such was the case. Birthdays are
as unalterable as the laws of the Medes
and Persians, and it just sc happenecd
that Johnny Bull's birthday fell on a
day of stominess.

“We must do something,” said Harry
Wharton slowly. “We simply must

ive Johony a feed ’this afternoon.
gﬂ'tcr’ all, birthdays only ccme once a
year,”

“That's s0,” agread Bob Cherry.

“Can't we raise the wind?” sug-
gested Frank Nugent. ]

Harry Wharton shook his heoad.

“Pva been up and down the Remove
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he said. “Every-

trying to borrow,”
one sesms to be in the same boat—
broke.”

“Hava you tried Mauly ¥

The captain of the Remove nodded.

“The chump had just sent off a
tenner to his tailor,” he replied, “and
that left him on the rocks™

“Silly ass!” snorted Bob Cherry,
rather unreasonably. “Why on .carth
did he want to pay his tailor when
sther pressing matters, of far greater
importance, had to be seen to?”

Harry Wharton rinned, Lord
Mauleverer, the schoolboy millionaire,
would have helped them out of tneir
present  predicament like a shof, he
knew. Really, it was unfortunate that
Maouly had not known of the Co.'s
needs before he had dispatched the
munificent sum of & tenner to a long-
suffering tailor. 2till, for all that,
Mauly could hardly be blamed.

“Wall, standing here like a lot of
blessed moulting owls won't help us
any ! grunted Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton's face grew thoughtful.

“I've got it!” he sald at length.

ﬂﬂ'ﬂﬂd 'E,E‘,"E Eu

“Cough 1t up*

Wharton coloured.

“¥au chaps know that Temple of the
Fourth has always hankered after mﬁ
camera,” ho said. “I—I think I'll se
it to him ™

“Don't be oan ass, Harry!” said
Mugent. “You wouldn't like to part
with that camera, I know. Why, only
the other daly *_yﬂu tald Temple that yon
wouldn't sell for double the amount he
offered.” i

“D.did 11" stammered the captain
of the Remove in some confusion, “I
didn't mean that, reslly, Franky?

“Yes, vou did, old seout!” exclaimed
Nugent. “And you're not going to be
a silly, gencrous ass to part with that
camera now,”

Bl Whardion earns all (hese names noie,
¢ has come over him—a change that {ransforms kim from the mosl popular {o the most
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“"Rather notl!” chimed m Dob
Cherry.
“The notfulness is terrific!™ said

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, in hia
weird and wonderful fl"';ngﬁ;lir;:EFh+

Wharton grinnegd.

“"That's the way out!™ he said, with
conviction. “We simply can’t let the
day go through without showing old
Johnny that we know it's his birth-
dn?.""'

" 2till——" began Bob Cherry.

“Hallo! Who's taking my name in
vain 7"

Johnny Bull's veice broke in, and
the Co. wera silent. Johnny locked at
them in furn guizzically,

“Well, if you don't look like a sef
of moulting owls I don’t know what
does!” he said boisterously. “What's

the trouble? Cough it up to your
uncle,”
3titl the Co. were silent.  They

could hardly tell Johnny what the
trouble was, in the circumstances.
Jouhnny grunted.
“T suppose you chaps haven't for-
gotten that it's my birthday?* he re-

marked. “You look as if you werp
celebrating my funeral 1

“Do weli”

“You do!” said Johnn “"Coma

and punt a [ooter about F}Erﬁrﬁ aftor
noon classes.”

“(zood ecgg!” cxeclaimed Bob Cherry,
glad of the opportunmity of dismizzing
a troublesome guestion.

And the chums of the Remove fol-
lowed Johnny DBull down the passage
to the School House steps.  On the
way Wharton paused, and then, with-
out a word to his chums, turned and
retraced his steps. Johnny PBull was
the first to note his nhbsence.

“Halla! Where's Wharton gone?”
“Heoho answers where?™ =zaid Bob
Cherry.

Johnny Dull frowned.
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“Ho might have told a chap,” he
snid. “Has ho got the rats, or some-
th' ?u

“MNunno,” said Bob Cherry hastily.
#I—I belicve he's got some lines to
do for Wingate, you know."

And Nugent and Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, taking their cue from
Bob, nodded. | .

In the meantime, the captain of the
Remove had hastened to the Upper
Fourth Form passage.

It was dangerous ground for a
Removite to trespass on  alone, but,
luckily for Harry Wharton, it was
deserted at the moment.

He made his way gquickly to Temple's
study, tapped on the door, and opened
14

The captain of the Upper Fourth was
alone in the study, and he rose to s
feat with a worried look at sight of
his visitor. ]

“It's pax this time, old bean!” said
Wharton, with a smile.

“Lucky for you!” drawled Temple.

“It's about my cemera,” said the
co tuin1n£ tlim Rfrr:aﬂfa.wd ! y

emple's drawl dr rom him
liko EF cloak. Thcupcﬂpta:in of the
Fourth was an enthusiastic amateur
hotographer, and for a long time now
Ea. had cast envious eyes on Wharton's
CAImera.

“You're willing to sell? he asked
eagerly, and then, romembering that
great gulf  which was
axist between the Remove and Upper
Fourth Forms. he assumed a casual air,
and added: “Not that I'm very keen
to buy, vou know.”

Wharton suppressed a grin. He konew
how keen Tomple was.

“Just as you like, of course,” said
tho captain of the Remove, turning
aWay.

“Hold on!” exclaimed Temple. “If
rou've come to talk business——"

“7 have,” said Wharton. “YWhat
will vou offer®”

Temple appeared to  consider a
Moment.,

“My Kodak and three gquid,” he
sald.

It was a wronch for Wharton to
part with his camera; for, apart from
the fact that his i.:.nc'i-r,t had Inaﬁn him
a present of it only a few months agoe,
he was just as enthusiastic s photo-
grapher as Temple of the Foorth.
dtill, 4t was Johnny Bull's birthday, and
Wharton thought that some sort of
srerifice was necessary in the circum-
stances.

“ls it a go?” asked Temple.

And Wharton, making up his mind,
nodded firmly.

“Ciood egg!” chortled Temple; and

began to count out the necessary
notes  from his  well-stocked  wallet.
“While vou've gone to get the camera
T'll cut back to the dorm and get my
old=—I mean, my Kodak.™

“Right-ho1”

Wharton turned on lis  heel, and
made tracks for Study No. 1 in the
Roemove passnpeo. Tho die was cast
now; the wherewithal to rovide
Johnny with a first-class birthday tea
was to hand.

Wharton tool his eamera from the
desk, gazed at it somewhat regrotiully,
and then. shrugging his shoulders, he
retraced his steps to the Upper Fourth
Farm passage. Temple was already
there, camera in hand. :

In o moment the chmerns and three
Treasury notes had cchanged  hands,
Temple not lingering over the deal
for fear that the captain of the
Remove would change E:is mind.

Ho strolled away to his  study
whistling  cheerfully, what time

suppu-s&tltnh

Wharton, with Temple's ruther dog-
eared Kodak under his arm and threo
crisp Treasury notes in his pocket,
walked slowly back to Btudy Ne. L

“It's worth it,” he muttered, az he
locked the camera away -in his desk.
“Aftor all, Johnny would be onc of
the first to do the same thing for a
P[I.]..:"

And with that comforting thought

Wharton stifled any lingering regret
for the “deal™ he had made and
hastened to Mrs, Mimble's tuckshop.

There, much to the tuckshop dnme's
surprise and delight, the captain of the
Remove “blued @ the procceds of his
trade with Temple.

“I say, Wharton, old chap——"

A fat voiee cochoed atk YWharton's
elbow. It belonged to Dilly Buanter,
the Owl of the Remove.

“Buzz off, old fat
Wharton, “I'm busy ™

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

Billy Bunter's eyes fnirly bulged out
of their sockets when he saw the for-
midable array of tuck Wharton had
ordered, and his month watercd.

“I say, old chap, - is it a Form
sproad ¥
Wharton grinned.

“Not quite, old fat man.”

Bunter's eves glistened greedily.

“1I say, I'll come, ald chap—"
Tge captain of the Remove shook-hia
ad

“Not this time. This littlo lob's for
an extra-special occasion. Keap vour
fingers away from those tarts, old fat
man ! "

“{Oh, really, Wharton,” said Bunter
peevishly, “wyou might let o chap
Hﬂm:F!ﬂ a measly tart.”

“If wyou try to sample those tarts
you'll get a sample of my boot!”
growled the captain of the Remove.

And William George Bunter, much
as he was tempted to sample tho tarts,
wisely refrained.  All the same, he
watched Harry \1‘1;&%)11 gather up the
various parcels Mrs, Mi

man,”  sald

imble had made,
in the fashion of n hungry dog casting
covetous eyes at a bone, and rolled out
of the tuckshop almost at Harry
Wharton's beels.

If there was a feed, and it cortainly
scemoed as if there was, Willinm Georgoe
Bunter meant to be amongst thoso
present, so to speak, quite regardless
of the fact that he had not been
invited, or that his room generally
was preferred to hiz company, Little
matters like that did not worry the
Owl of the Remove. He stood at the
doorway of Btudy No. 1 and blinked
in ng Harry Wharton unwrapped the

arcels and  deposited that  special
Eirthduy feed in the euphboard.
There was a happy smilo on  the

handsome face of the captain of the
Remove ns he locked the euphoard and
vacated the study, almost bowling over
Billy Bunter in the procoess.

“"Hallo, you still here, Dunty "

“Groooough !

DBuntear blinked and rubibed the back
of his head where it had come in con-
tact with the passape wall,

“Didn't zeo wvon  there, old fat
barrel,”  said  Wharton  cheerily.
" Borry !

“"Wow ! Deast!"

And Dunter glared after the receding
figure of the eaptain of the Remove
until it was out of szight, after which
he transforred his attentions to the
study cupboard wherein reposed that
birthday spread.

“Suspicious rotter ! muttered
Bunter, “What dJdid Le want to lock
the blessed door For®"

Really the question was superfluons—
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1t h:-inﬁ tho custom of most members

of the Remove to lock their study cup-

boards, where possibla, In the ho

that their contents would cscape fall-
ing into the clutches of William George
Bunter. Even thoso precautions, how-
ever, did not always avail. The poet
has said that iron bars do not o prison
make; and William George Dunter
had proved that a locked door we= not
always unnegotiable.

He was still eveing that cupboard
and visualising its contents when the
bell for lessons rang, and reluctantly,
very reloctantly, the Owl of the
Romove tore himself away and rolled
towards the Form-room, turning over
in his podgy brain ways and means of
participating in that glorious spread.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Bunier's Bluff !
& ROOOOOUGH |
G Mr. Quelch jumped as that
unmelodious sound dis-

turbed the quietness of the
Form-room.

“(Groooooough ! Mummmmmm !

“Bless my soul!™

Mr. Queleh turned from the black-
board and surveyed his class  with
gimlet CYCs, Interruptions of that
nature did not meet with his approval
although they received the full
npgrwnl of his class.

Groooooough |

All eves wero turned in the direction
of William George Bunter. That fat
and fatuous youth was doubled up like
a Selykmfa at the edge of the Form,
and it was from him that those un-
meledious interruptions emanated.

“Grooooough! Wow! Oh dear!”

To all appearances William Georgo
Bunter was in agony. His fat face
had assumed an cxpression of mortal
anguish; and if a plenitude of groans
indicated sufforing, then the Owl of the
Remove was nlmost on the point of
expiring.

“'Grooooogh 1"

He blinked painfully at his Form
master as that august gentleman, grim
of brow, strode towards him.

“Bunter, how dare youi"

Bunter clasped his podgy hands over

hi=  podgy waistcoat and emitted
another heartrending groan.
“Groooocough !

Even Mr. Quelch’s somewhat severe
features underwent a change as that
deep groan fell upon his cars.

“Eunrer] Are you ill*"

“Wow! Yow! Groocoough!™

Bunter nodded his head fechly as he
groaned., and again clasped his ex-
ponse of waistcont earessingly,

“Bless my soul I gasped Mr. Quelch.
“The bovy 1s suffering from the effcchs
of overeating, that is very apparent.™

“0Oh, really, sir—"" hegan Bunter;
and then, remembering his deep suffer-
ing, groancd with more goodwill than
over.

“Wretched boy! Foolish  boy!™
snapped  Mr, Queleh, “How many
times have T warned you of tho folly
of glattony?™ ’

1] \rc.“. -ls:l

“How many times have T eantioned
vouu nob to s=tuflf vour Inside with
indigestible foodstuffs ¥

““Lrrooooough

Mr. Queleli woe silent for o few
moments, his  keen eyes  scanning
Bunter's face intenily, It suddenly
camoe  home to the master of  tho
Hemove that on more than one peeasion
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Bunter bad shammed illness, with the
idea of escaping lessons. DBut that
could hardly be the case this time, for
it only wanted ten minutes to the end
of afternoon lessons. Even Bunter,
Mr. Quelch told himself, would not
have the audacity to trick his Form
master into the belief that he was ill
merely to escape ten minutes of clasa.
Really it looked as if Bunter were

nuinely ill. Mr. Queleh, although a
gg.rd man, was a just one. True, he
did pot approve of ‘schoolboys over-
loading their stomachs with what he
was sometimes pleased to esll, *indi-

stible compounds.” But he knew
%eill_v Bunter’'s weakness in that direec-
tion, and really felt sorry for him.

“Euntar* you foolish boy,” he =md
at length. 3

“Groooooh ! Y-yes, sirl”

“You had better go and lie down for
an hour,” he said, not unkindly. “If
you are no better at the end of that
period you would be well advised to
visit the matron.” :

“Y¥Y.ves, sir. Thank you, sir!™

William George Bunter rolled from
his place, clasping his waistcoat and
emitting  occasional groans. The
Remove watched him closely, most of
them hoving their own opinion as in
just how ill Billy Bunter was.

The door of the Remove Form-room
closed upon him, and he rolled away
up the passage, a fat grin on his podgy
ey he chuckled softly

“He, he, hel!” he chuckled soitly.
% Fancy the beast swallowing that!”

It would have gone hard with the
Owl of the Remove had Mr. Quelch
seen him then. Fortunately for Bunter,
Mr. Quelch wes deep in the task of
drumming the importance of English
geography into the heads of pupils whose
one desire was to ses the hands of the
Form-room clock point to the hali-hour.

And while tha Remove listened, with
as much interest as they could muster,
to the pearls of wisdom that fell from
tho lips of their learned Form master,
William George Bunter rolled softly
into Study No. 1.

“He, he, he!” he cachinnated. "T'll
goa if that beast Wharton is gomng to
loave me out of the fced!”

Bunter tried the handle of the cup-
board door; but, as he knew, the door
was locked, Next, Bunter's grubby
hand groped in his trousers-pocket. It
fastened on a bunch of keys, of all sizes
and shapes, .

Those keys belonged to Fisher Tarle-
ton Fish, tha keen business men from

A PICTURE OF ANYTHING
YOU WANT IN A MINUTE.

The most wonderful
book ever made,

8o twe can now See All, That eaplivating

thing of a tidde, Lantalizing us for weels in
ﬁg}ﬂl and on posters, i here on o book
agt,

And a wonder 1 fe—One Humdred
Theusand Pictures, all in alphabetion!
order, like words in o dictionary, so that
whatever o wand you can find in 4
minle. .

Think, st E:ggu mnfef m_ﬂgf

ures, o A pictures of everything,
gl’tgdﬂm {J'II{] such gizes and shapes thai
they come neatly packed in @ poge, tnlg
hundreds and thowsands of Paose, il
we pave this marvellous book  ealled
I SEE ALL.

It iz on the boekslalle everyichers now,
i1 forinig, parts af 12, 6d, eqell. Look
at if on the bookstalls ;| 1oith such a book
as thiz only seeing is belisving,
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the United States of America. In the
hours not taken up by Form work and
school routine Fisher Tarleton Fish de-
voted his entire attention to the accumu-
lation of wealth, Fishy's schemes and
wheezes for raising the almighty deollar
were welrd and varied; but, alas, for a
born business man, most of them ended
in disaste. | :

Despite that, however, Fisher Tarle-
ton Fish did not despmir. One side-line
of his was decidedly fitable. It took
the form of lending his Form-fellows a
bunch of keys—for a consideration.

Really it was surprising how many
membera of the Remove lost the key to
their desks, or their study cupboard at
some time or another. Homa fallows,
like Bkinner & Co., whispered it abroad
that Fisher Tarleton Fish could have
told where those missing keys disap-
?ﬁ-ﬂred to, and how they disappeared,

or that matter. But be that as it mgf,
Fisher T. Fish was always ready to help
a schoolfellow out of trouble—at a price.

In an astute moment the Tranzatiantio
junior had purchased a quantity of
mixed kevs from Mr., Lazarus, at Court-
feld, for the modest price of sixponce.
And that sixpence invested had shown
R very a.pprecmhIe rofit. For the loan
of Fishy's bunch of keys members
the Remove were charged twopence a
time—not a very considerable sum to a
fellow who wanted to open his desk, or
his cupboard door, but considerable
enough to make the business man of the
Remove rub his hands with satisfaction.

Now, William George Bunter had
“horrowed **  these kevs. True, ha
hadn't paid Fishy the full price of two-
ponce: but, so keen was the Trans-
atlantic junior to make profit where he
could that he had accepted the sum of
threo-halfpence. It had taken only a fow
momenta to effect that “deal  in the
Form-room, whilst Mr. Quelch’s gimlet-
eyes were turned in another direction.
And the rest had been ecasy for William
George Bunter.

Eeay after koy he inserted in the lock
of the cupboard door without result.
And then, just when he was beginning
to think that all his plans had gone
astray, there was a click and—hey
presto l—the cupboard and all it con-
tained was at the merey of the Owl of
the Remove. .

“My hat!® Billy Bunter's eyes fa:rlf'
glistened as he surveyed the well-
stocked cupboard, and he licked his lips
in anticipation. “What o ripping
spread 1" !

By forca of habit his hand went out
and closed upon a tart. That tart dis-
appeared into his capacious stomach ab
an alarming rate. Three more suffered
a similar fate; and then Bunter gave a
start. In his greed to attack that appe-
tising arrav of tuck he had lost count
of time. In another fow moments the
Remove would he swarming out of their
Form-room. The idea of beine caught
in the sct of rifling Harry Wharton's
cupboord semt & cold shiver dawn the
spine of William George Bunter.

“0Oh crumbs=!” he mmuttered. “The
heast would think I was pinching his
blessed grub!” . .

What alza Wharton -ai'as Irkﬂ}l]v to i:hll_nl:
was perhaps known only to the peculiar
mental machinory of the Owl of the
Remove,

For the space of a few seconds Bunter
stood deep in thought, one podgy fist
grasping o picee of Madeira cake. Then
the fat junior acted. In the corner of
Ytudy No. 1 was a oricket bag. Next
moment that ericket bag was d“HE}?d
in front of the cupboard, and the sp_nee:ml
birthday feed Wharton had laid in at

reat sacrifice to himself was being
oaded into it.

It did not take Bunter |
a clear two minutes to spare ]
Quelch dismissed his class. aln
Fisher T. Fish’s keys cams into play.
The cupboard door was relocked; the
cricket bag was picked up from_the
floor; and with great caution Bill
Bunter stole out of Study Ne.. 1, an
made tracks for the upper box-room,

Depositing the cricket bag on the
floor, Bunter turned the key of the lock
on the inside, and then rtﬂle.ﬂ towards
an emply trunk belonging to Lord
Mauleversy, Seated upon it, he com-
menced & rapid and intense onslaught
on the bag of tuck. In a few moments
his fat face was hﬂF]}i and shiny.

“This iz primel” he muttered, be-
twoeen large mouthfuls of cake.

And for the mext half-hour all that
could be heard in the vicinity of the
box-room was the steady clamping of
Billy Bunter's jaws and his slightly
laboured breathing. And with the pass-
mg of the minutes that special birthday
feed grew beautifully less, until such
quantity as did remain would scarcely
have satisfied tho appetite of the smallest
fag in the Second Form, let alone five
healthy, sturdy juniors like Harry What-
ton & Co.

. He had
fore Mr.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Feed that Vanished !

gy 'VE the feed I
I rry Wharton plucked Frank
Nugent by the arm and whis-
pered the words in his ear.

“0Oh, good!” said Frank., *But you
nugh,t not to have sold your camera, you
ass |’

The captain of the Remove laughed.

“It was worth it 1” he said,

The chums of the Remove were in the
dormitory changing into their footer
clothes. There was a practice mabch
on that afterncon, and after the match
it was Wharton's intention to spring the
surprise feed on Johnny Bull.

ochnny as vet knew nothing of the
reparations tgut had been made in his
onour: his mind was full
with censuring certain of gis relatives
abroad who had promized him handsomo
tips on his birthday and who had failed
to remember that the Australian mail
would not reach and until two days
after Johnny'a birthday.

“You chaps ready?’ sang out Bob
Cherry.

“The readyfulness of my esteemed
self is terrifie,” purred Inky.

“Then come on!"

The Famouns Five strolled out of the
Remova dormitory and made tracks for
Little &ide. On the way Wharton
dropped in at Study No. 1. He knew
of old that it was not safe to leave
quantities of tuck lving about with such
a person as William George Bunter
being in full possession of 1tz where-
abouts,  Still, he had locked  the
cupboard door:; that should be sifficient
guard against the raiding activities of
the Owl of the Remove.

Wharton tried the door of the cun-
board, and, finding it locked, was satis-
fied. A few moments later the captain
of the Remove had rejoined

taken up

his chums:
and for the next ninety minutes gave all
his time and attention to footer.

The Famous Five were locking healthy
and hungry when they ecame off the
field, Footer in the sharp November
air had given an edge to their appetites.

Johnny Bull locked a little downeast.
He was conscions of the state of ston:-
ness that reigned amongst his chums on
the important occasion of his birthday,

“Tea in Hall, I supposal” he said.
“Sorry, you chaps! This is about the
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last day in the year that I should like
to tea 1o Hall I .

“(Oh, it can’t be helped!” said Bob
Cherry, with an expressive wink at
Harry Wharton. “These little thinga
happen in tho best regulated families, ™

Johnny nodded.

“Come on, then! Let's get changed.”

“Good cgg!” )

Looking strangely bright and cheery
for fellows who were to tea in IHall, the
Famous Five were soon changing into
their Etons.

A few moments later they were de-
geending the Remove staircase,

“This way for Ilall!” said Jobhnny
Bull. as his chums started to walk to-
wards Study No. 1. “We shan’t be in
tim,:_t for that if we don't get a move

“Keop your wool on, old scout!” said
Wharton,

“ IE;I]:-I?':I i ise [ id

“Harry's a surprise for you, o
Lean " grinﬁgd Frank Nugent.

“0h1” said Johnny DBull. * What's
the pame?"’

“You'll spon sce,” said Wharton,
wItl;:”u cheery grin. “Kim on, my

Ha linked hiz arm in that of Johnny
Bull*zs and marched him along to Study
No. 1.

“ Put a mateh to the fire, Bob!®

“You het!”

“Get the kettle filled, Inky”

“The filfulness of the estcermed and
Indicrous kettle is already of the fullful
order,” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

-
e

—rr

captain’s heels,
“Good!"” said Whartog.

“Then lay
the cloth, old bean!"

Johnny Bull looked surprised.

“What's the giddy game?” he asked.
“What's the good of these preparations
if we haven't any grub®™

“ Just zou wait,” sald Wharton.
"“Who said we haven't any grub?”

He felt for the key of the cupboard,
and then jammed it in the lock.

Click |

The lock turned, the door flew open,
and then Harry Wharton jumped.

The cupboard, like that of the cele-
braied Mother Hubbard, was bare!

“0h, my hat!

