


EVERYBODY'S WELCOME, SO—

READER, - living in Southend,

locking out to sea the other

day, spotted a ship carrying &

curious signal. She had two

black balla hoisted on her foremsat, and,

as my chume

Ei hefore, he askes me what 18 means.

reason the ship was showing that

pignal wae that a was not ander

command—in cther words, eomething had

gone wrong, and it wes not possible to

manguyre her g;cuipar!y. Tha two black

balla were hois a3 A warning to any

aother vessals to keep well clear of her, afd
thus avoid a possible ccllision.

The same reader asks me to explain the
expresgion

“ BOXING THE COMPASS."

It simply means reciting the names of the |
pointa of the compass in their proper
order. That deemn't mean jusk sayng
* North, South, East and West." There|
aro actually thirty-two points in thef
g‘g‘-?m e four main oneg ara colled f
inal points. Then there are four Balf.

cardinal ox aumlmutal' pointe, eight inter-
mediate or letter points, and sixteon
“by " points. Each point is divided into
haJ points and quarter but these
are mseldom nowadays — Modern
steamships have their com divided
into 360 g, and stoer by the cﬁm
Thas, indtead of steering say North-

hy-hﬁrth, thay wilf steer North thirty-fowr
d‘mi Eaat, which ia practically the same

A modern ship's compass ia really a
most remarkable * J' Underneath
it are lockers whic

]
i

contain vertical and
horizontal magnets. On either side there
are hollow soft iron spheres, and in front
- is » brass tubs which contains a soft iron
bat which iz kiown a8 8 * Flindera Bar."
All these magnets and soft iron are placed
thers to correct the deviation of the
cornpass caused by the stee! of which the
ship is built. Do you know that a steel
ghip is renlly a floanting magnet T She
becomes magnetised when she is built,
and this, of eourse, affcets the compnas,
Honoe the necessity for ndjusting the
compass 80 a8 to allow for the magnetism
of the ship itself,

i

Have you ever heard tho oxpression
KNIGHT BACHELOR®

Tom Harvey, of Bridlington, asla me whas
it meana. grt- i the nome conferred upon
a man who is made o knight without being
4 member of any particular ovder.  Thaore
are nine difforent British orders of kaight-
hood. They are a3 [ollows :

The Garter, the Thistle, St. Patrick, the
Bath, the Star of India, St. Michae! and
8t. George, the Indiap Empire, tho Royal
Vigtorian Order, and the British Empire.
Bach has an appropriate insignia which
inelude a badge or jewel, a collar, a ribhon
of certain colour, and a etar. A Knight
Bacheloz, although he has the privilege of
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never seen thia 'Erﬂrt.i.uu'lﬂr ]

i

Come Into the Office,
Boys—and Gitls!

Your Editer is always pleased to hear from
his readers. Write to him : Editor of the
“Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd,,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, Londen,
E.C.4. A stamped, addressed envelope will

ensure a reply.

ealling hirmself * Sir,"” wears only a badge,
which shows epurs and & aword ¢n o
vermiflion background.

THE GOLD RUSH,

g0 they m:;_y be intereated in the to
this query from J, H., of Blackpool. at
wa# the Geld Rush, and when did it take
place ? It happened in 1890 when placer
gnlﬂ wag discovered in the Klondike, =

DiLRE say most of my resders have
eard about.

L]

istrigt of the Yukon in North-Western §

Canada. The €rst find was made in
Bonanza Creek, and adventurers flocked
there from all guarters. Fortupcs woero
made in a night, although the people who
made the most money were not the actual
minors themselves, but the store-keepers.
Food and suppliea were so scarce that
enormous sums were paid for them.
Pawson City became—and stifl is—the
centre of the gold-mining industry in the
Yukon, and nowadays there are good
coramunications by rail and road with
Dawsom City, which has s population of
one thousand people.

From " Mapgnetite,” of Sunbury, comes

s curious queation, He has Beard the

cxpression
‘“*SNAKE'S HIPS ™

have hipa. . Welk, 1 goetu marpeioing.— bos
we hij e SeOmE i uk
the hﬁﬁ; ﬁ;ﬂmm bave traces of
hinder limba, whisk terminate externally
irr & kind of hoaked claw, a0 it is perfestly
correct to say that Lhese enakes, ab leaat,
have hips. The bite of a f{lﬁhnu i3 oot
venomous, and they kill their prey by
squeezing it to desth, subsequently
swallowing it. Moet of the pythons in the
world are found in Africa or Australia,
although one species ia found in Southern
Mexico. They lay eggs and hatch them
with the heat of their bodies.

e e

WHY ARE PREFECTS 350 CALLED?

13 tho gquestion which John DEvans, of
Cnxliff, nska me. Thoe name somes from
Proelont, which whas tha title of & func.
tionary of Ancient Ilome. They had the
right to exercisa all the powara of the king
or eonauls in their absenco, Later, the
title waos hastowed on the chief magistrnte
of the city, the man who had ehargo of the
water aupply, the man who managed the
publie treasury, the pyneral of the impercial
Iiﬁi-ﬁguardﬂ, und other such notables,

. My Cardilf chum also wanta to know
whers Bonitors got their name. This
name came from o ship, which, in the
American Civil War, proved itg augeriuriw
to all other existing veasels. 8o the name

L Monitor cams to mean someons who

assista or looks after anything.

[ WHAT IS METEOROLOGY ¥

iz the guestior which Harry Clave, of
Erixton, nsks me to answer, Literally,
the word means the study of meteors, but
actually it is used to denote the science of
inveatigation of the aimosphere, climate
tand weather, The weather phenomena
of this country depends upon studying the
moving pressurs aystems which are known
aa oyclones or anti-cyelones. The word
cyclone merely means that the wind is
moving round in 8 clock-wise ecircular
direction.  Andi-eyclone means that tho
| wind ia travelling in the opposite direction.
Moteorclogy is an exceedingly difficult
gubject, and, slthough it has not been
astudied greatly in the past, it s wow
becoming an exact science,

i —

-DID COLUMEBUS DISCOVER AMERICA?

One of my Welverhampton readers has
been having an argument with a chum,
who says that Columnbus did not discover
Americs, He bas asked me to sattle the
mattor, Well, according to some historicsl
experts, CTolumbua did net discover
 Amevica. It is olgimed that the fret
-discoverers of America were the Norsemen,
the inhabitapts of ancient Scaodinavia.
}Ti:u'r old Norsemen certainly got around &
hit, for in addition to making piratieal
| voyages tor all parta of the northern seas,
they aleo ravaged the cosats of Spain,
Italy. Greece and Asia Minoe. hey
sattled in Iceland, and their ancient sagas
elaim that they discovered America.
Others of them settled in Fraoce and
founded Normandy—from which place
they camo bock again to England under
William the Congqueror.

A WORTHY CAUSE!

In this year of Jubilee every British
boy and girl has a splendid two-fold
opportunity. By sending postal orders or
unused Bribish stamps to

s Jabiles Trust,
ames's Palace,
Leadon, 5.W.1,

they can join im the great National Tribute
to onr beloved Kimg for his reign over us
during the Tast 25 years, and at the same
timoe help = providing opportunities for
healthy recreation and pastime for the
youilk of Great Brifain. His Royal

King Goor
J 218

§ Highneas the Prince of Wales, who inspired

this two-fold opportunity, said on the
 wireless 1
* 1 belisve theres are over 1,000,000

TO—

?;5. and girls betweenr the ages of 14
18 with no ﬁppnrtmﬁ't-?r of enjoying
the games and chaneea of sclf-development

to which they are entitled—with no
outlet for their nstural high spirits and
ambitions.’””

True sportemanship includes the privi-
lege of sharing our pleasures with those
who are denied them.

——

Now let us liave a look ot what ia in
stora for next week. Just to start the
bull rolting, Fronk Hicherds Kicks off with @

“HARRY WHARTON'S ENEMY I ™

pna of tha Onest yvarng of the chimms of
Greylriars I have ever read. OF course,
ﬁ::u know that you ean rely on Frank

icharda to give you just thab proper
balanes of fun and dramatic situations
which makes a real, rattling good scheol

stﬂrg .

There will be- further stortling develop-
ments in our gripping adventure yarn,
“ Moose Call 1 " and plenty of chuckles in
the " Greyfriara Herald  supplement. Io
addition, there will be another Grey{riara
“ Interview " in vwerse .by our eclever
rhymester, Pon't misg this issue, chums,

whatever vou deo.
YOUP EDITOR.



THE SCHOOL STORY YOU’VE ALL BEEN WAITING. FOR'!
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A Magnificent New Long Complete School Story of Harry Wharton & Co., featuring
Ralph Stacey, a New Arrival at Greyfriars,

ker in the ranks of the Famous Five

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Feud [n the Remove !

TACEY 7 asked Bob Cherry.
*WNoI*
Harry Wharton's answer waos
short and sharp.

“But—"" said FFrank Nugent, rather
uncomfortably. .

“A new kid!" said Wharton. “He
only came to Greyiriars this term, and
the term’s hardl” more than a week
old, A fellow doesn’t barge into fhe
eleven so easily as all thati®

There was silence in Study No. 1 in
the Remove at Greylriars.

Harry Wharton, sitting ot the table,
knitted his brows over the cricket list.
His friends looked at him and looked
at one anothe, o i

“The newfulness of the kid 1ia
terrific 1™ remerked Hurree Jamset Ram

HBingh, “Bug his cricketfulness 1z also
great.”

Johnny Bull nodded

“You eea, Wharton—" he szl

“1 don'tl” contradicted the captain
of the Remove

“I'm going 1o speak nlainlv,” said
Jﬂlmny. undetﬂrrbd by that interrup-
tion. “ You don't like that new man
Stacey, thmt;r.;h he's a relation of vours,

and you're se like as two peas. I
admut he's rather a tick in some ways.
But there's nothing the matter with his ®
cricket. And personal feelings have
nothing to de with pames. You can’
leave & man out of toe cricket becauss
you don't like him *

Wharton's face flushed,
_The othe: members of the Co. wero
gilent. Johnny Bull was the plainest

Grreyiriars. Sometimes his plain-
ness of speech ruffled the <erenity of the
famous Co Bur on this occasion
Johnny was only uttering +what was in
the minds ol the ather fellows.

All the Remove knew that the captain
of the Form barred his relative, Ralph
Stacey, the new fellow that term. But
they knew, slso that Btacey was as

ool & crickefor as many 1o the
reyfriars Remove—better then most.

Although he °“*bars’ Ralph
Stacey, the fellow with whom
his wuncle, Colonel Wharton,
desires him to make friends,
Harry Wharton has made up
his mind to avoid any open
“row’ with the new boy.
But his good resolution is
doomed to fall to pieces !

At games practice he had sstonished
the notives. He was as good a bat as
Wharton or Bmithy He was as good

a bowler ae Hurres Singh. He was as

ood in tha Geld as any man in the

orm, Littlea as Wharton liked him,
and little reason as he had for liking
him, it was obvious that such a fellow
could not be left out of the cricket.

Neither was it like Harry Wharton to
allow persona' feelings to influence him

in such matters. e had played
amithy in the footer at a time when he
was on the worst of terma with the
Bounder, and had been glad to play
him. If there was a genuma sports-
man in the Greyirviars Remove it was
Harry Wharton, captsin of the Form.
But 1t seemed to his friends that he
was rather forgetting eportsmanship
0w,

" After all, it's only a Form mntch
enid Bob Cherry. * Any mans good
Encrugh fo play Temple's lot"

“Then we don't need that wonderfnl
man ! said the captain of the Remove,
sarcastically.

Grunt from Johnny Bull

“Loolk * here, Whurton,” he said.

“The Form match with the Fourth is
sumply a trial run to pick out the men
to play Courtlield next week., You're
Lound to try out a man like Stacey. Ii
vou den’t

“Well, if 1 don't?” asked Wharton
qumtiy but with a gleam in his eves.

If you dn.tt said Johnny, “it will
look as if you're carrving wour feud
with himy into the ericket. au'll  he

!!#

letting yourzelf down, old chap! Be
reasonable Y

This was unuseally = mild  from
Johnny, For thot reason it had far

morn effect on Wharton than mora
emphasis would have had. He realizsed
that his friends, including the plain-
spoken Johnny were concerned for him,
not for Stacey—they did not want lnm
ta let himeelf down.
He hesitated.
“Johnny's right, old bean,” said Bob
gently., " That tick, Stacey, seemsz Lo
Tug MasNer LIsBaRY.—No. 1,423,
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hawe zet himaelf to get your rag out in
avary possibla way sinco he came heve.
¥ don't see why he should—but ke has.
1 admit I'd rather litke to puneb his
head. But— '

Wharton amiled.

“¥You'd like him in the cleven '’ ho
ashed.

“Nol™ said Bobh. *1 shouldn't! I
don’t want to touch him with a barge-
polal 1 bar the foliow, thea szamo as
you dol But—that's not cricket. ?

. “"Youw'd play him if you were
aki'pﬁar 3:' d Bob h I “X

“Yea,' sai , unhesitatingly.
ghould fee: baund to.” =

“The boundfulness is torrific, my
csteerned and absurd Wharton I mur-
muyred Hurree Jamact Ram Bingh, -

Harry. Wharton took up his pencil.

There were ten names on tha paper
already. He added an eleventh—R.
Stacey—and his chume breathed more

fraﬂlyy

™ -ﬂlil won't ba sorry, old chap,” said

ent.

= b hare,” said Wharton quiet}
“1 den’t like the fﬂiluw—yauq Im.:u{::
that. 1 admit he's & good cricketor—
first-class. He's also a swanking cad
apd an unpleasant rotter! Ha can bat
he cas bowl, and he can Held—a good
a}:-mund man, as good as any in the

move, or all the Lower Bchool. T'm
not blind te all vhat, But—"

He ag?ﬂﬂ-&d

“Well, after all that, there ian't any
but,’ old chap1? said Bob Cherry,

“There isl” said Harry. “Ths
fellow’s no sportsman, and net to be
trustad This will make him swank—
T-E_Iri;‘ likely to such an extent that he
will haya to bo_turfed out again after
being pu. in I don’t know what the
fellow’s motiva is—but he's out to give
me all the troubla he can, and inside
the eleven he can give a lot, And I
believa he’s never heard of such a thin
as playing the game. ['m doing this
on_ your advice, and not on my own
Jlidg:_lmnt. We'll ses -how it turns out,”
' a 305300 the paper across the table
to Nugent

“Btick that up in the Rag, Franky, al

when you go down. I'll get throug
my lines for Quelch now.”

he. Co- left 8Btudy No. 1, Frank
Nugent takiag the ﬁaper to be pinned
up oo’ the door of the Ra% ]

; went in silenco. The deep dis-
like weon Wharton
fellow made it unpalatable, no doubt, to

ive him a_place in the Form eleven.

ut they did not seo what clie was to
be done. Only too well they knew what
all the fellows would think, and say, if
a fgrmke-mr of Btacey’s quaziit:,r Was Joft
out,

Wharton left alone in the study, sat
down to lines,

Hg had & heavy in:lpnt on hand from
his Form-master, and he had not for-
Eﬂm that it was through Blacey that

o had received it. His uncle, Colonel
Wharton, was very anxious that he
should be friemds with that relation of
his; and Wharton ¢ould have said, with
s clear conscience, that he had tried to
steer clear of trouble with him, Vet
there had been a fight in the Hemove
dormitory onp the firet night of term—
interrupted . by Mr. Quelch, who had

iven those jarring relatives five bun-

red lines each as a roward,

After the lapse of over & week, Whar-
ton had pot turmed in his linecs yet;
and twice his Form-master had spoken
to him oo the subject, with incroasing
saverity.

AhF:;m ::a.ptﬁiin had i o e
on hand, especia &t the Degmming
term, and fve humdred lines was &
hefty task to form. Now, however,
he had only bfty more to write, and
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lenty of things

and tho new |

THE MAGNET

he was an  cffort te  gat
through.

Tea-time, that day, was tha hmit of
grace, after which the impot, heavy as
1t waa, would be doubled if not handed
m

Wharton tried to dizmizs other
matters from his mind and devote hia
whole attention to grinding out theo
remainder of that weary impdt.

Thera was & step in the Hemove pas-
sage, and a handsome, sturdy junior,
very like Wharton in  appearance,
lounged inta the ntudi,;, with his hands
in pockera of his flannel bags.
Stacey, apparcntly, had been at cricket
—and he looked very fit and handsome
in flanncla e

Ha glanced at che back of Wharten’s
bent head and smiled sarcastically. He
sharcd that study with Wharton and
Nugent—not to the general comfort.
Wharton did not loeok up

Staccy lounged across the sindy and
sat down in the window-zeat. Ho fixed
his eyes on Wharton, who was conscious
of his gaze and irritated by it, but did
not look up from his lines.

“ Busy 1" azked Stacey at last.

(1] T’H [+

making

“Can’t sparg & minute”

I‘H"ﬂ I-I.I‘

“Well, I'm afraid you will have to,”
drawled Stacey. “I've been lookin® for
8 chance to speak to you ever since
claza. 1 want to know whether Pm
playing ecricket for the Rotnova to-
morrow—and I want to know now [¥

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Hand 10 Hand!

ARRY WIIARTON

BRSWOT.