Wharton stared at that emopty cup-
hoard like ono in a dream. Nugent and
Iiolh Cherry and Inky looked cqually
amazod.

“Uone ! gasped Wharton
“MNot a blessed crumb left!™

“ 0Ok, great Scott!” murmured Frank
Nugent.

“Is this a joke?”" demanded Johnny
Bull blintly, eveing the captain of the
Remove somewhat rimly. “DBeecause if
it iz I fail to sce the point of 1t!

And, without waiting for any further
cxplanation, Johuny stomped out of the
study in high dudgeon.

¥ Jl}h]’.l.ﬂ}" (2

Four woices called after him,
Johnny DBull did net come back,

“The silly chump thinks we've been
pulling his leg,” said Wharton crossly.
“Ag if we'd do a thing like that on
such a day!”

Apain the captein of the Remove

faintly.

but

Billy Bunter watched Harry Wharlon gather up the various parcels
Mrs. Mimble had made, in the fashion of a hungry dog casting covetous
eyes at a hone, and rolled out of the tuckshop almost on the junior

{Hee Chapler 1.)

stared into the cupboard, as if expect-
ing some¢ miracle to happen, and the
three pounds’ werth of grub he had
purchased from Mrs. DMimble before
afternoon classes to materialise just as
wysteriously as it had disappeared.

But no such miracle happened.

Wharton's face was grim and dadk
when he turned te his chums.  They
were watching him curiously.

o | uqum you chaps don't think I
was pulling Johnny's leg—pulling your
legs as well, do you?” he demanded
crossly,

“(Of course not,” said Frank Nugent,
in some confusion, whilst I3ob Cherey
and Inky merely shook their heads,

Wharton glared at them savagely.

“I know you had no proof that I'd

bought the grub,” he said. “DBat you
needn't be  afraid to speak  your
minds.”

“Don't be an ass, Harry——" bogan
IFrank Nugent.

But Wharton’s face waz dark and
thunderous. His temper, nover n very
certzin guantity, blazed up. He was
acnsitive to & degree, and, rightly or
wrongly, he thought he read condemna-
tion in the faces of his chums. He
could have given proof to Nugent, Dob
Chorry, a.mf Inky. that he had indeed
gone to the trouble of trading his
rameras, and had gﬁmt the procecds
abt Mre. Mimble's shop—if such proof
were needed, But all the obstinacy in
his nature had been brought to #he
surface by the thought that his chuma
conld not take his word.
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“Harry—" said Bob; .nmd, meeting
Wharton's blazing eyes, dropped his
own and said nothing more.

“My csteemed chom,” pegan Inky
ﬂmiﬁnaﬂy; but the words were still on

is lips when Wharton turned on his
heel and swung out of the study.

“Here's a gol” said Dob Lhe;rf,
after o moment’as silence. " The silly
churmp's got his back up!”

"1 supposea Wharton wasn't pulling
our legs¥” said Nugent slowly.

“0Of course he wasn't,” said Bob.
"l'B“t 1F

“Where's the prub?” added Nugent,

And In contributed the remark
that tho wherecabouts of the esteemed

and ludicrous grub was of the
mysterious order.
“The door was locked, all right,~

went on Nugent., “ Perhaps somebody
boned the tuck.”

. “Must have done,” agreed Bob, look-
ing worried. “Wharton isn't the chap
to tell whoppars to his pals, and he
tﬂ!dh me distinetly that he had got the
grub.”

“Same here,” said Nugent.

And Hurree Jomset am Singh
nodded,

“We weren't diplomatic just now,”
said Nugent, “We all &know how

much;.r arry is at times. He thoughs
we disbelieved him.”

“Oh. we'll soon put that right ™ said
Bob. "Let's go and hunt for him.”

But that was easier said than done.
Wharton had taken himself off to the
Cloigters in mwoody silence, and there
he remained until clessa on time for
E;ﬁp. Angr{_lﬂmughts wera welling In
is breast. o felt that his chnma%la.d
failed him, that they had lat him down.
And in view of the saerifice tho captain
of the Remove had made to purchase
that special birthday feed, the more he
thought about the whale affair the more
bitter and unreasonable he became.

How someone could heve raided that
tuck when the cupboard deor was locked

was beyond his comprehension, but en-
lightenment cama his way ps8  he
entered the Remove passage.

Fisher T. Fish was holding a heated
altercation with  Williain  George
Bunter,

“You fat clam '™ snapped Fisher T.
Fish. “I guess you owe me another
ha'penny—"

“0h, really, Fishy—*

“Poy up!” exclaimed Fisher T. Fish,
brandishing a bony set of knuckles
under Billy Bonter’s little fat nose.

Billy Bunter blinked up the passage,
and he started as he saw the captain
of the Itemove approaching.

" Shurrup!” he hissed,

But Fisher T. Fish declined to
“shurrup.” Business was business, His
price for the loan of his keys was two-
Eut&m In & mni:n-enl:hu]ff weﬁ.knﬂssTRﬁ

a accepted three-halfpence. L
deficit of a halfpenny had worried ham
all the afternoon.

“I guess I want what you owe me,
you fat clam!” hoe rasped. " You had
the keys; what you wanted *em for I
guess I dom’t know. Dut you had "om,
and I caleulate that vyou owe me
another ha'penny. Seo?

“I'Il settle up with you, Fishy—when
my p-postal--order arrives,” said Buntar,

Harry Wharton stopped. Mention of
the word “keys ™ opened up a train of
thought in hi= mind. He recollected
on ﬁm instant that William George
Bunter had left the Remove Form-room
before the end of afternoon classes.
That the fat junior had spoofed Mr.
Quelch into the belief that ho was un-
well had been very E..Ega.mntu—tu every-
one except that learned gentleman him-
self. or what reason had DBunter
wanted to leave the Form-room? And
what was he doing with Fisher T. Fizh's
bunch of keys?

Wharton's cyes gleamed as what at
first hand been o faint suspicion now ook
on the shape of & certainty in his mind.
Bunter was the one responsible for the
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disappearance of the missing feed, with-
out a deubt.
"1 waut a word with you, Dunter,”

saitl the captain of the Remove grimly;
and his hand fastened on the ot
junior's collar in a livm grip.

“0Oh, rcally, Wharton!” gasped

Bunter, wriggling like o fot ee). “I
don't know anything about it—*

Wharton’s harsh laugh was not plea-
sant to hear,

“Bo gnu know nothing about it, eh?"
ho said thickly. “You didn't bag my
feed, you fat rotteri™
’ "_('Z'erl-a.in!}r not!” protested Bunter
mdl?mntly, “I haven't touched your
mouldy grub | Besides, the tarts weren't
up to standard, anyway. I—I-I
mean—""

Wharton'’s face blazed. Many a time
and oft had William Geor Bunter
Hurlmne:d tuck from Study Ne. 1, and
nhad “got away with it,” so to speak—
it being generally accepted by the
decent fellows in the Remove that
Bunter was more of a fool than a rogue.
But on this occasion some demon of
temper secmed to take control of
Harry Wharton, He fairly shook the
terrified Bunter like a dog shakes »
rat.

“Wow! Stoppit, you rotter ¥ howled
Bunter, E-%Lurm!ug in Wharton's strong
grip. “1 d-didn't touch your rotten
feed. If you think JT—I borrowed
Fishy's keys to open your blessed cup-
board you're wrong! See?™

" 0Oh, Jervsalem crickets!” muttered
Fisher T. Fish, who had been an inter-
ested spectator up to now. “So that's
what the fat clam wanted 'em for!”

“You burgling rotter!” hissed Whar-
ton, his face dark with anger. “If you
had the pluck of o bunny rabbit, I'd
make you stand up and take the lick-

ing of your life|*

“Oh, real Wharton!®  gasped
Bunter, struggling afresh, *I'va told
you that I know nothing about wour
mouldy feed. And I didn’t leave the
Form-room to go to your study. Bo

thera!”

Wharton %:'uund hiz teeth with r
at the thought that he had had all the
trouble of laying in that special feed
for nothing. Again he shook Bunter,
and in the {;rmesa Bunter’s spectacles
toppled off his nose and slid to the
ground.

“Yaroooh!” welled the fat junier.

“Leggo!l M spec-gpectacles havae
fallen off ! l}i they’'re broken you'll
jolly well have to pay for ’‘em!
Groooough 1"

But Harry Wharton took no heed of
Bunter's oxpostulations, He continued

to shake that unbhappy junior—the
shaking providing an outlet to his pent-
up wrath.

Crash |

It was quite hg accident that one of
Bunter's podgy hsts swung round and
caught the captain of the Remove full
on the nose. He staggered back, erim-
son spurting from it.

“Oh dear!”

Blinking like 2 terrified rabbit,
Bunter found himself free from that
vice-like grip. Without his glasses the
Owl of the Remove was practically
helpless. He was conscious in some way
that his fist had connected with some-
ﬂm‘lﬁ:t and the sight of Wharton hold-
ing his nose scemed to suggest what
that “ mmethin; * had been.

“0Oh erumbs!™

Not for worlds would William Ganiﬁa
Bunter have struck the captain of the
Remove intentionally, for Wharton waes
one of the Remove's champion ﬁghtin}i;-
men, and Billy Bunter was the
Remove's champion funk,
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“You fat rotter!” hissed the eaptain
of the Remove, his eyes blazing with
anger. “I'll smash you!”

11 Wharton's control was flung to
the winda. All his pent-up rage and
resentment rushed to the surface. He
made & savage jump at the fat junior.

Crash ! ,

Wharton's fist took Billy Bunter full
boetween the eyes. It was a blow that
would have knocked out a better fight-
mg man than Billy Bunter. It was a
blow that Wharton, in his right senses,
would never have delivered, and he
regrefted on the instant.

‘hud |

Without & sound Billy Bunter
dropped to the floor of the passage like
a sack of potatoes. :

“0h, Jerusalem erickets!” gasped
Fisher T. Fish, and as he saw the blaze
of wrath in Wharton's face the Trans-
atlantie junior backed away and dis.
appeared in the direction of the Com-
mMon-room.

Wharton stood looking down at the
inanjmate figure of Billy Bunter, like
one in a dream, He would have given
anything in the world to have recalled
that blow. Blowly the anger faded out
of his face and anxiety tonk its place.

“I'm sorry, Bunter!” he muttered,
dropping on_one knee and lifting the
fat junior by the shoulderz. “I'm
sorrv ! I lost my temper!”

Billy Bunter's eyes blinked open. A
spasm of pain -:'nt'Lcd his face, and, as
he eaunght sight of the ecaptain of the
Remove, he shrank away from him.

“T'm sorry, DBunty!” said Wharton
carncstly, “I—=I didn't mean—"

“0Oh!” Dunter passed a hand across
his eyes and groancd.

A dark bruise was beginning to show
heneath his eyes already, and his head
felt as if it were on fire.

VWharton saw that bruise, and his face
grow troubled.

“Groooough | moaned Dunter, sit-
ting u;;] on the passage floor. “Wowl!
You b-bully I*

Wharton winced., A bully! Hitking
a fellow like DBunter with such force
would bring down on his shoulders the
condemnation of the Form. A bully!
That was wlmt his Form-fellows would
call him, without doubt.

“I'm sorry, Bunty!” he said again.
#]—I— didn't mean it! I lost my
temper, and—and—and I'm sorry "

It.cost Wharton something to make
that confession, for hiz was a proud
nature. It was wasted on Billy Bunter.

The fat junior sorambled to his feet
and backed away, one podgy hand held
to his face.

“¥You rotter 1” he exclaimed. * You
bullying rottert I'll make you sorry
for this| Grooocoough!™

Biting his lip in vexation, Wharton
watched the fat junior roll towards the
Common-room. Heo laughed unnaturally
as, a few moments later, there came an
uproar from fthat direction. Already—
he needed no telling—the Remove were
condemning him for his savage attack
on Billy Bunter. Fisher T, Fish's story
that the captain of the Bemove had
rushed at DBunter like a fury and
knockaed him out had received wvery
little eredence in the Commaon-room, but
the arrival of Bunter himself gave full
support to the American junior's story.

n & moment Bunkter was surrounded
by & crowd of Removites whose faces
row grim and indignant as thoy
1atene;ﬂg to the fat junior’'s exaggerated
account of what had _hﬂppnnug. But
despite the exaggeration there was no
mistaking the %:ruiseu under each of
Bunter's eyes, or the swelling that
threatened to close them up.

Frank WNugent, Johnny Bull, and

Bob Cherry listened in horrified amaze-
ment to what Bunter had to say.
They could hardly believe that their
chum would so lose control of himself
as to attack Bunter as that fat junior
alleged he had done. Yet the marks on
Bunter's face told their own story.
Bunter could not have invented them.

In a few moments the Common-room
was in an uproar. Buntor was not
exactly a popular fellow, but every
Removite waxed indignant as he heard
the story of what had taken place.
Bunter carefully refrained from telling
his audience what had started the
trouble. His version was, in fact, that
Wharton had suddenly squared up to
him, rushed at him ﬁka a tiger and
folled him, without any provocation
at all,

“The rotter ¥

"Thﬁ huuj' E"

“Where 18 the rotter I"

There was a sudden stir in the door-
way of the Common-room. Wharton
stood framed there, his head held high,
his face set grimly, his eyes steady.

*He's here,” he said quietly.

The hubbub died down, Secornful
looks were cast at the captain of the
Remove.  Even feliows ke Bolsover
and Bulstrode, who were given to bully-
ing themselves, felt indignant. Cer-
tainly neither of them had ever
attacked Bunter like Wharton had.

Wharton's own particular friends
dropped their eyes. They had no wish
fphlmil\r to denounce their chum for
1is action. although in their hearts they
coaclemned him.

A rush of erimson came to Wharton's
cheeks as ho stood there, and his face
grew bitter.  He knew that he had
overstopped the bounds in attacking
Dunter as he had. He knew that his
Form-fellows would despize him for it.
But that his own intimate chums should
condemn him without a hearing brought
out all that was worst in hiz nature.

He laughed sardonically.

“T see wou have formed vour
opinions,” he =aid, with a sneer.
“Well, I don't care a snap of the fingers
for vou and vonr epintons! You can
go and eat coke !

With that, he turned on hiz heel and
strode out of the Common-room, leav-
ing a buzz behind him.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Split in the Co !

L ARRY, old chap—~
H Wharton did not mave as
Frank WNugent ealled his

name.

“Harry, old fellow——"" began 1lob
Cherry. :

Stili Wharton did not move. He
stood at the window of Sty No. 1,
staring out into the darkencd aquacd, his
brow clouded.

It was exactly an hour
episode in the %mnmml-rm:m,
wanted five minutes to bed-time.

Frank Nugent touched hiz chum on
the arm.

Wharton turned then, and lung off
Frank's arm. Then he stood facing his
chum, & sneer on his handsome face.

“1 say, old scout” said Johnny Tl
uncomfortably, “ne need to be hully
with vour friends, is there ™

“My  friends?”  asked
mockingly.

“Wall, we are your fricods=" said
Nugent pacifieally.

“The friendliness of our estecmed amd
mdicrous selves i= terriflie.” added Inky,
with a dusky smilo. .

Ay friends!”  snecred  Viharnion.
“And yet you condemn me withont a
hearing 1™

sinee  tha
anid a1t

Whartan

“We haven't condemned youl” ex-
elaimed Nugent.

“Not in so many words,” said
Wharton bitterly. " But I'm not & fool.
You think, like all the rest of the
Remove, that I was a bully for hitting
that fat rotter, Bunter, like I did ™

_There was a moment's uncomfortable
stlence in the study.

“Well, you must 'Tm'l.'e hit him dashed
hard,” said Johony Bull in his blunt
way.

“You ought not to have done it
Harry,"” said Nugent guietly.

Wharton sneered.

“Am I to be subjected to a sermon by
m;b friends ™ ; . x

here was a sting in his last words
that angered his chums.

MNugent shifted uncomfortahly.

“We're not sermonising you,
chﬂ?j" ho said, ™ but—"

L

old

“But you think that I was a rotter
to biff Bunter, what?” snecred
Wharton. “Well, vou can think what

Fou ’E,D"F well like™

Johnny Bull, Inky, and Bob Cherry
made a move towards the door. They
could sce that Wharton was in one of
his unreasonable moods. Far better to
leave him alone, in the circumstance

until his anger and bitterncss ha
subsided.
Nugent made as if to follow them,

and thei thought better of it.

“Harry,” he said quictly. 1 think
you might m:lﬂain."

“Explain?” scoffed Wharton. “Why
should I explain? You've heard what
Bunter had to say. You formed your
own conclusions. Why ask me to
cxplain "

Nugent controlled his own rapidly
rising wrath. Ho knew ‘Wharton,
perhaps, better than any other member
of the Co. Knew to what lengths his
temper, stubbornnesz:, and resentfulncss
could go.

“Bunter must have provoked you
pretty badly.” he said diplomatically.

“Go hon I sneered the captain of the
Bemove.

“The fellows  thin began
Nugent, when Wharton, with 2 blaze of
temper, interrupted him.

F

“The fellows ecan think what thoy
like I* he snapped. “I've told "em so!
I've told you so! WNow leave me

alone 1"

MNugoent's face grew angry.

“I'Il leave vou fast enough,” he said,
his votee rising & little. “I can see
vou're 1 one of vour boastly tempers.
I'll leave you to cool off I

“Comne on, Franky!” called out Daob
Cherry softly.

Frank joined his chume.

Wharton, biring his  lip, watehed
them mo, hiz handsome face troubled.
He wanted to call thein back and

explain  exactly what had happened.
ITe knew in hiz heart of hearts that
they  would understand;  that  they
would stand by hun. Yet that demon
of vureosonablenesa ook full posscssion
of him.  Why zhould he explain?  TIF
hiz elnuna eandemned him unheard, why
ghontld he lower himzelf to explain?
He sat down heavily in n chair and
theneght it out. and as he breoded over
it he lost all perspeciive of the alfair,
with the result that he considored him.
solf a follow very hardly done by, Tt
waz his pride, his vanity, that had been
hurt, amd hiz zensitive nature rose in
revolt, Mo one secing the captain of
the Mewove sitting there in iz study,
a prov to bitter velleetions, woild have
Lelioved that until a short time are he
was one of the mast goosd-natneed, goond-
tempered, amd most pobular members
of the Greviriars Remove AN the
worst in hiz natnre rese 1o the sarfaee.
The Maczer Lineany.—No. 1.003
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Wingate, locking in at the study to
sonounce that it was bed-time, started
:_u] he saw tho black look on Wharton's
acg.

“What's up, kid " he asked kindly.

“Nothing ! snapped Wharton,

The kindliness faded out of Wingate's
face, Ior a Bixth-Former, and captain
of the school at that, to take an interest
in a Remave fag was generally con-
gidered something of an honour. But
for & Remove fag to rebuff such an
interest in a surly manner was not to be
tolerated.

“That's not the way to speak to me!"
said Wingate grimly,

“TIsn't it?" snecred Wharton; and he
could have bitten off his tongue the next
moment, for he entertained a deep
admiration and affection for good old
George Wingate.

“It im not!” enapped the captain of
the schooi. “0Of to hed—sharp!™

Slowly, and with deliberatea “dumb
ineolence,” Wharton rose to hia feet.
By rightz ho should have been in the

ove dormitory already.

He fumbled about the study for no
reason othes than to annoy George Win-
ate, Why he was doing it Wharton

imealf could not exactly tell. That he
was annoying the captain of the schaool
was very apparent, for, after a few
moments, Wingate came into the stedy,
grabbed the captain of the Remove by
the collar, and spun him to the doorway.

“That's enough!” he snid grimly., “I
don't know what's the matter with yoy,
but you should know by now that the
captain of the school isn't the fellow to
try your airs and graces on! Take a
bundred lines, and get to bed at once!™

With a shrug of the shoulders Whar-
ton turned towards ithe BRemove stair-
case and slowly mounted it. Wingate
stood staring after him, with a frown,
until ha was out of sight. Then the
captain of the school contioued his
round.

There was a buzz of conversation
oing on in the Remove dermitory when

harton entered,

It died down a little as he went to ]

hia bed and began to undress, That his
Faorm-fellows ware dizcussing him, he
Enew, and it riled him.

chueklad

“What price bulliesl”
Harold Skinner.

The cad of the Remove, always glad
of & chanco to score off the captain of
the Eemove, was making the most of
the present opportunity. More 2o as Lo
knew that for once he had practically
the whola of the Form behind him.

“Bully I

Beveral other juniora
Skinner's denunciation,

“Rotten bully !

And Billy Bunter’s voice was loudest
of all.

“The rotten bully!™ he exclaimed.
“T'll make him =it up for it! ¥ah!”

Wharton's brow darkened as  he
listened to the remarks of his Form-
fellows, and he ground his tecth. But
for the fact that Wingate came along at
that moment to putb out the lights, it was
quite possible that other juniors beaides
Bunter would have had bruises to show
on thie morrow,

Wingate gave Wharton o eurious look
a3 ho turned out the lights, and received
an insolent stare in return.

Really, it seomed that the captain of
the Remove was going out of hizs way to
make himself as unpopular as ho could.
Wingate said nothing, but he thought
& lot. He could sce at a glance that the
captain of the Remove was in trouble
with his Form,

After lights-out a desullory conversa-
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joined in

tion broke out amongst Bkinner & Co.
for the especial benefit of Harry
Wharton,

Wharton did his atmost to ignore it,
but he had to bear it. His heart was
bittar and heavy, and he was a changed
fellow.

“Good-nmight, Harry [™

It was Frank Nugent's wvoice, but
Wharton did not answer. Neither did
he answer Johnny Bull, Bob Cherry, or
Hurroe Jamset Ram Bingh.

Long after the rest of the dormitory
was asleep Harry Wharton lay tossing in
his bed a victim of sleaplessnoss—a
victim of conscience. He fell asleep at
last, an kour after midnight, but his
slumber was fitful and troubled.

When he arose at rising-bell there
were dark rings under his cyes and a
certain pallor in his cheeks which had
seldom been seen there before.

He 1gnored the gmetiug‘s of his chums,
and went down into the quad for a
“"breather  alone.

At breakfast Wharton kept his eyes
on his plate. Beveral times his chums
tried to break the ice, but all to no avail,
Wharton was silent evem when his
chums, still trying to break down tha
barrier, asked him to pass the salt, or
the mustard, or the sugar.

Mr. Quelch, at the head of the table,
was quick to notice that something was
wmng. His eyes dwelt on Wharton's

face and the dark rings under his

you not well this morning,
Wharton 7' he asked kindly.

“Yes |* retorted Wharton shortly.

Mr. Quelch frowned.

"That is not the way to speak to your
Form master, my boy,” he said.

He waited, evidently expecting the
captain of the Remove to make some
apology,” but no apology camo from
Wharton. He sat in his place, appar-
ently oblivious of what was going on
around him; oblivious even of the
presence of such an august and im-
portant personage as h.i-!uﬁurm master.
The master of the Remove pursed his
ips. He wis inclined to take Wharton
to task for his impertinence, but a glance
at the junior's tired face softened hun.
Usually the captain of the Remove was
Mr. Quelch’s best behaved pupil.

If he were unwell that was something
i extenuation of his behaviour., That
he had escaped an imposition and a
biting dissertation on the subject of im-
pertinence did mnot seem to worry
Wharton. He rose from his co0 when
the Form was dismissed, and made his
way out of Hall alone.

In the Remove Form-room that morn-
ing Wharton was just the same. There
was a set expression on his face of
ammosity and bitterness, and a touch of
reckless defiance.

Bunter, whose blackened oyes had not
cacaped Mr. Quelch’s attention, was fecl-
ing in a vindictive mood. His petty
natura demanded that ha should avenge
the blow Wharton had given him.

The Owl of the Remove was waiting
for hia chance.

It came in an unexpected fashion.