He did not look up,

. With a steady hand he con-
tinued to write Latin lines, taking no
notice of Stacey's presonce, or of las
remark.

Only a hard compression of hia lips
ahic-WEd that ha had heard the fellow at

did  not

But, though ha wroto steadily, he was
herdly thinﬁing of what he wrota. He
waa wondering bitterly what the Co.
would have said had they beon present
to hfar Btacoy. A new fellow, hardly
more than 8 weck in the E'Ehljl:l}, might
1wave hoped to get o chance in & match,
but certainly had no right io count on
it. It was for him to wait till e was
told that ha would bo wanted, and to
feal immenszely bucked when he was
told. He might have been cxpecied to
watch for the list ‘to: be posted - up
hoping to find his name in.it. JInste
of which, Stacey threw the Ingquiry at
his Form eaptain like & challenge,
i}ﬂﬂiéy and calmly taking the upper
iand.

Stretching out his legs, with lia hands
his pockets, Stacey waited for his
answer. It did not come, Only the
steady scratch of the pen broke the
gilenos-in Study No. L

“1 asked you & ‘question, Wharton [**
snid Stacey at last,

Seratch, seratch. scratch !

“ Do you hear mei”

Serateh, serateh

“Linesi"™ drawled BStacev. *Samae
old lott? You'vre a bit of & slacker, my
dear rolative. I had mine done in a
courde of davs”™

Wharton lcoked up at last.

Wil vou shut up ¥ he asked. “Ive
got to get this im handed in before
tea. or get it doubled 1", _

“Your own fault, if you slack abou
all the week and put things off 1 said
Stacey, “Anyhow, I shan't take up &
lot 0%* your time. I I'm- not playing

in

for the Remove fo-moriow Pve othor
arrangements o make. Yes or ne!”

Wharton looked at him. 3

. ¥ou think that's the way for a now
kid to talk to his Form captain?” he
atked quictly,

* Quite,” suid Btaccy eoolly.

“Well, I don't, I've no timo to talk
to you and no inclinstion. Lool at tho
list in the Rag when it's put up. Now
chuek it 1"

Wharten resumed lines,

“That won't do,” said Btacey,

E:f:.r& y, seratch ’

"I know you'd hate to play me,”
went on Htacey, I showed you at
Wharton Lodge that T could play your
hoad off at the game, and you don't
want me to show the Remove the samo
thing, Bug I don’t sea how you can get
oul of it." I'va just been fagging at
howling for the Hixth, and it may ine
terest you to hear that I've taken
WH‘H ato’s wicket.”

. doean’t I enapped Wharten--
which was not, perhaps, quite exact.
He could not help being surprised, at
least, to hear that a f]unmr bowler had
bowled the captain of Greyfriars.

ethor it interests you or not, il's
the fact,” drawled Stacey. “And after
that, 1 suppose you know what the
fellows will think if you leave me out.
The fact is, Wharton, you can’t afford
to do it. You've got.4g put your prids
1N your pocket and play e, whether
you like 1t or not.”

thrtﬂn"n pen tremblod on his lines,

Whether 1 like it or noti™ he

= Exaﬂﬂg I

. ¥ou cheeky cad-—*

Bpeech may bo taken as rcadi” agid
Stacey with perfect coolness, "I know
all that. You can™ ;iet out of playing
me, much as yow'd hke to: you've got
to see mo run up double your own scare
ot batting, and youw ean’t even geot out
of guttmg me on to bowl, though every
wicket 1 take will make you squirm.
And when I've made hay of thoso
fumbling duffers in the Fourth to-
maorrow you'll have to put me down to
play Uqurtfield next week; the fellowa
m}II make you i you kick.™

arry Wharton drew a deep, dee
hma%h P !

“¥You want my answer ! he rapped.

“I'm waitin® i'gr it.” ¢ Tapp

“¥You're not ];]Ia.ying to-morrow,”

Stacey raised his aychrows,

:‘ Nat #** he repeated.

‘Not1” snapped Wharton. “Now
shut up before I pitch vou neck and
crop out of the study I

Atacey laughed,

“You're welcome try,” he re-
marked. " Wo never finished that scrap
in the dorm. Dear old Queleh barged
u in time {o save you from o lickin'l
Like to try again "

Wharton half-rose,
Bgain.

“I've got these lines to finish, or——*
he muttered.

“ Any oxcuse i3 better than none, isn't

11" yawned 8 A
‘That did it} E-i;lnm,'e-tnm drn};l:pe& his
Ezn and jumped up from the -table,
alph 8tacey had barcly time to jerk
his hands from his pockets before the
captain of the Remove grasped him.
“¥You cheeky rotter!” roared Whar-
ton. *“You'll go out—on your neck 1*
“T fancy not,” grinned Htacey, cool
83 ice, a8 he returned gm;g foar grasp.
The two juniors struggled fiercely.

and szt down

Stacey wos, perhaps, a mat for
Wharton, but Harry's fierce anger
earried all before it. He whirled

Htacey across the studd to the doar.
'The new fallow hagd laft the door half-
open. Wharton ceashed him agninst 1t,



knocking it wide open. Then he bore
him into the doorway.

In the doorwayv, however, Stacey
rallied and foreed his adversary back
inte the rooin. The cool, mocking ex-

wession had left his face, and it was

ard and grim, his eves glinting like
steel. :
Tiamp, framp, irampl weni tha

strugeling  juniora across the study,
bumping into o chair and knocking it
over.

From the Remove passage came a
startled squeak,

Y say, you fellows! They're scrap-
ping 1in Wharton's study—Wharton and
that new man Btacey IV .

Billy Bunter's fat face and big spec-
tacles blinked in at the door. . Harry
Vharton's chums had gone down to the
nets for some cricket practice before tea,
but there were some Remove fellows in

the studies, and they came out at
Bunter's squeak and the sound of tramp-
ling and scuffling and crashing. Peter
Tuﬁd and Hazeldene and Brown,
Vernon-Smith and Redwing, and two
or three other fellows ran along to stare
into Btudy No. 1.

“ What's the row I exclaimod Smithy.

“Wharton, old man—" exclaimed
Tom Brown. ;

Billy Bunter chnckled,

“I sav, vou follows, I heard Wharton
ta¥ he'd chuclkk him out! He doesn't
look like doing it1 He, he, he ™

Wharton did not at the moment look
like doing it. « Stacevy had borne him
back right across the room. But per-
haps the fat Owls words added to
Wharton's fierca determination. With a
tremendous effort he spun 8tacey door-
ward and eent him gpinning

Crash |

But for Bunfer and the other fellowa

EVERY SATURDAY

Lehind him Stacey certainly would have
flown headlong into ihe passage.
_ As it was he crashed on Bunter, send-
ing that fat youth spinning backwards,
yelhing wildly

The other fellows jum{jed clear to give
Bunter voom. The Owl of the Remove
sat down with a bump and & roar.

“Yaroooh [

“Ha, ha, ha [

‘1 say, you fellows
roared Bunter.

Stacer staggered in the doorwary.
Bunter had—unintentionally—saved him
from o fall. In a moment Stacey was
springing to the attack again, and he
closed with the eaptain of the Remove
and bore him kwardsa.

Orash! Bump!

Wharton went backwards against the
table, and it rocked and almost over-
turned. Books und papers and inkpot

§1¥

Y ow=owsony

elid to the foor mixed in & heap; the
next moment the struggling juniors
WErD trnm?lmg on them.

Then Wharton, realising. what had

ha.p%ened, flung Btacey from him, send-
ing him to the floor. Turning his back
on him, heedless whether be attacked
again or nof, the captain of the Remove
imped to the fallen papers.
_But it was uscless; that tremendouns
impot, almost completed, lay soaked and
splashed  with  ink, wutterly ruined.
Wharton ;r;iicked up the written sheets
cismay. Those five hundred lines had
taken up much of his leisure for a week.
Now the whole thing was wasted; it
was impossible to take lines in to Quelch
in that state.

Stacey scrambled to his feet,

Forgetful of him in his dismay at the
disaster, Whartou stood staring at his
ruined impot. _

Ee had twenty minotes more to take

2

that impot in {0 Quelch, or 1t would he
doubled—a thousand linesd And he
could not toke it in at all!

Stacoy had clenched his hands: now
he vnelenclied them. He, teo, stared at
the spoiled impot.

“Oh, my |hat!”
' SUI"I'_\' P

YWharton gave him a black, bitter
look. ;

" Borry, are you?” he said, between
his teeth., “I believe you did this on
purpose to get mae into & row with
Quelch, vou cur 1™

“h, draw it mild I Stacex's flushed
face reddened more deeply. * You can't
fancy that for & moment! I never
dreamed—"

“That your impot, Wharton ?" asked
the Bounder, logking in.