It was often the custom of the Removo
juniors to make the most of those ocea-
sions when Mr. Quelch's attention was
diverted to the blackboard. Ink pellets
would suddenly appear as if from
nowhere and go whizzing across the
Form-room to their various billets.

Harold Skinner, sceing his oppor-
tunity, deftly dipped a peiﬁ:t in the ink-
well and, taking aim, threw it, as he
thonght, at Harry Wharton. The shot
went a couple of feet wide, and landed,
t]-'-'il,h a faint plop, on fﬂhnuy Bull's
aoe.

“You breathed Johony
ﬁﬂ-t‘ﬁﬁlﬁ

He had seen who wes responsible for
that ink pellet, and he was tempted to
return the compliment, so to speak. In
a few seconds a return pellet, generously
soaked in ink, was wending its way
across the Form-room.

It would have been a *bullseye,” so to
speak, had not Harold 8kinner ducked.
But every bullet has its billet, and the
bitlet in this case proved to be Mr.
Quelch i

rofter I

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
The Snealc !

LOP !
P The ink pellet landed on the

back of Mr. Quelch's neck, just
above his collar.
The Remove master jumped.

“Bless my soul!” he eaxclaimed.
“What was that 1"

“Ha, ha, hal"

A roar of laughter, in which the

only person who did not join was Harry
Wharton, rang thmn%'h the Form-room.
The zl;fht of Mr. Queleh pawing his ink-
stained neck was rather unusual.

The laughter died a sudden death,
however, as Mr. Quelch, discovering the
nature of the missile that had struck
him and seeing smudges of ink on his
hand, faced his eclass with thunder in
hia brow.

“Boys!"™ he rumbled. “I am sur-

rised that you should find ﬂnylhin%‘
aughable in this disgraceful assault!
Ynuﬂiiiu each take a hundred lines|™

Al I

Mr. Quelch’s gimlet eyes roved over
the Form.

“1 call upon the boy whe threw the
ink pellet at me to stand up at once!l”
he said icily, “I will endeavour to im-
press upon him that the Form-rcom is
not the place to indulge such childish
actions, nor is tho selection of his Form
master as a vietim an ideal one!™

Roeally, 1t was not surprising that
Johnny Bull did not jump to his feet at
once. In all honesty he had not thrown
thoe pellet at Mr. Quelch, That the
pellet had hit him was a pure accident;
certainly not the intention or design of
the thrower. In the circumstances
Johnny Bull felt entitled to keep silent.

“I am waiting ! snapped Mr. Quelch,
after & few moments. “Will the boy
who threw that ink pellet at me stand
up at once?” .

There was silence following the Form
master’s words, save a aﬁght— cough
which came from William George
Bunter, There was a crafty gleam 1n
the Owl of the Remove's eyes as they
dwelt on Harry Wharton.

The capteln of the Remove was
staring at his bocks, apparently un-
aware of what was going on around
him, but hsa 'urnri;ed up a3 he heard
what appea to be his own voice:
_t:‘*ﬂwn up, Bull! You know you did
ity

It wans Harry Wharton’s voice to the
life. Billy Bunter possessed very few

ifts, but he was a born ventriloguist,

hat oreliminary cough, before any
ventriloquial effort, was the only
avidence that the Remove ventriloquist
was at work.

His latest effort produced astonishing
results,

All eyes turned on the captain of the
Bemove.

Looking up, Wharton saw Johnny
Bull glaring at him. Scorn was written
in every lmo of Johnny's face. His
chum, {‘Jlmrmu, had committed the
schoolboy's unpardonable sin—he had
sneaked |
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Crash !

l"

Quite by accident one of Bunier®s podgy fists swung round and canght Harry Wharton full on the nose.

(14 nu

e¢rumbs ! ** gasped the Owl of the Remove. Not for worlds would he have struck the captain of the Remove Intentionally,

for Wharton was the champion fighting man of the Remove, and Bunter was fthe champlon funk,

“You rotten sneak ! hissed Johnny.
#I—I—1 didn’t say _anythmg!”
gasped Wharton, his face crimzon. * It

wasn't—" .
“Bilence '™ thundered Mr. Quelch,
Eemove a

giving the captain of the
peculiar glance, whi:‘:h had a tincture
* Bull I*

of scorn 1n it.

“¥es, sir?” said Bull gquietly.

“Did you throw that ink pellet at
II!B?”

Johnny Bull shiited uncomfortably cn
hia feet.

"1 didn't throw tha pellet at wou,
gir,” he said.

Mr. Quelch’s brow grew dark.

“ Don't equivocate, bow ! he snapped.
“Did vou or did you not throw that
pellet 7

“Yea, gir | said Johnny quietly. “It
was an accident that it-—ahem—hit
yon, sirl"”

A little of the thunder faded from the
face of the Remove master.

“I am inclined to take yvour word on
that score, Bull,"” he said. “I1 presume
that pellet was meant for somebody

elza?"

“Ye-ep, girl”

“Very well, Bull, ¥You will take two
hundred linez. You will write out °

must not indulga in foolish pranks in
the Form-room,' ™ snapped Mr. Quelch.
“You will also be detained to-morrow
afternoon.”

“(Oh, sir!"

“You may sit down 1*

And Johnny Bull, richer by an im-
position and an afternoon’s detention,
sat down with crimson cheeks and a
seething ragl_el*-: in his breast against the
fellow who had sneaked on him.

Harry Wharton esat in his place like
& being stunned. He bad heard the
incriminating words: “Own up, Bull!

You know you did it!” They had been
said in his veice, but he was not con-
ecious of having said them. Not a
suspicion as yet dawned upon him that
the move ventriloguist had been at
work. INeither h the possibility
enterad the mind of any other member
of the Form.

It was amazing; it was unparalleied
—but Harry Wharton, captain of the
Form, had sneaked on his chum !

Scornful glances were cast at Wharton
throughout the remainder of morning
lessons. He bore them all with zet
face, although his heart was beating
rapidly. Anger was welling up within
him. '5]113 Form thought he had sneaked.
Johnny Bull thought he had sneaked—
even Mr, Quelch was cold to him.

Had he szneaked?

Wharton asked himself that question
timo and time agam. At the preese
moment the disclosure had been made,
Wharton's mind had been far away,
Cortainly it was not with events that
wera happening in the Form-room. Ha
recalled with s start, too, that he had

not aven =een the pellet thrown. Then
how could he have snealked?
But that wvoice—hiz wvoice. It had

sounded like his voice. All the Remove,
including Mr. Quelch, had taken it that
he had spoken.

Wharton gave it up.

During morning break, Wharton re-
mained in the Form-room. QOutside
Removites on every hand were condemn-
ing him. Johnny Bull was furious

‘The sneaking rolter!” he exclaimed.
“Wharton, of all people I

Wharton's chums wers dombiounded.

“I ecan hardly believe it,"” said
MNugent.

“ Neither can I," said Dob Cherry.
“Wharton must be out of his sonses”

(See Chapter 3.)

And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh shook
his dusky head sorrowiully, and said
nothing.

“I'll smash the rotter for thatl™
roared Johnny Bull.

Frank Nugent tried the role of peace-

maker.

“Don't get heated about it, old
scout,” bo said. “ There's some mistake
somewhere.”

Johnoy Bull snorted.

“Mistake?" he hooted.
mistake. Il the Form
You heard him yourself.”

And IFrank Nugent, in tha face of
ihat, had nothing further to say, for he
had indeed heard ik

When the Remove took their places
for last lesson, Mr. Quelch found them
particularly inattentive. Thoughts were
on Wharton's astnniahmi behaviour;
attention was directed at him whenoever
Mr. Quoleh’s back was turned.

As a direct result, lines and lickings
fell as thick as leaves in Vallombrosa
for the remainder of the morning and,
reasonably or unreasonably, those who
received the lines or lickings attributed
them to Harry Wharton.

Even the captain of the Remove did
not ecseape Mr. Queleh’s wrath.

“You are not paying attention to the
lesson, Wharton | thundered the master
of the Remove, eatching the captain of
the Remove looking out of the window.

“Aren't I, sir?” There was a world
of impertinence in Wharton's reply, and
there was o mocking smile on his face
that irritated Mr. Quelch.

“¥Yon were not!”

Wharton shrugged his shoulders. He
was in & reckless mood now. .

“Boy ¥ thundered Mr. Quelch, pick.

Tue Maexer Lisgarr.—No. 1,085

* There's no
heard him!
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ing up biz cane., “Stand out before
the class|” E

With deliberate slowness, the captain
of the Remove rose to his fect and
lounged out before the class. He faced
Mr. Queleh with an inzolent smile.

“Touch your toes!"”

For a moment Harry Wharton did not
ohey, and a thrill went through the

ass,

“Touch your toes, you insolent boy I
conunanded Mr, Quelch.

“Just as yvou like!"™ drawled Whar
ton, and he obeyed lowsurely.

Swish, swish, swish !

Mr. Quelch laid on those strokes with
gli the power at hiz command.
Wharton's face was poale when ne
straightened himself, and hig lips were
get 1 a tight line, but not a sound had
escaped him,

“Lo to your place!” thundered Mr
Quelch.

Wharton lounged back to his place.
Mr. Queleh was almost tempted to for
ﬁut his dignity and rush after him, grab

im by the collar, and bring the cane
i Fortunately for
the Hemove

into play once again,
Wharton, the mastor of
suppressed tho impulse.
“You aroe still insalent, Wharton,™
ke snapped. “Take a hundred lines !
“I'hank vou, sir!"™
“Lake three hundred lines 1™ said Mr.
Queich, breathing hard.

“"Thank you, sir!"™ said Wharton
coolly.

“Take a thovsand lines!™ thundered
Mr. Cuelch.

Hearry Wharton nodded.

The master of the Remove was

tempted to acd another thousand lines
to that imposition, but he realised that
he was making hiwself appear ridicu-
lous before the Form. Breathing hard,
ho returned to his desk, and the lesson
continued,

Both master and pupils were glad
when the morning lessons cane to an
end. In & noisy stream the Removites
pourcd out into the passage, all dis
t_!usstf:l%l the amazing events of the morn-
ing. There was a luss as Horry Wherton
lppnat'c_d and then—

" Eoeak 1Y

* Here comes the speak!™

Wharton's hands clencked as bhe heard
those remarks; his face HAushed, and
then woent strangely pale as hizses and
groans went up on all sides.

For & moment, it ooked as if he
would  hurl himself at the peorest
Juniors, but he got a prip of himself
and passed on down the passage to nis
study with his head high in the air.

Hisses and groans fnﬁﬂwnd him,

He laughed bitterly as he swung into
Btudy No. 1, slammed the door, and
scatcd ham:y::l'f in the armchair. It had
come to this, then. He was a sneak—
the object of scorn and contempt—the
most despised member of the Form.

He laughed again. His whole world
seemed to be slipping beneath his foot,
Then, as he hrmdlcd over his grievances,
real and unreal, & though

_ ; ashed into
hig brain that made him start econ-
vulsively.

I‘]:l' Hun}}er " he hiszed, “That fat cad!

He lpughed again. Of course, it had
been Bunter's ventriloquizm. There was
no other explanation. Tt was not Harry
Wharten who had sneaked on Bull. In
view of the faets, that was impossible,
for Wharton, at the time, had been un-
aware who had thrown the ink pellet
that had landed =0 disastrously.
; Bunter!  Bunter, the ventrilogquist.
This, appatently, was the Owl of the
Remove's method of revenging himself
on the fellow who had blﬁﬂiﬂd both hia
eyes.
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A few words of explanation to the
Remove, or, at least, to the fellows who
counted most in Wharton’s eyes, would
have put the whole matter right. Just
a few words—— But thoze words wera
never likely to be given. Wharton was
in a black mood now—reckless, dEEmn].
ready to give trouble—ready to take al
the trouble that was coming to him.

hittle pride iz a good thing; too
muen pride is dangerous. Wharton was
finding it dangerous; he was going to
find it more dangerous still, Pride in
the right quantity will take a person up
the hill; pride in the wrong quantity
will drag him down to the depths.

And it was to the depths that Whar-
ton's pride was taking him.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Johnny on the Warpath !

t 5r'M going to challenge the rotter

i to a light!

Johnny Bull's face set grimly.
Frank Nugeaot's face was
troubled; so were the faces of Bob
Cherry, and Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.

It was after dinner, and Johnay Bull's
wrath had not died dowu. Much as his
chums were trying to dissuade him,
Johnoy was determined to “have it
out  with Harry Wharton.

“I'll sce him before afternoon
classes,” he announced, “Yon don't
think I'm going to let a caddish trick
like that pass by without saying or
doing anything, do youi”

The Co. were silent, Had any of
them been in Johany's position they
would have felt the sawme. Still, Frank
Nugent made a last effort on Wharton's
behalf.

“Think it over, Johnny,” he advised.
“Wharton's our — our [riend, you
know.”

Johnny Bull snortel,

“Friend? Do you ecall it o friendlr:,f
action to sncak? Do you call it
friendly to mooch about in the sulks
without saying & word? Friendf
Pah 1"

And Johnny, with warlike counten-
ance, tramped along the Remove pas-
sage en route for Study Ne. 1.

¢ tried the door, and found it
locked.

“Ara vyou Wharton ¥ he
bellowed

“1 am ™ ]

E“i’ll‘hﬂn open this door!” said Johnny
ull.

There was & lighi laugh, without
mirth in it, from within the study.

“] don't choose to open this deoor”
sard Wharton.

“I want to talk to wou,” continued
Johnny Bull, his temner rising,

“The pleasure’s all on your side,”
came Wharton's sneering tones,

Johnny Bull snoried.

“Are you going to be a funk az well
a3 a sneak 7 he asked.

“What do yen mean by thati” de-
manded Harry Wharton, and there waa

there

anger in his voice now. ‘
“1 challenge you to a fight,” said
Johnny DBull, * It was a dirty trick you

played on me this morning—a cad’s trick
—and 1't going to hammer you for it 1™
“(Oh, are youf" :
“Unless you're too [unky?”  Thia
time it was Johuny Bull who sneered.
“T'mm not fghting you * said Wharton
eoolly.
“You are!™
“I've said that
Wharton midlir.
“Then you'll be branded o funk!™
said Jehnny Bull, with withering scorn.
“(th, run away! You make ma
tired.”

I o not,” returned

“"Tll make you socry for yourself as
well before {’1:. finished ! snapped
Johnny Bull. *Open this dbor!”

“Johnny—" began Frank Nugent,
l‘::}tt a gesture from Johnny Bull silenced

im,

“If he doesn’t opea this door I'll hust
it in!" hooted Johuny Bull. " For the
last time, Wharton, are you going to
open this deeor "

Silence !

M You hear me?” said Johnny Bull,
his vaice rising.

No anawer |

“The rotter |

Johnny Bull backed away from the
door and squared his shoulders. Then
he ran at 1, using his shoulder as a
battering-ram.

Crash |

The noise of the impact echoed along
tho passage, but the lock still held.

“Don't be an 833, Johnny,” urged
Bob Cherry. “You'll have the beaks
here in & minute!"”

“Blow the beaks!” gtunted Johnny
Bull. “I'm gninf; to get that rotter out
of his funk-hole "

Crash !

Agamn Johnny': shoulder smote the
door with a mughty smite. The door
shivered a little, but that was all,

. “Bless my soul! What 1a the mean-
mg of this?"

Ir Quelch had arrived on the scene
to mguire into ihe din that was going
on. He looked at the Co. in amaze-
ment.

*“Oh erumbs 1™

“Why aro you chargin
Bull ¥ demanded Mr

“ Because I wans to
Johnny Bull awkward

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“That is not the proper way to enter
a study [” he said severely. ' Unless
I'm mistaken this is not your study,
either, is it 7"

o Hﬂ, H-'il' !I:l

“The door’s locked, sir,” volunteered
Frank Nugent.

Mr. Queleh's brow cleared,

“Upon my word!l Why did you not
say &0 before!” bhe exclaimed. " 1f you
have mislaid the key, Gosling will open
the door with his pass-key."”

“¥You zes, sir—" began Nugent, and
then he paused.

Mr. Quelch looked elosely at the Co.,
and then he frowned,

“Am I to understand that someone is
in the study; that someone iz Lkeeping
yvou locked out i ho ashed,

* Ahem ! coughed Nugent,

“You see——" stammeread Bob
Cherry.

“I think I understand|" said Mr,
{%uetnh grimly. He knocked sharply on
the panels. ““Izs anyone there?”

“¥es," came Wharton's voice,

“Ah! Wharton!” said Mr, Quelch,
“Open this door at oncel” .

“1 prefer to keep it locked,” said
Wharton coolly.

“What, what! Bless my soull” Mr,
Queleh eould hardly credit hiz own ears.
“What did you eay, boyi”

“1 said I prefer to keep it locked I®

The master of the Hemove looked
thunderous,

“QOpen this doo: a- oncel!” he ex-
glaimed. *I eon:manc you, Wharton !”

There was no response

“Open this door at once, Wharton 1=
repeated Mr. Quelch ominously. * Un-
less you obey mo this instant I shall
report your g’tsgraﬂ&ful conduet to Dr.
Locka ™

“Oh, very well. saia Whﬁ.l‘tﬂl:l. He
had no mind to receive . flogging at
the hands of Dr. Locke, much as he de-
sired to keep the study door lecked, and
ho koew that a flogging would be his

that door,
uelch, ]
ﬁ;zt in," explained
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roward if he persisted in defying his
Form master, ]

Thore was the sound of & key being
turned in the lock.

Next moment the door was opened
and Wharton stood framed in the aper-
ture. ‘There was still that mocking
smile on his face as he surveyed the
little party outside,

Mr. Quelch breathed hard.

“Really, Wharton. I don't know what
has como over youo the last two days.
You scom incorrigible.”

Wharton merely inclined his head.

“Why did vwou keep your door
locked "' gnapped the master of the

Remove. ™ You know it is against the
rules.” .
“I wanted to be alone,” replied

Wharton, giving Johnny Bull a mean-
ing glance.

“Indecd !" snapped Mr. Queleh.
" And who are you, pray, to be alone?
Who are you to alter the rules of the
gchool to suit your convenience 79

Wharton shrugged his shoulders, an
action that infuriated Mr, Queleh,

“¥You are an insolent, incorrigible
hogl” snapped Mr. Quelch. * Bull—"

Yes, sir!”

"Kindly Ffetch my ecane from my
study.” i

“Oh—— I mean, yes, sirl”

Johnny Bull, crimson of face, gave

Wharton a lock of dismay. In return
ha reccived a bitter stare, full of
enmity. The chums of the Remove

were now growing accustomed to that
look of enmity. In reality, it was a
mask that hid the Wharton they had
always liked and respected: it was the
maszk which Wharton's overbearing
pride urged him to wear. To do him
ustice, VWharton's reason for keeping
fmhind the locked door of Study No. 1
was to avoid a conflict with Johnnﬂ
Bull. He really had no gquarrel wit
Bull. He just wanted to be slone with
his bitter thougnts, .

Everything scemed to bo working out
the wrong way. As a result of Johnny
Bull's rather high-handed action in
charging the door, Wharton was going
to receive s caning. That much was
ovident.

Wharton had ... caned before, and
he hnd survived it, vut it went against
the grain to think that the fellow who
had already wronged him shouid he {uc
indirect means of gelfing him a caning
—of perhaps being a witness of it,

Johonny Bull returned with the cane.
A lot of Johnny's belligerence had
ovaporated now. He realised thaf,
although it was Wharton's insolenco
that had roused Mr., Quelch's wrath, it
was his—Johnny's—action in the first
place that had started the present
trouble.

Mr. Quelch toek the cane
swished 1t through the air,

“Touch your toes, Wharton I"

The captain of the Remove gave
Johnny Bull a meaning kook, which
seemed to say, “this is what you've done
for me,” and obeyed. The four strokes
he received were of the hardest. Lut
the pain waz nothing to the sense of
humiliation ho felt that Johnny DBull
should have witnessed them,

The master of the Remove was breath-
ing hard when he had finished.

“I trust that will be o lesson to you,
VWharton,” he said. “And unless yon
change your ways, 1 shall deem it my
duty seriously to consider whether the
captainey of the jumior school should
not be given to somcone more eapable
and respeotful to those in authority.”

With that Mr. Queleh tucked his eano
under hiz arm and whisked away,

There was an uncomfortable silence in
Study Ne. 1.

and

Wharton was the first to break it.

His face was pale and set, and his
ayes glittered.

““Are you satisfied now, wou rotteri"
ha exclaimed, giving Johnny Bull a
deadly glare.

Johnny Bull
anger.

“I'm sorry I should have been the
mgﬁ.ns of getting you a swishing,” he
said.

controlled his rising

“Keep your sorrow!"  snapped
Wharton,
“T wilLl” retorted Johnny., “And I

challenge you to a fight—you hear "

Wharton laughed.

“I'm not fighting you,” he said, “I've
told you that before.™

“Then perhaps this will alter your
mind " roared Johnny Bull; and before
anyone could prevent him his open palm
struck across Wharton's cheek.

The captain of the Remove staggered
hack. His hands clenched, his eyes glit-
tered with fury. Despite his statement
to the contrary, it was very apparent
that he would have been at grips with
Johnny Dull but for Nugent's action.
For Frank sprang forward and seized the
excited Johnny by the armm.  Bob Cherry
took his other nrm, and betWween them
the two juniors dragged him back.

PRICE
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“Let me go!” hissed Johany, “I'll
smash the cad!” y
“Keep cool,” urged Nugent. "¥You

don't want to scrap with Wharton.”
“Don't 1" roared Bull. " Let me get
at the rotter ™
“ Mot hore, at any rate,” said Nugent,
“If you must ecrap, bave it out with the
gloves on.”

“Im mnot fighting Bull,” said
Wharton coldly. “Take him away and
mull_!ﬁm off. Now clear out, all of
you

At & glance from Nugent, the Co.
retired from the study, Johony Bull
expostulatng excitedly,

harton slammed the door, and then
looked at his reflection in the mirror.
Hia face darkened as he noted the crim-
son mark that was rising on his check
where Bull's hand had struck it.

“Johnny was as near getting the
hiding of his life as he'll ever be,” he
muttered. “How I kept my bands off
him I don't know."

Again that bitter, savape look over-
sproad his face. It was the old war
returning with redoubled vigour. Johnny
Bull thought he was a bully and a zneak.
Now Johnny Bull would think him a
funk.

(Continued on next page.)
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It would have been easy for Wharton
to have licked Johnny Bull, for the cap-
tain of the Remove was one of the finest
fighting-men in the Form. Yet, some-
how, bitter oz he was, Wharton could
not entertain thoe idea of scrapping with
a fellow who had once been his staunch
chum.,

The feecling which prompted that
attitude did not suggest that he should
oepon  his heart to his chums and
get himeelf right. Some perverse spirit
compelled him to wallow in his unhappy
state—to keep sealed mouth—to imagine
that ho was a denpldy-wrnnged t'eiﬁw.
He had now reached that stage in
morbid depression where he imagined
that his one-timoe c¢hums wera de-
Iiberetely trying to get “shot " of him.
If such wera the case, then no advances
wounld come from him.

He chuckled mirthlessly as he watched
the erimson patch in his cheeks, A
moment more and the sardonic expres-
sion had left his face—left a face
strangely hurt and troubled. Only for
& moment was the transformation. The
next, and the bitterncess had returned
with redoubled force.

He was an Ishmael, or, rather,
thought he was, with his hand against
g:-ary man and every man's hand ngainst

1.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Skinner’s Scheme !

OUR members of the once-famous
F Co. kept out of Wharton's way
during the remainder of that
day. Four members of the
Famous Five wero fealing the rift in the
lute as much as the fi{th member. Frank
Nugent's affection for Wharton urged
him to side with his old chum; whilst
Bob Cherry and Hurree Jamset Ram
Bmﬁh plainly showed that their sym-
pathies were with Johnny Bull

It looked for all the world as if the
ond had heon written to tha once happy
band of chums known as the " Famous
Five.”