“Yes. And it's going to be doubled:
That rotten cur—="

he ejaculated.

With a {remendous elfort, Wharton spun Stacey doorward, and sent him spinning. Crash
fellows hehind him, Stacey certainly would have flown headlong info the passage. As it was, he crashed on Bunter, sending
that youth spinning backwards. ** Yarcooh [ ** yelled Bunier.

But for Bunter, and the ofher

Whartor choked.

Stacey glanced at the half-dozen
fellows in the doorway. Judgin% by his
look, at least, he was smorry for the
disaster to the lines.

“¥ou. fellows know I nevker mcecant
to——" he began.

‘thrmn turned on him, his eyes
gleaming. .

“Will you get out of this study i

“It's his own study, isn't it?” came
Skinner's voico from the passage, ;

Wharton did not heed the cad of the
Remove. His eyes, %I-:mnmg, wero fixed
on Stacey, his hands elenched almost
convulsively.

Btacoy, with perfect coolness, nodded.
“TIl get out, and give you & chance
with your lines,” he said. " Qoodness
knows, I'm sorryt It was not my fault,
as you'd ses if you were cool. Look
Tre Magrer Lisrapy.—No. 1,423,
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bere, ¥'1 help you with the lines, if you

lila."

“Get out P’ breathed Wharton,

Stacey shrogged his shoulders, and
went, Wharton kicked the door shut,
and szat down to the mmposition agamn—
to hlet and erase and save a page or
two, and to write, at express speed, as
many lines as he could to replace those
that were hopelessly done for, But thera
was no chance whatever now of getting
the impot done in time: and when the
clock struck, the captein of the Bemove
had no choice bit to take an unfinished
sod smudgy tmpot to his Form-master.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Dropped !

00D 1* said several volces.
G “ Rotten | said Hazeldene.
It was just before tea, and
a number of Remove fellows
were gathered in the Rag. The cricket-
ing members of the Form were curious
to sea whether Stacey’s namoe would be
in tha list posted up in the Rag, and
it was knewn that the paper would be
up before tea, Most of the fellows were
gra.d to sae it there. There had heen
much debate whether Wharton would
ive & place to the fellow he barred, and
%U’hartun‘n frionds had been rather
uneasy about it, and his enemies rather
anxions to see him make a fool of
himeelf. -

But thero it was—"R. Stacay *—at the
ond of the list. And -even fellows who
were keen to play, and who-would have
had ‘s chance had R. Stacey not been
thara, wore glad to zee it. Hazel was
ona of the few dissentients. Hazel had
expocted to play, and he guessed that
R. Btacoy's name had taken the place

i

THE MAGNET

of his own.
rotten | - s

“The rottenfulness is not terrifio 1" ro-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Siogh,
who had come in with Bob and Nugent
and Johnny Bull. “It 13 a grepm&ar:
ously good team, my esteemed Hazel !

“Hazel's name ought to have been

‘there 1" remarked Skinner.

“ ot 1" gatd Squiff. :
“Hazel's got 8 good claim!1” per-
gisted Bkinner. “lsn't he Marjorio
Hazeldene’s brother ¥
Somo of the juniors
Hazel seowled. Lavi o
“1 don't see playing that pew man
Stacey 1" he suidl? “ A new kid—hardly
here a week—" ] i
“He took Wingate's wicket on Dig
Side thiz afternoon ! said Tom Brown.
" Fluke I* said Hazel .
“Rats, old bean! That kid is simply
mustard 1 said the New Zealand junior.
“1 ean bowl a bit, but I pass it up to
Stacey I :
Cecil Reginald Temple, the captain of
the Fourth, strolled into the Rag and
stgllxped to look at the paper.
he Removites exchanged grinning
glances as he did so. Temple of the
Fourth was no end of a knut, but he
was not a tremendous man at games,
and his only chance of pulling off & win
against the Remove was when the big
guns in that Form stood down to give
tho smaller fry a show. On this ocea-
sion, however, Wharton was playing =
strong team, with a view to the coming
fixture with Courtheld; and it was a
team against which the Fourth had no
earthly chanoe—in the opinion of the
Removites, at all eventa.
But Cecil Reginald, if he was not
good at the game of oricket, was. a
whale at the game of ewank. He read

laughed, and
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Sc Hazel pronounced ftdown the list with an air of lofiy

atronage, as Wingate of the Swith, or
lundell of the Fifth, might have done.

“ 1. Wharton, R. Cherry, J. Bull, P.
Todd, H. Vernon-Smuth, T. Brown,
8. Q 1. Field, H. J R. Singh, M.
Linley, F. Nugent, R. Btacey.”

That was the list, and, with the pos-
sible exception of Nugent, 1t was the
strongest tewmn that the Remove could

-have put into the field.

Frank, however, had displayed good
form in games practice, and Wharton
was naturally keen to give him a chanca
if he could. He would bave been very
glad to play hiz best chum in school
nratches. The Form mateh with Tanple
& Co. was simply practice to  tho
Reniove, Other follows, like Newland
and Russell and Ogilvy and Penfold,
were a3 good as Nugent, but no better,
80 Frank had his chanco. If he made

aod in the Farm match, he wes g-m'ng

own for the Courtficld match, and
Wharton was even keener on his success
than Frank himself. Thoe game, of
course, had to come before friendship,
but Wharton naturally did not relish
leaving the fellow ho liked best in all
Greyfriars out of all important fixtures.
- Whether Nugent was a weak spot, as
some of the fellows thought, or not,
there was no doubt that that eleven
could walk all over the Fourth Form
eleven—or a Fourth Ferm twenty-two,
for that matter,

Cecil! Reginald did not seem to think
£o, however. Cenil Reginald never did
think he was going to beaten till it
happened—as 1t generally did !

“"Who's thia man Stacey!” ’;?‘nwned
Temple. “ Nevar heard of him.

“You'll hear of him to-morrew!”
ﬁzinn&d Bob Cherry. “Naw kid, old

an; and he's kept up his wicket
against all the bowling that Inky could
give him in Iprm‘:tmp.,"

“ Very likely 1" said Temple. " Remove
'!:h:?:-llm’ doesn't amount to much, docs
ik

"My cstcemed idiotic Temple——->*
exclaimed the Nabob of Bhenipur.

“{h, let him swank ! grinned Boh.
“He will wake up to-morrow |
“Ha can bowl, tas, Temple, old

Lean V' said Squff, “What do you
think of & Remove man takimg Win-
gate's wicket 7

“Gammon ¥ said Tenplo.

“ Honest Injun M

“Bome lad, then!” said Temple, re.
luctantly impressed. * Must be a bit of
a prize-packet ! 3till, T fancy we shall
mop you kids up to-morrow [

“What a fertile fancy!™ chuckled
Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Temple strolled away, locking rather
thoughtful. His confidence in himself
was great; but at tho bottom of his
heart he had haped to find rather a
less pmposing list of names up for the
Remove.

Ceci] Beginald would have given a
great deal to begin the season by beat-
mg the Remove, But, with all the hig
men of that Form playing, and a new
recruit _who was capable of taking a
First Eleven man's wicket, ?Iﬂﬂ]ﬁﬂ{!ts
did not look rosy. 'Cecil Reginald rather
wished that that new man Btacey had
coma into the Upper instead of the
Lower Fourth.

“It'a pretty decent of Wharton to put
that mean Btacey n!" remarked the
Bounder.

Smithy was surprised to see tho namo
there after what be had seen in Study
No. 1. : '

“Well, ha could hardly leave him
out " zaid Sgui¥. “Dash it all, the



man's simply & born cricketer ! Whar-
ton's not the man to let personal dis-
likes make a fool of him.” 3

“Only it's not half an hour sinee they
Wora mrappir:‘g in their study,” said the
Bounder. “Tha game's the gome, of
course; but——"

Bmithy shrugged his shoulders.

“Serappiog ¥  exclaimed Nugent.

Wharton and Stacey——"

“Oh, my hat!” gaid Bob Cherry.
"But what——"

I say, you fellows, they were yerup:
ping like—like tigers!” said Billy
Bunter. * Wharton makes cut that
Stacey mucked up his impot on pur-
pose: but that's all rot, you know. He
didr’t ask to be chucked out of the
study | He, he, he!” -

The Co. locked rather disturbed.
This was tha first they had heard of
the shindy in Study Neo. 1. Evidently
it had taken place sinco Wharton had
gﬂwan Nugent the list to post up in the

ng.

" Bother that fellow Btacey I’ grunted
Johnny Bull. * Why can't he keep clear
of Wharton 1 )

“lIen’t 2 man entitled to use his own
study 7" asked Skinner. " Fellows don't
generally take it quietly when they're
furned out of their own studies [

“Dh, shut up, Skinner |¥

“Hallo, halle, hallo!
Wharton |

All eyes were turned on the captain
of the Remove as he came into the Rag.
Skinner winked at Bnoop, who grinned.
Billy Bunter gave a fat cackle. The
look on Wharton's face showed that he
was in no pleasant mood.