Nugent fried to be impartial in the
matter. but he felt in his heart of hearts
that Wharton was entirely to blame for
the split—that his stubborn pride and
passionate temper were responsible in
every way., Feeling that, Frank did not
oceupy Btudy No. 1 more than was abso-
lutely necessary. When he walked in
Wharton strolled out, and viee versa,

No one was more glad o sec this state
of affairs than Harold Skinner, the cad

of the Remove.
And Billy Dunter, who was the direct
cause of all the trouble, folt that he had

tasted the sweets of vengeance, although
tha sweetz were beginning to taste bitter.
But the Owl of the Remove had gone
too far now to retract. He shivered
when he thought of what would happen
should the facts leak out, and consoled
himself with the thought that Harry
Wharton & Co. were beasts, and that
Harry Wharton, who had refused on
innumerable oceasions to cazh a postal-
order for him in advance, was a worse
beast than the others!

It was a half-holiday at Greyfriars
that doy, and, as was now cusiomary
hetween them, Frank Nugent refired
from the study the moment Harry
Wharton came in. Tho captain of the
Remove was looking decidedly down on
hizs luck. One bright glance from
Frank, one kind word, would have zaved
the situation.

But Nugenlt averted his face, picked
up his books, and walked out.

The szullon, bitter look returned to
Wharton's face, In his blind anger, he
blamed Nugent for not making tha
approach, forgetting that Frank had
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made many attempts to heal the breach
and had been surlily repulsed on each
occasion. That he himself should have
climbed down from his stubborn perch,
and offered the hand of friendshi

again, never entered into Wharton's
calculation of things.

He sat down at the table in miserable
solitude. From the dircction of Big
Side came the shouts of the spectators
who were watching the TFirst Eleven
footer mateh against Abbotsford.
Wharton would have liked to join in,
for there was no keener footballer than
the captain of the Remove. But he
shrank from showing himself abroad
now. Cold looks, pomnted remarks, or
the cut direct were his lot in life now.
He had made his bed, and was com-
pelled te lie on it; but he found it irk-
some and 1rritating.

Abstractedly he pulled some note-
paper towards him and began to indite
& letter to his uncle. It was o letter full
of bitterness—a letter that Wharton in
hiz right senses would never have
written. He had no intention of
dispatching it; tho effort was just a
morbid desire to see his grievances Iin
writing. It was weak, but then the
strongest are weak at times. The letter
ran:

“My Dear Uncle,—I cannot stay in
this school a day longer than is abso-
lutely necessary. I am very unhappy.
I have been wronged—wronged b
thoze whom I aceounted my friends.
feel that 1f I don't leave here I shall
go mad. Mr. Quelch is—""

Wharton threw down the pen when he
had got as far as that. He laughed sar-
donically at what he had written, and
then, riainf. began to pace up and down
the study like a caged animal.

“1 must get out into the open,™ ho
muttered. 'm fecling rotten!™

He looked rotten. The strain of the
last two daﬁs was beginning to tell on
him. Snatching up his cap, he strode
out of the study and along the passage.

From a seat in the School House door-
wan]? Billy Bunter watched him go. The
Owl of the Remova grinned at the
miserable oxpression on the face of the
captain of the Remove, and then
resumed his occupation of demolishing
large gquantitics of toffee—some of the
toffee, incidentally, that Wharton had
purchased on the occasion of the special
birthday feed.

Passing the Form-room, Wharton
glaneced In. He coloured a trifle as he
saw Johnny Bull sitting thore in deten-
tion. Bull loocked as miserable as his
erstwhile chum, for Bull’s thoughts were
of the football going on on Dig Side,
certainly not on the detention task Mr.
Queleh had sat him.

It was on the tip of Whartord's tongue
to say something to Johnny Bull—to say
he was sarry—to cxplain matters right
from the time the birthday feed had dis-
appeared. DBut Dull, looking up from
his tusk, caught sight of Wﬁurmu and
scowled.

That did it. Wharton'z pride re-
bounded to that black scowl, and he
passed on his way, Once again a chanco
;}{ pnt:r:hmg up the trouble had slipped
uim by,

He l::;unp;ﬂd aut of the Housa and toak
the rosd over the eliffaa.  The brocze
from the sea would clear hiz head, would
revive him.

Bully Bunter watched him until he was

out of sight, then ho rolled to his fect
and mode tracks for Stody MWNo. 1. It

wasn't ofton that Willlam George
Bunter improved the shining hour by
reading, but hia taste in such matters
was. pood when the mood to read was

upon him. In Harry Wharton's book-
caso was the current edition of the
“Greyiriars’ Holiday Anpnual,” and
Bunter for some weeks now had cast
covetous eyes at that Eopular volume.
Here was a chance to borrow it whilst
Wharton was out of gates.

With tho idea of borrowing it for the
afternoon, therefore, Bunter rolled into
Btudy No. 1. In a very fow moments
the " Holiday Annual ¥ was in his fat
paws. Then Bunter paused. On the
table was a sheet of letter paper with
writing on it. Bunter's besetting ein
was curiosity. That letter lured him as
a magnet lures a ncedle. That it was
decidedly low.down to read another
fellow's correspondence -did not cccur to
William George Bunter, the fat junior
possessing a most elastic and accom-
modating conscience. And as Bunter
read that letter of Wharton's his eyes
opened wide with astonishment.

“He, he, he!” he cackled. “The
rotter's got his tail down. Wouldn't
the fellows like to see this letter! He,
he, he!"

“Hallo, old alarm clock 1™

It was Harold Bkinner's voice. The
ead of the Remove looked in at the
open door of Study No. 1.

Billy Bunter jumped, and the letter
he had been reading fluttered to the

floor.

“Coaught rou, what?”  sneerad
Skinner. “Spying into someone's
letter, ch?"

“Oh, really, S8kinncr——" began
Bunter.

“What's it all about, anyway?" asked
the cad of the Remove, whosoe conscience
was about as accommodating as
Bunter's on oceasion.

William George Eunter recovered
himself.

“Ha, he, he!” ho cachinnated. “It's
o real seream!  Just you have a look
at it1"

Ho stooped, picked up the lotter, and
handed it to Skinner.

The ¢ad of the Remove had neo
scruples about reading i, His eyos
ghittered craftily when he had finished.

“This is a peach | he exclaimed, *I
think I'll keep this.”

“Nunne! 1 shouldn't do that if I
were you.  Wharton would be’in en
awful wax if he found out,” protested
Bunter.

Skinner laughed.

“Heo'll be sorry he wrote this b;r
time I've finished with him,"” he
chuckled. “ Here's o plorious chance to
put paid to tho account of His Magnifi-
eenes, and the rest of the rotters, too!™

“What do vou mean?" asked Bunter,
blinking curiously at Harold Skinner.

‘The cad of the Bemove winked.

“Never you mind! Just you keep a
still tongue in your head, that's all.”

“Look here, Skinncr,” said Bunter.
“You can"t—"

But Harotd Skinner, pocketing the
letter, was strolling back to Study No.
11. An idea had formed in his cunnin
brain—an idea that was destined to |
to startling resolta.

For a few moments he ocecupied: him-
self with poneil and paper. Then,
wpporently satished with what he had
writton, Skinner withdrew from the
?E‘I.idj" and retroced his steps to Study
.ﬂ1 *

the

With a casual inquiry on his lips
Skinner  knocked at the door and
opencd 1t

The study was deserted.

Two minutes later Harold Skinner
waz back in his own quarters, with
Wharton's exercisc-hook in his possecs-
sion. There he drew pen and ink before
hitn and several eloan sheets of paper.
But before he commenced the task he
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bad in mind the cad of the Removea
loeked hiz study door on the inside.

For the next two houre all that could
be heard in Study No. 11 was the
mltchiui of a pen as it travelled over
various shects of paper.

That unfinished letter of Harry
Wharton's was destined to add to_the
discord that now reigned in the cirele
once known ns the Famous Fivel

*"Cherry "

"HBHI.".', halle, hallo!

Bob Cherry, who was just struggling
through the finishing stages of his prep.
that eveming, locked up as his name
was called, but the cheery expression
on his face faded somewhat when he
saw that hias visitor was Harold 8kinner.
Bob had as little to do with the cad
of the RBomovoe as he possibly could.

Bkinner's volce contalned a note of
excitement,

“Well 7"

“Have you seen the notice-board?”
snid Skinner.

Bob shook his head.

“Ts the Saturday footer
then " he asked.

This time Bkinner shook his head.

"E‘Euthmg to do with the footer,” he
replied, “DBut something to do with
sou—nond Inky, and Johnny Bull, and
Nugent 1

Bob locked perplexed.

“Bomething to do with us?” he
ejaculated. “What on earth are you
burbling about?"

Skinner chuckled. :

“Go and seo for yourselves,” he said
mysteriously, and departed from the
study before DBob could question him
further.

Bob locked at his
threw down his pen.
had intrigued bim.

Whe wanta

list up,

rep. and then
kinner's words
What possibly

Johnny Bull returned the ink pellet with unerring aim.

It would

have been a *“bullseye * had not Harold Skinner ducked.
Plop! The ink pellet landed on the back of Mr. Quelch’s neck,
(See Chapter b.)

could be om the notice-board that
affected him uand his chums? He roze
to his feet and went down the pas
EOga, mﬂuutin% on route as it were
Inky, Johnoy Bull, and Frank Nugent,
just as Harold Skinner had anticipated.

“What's the giddy idea?” asked
Nupgent. ““What's on the notice-board
about uat”

“PBlossed if I know,” raturned Bob
Chercy. “But we'll soon ses.”

In silenca the chums tramped down to
the notice-bourd. Quite o small crowd
had gathered thers.

“Horoe's a go!” Vornon-Smith was
saying, “So this ia what Wharton
thinks of his dear pals, is 1"

“What's that?" demanded Bob.

Vernon-Smith chuckled.

““Make way, you chaps, and let these
fellows zee for thomselves.”

The crowd made a passage fer Bob
and his companions. Together they
steod in front of the notice-board.

On it were several school notices, But
that which ecaptured Beb's and his
chum's attention was a lettar in the un-
mistakable handwriting of Harry Whar-
ton. Above the letter, in capitals, was
another piece of paper boaring the
following :

“FOUND IN THE REMOVE
PASSAGE.™

“This iz o letter,"” said Bob angrily.
“Tt's Wharton's letter—nothing to do
with us.”

“Hear, hear '™ agreed Nugent; whilst
Inky added that the *‘hear-hearfulness
was terrific.”

“Rend i, you chaps!” ecalled out
Ogilvy. “It'll interest you!"

%ﬂh glared ronnd indignantly at the
assembled juniors.

“I'm not in the habit of reading other
chap's correspondenca!™ he exclaimed.
“Why didn't the chap who found tho
lettar return it to the proper quarter?"

fust above his collar,

“Well, one can’t be certain whom it
belongs to,” said Vernon-Smith. “The
dashed thing isn't signed."

“Well, most of the fellows know
Whartoo's handwriting," grunted
Johany Bull. *“Come on, you chaps,
let's get off 1"

“Hare, hold on!"” called out Snoop.
“¥ou haven't seen it yot! It'll interest
wou, believe me. Wharton opens his
mind about you."

But Bob and his chums were pushi
their way out of the crowd. The h:g
no desire to pry into Wharton's letter,
and but for tho fact that they were not
on epeaking terms, that lotter would
have beon taken down from the notico-
Loard and returned to its owner.

But they were not dﬂst.im;I;:I to get
clear of that crowd until they had heard
tho tit-bita in that letter concernin
themselves. SBnoop was rcadiu% alou
and his words came elearly to Bob and
his chums. They found themselvea
listening in spite of all. The letter ran:,

“My Dear Uncle,—I cannot stay in
this school a day longer than is abso-
lutely necessary, I am very unhappy.
I have been wronged—wronged by
thosa whom I accounted my friends.
1 feel that if T don't leavo here I shall

o mad. Mr. Quelch iz & tyrant; he
13 his knife into me. My own
friends—those whom I trusted—are
base to the cora. I have found them
out in their true colours. 0Of the lot,
Johnny DBull is the worst. He's cun-
ning and deceitful; he has poisoned
the minds of Cherry, Nugent and
Hingh against me. These three have
lied about me behind my back; t‘.hu}'
have blackened me—and I was thoir
friend. You must take mo away,
uncle, as quickly as possible, and—

Snoop stopped reading there; he had
to, for that was how the letter fnished,
(Continued on page 16.)
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[Continued from page 13.)

All eyos were on Bob Cherry & Co.
a8 Snoop stopped. The Co. wore locking
furious, as well ﬂm% might. With a
roar of rage Bob herry pushed his
way through the crowd and secured the
letter. Then, accompanied by his chums
and a whole stream of Removites, he
started for Study No. L

“"We'll make the sneaking rotter eat
his words, even if we have to push the
letter down his dashed throat,"” growled
Johnny Bull, *Come on!"”

_ And with grim faces the Ceo. unknow-
ingly hastened to further the despicable
lot Harold Skinner had engineered.

‘rom & safe distance Skinner watched
the party tramp off.

“That'll be ancther spoke in the
wheel of Mister High and Mighty
Wharton, or iny name’s not what it is,"”
ho muttored.

And highly satisfied with the way
things had gone, and weroe still going,
for that matter, the cad of the Remove
ropaired to his study for a surreptitiocus
smoke and a perusal of a pink sporting

paper.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Lord Mauleverer Butts In !

AP
I Harry ‘Wharton looked up
from the book he was reading,
with & frown of annoyance, as
that knock sounded on the door of
Study No. 1.

Tap!

Wharton returned tc his book.

Tq{)!

Btill he gave no sign that he had
heard.

The door opencd and the elegant
figure of Lord Mauleversr came into
view., It was unusual to see the school-
boy earl on his feet at such an hour,
for Lord Mauleveror was born tired,
and most of his loisure moments wers
spent curled up on the study sofa,

“Hallo, old boan!"” drawled his lord-
rhip, glﬂ:‘lg‘+lhn captain of the Remove
& cheery grin,

But Wharton's face did not relax. The
sullen frown seemed as if it had come
to stay.

“I've just dropped in, you know,"
began Lord Mauleverer.

s HE’m !.l.i
Wharton's tone was not promising,
but Maunly was evidently determined

not to see offence in anvthiog, for he
beamed good-naturedly at the captain
of thoe Hemove.

“IFyou mind if I take a pew, old
bean? I'm feelin' frightfully fagged,
you knbw."

And without wailing for any reply
the schoolboy earl seated himself on the
nearest chair. Wharton closed his book
and losked inquiringly at his visitor.

“¥Yhat do you want "

“I've just dropped in, you kinow”
said his lordship, with & genial amile.
M 'f!;tgught I'd pass the time of day."
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Wharton's tone implied that now Lord
Mauleverer had *drop in" he
could dr-::}ﬁ out again, it if Mauly
read that he paid no heed.

“1 hate buttin’ in on other chappies’
affairs, old bean,'" he said. “But I've
just heard of the trouble.”

Wharton could hardly suppress =
emile. Considering that the “troubla ™
Liad been talked about all over the
Remove for two days, at leasf, it was
surprising that his lazy lordship had
only “just” heard of it.

“Well, what is the troublei” asked
Wharton,

“You sco,” began his lordship, “when
the happy harmony of five decent fellows
is suddenly upset it worries a chap who's
sort of interested in all five, what?"

“Doas i7"

“¥ans. I'm not a chap for noticin’
things, as a rule,” continued Lord
Mauleverer. * An" I'm the last merchant
in the world to butt in on other people’s
affairs. DBut if you'll excuse me bein’
50 frank, old bean, I roally must say
that I'm deuced surprised and upset to
seo that there’s trouble between you
an' the rest.”

“Are youi”

“¥Yaas Life’s jolly short, you Lknow,"
said Lord Mauleverer wvaguely., *“An'
thare's no time for chappies to fall out
ti'iiih each other over a misunderstandin’
an o

“0Oh, you think there’s a misunder-
standing, do you?" asked Wharton, and
some of his sullen moodiness dropped
from him. Mauly—good old lazy ]!ri[:,uly
—waa like a tonic to him,

“Yaas,"” drawled the slacker of the
Remove. “I'm convinced that there's
a misunderstandin’ somowhere—some-
how,” he added. "I don’t profess to
know why. But i a fellow, meanin’
well, can offer a little advice, why not
shake and eall it all square again?™

Wharton smiled grimly. He could see
himself doing that.

“ Misunderstandin's are always crop-
pin’ up,” went on his lordship. * They're
awfully tirin' and they leave a nasty
tasto 1n the mouth, what?”

Wharton nodded.

“Look here, old bean,” drawled
Mauly, “I koow yvou, an' I know the
rest of the Co, All good sorts. A bit
too energetic for my likin®' you know,
but still, all of the best. Look at the
wa..{? old Bob Cherry plays footer—*"

Wharton found himself interested.

“0Oh, Bob's & rare good footballer,”
he ngreed.

“A rare good chappie altogether,’
drawled hiag]urdahi ‘PF “ An' Eﬂhnny
IBull’s a wonderful back.”

“"He is!” exclaimed Wharton, for-
getting for the nonce his tiff with that
indi?igual.

Lord Mauleverer stified a yawn with
E;ﬂat difficulty and continued. To hear

im talk "footer ¥ was & novelty, for
Mauly, the born-tired slacker, had littie
love for the energetic winter game.

“Do you ramam%er how Inky played
in the mateh with 8t Jim's?" was his
next q?::at-iﬂn. “Heored the only goal
an'—

“It was a peach of a shot, too,”
chimed in Wharton, And then, with a
sudden start: “ But you weren't at the
match !

Lord Mauleverar was taken aback for
the moment, but he quickly recovered
himself.

“Nunno, old bean. But Vivian was
full of it after the maich. I was tryin’
to get forty winks, an' he would persist
in tellin® me all about it."™

Wharton eyed the dandy of the
Remove shrowdiy.

“Look here, Mauly, I ean see your
gamea,” he said.

¥

“Oh, gad!”

“And I know enough of you to under-
stand that your intentions are good,"
continued the eaptain of the Remove.
“¥ou've come here ito paich up our
trouble and—"

"Eﬂl

“By gadl”™ said his lordship.
I thought I was so diplomatic that you
wouldn’t notice it, dear boy."

Wharton had to emile, despite him-
self, and Mauly, again stifling a yawn,
smiled in return.

“¥ou konow, old bean, I've been givin'
quite a Jot of my time to you,® he
said. “Instead of takin' forty winks on
the sofa this afterncon I did & bit of
thinkin'. Horrid job, thinkin'. Makes
a fellow sleepy. But I restrained the
lm‘Fulaa an’ kept awake."”

I wasn't worth it,” said Wharton.

“That's where you're wrong, dear
boy,' aaid his lurﬂyahip. “I'd give up
my afternoon nap for—for a week if
I could sec you crowd all emilin’ again.
You must think of the footer, too—"

“"Footer doesn't interest you.”

“Yaas it does,” drawled Lord Maule-
verer, “if I can get a good sent. Baut,
really, the fellows are already sayin’
that the footer will go to pot now

that you an' the rest are not on good
terms. That won't do,” added his
]Em;fia}ili | serionsly.

“No. You're & whale for footer, an’
—an' all that sort of thing. It's up
to you to keep things runnin’ smoothly.
But you can’t do that if you're not on
good torms with four of the best men,
what 1"

“You're suggesting that the Prmnt
stato of affairs is all my fault?” asked
Wharton eurtly.

His lordship made & hasty gesture,

“MNothin' of the kind, dear man.™

“"But the fellows think so0,” =sid
Wharton bitterly. “They think I'm g
sneak, "

“Ohl”

Wharton’s face grew grim.

“Do you think I'm a sneak?™

Mauly shook his head.

“0Of course not, dear maon!™

“Woell, you heard sll that passed in
the Form-room tho other day,” said the
captain of the Eemovo,

{auly shook hiz head.

“No, I didu't; old bean.”

Wharton looked puzzled.

“But you were there,” he said,

“Yaas,'" prinned his lordship, “but
I was im mniin' the shinin® heour with
4 nap. ollow can't bo oxpected to
keep E:;wa.k@ all day, you know. An’
English History’s an awful bore, any-

w -F.l‘

:{'hutﬂn soriled.

“Well, you're the only chap in the
Remove who doesn't think that I
sneaked on Bull,” he said,

“Not & bit of 1" rujilmd Mauly.
“ Why, your own friends didn’t believe
it—not really. It's my belief that you
could have explained matters if you
had liked."

“Oh!”

“T'm not sermonisin®,” went on Maule-
verer, “but I konow how sensitive you
are, an’ know how proud you are. If
a felow thought a wrong thing about
vou, on' that fellow happened to be
someons you liked wvery much, you
wouldn't take tho trouble of e:piui.niu'
things, would youi®

Wharton's face crimsoned, for Mauly’s
words were vory near the truth.

“You sce—'" he began, and then
fell silent.

HIf I can be presumptuous enough to
give you adviee,” said the slacker of
the Remove, “I'd suggest that you have
it out with your friends, an’ done with it,
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Explain matters. After all, if you have a friend he's worth
kecpin’, isn't he®*

Wharton nodded.

AnR' if he's worth keepin'.” went an his lovdship, “he’s
worth talkin' to an’ confidin® in when matters go wrong.”

“Thore's a lot in what vou say,” conceded tho captain of
the Bemove. “Yon're & chap, Mauly, although
you're a slacker, and I've ﬂn.lf a mind te do what you
suggest. Perhaps [ have been a bit of & beast—a bit hasty
and—and bad-tempecred.”

MMauly's face brightened.

“1 thought vou'd sec reason,” he said.
fellows reckon vou're headstrong and cbstinate an'—an'—-

Do they 7%

“¥aas,” said his lordship indocently. " DBut they're
wrong. Do you know, old bean, I'd do anythin' to see you
fiva together agaiv.™

“You'ra very good.”

"Not a bit of it. I'd even—even play footer every day
for o week,” wont on his lordship earnestly, “if you'd get
together and chin matters over.”

Wharton was moved. The idea of Lord Mauleverer, who
loathed anything in the shape of exertion, turning out for
footer every day for a whole week was amazing, and it went
ta show in what regard Lord Mauleverer held Havry
Wharton.

There was o =lence in the study for a few moments.
Wharton was thinking. Bhould he follow Mauly's advice
and make the first move towards a reconciliation? He
asked himself several times whether, after all, 1t was up
to him, for his was & proud and sensitive nature, with a
good mixture of stubbornness. It was a fight, and Mauly,
watching anxiously the changing expressions in Wharton's
faco, hegan to think hia mission had been in vain. But he
brightencd up considerably when Wharton spoke.

“I think you're right, Mauly,” he said at length. " Per-
haps it i3 up to me to explain things. Affer all, I could
have done s right from the very start. But I was hurt
about something.”

Mauly's eyes were shining. He rose from the armchair,
and placed a friendly arm round the shoulders of the
captain of the Remove.

it 'fl:ll.l‘ll

“Good man!” exclaimed his lordship. EXCUSE
me if I buzz, won’t you? 1 feel Irightfully fagged to-day,
an' I thought I'd have a nap while Vivian's doin' my
Loastly prep. 3o-leng, old bean I

And his lazy lordship lounged out of the study.

For three or more minutes Wharton paced up and down
the study, thinking things over: It had cost him zomething
tc say to Lord Mauleverer that he would make the first
effort towards effecting a reconciliation, and already he was
beginning to waver. Bu. at length his better nature won.
He would do as he had said.

Wharton moved towards the door, hiz intention being to
seek his chuma.

Crash |

The door flew open suddenly, and Johnny Buall, closely
followed by Bob Cherry, Frank Nugent, Hurree Jamset
Ea&n Singh, and a erowd of Removites, poured into the
atndy.

“Some of the

THE NINTH CHAFTER.
Chums at Blows !

ARRY WHARTON stepped back, his face a picture
H of astonishment.
“You rotrer 1" exclaimed Johnny Dull, shaking
his fist almost under Wharton’s nosc.

"You cad!™ szaid Boeb Cherry, with a curl of the lip:
whilst Inky and Frank Nugent eyed their one-time chum
with scorn.

“What does this mean?” said the eapirin of the Remove
coldly.

“Bean?? snorted Bob Cherry, brandishing the letter
hl:{iull;F Wharton’s face. “AMean? You awful worm! You
cad |

Wharton's oves blazed.

“Betler language, please!™ ha snapped,
temper in choele

“There's no langunage bad enongh for you, you soeaking,
lving oad ! exelaimed Johnuy Bull.

“Hoar, hoear!”

The chorus eame from the erowd of Removiles who had
followed the Co. mnia Study No. 1.

Wharton faccd the mob of exeited juniors, strangely cal,
his temper well in hand.

“If that's what you all think of me,” he -~aid coldly,
“there’s no necd to barge into a chap’s study like a lot of
eilly faga te toll me is there?”

{Centinued on néxt page.)
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There was a lash in his words, and
his lip curved scornfully as he locked
from one junior to the other.

Johony Bull snorted.

“You're not going to get oubt of it
like that, you worm!” he said hotly,
spatching the lotter from Bob Cherry.

Wharton started as he caught sight
of the letter, and that anger which u
to now he had kept well under contre
rapidly began to swell to ungovernable
limits, -

“That's my letter,” he said harshly.

“ And well we know 16! said Johnny
Bull heatedly.

Wharton's lip curled.

8o those who were once my friends
have taken to prying into my letters,
hava thay "

“Nothing of the sort,” answered
Nugent. * That letter was posted up on
the notice board. It was found appar-
ently by somebody or other who knows
more about you than we've aover
known."

Wharton eyed Nugent steadily.

“What do you mean?” he asked
tensely. ““Who found that letter ?”

“1 don’t know who found it,” said
Nugent hea.ted%_ “But I'm juli_r,r glad
it was found. o know the sort of cad
we've been chumming with now!”

“Hear, hear!”

Wharton's eves blazed.

1 left that letter, like an idiot, on
this table a few hours ago. I wondered
whnt had happened to it when I came
in. But I didn't expect to find that
one of you had taken 1t.”

“None of us took it!” exclaimed
Bob Cherry. " And you know 1t.”

‘Wharton snatched the letter roughly
out of Johnny Bull’s hand. That sturdy
junior sneered.

“Yes, you'd better have it!” he said
seornfully. I expect you're wishing
vou hadn't been so frank in that letter.
I'm cunming and deceitful, am I?" he
added, shaking 2 knuckled fist in Whar-

ton's face. “I'll make wyou eat those
words 1™
Wharton looked perplexed. Some

instinct told him to read the letter. All
eves were on him as he did so; all eyes
saw him start; saw the veins swelling
in his face as overwhelming rage con-
sumed him.

“And yvou chaps think T wrote this
he asked moeckingly, when he had
finished.

“Isn't it vour writing ?” snapped Bob
Cherry. “0Of courze, vou've only got
to say that it isn't, if you want to back
out of it!”

Wharton gave Dob a poeuliar look,
and then hizs handsome face hardened.
He had been willing to explain—willing
to tell them that thoe letter he had
storted to write in o moment of wenl-
ness  had evidently fallen into the
hands of an enemy who had forged his
handwiiting, and added passages fo
that letter, for which he, Wharton, had
certainly never been responsible, even
in his worst moments of bitterness. He
had been about to cxplain, and doubt-
less his explanation would have cooled
the hotheads there. DBut onee again his
arrogant pride took full possession of
him. Why should he explain, he asked
himself?  If thesa fellows, once his
closest chums, thought that he was
capable of such baseness, let them go
on thinking,

He was ¢y cool now. That sudden
welling of rage which had surged
through him wupon reading that
tampered letter waz gone now, leaving
just hitterness.

- " Well,” demanded Johnuy
¥what have you got to say

Wharton's lip curled.
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Bull,

“Nothing " he said.

“What 1"

“Nothing [” repeated the captain of
the Remove mockingly. “Now, I'll
trouble you all to clear gut!”

“0h, will you!” hooted Johnny Bull.
“If you think you're going to crawl out
of it as ensily as that you're jolly well
miistaken ¥

" Indeed " gnecred Wharton: and he
half turned his back on the irate
Johnny.

- That was mora than the pent up feel-
ings of Johnny Bull would suffer, He
sprang at  Wharton, gripped him
fiercely k;f the ahaufdar, and swung
him round.

“Hands off [" gaid Wharton, with
glittering eyes.

Smack |

Bull's open palm eracked across

Wharton's cheek like the crack of a
whip.
“Now, you cad!” hissed Johnny Bull,
A livid mark showed on Wharton's
cheok where Bull's hand had landed.

“That's the second tmme you've done
that,” said the captain of the Remove;
“and this time you won’t get away
with it{"”

“Come on, you cad!”

In a moment the two were at it
hammer-mmd-tongs.

Bob Cherry and Frank Nugont made
an incffectual effort to separate them.

“Btop it, Johnny!”

“Not_here, Harry!"” pleaded Nugent.

But Bull and the captain of the
Remove were deaf to their entreatics.
They were fighting like wild-cats.

The crowd of juniors pressed back to
the walls of the study to give the com-
batants as much room as they could.

Tramp, tramp!

Up and down in that limited space
the two of them fought, neither ask-
ing for quarter or. receiving any. Bull's
eyes were already beginning to close;
whilst & stream of erimson was flowing
from Wharton's nose.

But it was apparent to the onlookers
that the fight would leave the captain
of the Remove the victor. Johnny Bull
had heaps of pluck, but he was not in
the same street as his opponent.

Wharton drove Bull round the study
under a furious onslaught.

Biff! Thud! Bmack!

Three blows Wharton got in on the
face of his erstwhile chum in az many
seconds, and the third lifted Johnny
Bull off his feet.

Crash!

He collapsed to the carpet with o
lond thud,

th“n dﬂ"ﬁ"l'.l. [JI‘

Wharton, breathing a trifle hard,
stood back., IHis face was pale, his lips
were sot, and his cyes were glittering.
All his pent up feelings of the last few
days were finding an outlet in this
encounter.

“Up ‘you get, Johnny!" urged Bob
Cherry.

Johnny Ball serambled to his feet.
He was a bit unsteady on his legs, but
his dogged courage did not falter. He
sailed 1n to the captain of the Remove
like a battering-ram, His right fist
canght Wharton a full blow on the side
of the head, and this time it was the
turn of the captain of the Remove to
measure his length on the floor.

“Good man, Johnay!"  yelled a
number of Removites. “* You're whack.
ing him 1"

Wharton was on his feet in o moment,
That blow had caught him off his
balance, and he blamed hirmaself for not
being more careful, They thought

Johnny Bull was winning. He would
ghow them their mistake!

For the next five minutes Wharton
hammered Bull right and left, and those
who had been acclaiming him the victor
earlier were now silent. What few ories
there were came from Bob Cherry,
Inky, and Frank Nugent. They were
doing their best to advise Johnny how
to fight his opponent.

Not one word was raised for Wharton
—a circumstance that seemed to em-
bitter him the more.

Baff, hiff!

A "one-two” punch landed fAush to
Johnny Bull's jaw and his left eye. It
succeeded in dosing that left eve very
effectively.

Johnny's head was reeling: he could
see only out of one eye, and he realised
that his strength was giving out. But
surrender to Wharton—the deceiver.
the sncak—was not to be thought of.
With dopged pluck that enlisted the
sympathy of all the juniors present, he
fonght Wharton toe to foe.

Tramp, tramp, tramp!

The noise in the study was consider-
able. Fellows were rushing to the spot
to nguire what the row was aboul.
Thoe news soon spread that there was a
fight on between the captain of the Re-
move and Johnny Bull, and in a few
minutes the passage outside Study No. 1
was packed with Romovites, n the
fringe of the crowd stood Harold
Skinner. The cad of the Remove was
leoking highly pleased with himself; his
scheming was bearing fruit.

“Man down!”

Again Johnny Bull dropped fo the
floor under a terrific straight loft.

Wharton stood back, his chest heav-
ing., The ferocily was beginning to die
out of him new., He regretted that he
had swccumbed to the temptation to
fight Johnny Bull. But as he looked
round on the hostile faces in the study
his heart hardened.

“(Get up, Johnny!" said Bob Cherry
anxiously.

Johnny Bull raised himself on one
elbow.

“I'm not done vet!"” he said &nggﬂd]_g,

And he wasn't. He scrambled to his
feet, and once again the two were fight-
m% fiercely. But it was apparent that
Johnny Bull was a defeated man., Few
of his blows landed, and those that did
carried very little power m them. Hia
face was badly marked; whilst Wharton.
but for a darkening eye and a slightly
swollen nose. was piractically as fit as
when he had sl;urtedpthc: fight.

“I've had enough if vou have,” said
Wharton quietly

“Come on, you rotter!” muttered
Bull thickly, and he made a rush at
Wharton.

The captain of the Remove side:
stepped, and an opening was presented
of giving Bull the knock-out.  But
Wharton did not accept the chance. He
just guarded himself from Bull's failing

ata.

“You're playing with me!” said Bull
thickly. *0Oh, you rotter1”

Wharton's face hardened again. He
was not playing with hiz old chum—
but he was trring to spare him further
punishment.

“Btop the fght! said Nugent.
“Johnny can hardly stand!™

“T'm all right ™ panted Johnny Bull,
“Thiz iz a fight to a finish I

He pushed Bob Cherry aside and made
n last and desperate nFFnrt to beat his
opponent. Wharton reeled under a
number of heavy blows, and he was
compelled to retaliate.
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Frank Nugent sprang forward and seized Johnny Eull by the arm. Bob Cherry took his other arm and between them ths

two juniors dragged him back. “Let me go! ' hissed Johnny Bull.
“ You don't want to serap with Wharton.™ * Don

Smack !

A right hook shook Johnny Bull to his
knees, He groped for his bhalance and
righted himself.

ud !

A straight left took him full on the
jaw, and that proved fo be the last
blow of the fight. Johnny Bull dropped
like a sack and lay still.

No cheers acclaimed the victor. Has-
tile glances met Harry Wharton on
every side. His old chums, beyond
Eiviug him reproachful glapces, ignored
im.

Wharton, with one last look at Johnny
Bull, who showed signs of coming tfo,
gtrode towards the deor. The juniors
made way for him as he passed. Lord
Manleverer, on the very outskirts of
the crowd, plucked Wharton by the arm.

“TWhat's happened. old bean? I've
only just got bere”

Wharton shook off Mauly's detaining
arm without replying and went on his
way to the bath-room. The schoolboy
earl looked after him, dismay written
in every line of hiz face.

“QOh gad!” he murmured.
been scrappin’!”

And Lord Mauleverer's dismay in-
creased | with whom

T Hﬂ‘!

when he learned
Wharton had been fichting and for what
reagon. Despite all the slacker’s well
intentioned efforts, nothing geod had
come of them., TFar from being recon-
ciled to his chums, the ecaptain of the
Bemove was now on worse termsa than
cver, which was very upsetting to Lord
Mauleverer, but a matter of groat satis-
faction to Harold Skinner.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Detalned

ARRY WHARTON'S victory
H over Johnny Bull brought him
very little kudos. His Form-

fellows avorded ham from that
moment onwards, and it was left to Mr.

Quelch to make any comment on it

It was in the Form-room the follow-
ing morning that the Remove master's
eagle eye spotted the battered counten-
ance of Johnny Bull.  That hapless
junior had two beautiful specimens of

lack eyes, in addition to which his lipa
were puffed, and his nose had a list to
port, as it waore.

Mr. Queleh
proval.

*You have been fighting, Bull?”

“Y.yes, sir,” sanid Johnny uncomfort-
ably.
“With whom?"” rapped out the master
of the Remove.

Johnny Bull locked helplessly at
Wharton, and recoived a mocking grin
in return.

“With whom have you been Gghting,
Bull?

“YWharton,
erimsoning.

Mr. Quelch looked surprised. He had
imagined that the captain of the Re-
move and Johnny Bull were on the best
of torms. This outward and visible
sigh of the contrary, so to speak. came
as a shock to him.

[le turned a disapproving glance n

Wharton's direction and perceived what
Lhad at Grst eczcaped him—that one of

frowned streng disap-

sir, =aid Johnny Bull,

 J*'Il smash the cad! ™ * Keep cool! ** urged Nugent.
't 1?roared Bull. **Just you let me get at the rotter! " (8ee Chapler 4,)

Wharton's eics was enpcircled with &
faint purple hue.

“ Disgusting ! snapped BMr. Quelch.
“How dare you boys present yourselves
in class in such a condition!"

Really thera was no answer to such a
remark. Neither of the junmiors con-
cerned was & collector of black eyes, so
to speak. They were visitations that
had to ba endured when they came.

“Revolting!” said Mr. Quelch,

“You boys have been fighting without
gloves?” '
He looked at Wharton, and received

n sardonic ﬁrin in return. He looked at
Johnny Bull, and Johnny blinked.

“That much is obvious!” snapped the
master of the Remove bitingly. *“ Both
af you know that it is strictly nﬁgmst
the rules of the school to settle differ-
onces without the gloves. 1 am shocked
and disgusted with you both. You will
both take & hundred lines!”

With that the lesson proceeded.
Wharton several times came m for his
Form master's displeasure, but  he
coomed to care little about that, In
fact, it seemed that he went out of his
way to court trouble.

When the Form was dismissed thab
miorning Mr.  Quelch beckoned to
Harry Wharton to romaimn.

Wharton did =0 sulkily

“Am I right in assuming that you
and vour friend have fallen out, Whar-
ton!” he =aid.

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

“There is no harm in your assuming
anything, sir,” he replicd impertinently,

Tre MaicNeT Liorary.—No. 1,083
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Mr. Quelch's face hardened.

“That is not the way to speak to your
Form master, Wharton,” he sad stmrnli;.
*But perhaps you sre not m::;rnel :
this—this quarrel has upset you.

Wharton shrugged his shoulders, and
was silent. ]

“] don't wish to pry into your privatoe
affairs, miy boy,” said the master of the
Remove at length, “but, as your Form
master, it is my duty to warn you that
vou are treading on dangerous ground.

our behaviour during the last few days
has been anything but q:xomj::'larg.
warn vou to proceed carefully.”

Still Wharton was silent. But thers
was a slight smile on his Tace, whi
anpercd hus Form master.

"1 gave you somc lines the other
dav, Wharton——" began Mr. @uelch.

“A  thousand, sir,” said Wharton,
with a curl of the lip, “and a hundred
this morning; that makes eleven
hundrea.” o

“¥eou have not done them?

“WNo, sir.”

Mr. Queleh's storn features grew more

M. :

e Very well. TYou have until two
o'clork to-morrow to do them. If they
are not handed in e me by that time
eoun will be detained for the half-holiday.
You understand i”

Wharton nodded.

“You may go!” said Mr. Quelch
coldly,

And the captain of the Remove
lounged out of the Form-room. He
smiled to himself as he walked along.

Mr. Quelch was

Eleven hundred lines.
an optimist if he expected Wharton fo

write eleven hundred lines by  the
morraw.

“Pm hanged if T'll do the rotlen
lines,” muttered Wharton, as he entered
his study. “Quelch or no Queleh.”

He sat in the armchair and for the
hwentieth time read the letter which had
led to his fight with Johnny Bull
Whose hand was responsible for this
stab in the back he did not know, for he
could think of no one despicable
enough to do such a thing. Yet
obviously someone—someone inside the
school had dene it.  And his friends
had accused him, He told himself that
they ought to have known him better,
and yvet when he looked at the writing
he almost deceived himself into believing
that he had written those defamatory
words, sn elever was the imitation of his
handwriting.

With a bitter laugh Wharken tore the
Jetter into fragments and pitched them
into the fire, He¢ watched them burn,
and was still staring moodily at the
charred ash when the stndy door opened
and Varnon-8mith looked in.

“(h, here vou are,” he said diffidently.
Wharton looked round, buat said
nothing.
The Bounder coughed.
“The fellows are wondoering abont
to-morrow’s mateh with St. Jim's,™ he
what

gaid.

“Well, asked
Wharton sullenly.

“Some of the chaps think that sou'll
let 'em  down,” said the Bounder,
“Mind you, I den't Leliove that,” he
hostened to add, “but as vice-captain
I thought it was up to me to come and
gee voit abont it

“Well, you've scon me™ snappod
YWharton. 1mplying that Vernon-Smith
could now take his leave.

The Tlounder crimsoncd,

“0h, vou needn’t snap my head off,”
he retorled, “Keep that for your
friendas.”

And he made as if to depart.

Tur Macxer LiBnart.—No. 1,083

about  itt"

“Hold on, Smithy,"” said Wharton,
relenting a Little.

The Bounder stopped.

“I shan't let the fellows down to-
morrow—that is if they want me to turn
out,” said Wharton,

“ Well, you're captain of the Remove !

“Bo 1 am,” said Wharton, with a
peculiar smile. “I’ll post the dist up in
an hour's time."”

He was as good as his word., When
the Removites went along to the board
they found the usual list of names down
on the programme for the match with
Tom Merry & Co. of St. Jim's, Wharton
had included himself, likewise the namoes
of his onetime friends—a proceeding
that amazed no one more thao Skinner
& Co., who doubtless expected that
Wharton would make capital out of his
split with the rest of the Co. by leaving

em out of the footer match.

Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull, Inky, and
Frank Nugent looked at the list and then
looked at each other.

“We're down az uzual” said Bob.
“ I—I—I suppose we shall have to play.”

“The supposefulness iz terrific, my
nstt!emEEi ﬂhl.l.ﬂ::ﬁ.’;ipurrﬁd Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. “We cannot letfully let
the esteemed and ludicrous team down
by absenting our worthy selves.”

His chums nodded. Whatever their
differences with Harcy Wharton, it was
up to them to stand in with the rest of
the junior eleven. In such matters
personal feelings had to be sunk. That
it would be just ss difficult for Wharton,
Eerhaps more difficult, they were the

rst to realise,

Yet, despite that list on the board,
there were some juniors who held the
tdea that 1t was all a blind: that in
some fashion Harry Wharton would let
the eleven down. Wharton, as a matter
of fact, overheard Skinner remarking as
much to Snoop and Stott, and it made
him all the more determined that, Mr,
Queleh or no Mr. Quelch, he would be
with the team when they arrived at
St. Jim's.

Yeat it was not to be,

On the following morning, after lunch,
Mr. Quelch stopped Harry Wharton.

the dormitory three steps at a time.

Wharton was just packing his football
boots in a small bag when the Bounder
came upon the scene.

“The fellows have gone on,” said
Vernon-Smith,

“Good ! said Wharton. "I didn't
expect them to wait for me. T'Il travel
down on my own.”

And he went on with his packing.
The Bounder lingered s moment or two
and then left the dormitory. He
joined the rest of the team at the gates.

“He's coming along on his own,” he
said. “Step it out, you men, it's a bit
nippy.

eantime, Harry Wharton was dos-
ocnding the Remove staircase. The clock
in the passage told him that it was five
minutes past two. He grimaced az he
recollected Mr. Quelch’s words. Eleven
tiundred lines by two o'elock or he would
be gated for the afternoon.

That lie was simply asking for
trecuble in,thus defying his Forim-master
did not worry Harry Wharton. He had
reached thaet state of mind where he
cared little about anything. One thing
he was looking forward to, however,
was the mateh with 8t. Jim's,

Moving with caution, Harry Wharton
passed Mr. Quelch’s door and con-
gratulated himself that he had “got
away with it.” But his congratulations
came too early, for as the Removite
uneared the School House door a figure
stgpp&d out from the window-zeat.

t was Mr. Quelch1

Wharton started.

There was thunder in Mr. Quelch’s
brow as he eyed the captain of the
R?F{-Er.if Ii bow

ere are your lines, boy!

“I haven’t done them, sir,” said

Wharton, with & sinking at the heart.

*In spite of all I said,” remarked Mz,

Queleh icily. * Very well, Wharbnnﬁ
you will go into the Form-room at once.
“But I'm wanted at St. Jim's, sir,”

said Wharton. “ There's a footer match
on to-day; we're playing the. junior
eleven "

“Indeed !” snapped the master of the
Remove cooldly. “You should have

“Have you finished your lines, ¢
TRF'hart-nn 7 asked the master of the l;tﬂi.un%ﬂiﬂ:.flnth at. before. Go to the
E{m DviC; -~ 2 F3 B 'r [T Wiﬂl
Not yet, sir,” replied Wharton, duﬁm?tll"y. i began arton

quite truthfully, He hardly saw 6t to
add that he hadn't even made a start
upon them.

All the same for that, Mr. Quelch was
ENSDiniouE.

“¥Yon understand, Wharton, that
unless those lines are delivered to mao
before two o'clock you will be detained
for the afternoon?™

“I remember what you've said, sir,”
replied the captain of the Remove
coolly.

Mr. Quelch rustled majestically on his
way, leaving Wharton gazing after him
with a mocking smile on his face,

Just before two o'clock the footballers

gathered in the Hall. Wharton was
chnn?m? in the Remove dormitory.
E“II il we walk for Wharton® asked
1.
“Let's go on alone.” suggested Peter
Tadd. “1I expeet he'd much sconer wo
did that.™

The members of the juntor eleven
nodded. Not one of them was particnlar-
ly desirous of taking the journey to
St. Jim's in the company of such a
disagrecable fellow as Harry Wharton
was these days.

“T'Il just trot up to the dorm to tell
him,” said Vernon-Smith. “ You fellows
O 0,

“ Right-ho 1

The footballers moved off, Vernon-
Bmith taliing the Remove staircase to

“Go to the Form-room I

Still Wharton did not move. He was
contemplating whether it was worth
making a bolt for it, but he realized that
if he succeeded in deing that Mr. Quelch
had only to telephone Dr. Holmes at
Ht. Jim's, state the cireumstances, and
request him to stop Mr. Queleh’s reeal-
citrant pupil from participating in the
match.

The master of the Remove scemed {o
read something of what was &?IEESII.'IE in
Wharton's mind for he waited a second
or two and then, seeing that Wharton
showed no signs of going to the Form-
room, promptly seized him by the
shoulder and propelled him there.

“You will stay here until four o'clock,
wretched boy,” thundered the master
of the Remove, “I will set you a task,
and if it is not completed by four o’clock
you will be detained every half-holiday
until 1t is”

“Thank you, sir "

“You are an incorrigible and rebel-
lions boy these days,” went on Mr.
Quelch sternly. “You are taxing my
patience severcly. Be careful you do not
go too far!"

And Mr. Queleh rustled out of the
Form-room. At the door he stopped and

lanced back. The insolent emile on

Tharton’s face seemod to decide some-
thing which was passing in the Form
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master’'s mind, for he pulled out a pasz key and turned it
in the lock.

Harry Wharton was a prisoner in the Form-room until
four o'clock at least. Having locked the rebellious junior
in, it was likely that Mr, Quelch would order one of the
prefects to keep an eye on the Form-room windows in case
the captain of the Remove should have the temerity to try
and effect an escape that way.

Looking through the windows a few moments later,
Wharton saw Gwynne of the- Bixth in c¢lose proximity to
them, Evidently he was the prefect detailed by the master
of the Remove to keep watch on the detained junior.

With o sinking heart, Wharton realised that his escape
was cut off that way, And all this time the Greyfriars
junior eleven, minus their captain, were nearing 8t Jim's.
What would happen when the Removites discovered ihat
Wharton was not on the ground?