That was not surprising, in the cir-
cumstances, [fe had taken that impot
to his Form-master, and Mrz. Quelch
had given him the reception h:a mors
than half-expected. The imposition had
not been finished, after two warni
during the week 1t had been on hanpd:
and of what had been done, some was
in & smudgy and blotty state. Mr,
Ciuelch had given it one glance, and
then curtly informed his head boy that
the impot was doubled. Wharton left
Quelch’s study without & word, but with
dﬁ%;ﬁ feelings.

at, however, was not the rcason
why "he stopped before the cricket list,
inned on the door, and took a pencil
rom his pocket, -

‘Before the “row ' in the study he
had told Btacey that he would not be
playing for the Remove—the onl
nnswer that any ericket captain cn-ulg
have made to the fellow's insolence.

As the name had been put up, it had
to be taken down again—and that was
that! But the Remove fellows stared,
end some of them looked grim as the
captain of the Form drew the pencil
in & steady line through the name of
R. Btacey, crossing it out.

"rFarrft” exclaimed Nugent involun-
taruy.

“Wharton, old man—" said Bob, in
dismay. .

Without looking round Harry Whar-
ton wrota the namo “P. Hazeldene ™
under the crossed-out name. Hazel
sniiled, though almost every other
fellow present frowned,.

Wharton turned from the door.

“You're dropping Stacey ¥
Peter Todd, very quictly.

i YES,’I

“May a fellow ask why?"

Wiarton pavsed o moment. Angry
as he was, and intensely bitter, he.nﬁid
not want to seem high-handed in the
eyes of hia fellow cricketers. '

“If you'd heard the fellow speaking
to me, you'd understand,” he said, at

Inst. “Wea can’t play in the pame
foam.™

Here's

asked.

EVERY SATURDAY

*"That man Stacey,” said Peter, in
the sama guiet tone, “is the best junior
cricketer that's ever been at Greviriars
—bar none ™

“ Possibly 1*

“And vou're chucking him, because
you -n::n:i;. pull with him ¥"

"W'::!l,” broke ont Peier, “1 think

Wharion's eyes gleamed.

“Thanks! I'm not interested in what
you think, Toddy,” he said; and he
walked out of the Rag, leaving Peter
breathing very hard,

he Remove fellows were left in a
bugz. Tho Co. had little to say, and
the rest of the cricketers made no seeret
of the fact that they reparded their
skipper as a high-handed azs. While a
rather excited discnssion went on,
Temple of the Fourth strolled along to
the notice again, and stood looking at
it with & peculiar glimmer in his eyes,
Then he sauntered out of the Rag, and
as ho went he grinned happily, evidently
ggeaﬂ:f pleased with the idea that had

en hatched in his powerful brain.

i — T—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Cecil Reginald in Luck!

b AIT a few minutes!™
W “LEh—whyi” asked Fry
of the Fourth,

] “I've asked o man to
tea with us.”

Cecil Reginald Temple at the moment
was adorning the armchair in his study
in the Fourth, Fry and Dabney were
at the table which was =et for tca,
Beoth of them were quite ready for tea,
having been at cricket practice, which
had given them an appetite. However,
they waited.

“Who's the man? asked Fry.

“MMan named Stacey.”

“ Never heard of him,” said Dabney.
“ New kid?®™

“New kid in the Bemove."

“You're askiong & new kid in the Re-
move to tea?” exclaimed Dabney, in
great astonishment.

Cecil Reginald smiled. Ie had sur-

rised his study-mates; but he con-

cscended to explain. ] ]

“This man Stacey,” he said, “is a
corker at cricket. OFf course, 1 den't,
as a rule, take much notice of the Lower

Fourth. Dut, daszh it all, yvou have to
tale notice gf a kid who can bowl the
captain of #he school—"

‘Oh, I heard of that!” said Dabnes,
with some interest. ™ Was that Stacey ™
“It was., And I hear that he's as
ood at batkin® as at bowlin’,"” saud
emple. “Iivery man in the Remove
thinks him a sort of Deon Bradman,
except Wharton, it seems. I =uppose
Wharton's -nose is rather put out of
joint. I hear they have fearful rows.”

“T've heard of the chap, and scens
himm, too,”' said Fry, looking cutriously
at his Form captain. “ There's no mis-
talkee about it. He's one of those men
who play ericket same as they breathe
—born o it. 1f Wharton has scnse
enbugh to play him to-morrow, we may
a3 well make thém a present of the
mateh.

“0Oh, 1 fancy we can beat the Re-
move,” sald Temple negligently. :

Edward Fry shrugged his shoulders.
With or without Btacey in the Remove
ranks he did not expect to beat the
Remove. But with Stacey in their
ranks the thing was hopeless. And he
knew that Temple knew it az well as
he did, In view of the crushing defeat
that "loomed shead, Cecil Reginald's
calm swank was & little irritating.

“But as it happens,” pursued '%l:-m{:rlc,
“Wharton hasn't sense enough to play
him, Fry, old bran™ )

7

"gl_h, good " said Tey. “Must be an
azs !
“Well, they row a lot,” said Temple.
“ Anyhow, Stacey was down to play, and
Wharton's scratched him. I've geen lus
name scratched out of their list,”
“Wharton must be an ass! I tell you,
that fellow’s & prize-packet!”
 Exactly ! ‘hat's why I've asked
him to tea,"” said Temple. * From what
I hear, he's a bit of a swankin amned
annoying rotter; but his ericket's all
right. Why shouldn't he play for us?”
O ! gjnculated Fry. ;
“I've said & lot of times that it's all
raf—the Remove runming & separaie
team, and callin’ it an eleven, an’ all
that,”* said Temple. “ Properly speak-
', @5 the Lower Fourth, they ought to
be jolly glad to get & few men into the
Fourth lForm team. They're cheeky.”
“Oh, rather!” agreed Dabney.

“As captain of the Fourth, 1 ean pick
a man fFrom tha Lower Fourth, of 1
like,” went on Temple. “Ilot & man
they want in the [Form mateh, natur-
ally, but any man left over”

* Right as rain,” grinned Fry. “If
they're idiots enough to leave out the
best junior cricketer at Greyfriars—-"

Mot the best,” cehided Temple.
“FThis man Stacey i3 good, but hardly
up te our form, reallv.” '

Fry made no reply to that. Temple,
while planning to bag that wonderiul
man, was not going to depart from his
accustomed swank. Cecll Reginald's
self-importance came first.

*But will he play?"” asked Dabmery.

“I fanev he'll be glad to. He's
frightfully keen on the ge=me I be-
lieve, though not keen enough to kecp
civil to his-skipper. I've iﬁnrd that
they're relations; but they bar one
another. I've got an idea that Stacey
will be jolly glad to get back on Whar-
ton for dropping him ount.”

Cecil Reginald smiled.

“As soon as I found that Wharton
had seratched him, 1 got the idea,'” he
satd. "I hunted up Stacey at once,
and asked him to tea. I'm goin’ to put
i: Jfo him, and I fancy he will jump at
it. i

“Wharton won't Like it,"” gaid Dabnoy.

“He can hardly grouse after turning
the man out of his own team.”

“That's s0,” agreed Fry. “My hat!

If we h&g him, we've got & chance—a
jolly good chance !™
“We had & jolly good chance, any-

way,” said Temple calmly. “_éti’[] 1
:ﬁ];a lul_:un glad to get Stacey, if he'll
BY.
“Well, when is he coming?" asked

Fry, with a rather hungry look at the
;qa-tﬂble. “I don't see waiting for
1IN,

There was o tap ot the door of the
study. DBalph Stacey came in, and
Temple greelﬁd him with g-cat polite-
ness. abney and Fry gave him
cordial nods, Tea started at latt.

Temple did not come immediately to
the subject of ericket. He did not want
to appear eager; neither did he wang
to give a mere Remove juntor too high
an idea of his own value. Somewhat
to his surprise, and rather to his satis-
faction, it was. Btacey whe intreduced
the topic

Stacey brought the talk round to thoe
morrow's bForm match. Having scen
the TFourth Ferm men at .practice,
Stacey had lis own idea of the qua:tr
of Temple's team. DBut he did not ex-
press it. His game at the present time
was to be agreeable to Temple; and
{1-.;{ ﬁauld be very agrecable when he
iked.

“I've heard in the Remove that
vou've somctimes Elay@:} Y wer
Fourth man, Temple,” he remarked,

Temple & Co, exchanged a quick look.
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Y¥es, Fve done 80, agreed Temple,
“That chap Vernoo-Smith played for
us once. I.had to chuck him, though.”

Fry coughed, snd Dabney grinned.
They remembered the occasion when the
Bounder, on fghting terms with his

Forin, had joined up with the Fourth,
hoping to {ve.at Wharton’s team with
their %etp, On which occasion Templo
had been so excessively carsful not to
admit that a Remove man was of wmuch
use, that he had failed to get the benefit
df the Bounder’s good play, and h‘a’d
scored his ususl defeat, ~ Temple's
chums hoped that he had learnod a
lesson from that episede, and would do
better with Stacey—if he got him!

“Well, if you wanted a man for to
morrow, I'd offer my aurtrlma, E:: you
B

thought them of any ung,” said Btacey,
in a vory.frank way. “I'm oconsidered
not bad at the game."

Temple emiled aweetly, He was
gaved from descending from his lofiy
pjerclh and asking this Remove kid to

ay. J 3
¥ And Stacey’s manner of offering his
diﬂgm?t frplm b:lm
Bounder’s. He was y civil about
it—treating Coecil Heginald with the
respoct that was his due,

“Well, I don’t know,” said Temple
thoughtfully. “The fact is, I haven't
put the list up yet—I'm a bit undecided
sbout the cleventh mam. We rather
want a bowler. I[Iow do you shape n
that line?” ] i

“Not bad, 1 think,” eaid Stacey
modestly, *“I've been picked to fag at
bowling for First Eleven men.”

“You the man that bagged Wingate’s
wicket 1" asked. Temple, as if he had
never heard of it before, .

“ YWeoll, that waa rather luck—but X
was the man,” admitted Btaccy.

Temple took a paper from his pocket
and regarded it very thoughtfully. His
chums watched him curiously., ‘Temple
had asked Stacey to tea spécially to

him for the Form match. But now

=arVieca was very

that the proposition had come from

the Fourth
at ont. He appeared

That was Cecil
Reginald all over!

. Having conned over his cricket list
in & veary t.hnugﬁl‘lrtful way, Cecil
Fl

Ile%ntd locked at Fry,
“Whst do you think, Fry!” he

askad,
F“ﬂh,] give the lridT a c{lanu::}"fnnid
ry, playing up to Templo. *I fancy
he can :ﬁ:l crli::'&et.:”
#(h, rather!' said Dahu‘cgr.
“Blessed if I don’t!” said Temple.
Ho took out his gold pencil, and wrote
a name oo the list, *There you are,
Btacey—you're In teamy for to-
morrow | Don’t let us down, kid.”
Stacey waz well aware that he could
play Templp's head off, at cricket or
any other game. But he only ‘nodded

pleasantly.
“T'll do my best,” ho said gravely.
only Remove, and you

Stacey, tha captain of
saliky seagthd th
to ba in' doubt

“Of course, I'm
men are ﬁppar Fourth—but I'll kecp
my end up all I can, snd do you
oradit.”

When Btacey left Temple's study after
tea, he smiled as he went down the
passage. Cecil Roginald Temple smiled
when he was gone. Dabney ‘grinped,
and Fry chuckled.

“Wea've got him 17

*Oh, ra.tilur i

Temple raised his eysbrows.

“We're givin® him a8 chance, you
mean,” he said. *“ Bit of o risk, playin’
a Remove id—but wa'l]l soo—wa'll senl
Anvhow, I’'va given him my word now
nmf ho's goin' to play. 1 hope he witl
knock up a few runs for ve™

Tee Msower Lipnary.—No. 1,423
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Temple was not going to edmit his
glee.  Swank came firstl But that
evening Cecil Remnald was very merry
and bright. For once, he looked for-
ward to a match with the Remove with
a gonfidence that wes not tempered by
0 many misgivings as usual.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for the Removel
I ALLO, hallo, hallel Coming

down ¥
Cherry roared in at the door
of SBtudy No. 1 after prep.

That atudy hoad been very silent
during prep. Wharton's face wae
clouded; Frank was not so cheery as
ususl; and Stacey had nothing to say
to his study-mates. Stacey, however,
did not look glum, like the other iwo
juniors in the ﬁt:u:]j'_ Heo soemed in
vory cheerful spirits.

“Just finished,™
“Wo're coming.”

Wharton did not rise from the table.

“I've got linea!” he ssid bitterly.
“Queleh has mado it a thousand! I'd
better get some done—goodness knows
when an impot of that size will be
finished 1"

“Hard cheese!” said Bob.

“The hardfulness of the ridiculous
cheesa is terrific!” remarked Hurreo
Jamset Rem Singh, looking in over
Bob's shoulder.

“Can’t be helped !’ eaid Harry,
shrugging his shoulders. **You fellows
get down to the Rag—I'll come down
after I've turned out g hundred, to go
on with.”

“ Biacey ought to do half the linea I™
growled Johany Bull, from the passage.

Htacey looked up.

“Ready and willing!”" he answered
at ones. *“ It wasn't my fault that the
impot was mucked up. harton will
admit that he startod the row in the
Et-lld:?_‘-"

1 gsdmit nothing
snapped Wharton,

“Well, let it pass—it doesn’t matter
mueh, anyhow. Perhaps we both lost
our tempers,” said Stacey amicably.
“1*'ll whack out the impot—I can make
my fist like yours easily coough to
gatisfy Quelch—"

“I don't want your heI{J‘l"

“Well, look here! t's only fair,
Wharton,” said Bob. “And if Btacoy is
willing—"" i

“1'vp gaid I'm willing,” said Stacey.

“Well, then, Harry——"

Wharton set hia lips.

“I want no help from 3tacey, or any-
thing to do with him " he said icily.
“JIf ha's so keen on obliging me, he
scan get out of the study while 1 do my
lines."

Btacey laughed. :

“I'm going down,” ho said. " ¥Your
company isn't exactly pleasant, you
know I'm eorry your lines wero
spoiled—" . !

“You're not 1” said Wharton grimly.

#Oh, all right—let it go at that!”
said Stacay cuela&alf. and with & ned
to the other fellows, ha left the study.

The Co. looked rather uncomfortable,
They could not help noting the contrast
between Stacey’s good humour, and the
roverse from tha captain of the
Remove. Wharton smiled sarcastically
as he read their expressions.

“You think I'm a disgruntled ass,
what? he asked. “Goit["

“Well, it was docent of him to offer
to help you out with the lines,” said
Bob. *“And it's a whacking impot,
thore’s no mistake about that., Quelch

said Nugent.

of the kind!”

must_have been fearfully ratty to lsnd

eny fellow with a thousand lines,”
“After dropping him from cricket,

too I'* said Johnny Bull., * Some fellows

would be savage about that. Stacey
doesn't seom, to he,”

Wharton laughed scornfully.

“He gave me no choice about that,”

he snswered, “and I've thought smince
that he never wanted to play, and
deliberately rogged me into chucking
him. He's here to make troubls, not to
play the ghme."

“Well, that’'s rot, old chap,” maid
Jehnny huli. “Weo all know he's kecon
on oricket, and he must want to play
for the Form.”

" Possibly. But 1 faney he'd rather
get the Remove down on me for leav-
ing him out.’* said Harry, *'He came
here and talked to me In o woy § T
knew that no skipper could stand.’

“He seems civil enough.”

“Yes; when thero are other fellows
about to hear,’" said Wharton contemp-
tucusly. “Not at other timesl Dut
it's no good jawing--I've got to get a
¢hunk done off my lines.'

Thaﬂaptmn of the Remove set ug
his Virgil against the inkstand, an
started lines, The Co. in silenca left
him to it. With a thousand lines on
hand, likely to occcupy hia leisure for &
long time to <ome, Wharton could
hardly be expected to bo in a very good
tempeor, & had a strofig suspicion,
too, that the accident to tha lines was
not wholly an sccident, though he could
not feel sure of that )

Temple of the Fourth was conung out
of the Rag as the Co. atrrived st the
door of that ag&ﬂm&nt_ They noted
the cheery emile on Cecil Reginald's
face, The Rag was in & buzz when they
entored. Most of the Remova wera
down, after prep, and all attention wea
fixed on a cricket list pinned up by the
captain of the Fourth,

“ Hallo, ballo, hallot Iz that
Temple's list of foozlera?” asked Bob
Cherry, glancing at it. “ Why—¥hat—
1 didn't know there was a man namod
Btacey in tho Fourth |”

“There im'tl” hooted Peter Todd.
“That's Stacey of the Remova "

“"Oh;, my hatl Stacey playing for
the [Fourth!" exclaimed Bob, *Temple
must ba hard up for cricketers if he'a
bagging Remove men ™ ]

““Is that tick playing against his own
Form " asked Johnny Bull, staring aé
tho name * R. Stacey " in Temple's-list,

“Tick be blowed!” eaid Toddy.
“Wharton’s chucked him out of the
game. I suppose tha fellow’s entitled
to get a gamo whera ke can, if ha's
kesn on cricket! Does Wharton expect
him to suck his thumb while we're
playing cricket?'” o

“Well, it will put some life into the
game, with a good man on Temple's
side 1* said Boh, “All the better for
us, if we have something to do.”