Wharton ground his teeth in helpless rage. Ile recalled
then Skinner's words to Snoop and Stott that 1t was all a
“blind "—that Wharton's intention was to let the team
down,

Really, it seemed that the very Fates wore scheming for
Harry Wharton's downfall.

For haulf an hour the rebellious Remavite sat gnawing the
handle of his pen, and then, for sheer distraction, he fcll
to working at tho task Mr, Quelch bad given him,

Heo had finished it long before four o'clock—not so much
from fear of the consequences as from a desire to be domng
something. True, Mr. Queleh, when he camae i:ﬁunﬂuni
to the minute, was not higflly' leased with arton’s
handwriting, but he said nothing about that, being, appar-
ently, well satisfied and somewhsat pleased, to think that
Wharton had at last seen the folly of defying one who held
tha authority of a Form master.

“¥ou may go now, Wharton,” he said, not unkindly.
“And, although I have been the indirect causo of your dis-
appn&ntment this afternoon, I hope it will be a lesson to
you.

Harry Wharton said nothing, He lounged out of the
Form-room in a black mood, his hands plunged deep mto
his trousers-pockets. Trouble was brewing, none knew that
better than Wharton himself as he took o liitle exercise in
the Cloisters. And that trouble was destined to burst in a
cloud upon kis youthful shoulders belore very lomg had
passad.

L _____J}

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Sentenced by the Form !

i ERE comes the rotter !™
H All eves weare turned towards the door of the

Remove dormitory as Harry Wharion came in.
“The traitor |*

“The cad!”

“Who let the team down ?*

“ Rag him !”

Wharton’s face crimszoned as he met the angry swarm of
Removites, and then, with a careless shrug of the shoulders,
be turned to his bed and began to undress,

It was hours after the Remove footer team had returned
from 8t. Jim's with their “tails between their legs,” as
Harold 8kinner had expressed it. ) )

Tom Merry & Co. had experienced no difficulty in beat-
ing their opponents, as the score of six goals to two went to

OwW.

But it was not the defeat at the hands of the St. Jim's
juniora that rankled in the minds of the Greyiriars eleven
go much. It was the fact that their captain had deliberately
let them down.

Enraged beyond measure, the “ten men * had returned to
Greylfriars thirsting for Wharton’s blood. The nowa of
Wharton's action in absenting himsclf from the mateh
quickly spread throughout the Remove and not a voice
was raized on his behalf.

Mo reserves had accompanied the Greyfriars team to St
Jim’s, and although Tom Merry had ofiered to “lend * his
opponents a player, Vernoo-Smith had declined, believing
that something must have delayed his skipper and that ho
would turn up sfter the game had starte

But Wharton had not turned up—a fuct that Jrritated
tho ten Groyfriars footballers and undoubtedly scrved to
pub them off their game.

Removitea had scarched for Whavion in vain all the
evening., It secemed as if the earth had opencd awd swal-
lowed iimﬁ up. And, like wine, their wrath had improved
with keeping.

In an angry swairm the juniors surged reund IMarry
Wharton's be£

ZYou rotter !" roared Tom Brown exc.tediy,

(Coutinued on noxt page.)
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e Mraitor!”

“Rag him!"” hooted Dulstrode.

Wharton's lip curled. Once again it
seemed that he was already condemned
without a hearing.

He faced his angry Form-fellows with
a scornful smilo, which, naturally, only
increased thaoir wrath.

“You'll have to answer for this after
lights-out,” said Vernon-Smith.
harton shrugged his shoulders.
“No ragging now,” advised Peter
Todd. * Wait until old. Wingate has put
out the lights.”

The juniors, still discussing in strong
terms tho captain of the Hemove's
despicable action in letting his team
down, continued with their undressing.

The noizo died dewn when George
Wingate pur his head in at the door of
the %hmcw dormitory to turn out the
Lights.

The captain of the school gave the
juniors a shrewd glance. Something was
in the wind=—he could tell at a glance,

“MNo larks here to-night, mind, you
kids!" he cautioned. * Good-night!l”

“Good-night, Wingate!”

The captain of the school turned out
the lights and retired. As soon as the
tramp of his footsteps had died away
down the etaircase Herbert Yernon-
Bmith jumped out of bed. ‘

“"Fish out the candles!” he whispered.
“Nat too much noise, mind!"

In a moment the Remove dormitory

gsented a scene of great activity.
g‘undlﬂ appeared as if by magie, and
they wers quickly lighted. Blankets
were spread across the windows to soreen
the light from anvono passing in the
quad below.

Wharton—with  the exception of
William George Bunter the only junior
still in bed—regarded the scene with a
digdainful glance.

“Out you get, Wharton!”
Bulstroda truculently. _

“What for 1" asked the captain of the

growled

Remove. “I'm quite comfy here,
thanks!”

“Out of bed, you traitor!™ growled
Johnny Bull, * You're going to ﬁa tried

by the Form!"”

‘?Am 1 ?"

“Ves!” It wos a regular chorus,

Wharton turned over on his side and
drew the bedclothes about him—an
action that infuriated his long-suffering
Form-fellows, In & moment a e
hands were plucking at those bedclothes,
whilst others found s grip on Wharton
and literally dragged him from the bed,

“What's this fool’s game?” demanded
the captain of the Remove angrily.

Peter Todd stepped in {ront of hun,

* By order of the Form you are to be
tried " he said curtly. .

Wharton grimaced and sbrugged his
shoulders.

“1 suppose I must give you silly asses
vour heads!” he sncered. * Get on with
1

“We'll get on with it fast enough,
you cad!” srmlfpcd Bolsover.

“Bhut up, Dalsover " said Peter Todd,
who was evidently in charge of cero
maonies, g6 to speak. " Gentlemen of the
Remove,” he added softly, it is by
vour wish that Wharton should stand o
Form trial?"

' b

“ Rather!™

¥ Santenco the cad ™

Peter Todd, [rom his Dbed, pgazed

peverely ot the angry Removites.
“Gentlemen of the Eemove, 1t 13 not

customary to pass scntence until the

accused has been found guilty "

Toe Magwer Linrany.—No. 1,083

“Well, we know he's guilty!” said
ﬂ'gilvjr impatiently.

*Hear, hear!”

Peter Todd waited for silence. Peter
was considered the lawyer of the Re-
move by reason of the fact that he read,
marked, learned, and inwardly digested
as much of the intricate machinery of
the law that his leisure time permittod—
Peter being keen to follow in the foot-
stops of his fsther, who was o solicitor,
when he left Greyfriars

“Who will defend the prisoner?” he
asked.

Thera was a silence.

Wharton broke it.

“] want no one to defend me!” hLe

snapped. N
Peter Todd wegged a finger at him
soverely.
“Silence in this court!” he said

sternly, it being Peter's habit to take
very seriously his “‘legal ” duties. *“I
appoint you to defend the accused,
Mmgevertgl“ i3 i

“0Oh gad!™ gasped his lordship.

“1 wigﬂ take over the job of prosecut-
ing counsel,” said Peter Todd modestly.
“And I suggest that you should elect
one of urselves as the judge,” he
concluded.

There was o buzz amongst the Ro.
movites, And then Georgé Bulsirode,
a former captain of the Remove, was
pushed forward as the favoured
“judge. ™

Wharton surveved the proceedings
with a eynical smile, which intensified
as Peter Todd got up to open the case
for the * prosecution.”

" Gentlemen of the jury—I mean, the
Remove,” he begon, in a burst of
eloquence, “the accused is here to
answer the serious cimr%'e of deliberately
deserting the Remove elevon——-"

“Ten!” chimed in Harold Skinner, at
which there was a burst of muffled
laughter,

“Eloven,” persisted Petor Todd, “on
the occasion of their match with a
represcntative team chosen from that
well-known secholastio establishment St.

Jim's." _ _
“Oh, get on with the washing!”
growled Hazeldene. *This sn't the

House of Commons!™

Peoter Todd gave his
savere glance.

“"MThose are the main facts of the
caze,” he said impressively—* facts
which it is my unpleasant duty to
prove.”

“Cut the cackle.™

“What is your name?" asked Peter,

mterrupler &

wa.gﬁin o bony finger at the captain
of the Hemove.

“json't be & silly ass!” growled
Wharton,

“That is not the way to answer in this
court,” retnrned Peter Todd. *I appeal
to the judge.”

Bulstrode, perched at the end of the
bed, woved a hand irritably. ‘

“We know the accused's name 18
Wharton,” he said. ““Get on with the
facts.™ :

Poter Todd glared at the judge, and
then goave his further attention to the
accused.

“Your name i3 Wharton; you hold the
responsible position of captain of the
Remove,” he said severely. “Do you
think that your behaviour this afternoon
is in keeping with snch an honourable
and cxalted position?”

“What bebaviour?™
sourly.

“ You deliberately deserted the team,”
gaid Peter. “I put it to you—you
deliberately and with malice afore-
thought deserted the team in—in—in
their hour of need.”

“Don't be a silly assf”

asked Wharton

“That is no answor,” said Peter Todd

“(zo and eat cokel™
“You refuse to answer my questions 7"
asked Todd, appealing to the “court ™
with o pmf’assmnu! gesture.

Bilence!

“Very well” zaid Peter. “I think
the case for the prosecution 18 complete.
It now remains to—"

“Bentence the rotter!” howled Bols-
over maj)or.

“Hear, henr!”
Peter Todd jumped u

cr

again,

“You can’t do that,” he protested.
"f.:ﬁu;lllnﬁn] for defence hasn't said & word
ve

“0Oh crumbs!™

“Mauly!"

“Wake up, Mauly!”

“Oh gad!” Lord Maulevaerer, who

had been dozing, jumped as ﬁgilw
jammed a bony elbow in his riba
“What is 1t 7"

“* ¥Your turn to chin-wag,” said Ogilvy.
“¥ou're Counsel for defence.” :

“Oh gad!” mumbled his lordship.
“An' I was just takin® forty winks!"

The slacker of the Remove pulled him-
self together and rose to his fect,

“Gentlemen of the Remove,” he
drawled hn.r::} put to it to stifle o yawn,
' I—]_'_ Py

“Very lueid,” grinned Skinner.

Lord Mauleverer gave Wharton an
appealing glance.

“Did you or did you not desert the
dnshud—vf mean, the cricket—that is to
g4y, the footer team, this afternoon, old
bean? I mean—="

Wharton said nothing.

“Is there any reason, old scout, why
you didn't get to St. Jim'si"” asked
Maounly., “If there is—an’ I fancy, some-
how, there 15—I ask you to tell these
silly asscs—I mean, the court.”

Wharton's cyes gleamed. Lord
Mauleverer, unlike most of the other
juniors in the Remove, was of the

-opinion that there was o reason for his

not being present at the footer match
with 8t. Jum's. From Mauly's face
Wharton's glance travelled to the faces
of his former chums. He fancied he
read condemnation there, and his heart
hardened, Why should he tell these
fellows that he had been detained—that
ha had tried hiz utmost to get to 3k
Jim's? -

The court waited some moments, and
still Wharton did pot speak. Bulstrode
rose from his sent. i

“The case has been heard,"” he said.
“Counsel for prosecution and counsel for
defence have wagged their chine, Now
it's up to the Form—ahem |—the jury to
pass sentence—ahem |—I mean, to give
their verdict. Gentlemen of the Remove
—of the jury, do you I:‘mdjhu prisoner
at the bar q;uiIt.r or not guilty?

1] Gui‘lt'r!l ¥ :

Thera was only one dissentient voice,
and that was Lord Mauleverer’s. With a
sympathetic blink in Wharton'’s direc-
tion, his lordship crept quictly back to
hia bed and slid between the sheets,
Whatever transpired in that court,
Mauly would no longer be a participator
in it. In a few seconds his gentle snore
was rumbling through the dormitory.

Bulstrode, grim of countcoance, faced
Harrv Wharton.

“This court has found yon guilty of
wilfully descrting the footer team. Have
you anything to say beforo I pass
scntence on you ?”

Wharton's lip curled.

“Go and eat coke!”

Bulstrode ¢rimsoned,

“1 sentence tho prisoner to run the
gauntlet,” ho said in o ringing voice,
“and to be sent to Coventry!”

“Hoar, hear!” .

Wharton faced his Form-fellows with
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clenched fiste. The
injustice of it all
rankled, ¥et it did
not seem to oceur to
him that he could
have appeased the
wrath of the Hemovo

the simple ex-
planation of what
exactly had happened
to him that after-

Moving with cauntion, Harry Wharton
was nearing the Sehool House door,
when Mr, Quelch stepped ount. ** Where
are your lines, boy ?** thundered the
Remove master. ' I baven't done them,
sir,” said Wharton. *° There’s a footer
match on at St. Jim’s to-day, and I'm
wanted there.”” *‘Indeed !' snapped
Mr. Quelch. ** Go to the Form-room ! ™
(See Chapler 10.)

noon.

“Get vour pillows,
you men!” com-
manded Bulstrode,

In & moment the
Remaovitea were
snatching pillows
from their beds.
Others hastily stuffed
stockings  with
towels; s=ome, like
Skinner & Co,
selected  slippers  as
their weapons of pun-
ishment, whilst . tho
ramainder knotted
towels.

“Line up

Whila five or six
juniors laid hands on
Wharton and dragged
him to the end of the
dormitory, the re-
mainder of thec
Remove lined up in
two ranks. Wharton
struggled  furiously,
but weight of numbeys
told. Gasping for
breath, and white
with ragpe, he was
held firmly at the
beginning of the
avenue through which
e was to Tan.

“Get going!”
snapped Bolsover,
swwishing  his  pillew
through the ais,

Wharton sob
feath defiantly.

Swish, swish, swish!

Three swipes
descended on ia
back, but he did not
mova. Then, unsecn by anyone, Harold
Skinner pricked a pin into one of Whar-
ton’s calves. TInvoluntarily the captain
of the Remove broke into 2 run.

“Give the rotter socks!™

"Lay it on!”

Whack ! Swizsh! Smeock!

A regular fusillade of blows rattled
down on the back and shoulders of the
captain of the Remove.  Somo of the
juniorg, fellows like Bkinner & Co., were
nnIlI: so particular as to where their blows
fell.

Whack, whack, whack!

Despite himzelf, Wharton found hmm-
self Tunning—or, rather, stumbling—
along the double line, a bitter rage con.
suming him and a sense of completo
humiliation in his heart. DBlows fell on
him from all sides, and he was gquite
dizzy by the time he had staggered half-
way down the avenue. Livid marks
showed up on his face, positive proof
that somae of the “loaded ™ stockings
that had welted him had contained
articles heavier than they should have
done.

ol [:Il'l."e !Il

Hazeldena hiseed the warning sud-
denly, but it came too late. There was
the sound of an exclamation from the
region of the doorway. Next moment
the lights were switched on.

Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove,
stood framed in the doorway, amaze-
ment and horror in his face.

Harry Wharten, a yard from the end

pr
H

his

of the double line, was still receiving
punishment from those juniors who had
not E.Et got in thair “ whaeck " when Mr,
Quelen's rumbling voice echoed through
the dormitory.

“Boy:!" he thundered.
conl! Boys!™

The Removitea stood stock-still, seem-
ingly paralysed. Some hastily threw
away their holsters and pillows. Othors
shecpishly hid their loaded stockings
and their knotted towels behind them.

“DBoys, what does this mean 1™

Silenea ]

Mr. Queleh’s gimlet eyes fell upon
Wharton. The captain of the Remove
was realing.

“ Wharton !

The captain  of
himself together.

“Wharton, what doecs this mean "
asked Mr. Queleh in seandalised accenta,
 Harry Wharton, biting his lip, was
silent. Tho Removites cved each other
uncomfortably. Peter, Todd coughed
and stepped forward.

“I—that is, wn—the Form—'
began. * You see, sir—"

“Very lucid, 'm sure!™ snapped Mr.
Ciljﬂh‘il. “Bpeak up, Todd. What docs
this extraordinary sceno mean?”

“Wharton, sir,” began 1’ater again—
“WWharton, sir, has been tried and sen-
tenced by the—the Form !

“Indeed ™ Mr. Quelch's eves opened
wide with amazement. “For what
reason ¥

“Bless my

the Remove pulled

¥

ho

Peter Todd was silent. Wharton,
after all, had undergonc his trial and hia
punishment. It wasn't quite playing the
game to give Mr. Quelch the reason for
1t.

“] am wait[nq " ruombled Mr. Quelch.

“ You gee, sir,” stammered Poter help-
lessly, “I—that is, we—we—we—"

Mr. Quelch's eyes secemed to pierce
the hapless Peter like gimlots,

“Am I to understand, that Wharton
has committed some act which has
brought down on his head the condemna-
tion of the entire Form "

“Ye-yes, gip!”

“Then I demand to koow, as his
Form master—as your Form master—
the exact nature of his—his offence !
said Mr. Queleh sternly.

The Remwovites looked at cach other
in  helpless  confusion, but no one
ventured to explain,

A curious glitter eame into Wharton's
cyes,

He stepped forward, eonscious of an
ache in every limb,

“I think I can save the Form the
trouble of explaining, sir,” he said
slowly. 1 was sentenced by the Form
for deseriing the football team tlis
afternoon.”

Mr, Queleh started,

“You were what?” he cxclaimed,.

Wharton repeated his  statement.
Ar, Quelch looked astonished.

“Do you mean to tell me that boys
Tee MaGxer LiBrary.—No, 1,083,



of my Form would be so unreasonable
as to sentence a boy whom had
detained for the afternoon to such a
brutal and humiliating punishment
as F

But the.vest of the master’s words
were drowned In a roar of surprise
from the Remove.

“ Detained [ i

Wharton faced the astonished erowd
of juniors with a moeking gaze.

Mr. Queleh looked thunderous. .
“71 detained Wharton this afternoon,
he said grimly, “despite the fact that
he informed me of his football appoint-
ment. Surely he must have made that

clear to youi”

All eyes were on Wharton now.

Poter Todd gulped back something In
his threat, and Bulstrode, the late
“indge.” discreetly withdrew to the
back of the crowd. o

“Wharton never told ues that, sir.
said Poter haltingly. “Of course, 1if
wa had known, wo should mnever
have——"

=E‘]31:|n1,=-5:!” interrupted Mr. Quelch. *T
am amazed and pained to think that
members of my Form should be zo
unjust. You had apparently made up
your minds beforehand that Wharton
had deliberately deserted the team this
afternoon, Why you should have
cansz to jump to thet conclusion I dont
know., Dut it iz obvious that son did,
otherwise you would have heard Whar-
ton's explanation.”

A grin began to turn the corners of
Wharten's mouth., Ho was enjoying
the situztion now. .

Tt was on the tip of Peter Todd's
tongue to say that Wharton had refused
to offcr any explanation, but he did not
say so. In tho circumstances, Wharton

had been treated badly enough
already. .
“1 am sorry, Wharton,” said Mr.

Quelch, “that this should have hap-
pened, and that I, in an indirect way,
should have been the cause of it.” Then
to the Form: “With the exception of
Wharton, every boy in the Form will
take 2 hundred lines for this disgusting
exhibition of horseplay! Return to
vour beds!™ -

Very sheepishly the Removites turned
in. Mr. Quelch saw lights out once
more, gave Wharton o compassionate
look, and then whisked out of the dor-
mitory. When his footsteps had died
sway there was a buzz in the dermi-
tory. All the juniors were discussing
the affair.

“Why didn’t you explain, Wharton 1"
ssked Peter Togd.

Silence !

“You were a silly nss not to speak
up. Harey " said Nuogent softly.

Whasrton did not answer that or any
of the score of romarks addressed to
him. His body ached from the castiga-
tion he had received, yet the culmina-
tion of that dermitory trial scemed like
balm to hiz proud nature

He fell asleep long  before the
Remove had censed to discuss the sensa-
tion of the night.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Peter to the Rescue !

IFF!
B eny
Peter Todd jumped as he

made that sudden ejaculation
and caressed his left ear.

Peter was strolling in the quad the
following afternoon, his  thoughts
centred on a cerfain abstruge point of
Iaw which had baffled him for many
days, when zamething struck him.
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“Yowl” he muttered crossly. "My
enr [Y

He gazed about him angrily, en-
deavouring to see what had struck bhim
that sudden ond painful blow on the
ear. Then he jumped as, & few feet
nway from him, he saw a fairly bulky
cardboard blotting-pad. There was
nothing else in the nature of a missile
in sight, so it was obvious that it was
the glc-tting-pad, doubtless the sharp
corner of it, which had struck him on
the ear. :

If there was any doubt abount 1t 1t
was settled the next moment, for the
head of Hareld Skinner appeared at the
window of his study.

“Chuck that blotter back, Todd!” he
sang ouk,

Peter Todd glared. )

“Did you shy the blessed thing out
of the window, you dangerous idioti™
he demanded crossly, oy

“] was swiping Bunter with it, and
it slipped out of my hand,” said the
cad of the Remove.

“%Well, the dashed thing hit me on
the ear!” growled Peter Todd.

Harold Skinner suppressed a grin and
looked wvory contrite,

“Borry 1" he said,

Petor Todd, still caressing his ear,
picked up the blotting-pad, and, takin
aim, hurled 1t back to Skinner's
window.  As the blotting-pad sailed
aloft, the top sheot of 1t became
detached.

That single sheet fluttered to the
ground, coming to rest almost at Peter's
feet.

Todd was about to pass on, when
something about that sheet of blotting-
paper commanded his attention. Btoop-
ing. he picked i1t up and examined 1k
curiously. Then he whistled. Glancing
up ot the window to see if he had heen
obhserved, Petor, :a1:-1:r.|11'1zrr|t.li'!'l gatisfied
that he had not been, put the pieca of

-paper in his pocket and went up to his

study. -

“T'|] swear that's Wharton’s writing,™
ha mutterad, taking out the pieca of
blotting-paper from hiz pocket and
examining it. “I—"

He held the paper in front of the
study mirror, so that the blotted writin
on it wonld be reflected in its origina
formation. Then he jumped.

“Phaw 1"

Reflected in the mirror he saw the
following words several times repeated,
just as if someone had been given a
gingle line to write out & number of
times:

“Jobnny Bull iz the worst ™

The characters were not consistently
perfect, of course, but that single
phrase almost made Peter Todd tremble
with excitement. He recalled the letter
Wharton had been taxed with writin
—the letter in which Johnny DBull an
Nugent, Bob Cherry, and Inky had
been libelled 0 grossly,. Then some
measure of enlightenment began to
dawn on Peter's brain.

The picce of blotting-paper he held
hod come from Skinner's study. What
waa that wntmﬁ doing on it?  Obwi-
ously it would not be Wharton's
writing, for ha would not write the
same sentence soveral times—not unless
he were mad. And strange as Wharton
was acting these days, Todd knew that
the captain of the Remove was certainly
not mad.

“Torgery!” muttered Peter Todd.

remember now, Wharton didn't
actually deny writing that letter. Hae
merely asked Bull and the others if
they thought he had written it Just
like Wharton, silly ass. He could have
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explained about last nmight's affair, but
he didn't, My hat!"”

Full of the excitement of his dis-
covery, Poter Todd rushed off to find
Johnny Bull, Nugent, Bob Cherry, and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. He ex-
pleined to them how he had come into
possession of that precious piece of blot-
ting-paper, and held it up to the study
mirror for them all to zce.

“It's o forgery!” snid Johnny Bull,
quivering with ocxciterment, *The
strokes of the charactors are slightly
different each time, just as if zomeono
were trying to copy another man's fist.”

“You've hit it!” said Peter: and the
rest of the Co. looked at each other in

ank amazement,

“The rotten. cadl” roared Dob
Cherry, clenching his big fists, “If
that's Bkinner's dirty work I'll

slaughter the rotter!”