“That's all very well!” grunted
Squiff. “But a man like Stacey ought
to be in our eleven. What about the
Courtfield match next weeki™

“ Well, the skipper can judge & man’s
form, whichever side he plays on," said
Bob. “That's all right.” ‘

“T say, you fellows, Wharton will be
waxy!” chuckled Billy Buynter. *
say, Stacey's daone this to make Wharton
wﬂdt He likes pulling Wharton's leg.
He, he, ho!”

“Tot 1" growled Peter, “ Any fellow
would rather play for hizs own Form.”
He looked round and %ﬁttml rEtam%r in
an armchair, and called ta him, '
E:m want to play for your Form or not,

taco

FEY]
I'd lay for the

° ait. rathar
Romove, of course,” said Stacey. “*Thas
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It my fault about Wharton's lines, sir,** sald Stacey. “He had almost finished them yesterday, when there was
an ace derlill?'ln the study, and they were 5pultod.' To tell the truth, sir, we had a gquarrel and the lines were knocked down

and trampled on, and the ink upset over them.’

gocs without saying, But I want a
game, and if the Remove doesn't want
me—"' 7

“Tho Remove does [ growled Squiff,

Stacoy laughed.

“Well, the Remove skipper doeen't,
and it rests with him, I don’t want to
hang about doing nothing whila you
men are playing cricket. Besides, I
want €0 give our skipper a chance of
s&einﬁ whethaer I'm anough for tha
metch with Courtfield, Ho will be abla
to zes that”

Frank Nugent gave the now junior &
keen look. The fellow wasz in the

ver

right, if it came to that. But if his
game was to make Harry Wharton un-
popular in the Form, he was yn-
doubtedly ttin away with it
Nobody grudged Templa 8 good man in
his ranks; it would, as Bob had said,

Eut gome life into the game, But no
ernovite was going to fecl pleased when
a Remove man made hay of his wickot—
and Stacey was not mamllg' A FO
bowler, he was & wonderful bowler, It
waa very likely that the loss on one
side and the gain on the other would
make all the diference between victory
and defeat. And if Stacey proved his
guality, beyond question, by perform-
ing the hat-trick agsinst his own Form,
ond perhaps knocking up a century for
the Fourth in eddition, Wharton eould
not possibly refuse him a place in the
Courtfield match. If he did—

Leaving the Remove fellows excitedly
discussing that unexpected new develop-
ment, Frank returned to the Remove
passage.

He found Wharton wearily grinding
lines in Stedy Ne. L. .

arry glanced at his serious face.

“Anything up1” he asked.

“That fellow Stacey—s"

“Oh, what's the latest?™
Wharton, with a bitter smile.

askod

“Temple's got him to play to-

morrow."
Wharton sat silent, pen in hand, for
a fill minute. Then he spoke quietly.
“Tho cur | He had thet in mind whan
he came here and cheeked mo this after-
noon, snd made it impossible for me
toe play him for the Remove.”

““He can’t be stopped!” said Frank,

Whearton shoalk his head.

“No! He'd like mo to go off et the
deep end and try to stop him! What
would it look likei™

Mugent loocked worried.

"Ho will play s good game for the
Fourth, Harry! Wﬁu.tewr ha is, he'a
a ¢ricketer—a wonderful man at the

game,”
“I know thatl I play cricket well
enough te know a good men when [

sea one. He's better than amr,”"
ranted Wharton, I loathe the ides,

ut I can see it plainly enough.”

“Wall, look here, old chap, if ha
shows up well to-morrow—and he’s sure
to—he will simply have to down for
the Courtfield game,™ said Frank.

Wharton's face sot grimly.

“If he's good anpu%jh for the cleven
he will go down—il he keeps a ecivi
tongue in his head and doesn't rag his
skipper ! he answered. " Not other-
wise I

“ It would look—"

“I don't care how it looks! 8ol
as I'm skipper no man in tho team is
going to bully-rag me! T'll resign 88
acon as the fellows want me to—""

“That's rot "’

“It mai come to that1 I can sco that
iz what the pletting our has got in his
mind, D[l give him & tussle, all tho
game.”

Wharton dipped his pen in the ink
again. Frank, with a worried and
troubled face, left him to his lines,

] class that morning the

“Thank you, Stacey ! *" sald Mr. Queleh.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Rivak |

HE f{ollowing day was bright and
l sunny — contrasting, in  that,
with the looks of & good many
fellows in o Groyfriars
Removal It was splondid weather for
the Form match that dl-g. but among
the Remove cricketers there were in-
dications of "stormy weather.”
For once tho fellows were dissatisficd
with their skipper, and & good many
confided ta one anather that Wharten

was not beginning the term well, Even
Wharton's own chums were not glam:d
by the way he lad dealt with Stacey.

They had talked him over in the study
end made him do what they considere
tho right and sensible thiog—and after
that, he had taken tho new fellow’s
name out of the list again. That he
had had provocation was doubtless true,
but they did not think, za Wharlon
did, that Stacey had deliberately pio-
voked him to that measure.

No doubt tho new fellow was a bit
of a “tick,” and no doubt he disliked
Wharton, but the Co. ¢ould not see that
gl the fault was on his side. And in
new junior gavoe
& proot—or & sceming one—that ho was
by no means the tick tiua captain of the
Remove believed him to be.

When the Remove went to thoeir
laces Staco ab?pe.{i to spesk to Mr.
&aeh:h at his desk. A good many
follows looked at him, wondering what
be had to say spocielly to Queleh.
: deleh gave him guite s benignant
e

The Romove master had been favour-
ebly impressed by Stacey. He had
found him & worker in Form, which
naturally rather pleased & Form-master
who hed plenty to do. He had handed
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in his five hundred lines at the begin-
ing of term in a couple of days, and
they had been well written, Since then
he had had no pumshment; he had
ncver been late for class, his “con » was
always good, and showed that he
worked in prep. In fact, he was as good
a pupil as any man in the Remove—-
perhaps, indeed, a little too good to be
tronca |

On the other hand, he was no mero
swot, neglecting health and exercise for
mugging up, book knowledge. He was
as sturdy and fit as any jumeor at
Grayfriars; he was keen on games, and
Qualch had heard that he was already
regarded in the Form as a remarkable
cricketer.

Heally, Stacey seemed to be rather
realising the ideal of “mens sana n
corpore sanc "—thoe healthy mind in the
healthy body., 8o Quelch’'s lock was
henevolent. .

“Mey 1 speak to you, sir?” asked
Stacey guietly, but letting all the Form
hear what he sdid,

“Certainly, Stacey.”
"It's about Wharton's
gip,M

Mr. Queleh raised his eyebrows. The
Remove stared. What Stacey could
have to say to the Form-master about
anothar fellow’s hnes was a mystery to
both Form and Form-master.

“1 hope you'll excuse me, sir,” went
on Stacey. “'I'm told that Wharton's
lines have been doubled—*"

“Really, Btacey, that scarcely con-
cerng you 1™ said the astonished Mr.
Quelch. “I fail to see—" :

“It was partly my fault, sir,” said
Stacey. " Wharton had finished his
linas yesterday, or nearly finished them,
and thera was an aceident in the study,
and they were aguilei To- tell the
truth, sir, we had & quarrel and the
linas were knocked down and trampled
on, ang the ink upset over them.”

Atacoy I ejacalated Mr. Quelch.

“I thought 1 ought to tell you, sir,”
aaid Etu':% calmly, “But for that
acoident, Wharton would have brought
hia lines to in time, and they would
not have i doubled. . T pushed

arton against the table and can
the lines to be knocked on the floor, of
coursé, without intendinﬁ to do a0, 1
thought, sir, that if vou knew what had
happenad, :i*_au might not have doubled
the linea. hope you'll excuss me for
having spoken, sir.”

“I am glad you have gpoken on the
subject, Stacey,” answered Mr., Quelch.
“¥You may go to your place.”

Stacey went to his place, amid stares
from the Remove.

“Wharton.!" shid Mr. Quelch.

“Yas, sir ™,

“In view of what Stacey has told me,
the ddubling of your imposition is can-
celled. T shall expect five hundred lines
from you.” . :

“Very well, sir.”

That was the end of the incident, Bug
it raised Stacey a good deal in the
esteern of many. of the Removites
Wharton had seratched his name out of
the Remove cricket list, and handled
him in his study—and Stacey had done
him a good tern, Thers was no doubt
about the good turn. Wharton had his
five hundred hines still to write, but that
was very different from a thouszand,.