“What about Harry " snid Nugent
uncomfortably. “I've—I've a focling
that we've been a bit too ready to jump
on him lately I

There was a silence.
broke it at last.

“I think you're right, Frank,” he
sald. “This matter wants looking into.
Come on!*

With grim faces, the juniors followed
Johnny Bull down the passage.

“Leave this to me!"” whispered Peter
Todd, as they neared Study No. 11,

"Rﬁfﬂ.—hn, Toddy I

Crash |

Peter Todd sent the door of Skinner's
study flying t‘;pf.ln with o heavy kick.

Skinner and Snoop and Stott looked
up guiltily. They were playing cards,
and it was surprising how swiftly thoso
cards disappeared from sight.

“I'm not aware that Ignakeﬂ you to
call 1" gaid Skinner sourly.

“You're not aware of several things”
said Peter Todd, coming straight to the
point.

“Eh?” said Skinner, not liking the

Johnny Bull

looks of his visitors. “What do you
mean T

Peter Todd staked everything in a
long shot.

“I mean that forgery i1z enough to
gend you to prizon !

Skinner's face paled, and he started
to his feet.

“I mean that your rotten forgery has
caused a lot of mischief in the Form,”
went on Todd. *“In short, my forging
chicken, you're bowled out!”

Snoop and Stott eyed their white-

faced study-mate in amazement and
alarm,
“I—I—" began Skinner, and then

he stopped. Todd's accusation had swept
him completely off his feat. *What do
you mean "

Peter Todd's face grew as prim ns
that of any judge in a High Court.

“I have in my possession proof
positive that you forged the letter the
Formm was given to understand that
Wharton wrote.”

£ ﬂh !”

The cad of the Remove backed
against the wall, with pallid face and
wildly-staring eyes. He tried to pull
himself together, as he realizsed that all
his eunning was recolling on his own
head.

“How dare you say such & thing " ho
said furiously. ™ IHow dare youn! I'll—
I'll complain to the—the Head!™

Peter Todd laughed mirthlessly,. Heo
knew now that he was on the right
tr%‘ﬂ'!f‘ht’ just what I’ ing to

at's just wha m goin
m}ggest :,.r«::u::'I do,” he aair.i.g “Eﬂmﬂ
along I

And Peter Todd turned on his heel.

“Where are you going? almost
shrieked Skinner.
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“To the Head!" said Peler coolly.
“It's my duty, anyone's duty to show
up & forgerl’ ] 1

_Eiéll.tnne;l:’ licked his dry lips.

ap !

Poter Todd stopped.

“Well?” he asked. “Do you coniess
that it was you who wrote the letier ¥

“I—I—wrote part of it,” stammered
Skinner, white as & sheet.

Snpop and Stott started. Fvidently,
it was news to them that their study-
mate had had a hand in the writing of
that sensational letter.

“You wrote part of it§" said Peter.
“What part "

Skinner ‘almost tearfully explained. It
cost him something to do so, bui it
nmieant cither a confession to the Remove
or a confession to Dr. Locke. And the
latter, ha knew, would mean a ﬂnggiﬁg
end coxpulsion from Greyfriars. e
cringed like a beaten cur az he poured
out the whole miserable story; how he
had added to tho letter the captain of
tha Remove had started to write.

“You worm!” roared Bob Cherry,
clenching his bi$ fists. “You cunning,
despicabla cad I’

“You forger!” hissed Johnny Bull.
“You'll end your days in prison.

“I—I1—I only did it for a joke™
wailed Skinner, not knowing how his
secret had leaked ouf, for he had told
no one, “I didn’t mean any harm.
I—I—1 was only following up
lead—" :

“What's Bunter got fo do with it?”
hooted Peter Todd. . ]

“Jt—it was hiz roften ventriloguism
that made the row in the Form-room,”
enid Skinner, "“*when it seemed ag if
Wharton was sneaking on Bull.”

" Bunter 1"

*“QOh, my hat!" :

Four members of the Famous Five
looked thoroughly dismayed. It had
nover -:u_':currer{t[ to them for an instant
that Bunter, the ventriloquist, had been
responsible for that amazing affair.
But now it certainly did secin possible.

“(Oh, my hat!” groaned Johnny Bull,
“Poor old Wharton's heen badly
treated all along. Oh, great Scott !

“Poor old Harry!" said Nugent
goftly. _

Skinner eyed the juniors anxiously,
fonrful lest tieg should take him before
Dr. Locke and explain the whole miser-

able business.

“What are we going fo do with this
worm?” said Peter Todd, at length.
“Hae ought to be kicked out of the
school I

“Ha jolly well would be if the Head
know anything about this business.™

“It—it was a joke, ™ wailed Bkinner.
"I—=I—I didn’t mean any harm, really.”

“Get out of my sight, you cunnin
rottor,” roared Johnny Bull, “eor T’
smash you 1"

“Let the Form deal with him,"” said
Peter Todd. *1 fancy Skinner will be
gorry ho tried his hand at forgery by
tha time we've finished with him.’

And beckoning to his four companions
ho tramped out of the study, to laok for
Billy Bunter.

That fat vouth was soon dizcorored.
He was cyeing the %"und things in Mrs.
Mimble's window, Without loss of time
Poter Todd came to the point and, in
his usual aobtuze way, Bunter blurted
out his part in the Form-room affair.

“I—I—I only did it to get my own
back on the heast for blacking my eye,”
protested tho Owl of the Remove indig-
nantly. “I mean, I never mtated
Wharton's voice at all.  IF you think
I could do such a rotten thing as to
mako Wharton sneak, you're & sus-
picious rotter, Todd "

“0Oh, my hat!"” gasped Bob Cherry.

unter's.

NEXT SATURDAY’S
STAR PROGRAMME!

Colker’s the boy in the limelight next week,

chums, and l:q.r Jingo he comes out strong !
Mr. Prout doesn't think 2 great deal of
Horace Cuk«en and Horace Coker doesn’t

think a great deal of Mr, Prout. That's
where the fun starts., You'll laugh loud

«*

and long over FRANK RICHARDS' latest tale of Greylriars, so don't miss ity
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By Ernest McKeag

Look out, too, for another trenchant

“A CONVICT

instalment of this old-time romance,

AT LARGE!”

By Dicky Nugent

That's the title of another ** shocker " from our tame author in the Second Form.

It's the q:rnd 8.

* Referee. " Mext week he tells us the secretsiof Roy

Finally, there’s another interesting and informative article by

Gum:h“'s SUCCess: . . . Rﬂ? belnj.

as doubtless you know, the famous English International full-back of Huddersheld.
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“Tf Bunter doesn’t take the whole
blessed biscuit factory !”

“Leave the fat rotter for now,"” said
Johnny Bull, *“QOur frst job it to put
oursclves right with poor old Harry.
Bunter can stand his trial with that cad
Bkinner 1"

“Wow!” howled Bunter. “I—I—I1
never said 8 word in Form. I mean, it
was Wharton’s fault, anyway. Groough !
I won't stand a trial. 1'll—"

But Peter Todd and the other juniors
did not wait to hear any further ox-
postulations from Billy Bunter.

With a rush, they made their way up
to the Remove passage and burst into
Wharton's study.

The captain of the Remove gave them
s far from pleasant look.

“1 say, Harry—"

“T'm awfully sorry, old scount——"

“The sorrowfulness only equals the
terrific misunderstandfulnoss——"

“We never knew—"

Wharton jumped to his feet as those
semi-coherent statements fell wpon kis
ears, the dark look still en lhis face.
But, despite that, Johnny Bull and his
chums eventually got out the full story
and Wharton's old-time chums were
loud and sincere in their apologica.

Gradually the bitterness left Whar-
ton’s face.

“"You fellows are
said.

“Rats! It was our fault all along the
line 1"

“I'm afraid I was—I was just as
much to blame as you were!” Wharten
gald that frankly enough, and in &
moment more the Famous Five were
united, each member of the Cou shaking
their old lecader wnrml:,: by the hand.

“It was jw silly pride in the first
place,” said Wharton, blushing a little,
“You know when I get rid of—of my
camera in order to give Johnny a birth-
day feed.”

Johnny Dull erimsoned.

“And I thought you were bluffing !"
he zaid. "1 was=n't worth a sacrilice
like that,” ho added, with a queer gulp
in his throat.

" Oh, yes you were 1™ smiled Wharlon,
fecling as if a terrilic weight had been
lifted from his shonlders. “And I'm
sorry I—I hurt you the other day.’

very good ! he

“"You didan't hurt me enough,” szaid

Johnny stoutly.

“It—it was because Bunter had
boned our feed that I lost my temper,”
explained Wharton, "The clumsy ass
hit me—and then I saw red. 1 was—
1 WEE—"—”

“Hurt,” said Frank Nugent softly.
“I know. You were hurt to think that
we didn't believe wyou'd stood that

special spread.”

“I was a 5ﬂl;,r ase,” said Wharton
smiling, “And I'm sorry. If you chaps
aro agreed, we'll call it square and

for thoe whole mizerable business.

shall have more faith in my friends
next time, and not se much—much
pride.”

“TAnd we'll have more faith in you
too, old chap,” said Johony DBull, *an
not be =0 ready to jump to silly con-
clusions !**

“The faithfulness will be terrifici®
purred Inky. “8hake, my worthy
cham ™ -

They shook once again.

Five minutes later the Remove wero
surprised to sco the Famous Five walk-
ing arm and arm down the passage.
Ten minutes later the Remove were in
full posscssion of tho facts, Thwenty
minutes later Skinner and Bunter weve
undergoing their trial. Twentydive
minutes later they were undergoing
their respective pumshmenis.

And thirty minutea later Alr. Queleh,
looking out of hia window on to the
quacl, received an agreeable surprise as
he saw five juniors arm in arm langhing
and chatting cheerily as they wended
their way to the tuckshop, for he recopg-
nised in them the Famous Five, with
their leader, Harry Wharlon, locking as
cheery and as bright as of yore. Somoe-
thing told Mr. Quelch that the last had
bron geen of Wharton, the " imcorrig-
ible,” now that he was reunited to Lis
chuwmz,  And Me. Queleh was  right.
Over a handzome feed in Shudy No. 1,
to which, needless to say, Iilly Duanter
was not invited, the Famouns Five dis-
enzeed the future, turning their backs on
that shadowy peried when Larry Whar-
ton had been shunned by the Form.

THE EXD.

{XNaw look aul for next week's raltling
fine parn of Harry Wharton & Co.,
prrdieviars of which appear abore.)
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YOUNG ROGER BAMTLETT
IS A REAL PLUCKED 'UN!

HOW THE STORY BEGAN,

Sprred  on the eall of the sz and
tales of trmmmbym the Spanish Main, young

Roger Bartlell runsg away [from ihe farm on
which he has been reared. He 4 slill ten miles
from his destination—the seaport of Fothering-
m—uhen he otverhears hwo ruflians naned
Abednige One-Fype and Slim plofting the death
of the moner of ¢ near-by fotse, Hoper is jusl
in lime {o warn the man of i perid beafore the
Seplindrels arrive fo carry ok 7 smurderous
design. Mortally wou in the fight that
Jollows, the stranger hands over to Roger o sealed
Dicket, charging him lo fake i fo a man known
ag ' The Cheralier" whom ke will find at ¥
tavern of ¥e Three Jolly Marinery in Fothering-
Shortly afterwafds, the fad iz resevied
from the hands of One-Bye and Slim by o
Jashiorably dressed gallant who proves o be none
other than The Chevalier himeelf ! In the tavern
at Foltheringham, Roger's rescuer makes the
digcovery that the sealed packel sent lo him by the
m san, Sir Richard Grealorez, condaing the
of an island on which @ great trecatirs lies
buried. Under cover of darkness, hopever, One-
Eye steqle into the room and & the chart
awely almos! under eir véry nodes.

(Now read on.)

How Roger Fell Amongst Enemies !

T was but for a moment that Roger

l stood outside the tavern window.

The next, as & mocking roar of

launghter rang out above the shriek-

ing of the wind and the thunder of the
breaking waves, bhe darted forward.

The laugh was the laugh of One-Eye,
and Roger koew full well that, though
he could not see the scoundrel, he was
near at hanod.. It was from the dark-
ness to the left that the mocking laugh
had come, and in this direction Boger
dashed, spurred into action by the
thought that if he acted tardily, it
would be too late to prevent the escape
of tho rogue with the chart that meant
g0 much.

Ho ran wildly onwards, coming at last
to & narrow alley that ran between two
rows of rackety dwelling-houses, Here
the zlley was cobbled, and Roger could
hear, in the distance, & patter of
footsteps. i

“Bo the rogue has his henchman wt'
him " mutiered Roger. "1 swear 'twas
two sets o' feet I heard. So much the
better, for I vow I will slit the throats
o' both rascals if they give me not the
thét’it_!”_ hii 1ier tight h d

ripping his rapier tighter, he spe
5]{311{]:11{53 allay. It was terribly dark,
and his fect canght again and again in
the cobbles, as though they would trip
him up and bring hun crashing to the
round. Yet stern determihation drove

im onward, and ever could he hear the
clatter of heels on the cobbles leading
him with their sound.

Into a maze of parrow alleys he
glunged. They were deserted, for

onest folk had long since been abed,
and none were abroad save the rogues
of the night. Not a soul did REoger sce,
yot the clamp of the flying footstops of

Tie Macrwer Lisrary,—No. 1,083

JOIN UP WITH HIM IN HIS THOUSAND-
AND-ONE THRILLING ADVENTURES!

One-Eve and 8lim lured him on like
sormne will-o'-the-wisp.

With a rush he came out of an alley,
and found himself by the water-front of
the little harbour. }éaﬁa for the noise
of the storm, he could hear nothing.
His c¢yes went to where the lights of
soveral ships twinkled through the dark-
ness. He halted, for no longer could he
hear the footsteps of the rogues he had
been pursuing. .

2 rats have vaniashed!” he
muttered. “'Tis hereabouts they must
have their rat-hole!"™

His heart was heavy with disappoint-
ment, and, after a vain search, he had,
perforce, to give up the hope of finding
One-Eve and hiz rat-like friend. He
turned to retrace his steps to ¥e Threo
Jolly Marincrs, wondering what had
happened to The Chevalier in the mean-
time. But he had hardly gone a score
of paces cre he found himself eonfronted
by the very man he had chased!

Abednige One-Eye. stood in his path
chuckling mightily.

“8o-ho, little turkey cock, so we meot
again! Bink me if ye be not a
plucked ‘'un, but mighty troublesome,
my bully 1"

Roger's rapier flashed forward, but
One-Eye was too quick for the lad
He leaped nimbly to one side, and his
knife flashed from his belt, catching the
steel of the rapier and twisting it aside,

“Nab hm, 8lim!” he chuckled.
“%plit me, but he be full of spirit, be
our little fire-eater MNab him, Slim—
nab bhim 1" )

Roger wheeled about just in time, for
]t_lha: ferrety Slim was creeping up behind

im.

He sprang backwards, and brought
his hEl.CE to the wall. Then, with his
rapier ready to bite deep, he faced the
rogues, :

ne-Eye sprang at him. The rapier
flashed, and had the villain not dodged
backward it is certain that his black
heart would have been pierced by the
flashing blade.

Clang, clang, clang’

The knives of the rogues clashed
against the rapie:, striving to break
down its guard, seeking to turn it aside
g0 that one of them ecould leap in under it
and plungo a bladoe intc the stout heart
of tha lad who fought them so gallantly.
It was wearisome and tiring work for
Roger to beat them off, and his wrist
ached with the constant tension upon it,

“ Yield, my little turkev cock, my fire-
cating bully boy!” chaffed One-Eye.
“B'my troth, 'tis a fighter he is!”

His mocking face was over in front
of Roger, yet, though the lad lunged
and parried with a skill that was re-
markable for one such as ho, he could
not pink either of hia ponents. Yet
he could keep them at their distance,

and this, after a while, began to anger
tha rogucs.

One-Eye dro hiz chaffing mood,
and his cruel hps twisted into a scowl
* fﬁmid d ti

“Yield, yo dog, cre my patience goos
an’ I rip ye to the Ghi.lf[" he cursed;
but, though his dagger slashed throug
the air again and again, Roger
managed to turn its point, and lun
in return at One-Eye, driving him back.

A littlo sgueal ql? pain and rage came
from the lips of 8lim. He had darted
in, seeking to find Roger's heart with
his dagger; but the lad was too quick
for him, and had pinked him on the
£rin.

“Curses on yel!” snarled tho man,
“Ya shall paf' for that, lad! I shall
flog the skin Irom your back.
D]%aeming it likely that he could not
break down the lad's guard, B8lim
craftily drew off and fumbled at his
belt, drawing forth a pistol, But,
though the barker was primed, Shm did
not fire 1t. So great was his rage that
he wished to do more than kill this
youth who had matched himself against
the rogues. -

Roger  was
followed.

The barker whizzed through the air
suddenly. True, Roger saw 1t coming,
but, being hotly engaged with One-
Eve at the momer®*, he could do nothing
to avoid it. The weapou struck him on
the temple, causing him to stagger and
fall, and he dropped his rapier, which
fell with a eclang upon the cobbled alley.
Then did darkness sweep down upon
Fogoer Bartlett, and his last recollee-
tion was of the evil-visaged One-Eye
bending over him, s fingera aching
miﬁhtilgy to cluteh the lad by the throat
and choke the breath from him.

It was with & head that ached fit to
split that Roger opened his eyes again,

He was l}\:mg on a bare nganp &
plank that heaved and rolled sicken-
ingly. Above him he could ses the
stars, peering through & haze of clouds
—and the stars wheeled and lurched
amazingly. There came to his ears the
creak of rowlocks, and the steady plash-

lash of cars, and he saw the figures of

im and One-Eye silhouectted against
the darkness of tia night.

“A boat! 'Tis a boat I em in,” he
reflected, and he half-closed his eyes and
lay still, fearful of disclosing to the
rogues that consciousness had returned
to him.

What now could he do? Whither was
he being taken? What lay in store for
him? He had no mind to submit
quietly to the whims of these rogues—
vet it seemeod that no way of cscape was
open to him. ]

Then, as the boat forged its way
through the waters, he saw, at no great
distance, the dsrk hulk of a Bhig loom-
ing in the blackness of the night. A
golitary riding-light burned upon her.
She was a schooner, riding there at
anchor, but all aboard her was silent.

Roger's brain worked guickly. One-
Eye and 3lim, intent on their rowing,
were thinking not of him. Perhaps he
might escape. A quick dive over the
bulwarks the .boat, & swim into the
darkness, and then—could he reach the
schooner?  Anything was better than to
trust to the mercies of thess men.

With this in mind, Roger acted.
Swift as & voung fawn. he leaped to his
feet. For the fraction of a moment he
stdod there, and a howl came to the
lips of One-Eye. It wa: drowned in a
mighty surge of waters as Roger sprang
from the boat, and dived deep into the
turmoil of the wawves. )

“Curses on the rat!” screamecd 8lim,
dropping his oars and springing to his

unprepared for what
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feet, while his hand flew to his belt and
brought out a pistol. “XNow he shall
pay for thig!”

He crouched by the bulwarks of the
boat, his eyes striving to pierce the wveil
of blackness which shrouded the waters,
A splash sent his EFEE keenly searching,
and as he saw a lina of broken water
which might have betokened the reap-
pearance of Roger's head, he pressed
the trigger.

Bang!

A spurt of flame stabbed the darkness,
followed by the whine of a bullet and
the. splash as a jet of spray leaped
from the water an inch or two from
Roger's head,

But the darknesz was profound, and
the lad thanked Providence for that.
Heoe swam vigorously in the direction of
the great hulk of the schooner. No
further shot came from the boat, which
tossed unceasingly upon the waters.
Doubtless neithey One-Exye nor Slim
wished to attract too much attention to
their nocturnal exploit.

“2ink him, the rat!” The words of
One-Eye carried over the waters, " Far
better “twould ha been had ye let me
rip him up, Slim [V _

Rn?er heard naught more, for by this
time he had swum close o the schooner,
The waves were tossing him hither and
thither like a eork. and he feared
greatly lest he should be dashed against
the great timbers of the vesscl. His
strength, too, was giving out, for he
had been in no fit state to swim far,
and had it not been for the desperate

light in which he had awakened to find
Eimsc]t’, he might have hesitated before
embarking upon so dangerous a
venture.

Now, as a wave picked him up and
dashed him against the schooner’s side,
Roger felt the strong under-pull of
the waters, and he threw out his arins
despairin iy, for it seemed that he
would indeecd be dragged to his doom
benoath tho vessel,

Yet in the very moment, as it seemed,
of his despair he found his hands close
about a rope, and with his fast-ebbi
strength he pulled himdell slowly an
painfully from the grip of the waters,

pausing not until he was clear of their
wild turmoil., There he hung, swaying
with the motion of the ship, lacking
strength to clamber to the deck above
him, yet still grateful that he was able
to wind the rope about him and sway
dizzily half-way to s.afet?_‘. _

He had no means of reckoning the
time he hung there suspended: but at
last, as his strength slowly returned to
hiny, he endeavoured to drag himself
upward. Slow and painful was his pro-
gress, but inch by inch he made his way
to the gun-port from which dangled the
rope that had saved him.

It was hard work to clamber through
the open port and gain the guun deck of
the schooner, but at last Roger's

atience was rewarded and he found
rimself safe aboard the vessel

The guu deck was desevted. but by
the light of a lantern which glimmered
auspended from a great beam above him
ha could count ten guns on ecither side.
For'ard, a companion-way led to the
deek above; and, grearly wonderin
what mawrer of craft it was to which
chance had brought him, lhe crept
cautiously up the companion.

The deck seemed at fivst sight to be
desorted, and Roger eame stealthily oup,
taking care lest his feet should echo
npen the wooden boards and catch the
car of some watcher,

By the for'ard hold be lingered; and
then, a2z the shadow of a figure loomed
up against the blackness of the night,
he dropped flat on his stomach lest he
should be observed.

The dark figure was joined b
another. The men crossed to the bul
warks, conversing in hoarse whispers.
Straining his cars, Roger listened; for
he knew not whether this veszel shel-
tered friends or foes. It was well -he
had not revealed himself, for the words
which came to his ears sent a thrill
through him. .

“Watch ye careful, LﬂE-Eﬂ.ﬂ” whis-
pered a voice that Roger knew only too
well. “De as ye have been bidden,
and sink me if we shall not come back
from this cruize veolling in pieces of
pight! Gold, Lop-Ear—bright red gold
—to be had for the asking! Think ye
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o' that, Lop-Ear! But, sink me, an’ ve

prove not faithful. 'l split ye cross-

wize, Lop-Ear, and make shark's meat
yel”
I'll do it! Ne'or

“I'll do it, cap'n!
fear ye, cap'nl”

There came the noise pf feot scraping
aguinst the bulwarks, and owe of the
fipures heaved himself over “the sido
and was lost to- view.  Then, "as the
figure of Lop-Ear gazed over the bul-
warks to watch the other scramble down
into the boat that was slongside, Roger
crept silently back down the companion-
way to the gun deck.

“Abednige One-Eye!” he muttered
hoarsely to himself, and crawled intp the
shadows.

In the shadows of the gun deck Roger
halted to think over his next move. IF,
a3 seemed a fact, this vessel was manned
by tnemies, he would have to be cautions
indead. As he had swum to the ve:sel
he had secn that thers were no boats
alongside her. Escape by means. of a
boat, therefore, was out of the question,

Above him, on the mein deck, he
could hear the oceasional tramp aof feot,
which told him that men were awake
and kecping watech through the night.
From various parts of the gun deck he
could hear the noise of heavy breathing
proceeding from hammocks slung high
up-near the deck-head. He knew not
how the time had gone,

“I must find me some hiding-place !”
he muttered. “Should I be discovered
by some rogue o' One-Eye's—"

He did not complete his sentence; but
started off, instead, to explore the ship
treading carefully lest he should start
somo of the boards creaking and thus
betray his presence to some enemy.

Enowing little of ships, he had some
difﬁcult-i im finding his waglr about; but
at last ha chanced upon a ladder which
led below, seemingly inlo the
bowels of the ship.

(What Fate awails Roger on this
strange ship? You will be surprized at
the startling developments which take
Hace in next week's thrilling long matal-
ment. Don’t miss ©f, chume, whatcrer
woit fdol)

vory

Nothing More to Pay for Ona Manth.

rom 35(- cash. Write te-da
trated catalogue and FAC

Company (Dept. G3 ),
inghans.

secures this superh Cabinet Foees
Gramophone or a Table Grand | ‘F?-i- |
or Giant Horn Instroment. (K I
i Carri
Faud. 10 Days® Triml. Choice of 15 Models |
for free illug-

RY PRICES,

A,

i ; it. Cels.; 25 French Cole.; sof 12
[ STAMPS. 5550 B piie, & Ja Batthauake,  fue . g

TE, STOUTREBEIDGE.

GDEPOSIT W R R

—_—
L
! ']

An extraordinary offer.  Send 1d.

poalage peguesting approvals,

50-SHOT AUTOMATIC .

ENOUGQH :

THE WORLD’S BEST PEA PISTOL /|74y
Better than ever and price reduced. =

now 2/3

dAlago the LT-Shot “ TRIUMIL ", now 1,- poat frea,
R. DILNOT, 12§, CHISWICE HIGH ROAD, LONDON, W, 4.

SAalD—

POST FREE,

—FREE to all sufferers, particulars of a proved
BL“SHIHE. bonre  breatment that queekly removeéa sl

SED COLONIALS AND
l 2 DIEFERER T dTAmrs E XOEIEIIX

&2 TOWNSEND, London Road, Liverpool

1% I did. Pap-
STHF ETAMHEHIHG! ﬁ%ﬂﬂg“i‘-‘f&a.fmauﬂ B.

HUGHEY, 7, SOUTHAMPTON BOW,. LONDON, W.C.l.

BE TALL | Your Height Incrensed in 14 days, Gr “ranteed,
I s Bend H-f. stamp for amazing Frea Hook,
L. STEBBING (Dept, A),187, High Strest, LOWESTO FT
.:Il TEST AFFROVALS & RECEIVE 7B COLONIAL AND N
HHTAHH.gu‘lilutzaﬂ:?ﬁlm BastAtamp Hinges, ‘
H a -
.'R. WILEIMEON, P:r::mgax:l Bulldings. COLWYH BAY.

GET THIS FINE PEA PISTOL!

n—" — [

PIETOL. FPorlect rapid repesting action, Flocst —1 4
ahooter yeb  prodoced, Great Tun-mwaker, 208 .

a5 OT AUTOMATIC MAGAZINE PISTOL. Yooy
popnlar. 2j-. Hath lbeavy wako.  Postage of eaels, S,
::F . 'Wellsknown 17 SHOT “TRIUMPH'
EATER. 1,2 post frec. Ammunitionwith cact pistol,

Coloninl postopo Bd. exira, 4
HORWOODS (Dept. M.T.), 3, FIHSBURY SQUARE, LONDON, E.C.2.

—

embarrazsment, and permanently cures blushing and fAesbing of
the faece and neck. Enclose stamp to pay postage to-—

Mr. A. TEMPLE (Bpecialist), Palace House, 128, Shafteshury
,ﬁ:enuu (2nid Floor), London, W.l. J(Ezlablished cver 20 pcors)

CUT THIS OUT

H#MAGNET " PEN COUPON. YALUE 3d.

Bend 5 of ‘heee ecoupeons with only 208 [(and 24, stampd direct ta the
FLEET PEN CO.. 118, Flest Slreat, E. . By relurn yen wiil
receite & handesme Jever aelf-filllng PLEET FOUMTAIN PEN wilh
golid goid nib (fne, meddmn, or hramdl, vsoally 1058, Fleet Price 4,

«fF wilh & ceupens ¢gnly 209, De Luxe Aodel 2/- exira,

All applications for Advertisement Space in this
publication should be addressed to the Adver.
isement Manager, UNION JACK SERIES, The
Fleetway Heouse, Farringdon St., London, E.C.4,

e Larw

4 : Rl Amalgamate
Frinted and published ﬂ&rﬁﬁﬁ;}tﬁth tha Pmprf:h'értl, Tﬁ?ﬂm::ﬁ;'nt DS, Tieciatered for LrAdsnils
it miontha. Bols Agents

uzs, Far

Advertlsement oOicen: Th rlurmlﬁ
b rannum: Ss. 6d. for 1

rates; Inland and Mﬂ'uﬂu. 118,
Austr.

and New Zealabd: Mesars. Gorded & Gubeh. Lid— 5. ro | I

et ——
Freas, Ltd., The Fleetway UWouss, Farrlogdon Sirest, Loadon, B.O.4.
op by Cabadian Magasiny Post. Subscripticm
Afriea: ITM_{“ T&u?“ Ageney, Ltd. Scole :genin [of
et Bl PN B 5

or Benth



; EVERY
28 SATURDAY.

PRICE
TWOPEHGE.

=

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

BiNG VULGAN
ENGINE

fud dmm};ﬁ loeo.,
l-ﬂt .!'Eﬂﬂl!f Iﬂf#fl
Hedmy = ha
Buiffarsm: i'LM.ﬁ' GIFR,
orie GiN.E.R. El'uumu

26 cnupnns

“BING TANK
ENGINE
Hmuh,l"nﬂu ﬁﬂu? mn{rﬁm
??EE .F.I Hwnre

1 20 coupons

'”i 5 iy

J, i uiwh ﬂi'

COACH
Four com rimends  wwith
.n‘;}i# i . JJ'-'I“ "Strongiy

madfumﬂ' mu}mi Goetepe 0,
90 coupons

SIG NAL BCD{

Rm!ts-!:.-:. gignil Box, TWith
aleps, One-grm E‘!ﬂ"i’f-t.n!“fm-ri
Tandfe holder. Height bin,

120 coupons

Here's a chance, lads, to drive your own engines—
on your own track. Royal expresses—snor ing

along past all-clear signals, Sturdy *“locals™

stopping at Statmns—standmg to let the express
roar I:-y. Whatever trains you like—with you at the
controls==you your own star- driver, You can get
all this free—in exchange for the coupons .in
every packet of B.D.V. cigarettes. Evérything ycu
need to build a complete model railway, Start
saving fo-day, and get your friends to help you.

GET THE 84-PAGE GIFT BOOK

Writedor the new B.D.V, GIFT B‘DEIF.'. worth 5 .cou nni It contains
Gﬂﬁl[i:ﬂ-u'lfl of the Basaett-Lowke'and Bin “railway-syaterms.

rey li‘h|ll::|j:|-al Ltd. {Gikt D«!:pt Mag:}, 112 f_'.nﬁ'lml:rt:m_l_ Strekt;
London, E.l1-

@ B
CIGARETTES

“—just like hand made”
10for 6d 20 for 113d. Plain or Cork Tips

Coupons nl:n in every pachet of B.D.V. Tobacco, 11d per oL

__ COMPARE”THE VALUES WITH 'OTHER GIFT SCHEMES

e W s i s o ol

BASSETT-LOWKE
ENGINE

Seale model * Tekerof York'
_elockwork  «loco. Forward,

‘weverse) ' and . stop. . Ievers.

LMS., LNER., Eir ¥, R

7 Sﬂ?ﬂmlﬁtuﬁw
375 coupons

ELECT IC
RAIEWAY

prm miniatire . eem-r;:;

ahmﬁ ,;‘,T € Te 1 h!rmm
I.-I:'H"
g::?smﬂmlfl] V‘Ggmﬂ

L M S GDDDB
BRAKE

Aceurn mﬂ.:fa.i aof Iﬂ fan
Brake, ;g in, long. - TWith
atove  climney,

175 coupons

Guirge 0.

STANDARD
TWO-ARM
SIGNAL

Strongly mede faflice
ﬂtrd'sr_l"m:m Moy
aﬁh arms,  coloured

m&ﬂng:,iest_gndhﬁcr
11} in. high.
75 coupons gy
__N.B.2

hiN

17-11-23



YOU'LL LAUGH TILL YOUR SIDES AGHE AT THIS AMUSING YARR OF ST. SAM'S!
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i OT the blacking?
ﬁ. “Rather |
“And the likwid glue®™

“You bet!"
*u%_:w ._:E soot "
Y s’
“Cood!” sald Jack Jolly, with satlis-

faction. “Mix 'em all up, then.”

:EE..G and Bright dutifully mized "em
all up.

Jack Jolly & Co., the heroos of the
Fourth, were engaged in the rather
novel task of preparing o mixture for
a booby-trap they wers going to sob in
thoe Head's study.

Huch an undertaking was not an every-
day oesurrence so far as Jack Jelly &
Co. were conserned. Frekwently, of
corzo, thoy tried the anciont wheeze on
the SBixth. Oceasionally they worked
it on Mr. Lickhom. ut Mr. Birch-
emall, the revered and miujestick Head
of Bt. Sam’s, was a hoarse of a different
cullor, so to speak, Even tho mitey men
of the Bixth trembled at his name, so
natcherally most jumiors felf much too
scared of ineurring the viles of his wrath
to play such trix on him.

MNothing, however, seared Jack Jolly
& Co. And when, that meorning, the
Head had punished them with brootal
severity for the trifling offence of break-
ing_half-a-duzzen paina of glass with
their catapuits, they had decided, with-
out hezzitation, to fix up » booby-trap
the Head would remember for many a
,#...__m.. day. Henea  their  prezzont
activities.

Nobody could denmy that Dr. Birch-
emall deserved all he got. Apart from
the prezzent oceasion he had given Jack
Jolly & Co. many a crool Aegging in tho
past, covering them with grate wheels,
and never sceming to tyro ot his task.
It was time something wae done to liven
matters. By the look of the fearsome
mixture our heroes were preparing, the
old tirant would soon be in the cart!

“Now for 1" eggsclumed Jack
Jolly, when the mixture had been
stirred into a thick, inky paste, “Help
mo up with i, chaps. We'll fix it over
his door, then make our escape by way
of tho window, He's only gone down to
tha tuckshop for his midday snack, so
wo'd better look slippy.™

Merry and Bright hoisted the pail
rud carried i te Dr. DBirchemall's
etudy.  Arriving  their, Jack Jolly

Tue Macxer Laegary.—No. 1083,

Sensation in Court !

jumped on to a chair and eritieally
cggsamined the top of the door.
Another twe minnits without inter-
ruption, and the whole thing would have
becn ready. But, alas! before the
juniors could finish their task they
eard a noise from outside the study—
a noize that froze tho blud in their

voina.
Bang! Crash! Wallop! Boom!

In an instant Jack Jolly & Co.
realised what it was. Nobody could
mizstake the zoft, steady tread of the
Head’s hobnailed boots. It was Dr.
Birchomall, back already from hia visit
to the Skool tuckshop |

There was no time to cscape, no timo
to hide, no time even to throw the pail
out of the window. The juniors turned
pail as thoy saw what a dilemmer they
wera in.

Clump !

It was Dr. Birchemall's boot kicking
open the door. A second later the Head
was nside the study.

“Oh, erikey!” mermered Jack Jolly.
“Now we'ro for it 1"

Merry and Byight nodded gloomily.

There was a smear of jam round Dr.
Birchemall's mouth, and a splash of
custard on his prominent nose. Jack
Jolly hopefully wondered whether hia
snack had put him in a d humour,
As o matter of fact, however, the
raverse was the case. After spendi
his last tuppence on a oustard-tart o
a jam-puff, the Head had casnally suj-
jested o few doenutts on the hire-
purchase system, and, grately to his
shagrin, the tuckshop _m#..h.._m had refused
to discuss such a thing. The result was
that Dr. Birchomall had come away
with an aching veid inside him and a
wﬁﬂ.zqw.:w eggsprossion of rage on his

ilo.

At the sight of Jack Jolly & Co. the
Head's fize turned quite livvid.

“What the merry dickens do you
think you're doing of7" he roared.

“We wero just going to give you a
plezzant littla surpriso, sic,” answered
Jack Jolly, loocking innosent. “We
thought wo'd gerub your study out while
you weroe gone”

“Rata! Tell that to the Marcons [
snorted the Head.  “What are you
standing on that chair for, Jolly# Come
off it at_onee!™

Joack Jolly obediently leaped off the
chair, unforchunitly landicg right on
the Head's corn in the process.
~ “¥Yaroooooo!"” yelled Dr. Dirchemall,
In_aggerny.

“Borry, sir!” gasped the kaptin of
the Fourth., It wasn't really my faunlt,
H“_E__ -You shouldn't have such big
eot 1"

“Yooooop! How dare youl" roarsd
the Head. “Just you wait a minnit,
and I'll bireh vou black and bloo 1™

a% meﬁmnw.. znu%nﬂw-

Headmaster of St, Sam’s
sentenced to six monthis’ hard labour!
e =

Read the full story below.
coocooofiooooocofioooosose

Dr. Birchemall limped over to the
cabbinet where he kept his instrumonts
of torcher, and selected the largest and
croolest-looking Lirch he could Gnd.

“Before you are punished tell mo the
trooth about that pail!” ho snarled,
pointing te the —.:; which Merry and
Bright were still holding aloft.

Jack Jolly, being a manly DBritish
bow, couldn't tell a lie,
of corse, so he slightly
altered the trooth.

“The fact ia, sir,” ho

answered, “some fellows
in tho Fourth wore

thinking of fixing up =
booby-trap, so we came
in. and m.,mw_qi_ thom.
Didn’t we, chaps 1"
“Yoas rather!"
snswered Merry and
Bright immojately.
“Iiffig " sported the
Head contemptibly.
“Not to =ay bunkum and
baldordash—or, as the
vulgar would put it,
nonscnse. It is obvious
to my eggeperienced eye
that vou cheeky young
brats were actually fix-
irg up a booby-trap for
me when I hopped in.”

“Oh, gir! As 1f we
eould do such a thing 1

“ But enuff of this idlo
talk 1" cried the Head
impatiently. “Gilty or
not gilty, I feel just in
the mood to flog some-
body, and mnn boys will
do as well as anyone
slse, I supposc. nd
over at once, Jolly 1*

The kaptin of the Fourth, with a
hopeless shrug, obeyed, and a cupple
of scconds later the Head was going it
for all he was worth.

Swizgh, swish, swish!

The heavy birch descended remorse-
lessly on our here’s anutomny, raising
clouds of dust that cavsed Merry and
Bright to sneeza ropeatedly. The sound
of the birch meeting trowsis echoed all
over the Bkool, and in many a distant
corner of St Sam’s fellows nodded
meaningly to each other and thanked
their lucky stars they hadn't fallen fowl
of the Head that morning.

Putting all his strength inte eoach
stroke, Dr. Birchemall farely lot himsolf
go, doing his utimost to make hia viktim
squeal for moray.

But Jack Jolly was made of sterner
stulf than that. Tho the tears kept
streaming down his fizz he remained
diy-eyed. And tho he yelled and howled
in aggerny, his lipa remained sealed,
and no sound escapod them.

Merry and DBright farely shivered as

Broughl i Jushiss /

" In the name of jest s, your Honner," said
Council, polnting a acer: ful finger at the tremb-

ling De. Birchamall,, ** | ask
zoner a good leng term in cholay 11

ou to glve priz=

they looked on, knowing that it would
soon be their turn. Their only hope
wasa that Dr. Birchemall wonld tyre him-
salf out on their leader. DBut there
didn't seem to be much chance of
that, for his energy was apparently
ineggsaustible.
righ, swish, swish |

The flogging
Jolly still bore up with amazing f[orty-
tude.

Then all at once, tho nohody in the
room notizsed it, tha door of the study
opencd, and o storn, military-looking
figger pooped in.

The neweonier's jaw dropped as ho
saw what was going on. For a moment
he stood in the doorway, parrilised with
astonishment.

Then, with o bellow of rage, he
loaped into the room and took a Hy-
ing kick at Dr. Birchomall, lifting him
soveral feet into the air.

“Take that, you beastly booly!” he
cried starnly.

“"Wooooooooop 1™ howled De. Birch-
emall, grately surprised and pained.
“"What the thump! Ob corikeyl It's
Crenoral Jolly 1¥

“It is—it am!” growled Jack Jolly's
pater grimly. “And apparently 1
haven't comoe a minnit
too soon. Put that birch
down -Eﬂ:_muﬂ.ﬂauu.u Qr,
egad, I'll lay it across
vour hide I*

Dr. Birchemall
dropped his instrument
of torcher like a hot
brick, while General
Jolly shook hands with
his injured son and air.

“Grate pip!" eggs-
elaimed the kaptin of
the Fourth delitedly
" Faney you furmnog up,

ater!  You couldn't

ave come at a bettor
time, sir 1™

“3it down and make
yourseit at home,
Gencral Jolly I joined
in the Head, with a
sickly grin, “If you'll
wait & minnit I'll eend
for a bottla of jinjer-
.—-.rn-m.u.- "uu

“PDon't trubble to do
that1” cried General
Jolly angrily. “Gad,
gir! If you think you
can buy me over with a
bottle of jinjer-pop
ou've made a g mis-

ke, I can assure youl
What do you think
vou're deing of, flogging my boy like
that—hay ™ . ; :

“Wall, goneral, it's like this
hera—"" began Dr. Birchemall.

“Pah! Likewise, bah and wyah!
Don't bandy words with me, sirl Your
mizzerable eggeeuses will cut no ice, so
far as T am consorned. The fact is,
you'ra a boolying rotter——"

“Really, general!”™ protested the
Head.

“And a cowherdly cadd—"

“Look here, sir—" ;

“And a beastly outsider 1™ fmished
Gieneral Jally, his ruddy dile the culler
of o beetroct, “If I were ten voars
younger, eir, I wouldn't hezzitate to
rive vou a cupple of black eyes and a
thick ear!"

The Head coward instinctively, like
tho cowherd he was,

“ Howaver, my roomatism won't allow
me to do that,” said the old martinctt
regretiully, “so I'll chooss another
method ﬂw making you answor for your

a1 |

continued, and Jack

“What do you meen?” cried Dr.
Birchemall borsely.

“I meeon, sir, that I'll ring up the
perlice and ask them to arrest you im.
E__ml_xw_.mhw for croolty to a skoolboy I”

3 .npu_:..ﬂ the infuriatid general
picked .nnm the telephone and asked for
the Mugglcton Perlice Station, while Dr.
Birchemall collapsed in & dead faint

“into the nearest armechair.

Grate was the surprise of 8t. Ham's
half an hour later, when two sollum.
looking perlicemen magched -up to the
Skool. ut their surprise _...ﬂmn wasg
nothing to the surprize they felt when
tha conatables appeared on the Skool
stepsa with Dr. Birchemall between
them.

Tho Head was handeuffed, and his
feot were chained together with hevvy

‘chains. His face was drawn and hag-

gered, and hia shoulders heoved econ-
vulzively as he walked.

Marching between his captors, with
& loud rattling of chains, Dr. Birch-
emall was followed by & surging crowd
of Bt. Bam’s fellows. Seniors and
juniors alike joincd in the procession
to the gates, for the spectacle of their
Headmaster being taken off to chokey
was quite uneck.

——
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6 RIZZONER at the bar, are you

w gilty or not gilty 1"

The harsh voice of the majis-

trate at the Muggleton

Perlice Court rang through the crowded

Court the m__u“_._mn,ﬂ_zw. morning, as Dr.

Birchemall, still hevvily mannacled,
took his place in the deock.

“ Not M_Jv our Honner!™ answered
the Head. “You see, what happened
was thig—"

“Bilence !” roared the majistrate, in
such feerco tones that the Head im-
mejately held his pieco. * Council for
the Persccution, get on with the giddy
.,__“_Pm_._:._mvnmu:

The Council for the Persecution, who
was a stern-looking jentleman, attired
in wig and gown, rose and outlined the

.case for the persecution.

Ion o woice that trembled with anger,
and grow louder and louder until he
sounded like the Bull of m__ﬂu_:zm. ho
described the birching that the Hcead
had given Jack Jolly on the previous
daoy. As the Court listened to his
graffic recita:, a low mermer of disgust
waont round at the .5_...._:#_.:.. that a re-
speckted skoolmaster could sink so low.

“VYour Honner!” conclooded Council
at last, pointing a skornful finger
at the trembling Head, “hefore you
at the rezzent moment oowars @
tirant, a booly, and a beastly rotter—
a mizzerable cowherd and poltroon who
has worn out hundreds of birches on the
annatomics of his unlorchunit pupils!
In the namae of justiss, I ask you to give
him a goad long term in chokoy.”

Thero was a roar of applaws from the

public gallery, and a decp groan from ¥

the prizzoner as the elloquent Council
sat down.

After that the withesses for the poerse
eution wore called, (ieneral .“_...uﬁ_% wenl
into the box and deserilied how he had
dropped in fo the Skool and enught the
llead in the act of walloping bis son.

Jack ,.._nzu_w himsalf followed, Jack
who had a hark of gold, was very re-
luktant to give evvidence against his
own headmaster, crool tirant tho the
latter had boen, and he did hiz best
to make the Ilead's crime scem as light
as pozsille.

The Council for the Deofence then

stood up and did his hest to defend his
elicunt. But il wasn't a very good best,

for it was obvious that his hart wasn’é
in his work. :

“Taka pity on the prizzoner, your
Honner !"' was all he could say. “Wa
can all see that ho is a fearful boolying
outsider, but don’t let that count too
much against him. After all, you mite
be the same yourself one day!"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Court rocked with larfter at the
learned Couneil's wittycism, while the
majistrate glared feercely and wrapped
on his desk repeetedly for silenco.

*And now I'll eal. upon Mr, Lickham,

of 8t Bam's, rto testify for the
prizzoner's good carrickter,” went on the
Council for the Defence, when the
larfter had died down,
. "You jolly well won't " snapped tho
majistrate. I think I've heard guite
enuff to judge this case on. Prizzonor
at the bar, 1 will annotince my verdict.
You're gilty 1"

“Oh, grate pip!"” eried Dr. Birch-
amall, fﬂqmuﬂ.w? faco in his hands.
“Have mersy, kind sir, 1 implore you!”

- Certainly I answered the majistrate
obligingly, “As you'ro a first offender,
without eny previous stains on wour
fingers—I mean, your carrickter—Tll let

ou off lightly, 8ix months hard
abour !

“Yarooooo 1™

“Cart him off to nrn._nmﬂ " ardored the

majistrate, heedless of the Hend's wild
u.&,u“ “¥ou'll find the Black Maria
waiting outside.”
"I I, siel™ cried the waiting per-
licemen, surrounding Dr. Birchemall
and seczing him by the secruff of the
neck.

“Next case!” said the magistrate
eurtly.

It was all over. Thoe impossible had
happened. Jack Jolly & Co., as the
went out into tho street, ﬂn_.___.__n_ hardly
beleeve it. Dr. Alfred Birchemall, the
revercd and majestick Head of Bt.
dam’s, sentenced to six months’ hard |

In a state of wild eggsiteinent, the
chuma of the Fourth returned to St
Sam’s to impart the amazing news to the
rest of the Ekool.

THE EHD.

(IWhatever you do, chums, don'l miss
the nexd omusing yarn in fhizr series,
entitled: “A CONVICOT AT FARGE ™
:_m ”___u_.__n long seream from beginning to
N

Dr. Birchamall prozzented o docidedly

wosbegons appenrance as he sat in his

sall, his feet n_.__n_:m.n_*unu__n_..qq with heavy
chaing.