“"That ohap’s & sportsman,” the
Bounder remarked to dwing, “Ho
can bar a fellow and give him fair play
at the same timo.”

And Redwing nodded.

Bob Cherry gave Stacey a cheery grin
as he sat down. Bob almost liked him at
that moment. Indeed, he hoped that
this was the oliva-branch and nnght lead
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to the establishment of & more peace-
ful footing between the foes of the

move. If Stacey was willing to be
decent, there was no reason why
Wharton should not play up.

Wharton himself was puzzled.

He began to wonder whether he had
misjudged the fellow a little. When the
Remova came out in break Stacey
walked out into the guad, and the cap-
fain of the Remove, after s short hesi-
tation, followed him and spoke to him.
He was glad, at laast, to be let off those
additional lines, and some acknowledg-
ment seemed called for. )

“It waa decont of yvou to speak to
Quelch as you did, Stacey,” said Harry,
with rather an effort.

Etaf:ea}r laughed.
“And you never expecited me to do
anything deceént?” he asked. *“What a
surprise for you [”

“Well, I'm glad you did, at all
evonts,”  aaid %—[urr}u Ho paused.

“TLook hero, Stacey, you've rubbed me
tha wrong way & good desl, both at
Wharton Lodge dand sinca I've been
back at school, I admit I thought
yesterday that you took advantage of
that scrap in the study to muck up my
lines and land me-in a row with Quelch.
I'm sorry I thought so now.”

“Ts that all?”

Wharton breathed hard

“Well, look here,” he said, “woa're
not friends, But what's the good of
this endless ragging? You're a good
cricketer——a man I'd be glad to play in
the eleven. My uncle wants us to be
friends. I see no reason why we should
be enemies. Are you ‘willing to wash
out the rows we've had and make a
fresh start? And I'll promise, on my
side, to p my temper—"

(11 H’G IIT

“You're not willinﬁ?"

“Not in the least,” answered Stacey
coolly, His lip curled. “As you'vo
slpﬂhan out to me, I'll speak out to you.

never meant to damage your impot
yesterday. I dare say I might do worse
things, but I wouldn’t do. a mcan thmiﬁ:
like that. I set it right with Queleh
because 1 thoupht it was up to me—
much as it surprizses you to zee me do
anything decent *

“T beliave you,” said Harry quietly.
“But why not—"" '

“We can’t be friends if I wanted to—
and I don’t want to. All very well for
you!” said Stacey, with a sneer. “A
rich man's heir, the favourite of for-
tune, averything coming your way. I'm
in_a rather different position; a poor
relation in your dncle’s house. How
cen we be friends when we're rivala®”

“Rivals " repeated. Harry.

“¥es, rivala!l You're not much nearer
a relation of the old colonel's than I
nm; but you've got everything, and
I've got nothing, Even if you meant
it, vour friendship eould enly be patron-
age to me—and I'm not exactly tho
fellow to be patronised. Keep your
distance,” :

Wharton looked at him steadily and
quietly,

A va%nﬂ suspicicn of Btacey’s envy
and jealousy had come into his mind
at arton Lodge. The poor relation,
who had been taken up by Colonel
Wharton out of kindnesa of heart, com-
pared his positicn, with bitterness
spirit, with that of the colonel’s nephew,
bronght up from childhood as the heir
of Wharton Lodge. It was wrong-
headed and unreasonoble—but
evidently very real .

“Ho that’'s bow you feel 1" said Harvy
at last.

- Precisely! I've put my cards on
tha table,” sneered Stacey. “You can't
say that I'm double-dealing. I'm as
proud as you are, Harry Wharton.

it was -

We'ra relations: we're alike to look at
and we're alike in other ways—too much
alike ever to be friends. I'm against
vou all the time and all along the line;
and every time I can give youn a fall
I'll give you one And if I ever have
the %uck to give you the knock-out,
either st school or at home, look out
for it:; 1 won't spare youl”

“I'll take my chance of that!” said
Wharton scornfully. “As for heing
alike, I shouldn’t act as you're doing
in your place: 1 know that! * You've
got a rotten streak in you, Stacey, or
rou wouldn't think and act like that!

ou won't get any offer of friendship
from me again.”

The captain of the Removo turned on
?i-f’ heel and walked away to rejoin tho

“Not a bad lad—what ?'" said Bob
Cherry, “Jolly decent of him to beard
old Quelch in his den—what? I sarv,

 Wharton, it would be jolly all round if

you can manage to pull with the cha
a bit better.” i

Harry Wharton laughed. Thia was
rather awmusing after what Staccy had
Just said.

“Well, I don't sce why not!™ =aid
Bob rather gruflly.

“"Lots of things you don't see, old
chap! Don’t talk about Stacny mny
more, anyhow. The fellow makes mo
sic

Evidently it was

not going to be
“jolly all round.”

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Form Match !

ECIL RECGINALD TEMPLE
‘ wore & cheery smile on Little
Sida that aftervoon.

Cecil Reginald looked wery
handsome and elegant in flannels; his
sisters and his cousing and his aunts
would have considered him the ideal
cricketer. How long Ceecil Reginald
could keep a wickelb up against bowling
from Hurree SBingh, or Squilf, or Smithy
was another matter, however,

But Cecil Reginald wore & cheery and
confident smile-—and, for once, his con-
fidence was not without foundation. He
ltad at least one man in his team who
was whole streets ahead of most of the
Remove players—and Temple was not,
this time, making the error ha had
mads when hea played the Bounder.
This time he was going to make the
very most of his recruik,

That cerl:ainl;n.r was casier with Stacey
than with Smithy., On the oceasion
when the Bounder had played for the
Fourth he had scarcely concealed his
contempt for the furablers and foozlers,
as he reﬁan‘laﬂ them, in Temple’s team.
Stacey had made it & point to treat
Cecil Reginald like a little tin god—
whieh was how Temple liked to be
treated,

it did not even occur to Templa that
his leg was being pulled. He would
have had rvather a rude awakening had
he known how Stacey really regarded
him and hisa cricket, In outward
respects, at all events, Stacey did not
fail—and thet was all Cocil Reginald
needed to keep him soothed.

Any assumption of superior airs by
Stacey would have been put down ab
once ruthlessly. In such a ecase Templo
would have put him on at the tail of
the innings, and declined to trust him
with the bowling. That was how he
had treated SBmithy on that historie
occasion. But  Stacey’s manner to
Temple was that of a fcllow who was
honoured and pleased by the loity
notice of tho captain of the Fourth.
Fry, who was a good deal keener than
Templo, saw a littlo further into things



than Ceeil Reginald, but Fry—who
watited to beat the Romove—said
nothing.

The Hemove took frst knock, and
Wharton opened the innings, with the
Bounder at the other end. Fry bowled
the first over, off which the captain of
the RBemove knocked ap three 4's nnd
a 2. This was the usual sort of start
for a Remove gamo with the Fourth,
but everybody knew that it was not
golng to continue. :

I8 Temple idiot enough to let his
duda bowl when he's gobt Stacey "
Peter Todd asked the other waiting
batsmen. :

“The estcemed Temple ia  idiok
enough for anvthing.” remarked Hurreo
Jamset Bam gin h hopefully.

“1 say, you fellowg=——0:"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Here's jolly
old Bunter come to watch ! said Bob.
“Troesn’t it make you . tired to see
fellowa p]ai,'ling cricket, Bunter "

“@h, really, Cherry—""
“Templa will put Sta-:-eir.' on next—
surely I" spid Peter. I he's ass

cnough to weste that man we ghall

mako short work of hiz rabbits.™
“You never know with an ass like

Temple,” remarked Hazel. **Not that

I think that new kid's such a dashed

miracle-worker as you fellows do.”
- "0h, rot]" satd Squiff. ¥ Wharton's
left ouwt the best man in the Remove.”

“I say, you fellows, Field's right,”
said Bunter, "“He's left out the best
man at cricket, same as he left him out
of the football—"

“Hiseey  wasn'b
fathead 17

“TI'm not ?uaking. of SBtacey,” said
Bunter with dignity. “That chap's not
bad; but I den't think an awful lot of
him. Wharton left me out of the footer
—and now he's left e out of the
ericket [

“BHa, ha, hat"

*“DBlessed if T sco anything to cackle
at1” said Bunter crossly. “I can tell
you thia much—you're going to start
the season with a licking. T had a
F'ﬁ“:r' ?'nc-d mind to offer my services to
Tomple. 8till, a fellow doesn't want
fo mop up his own ernn, I'm a bit
more  partioular  sbout that than
stacey.” ;

At which the Bemove men chortled,
They had no doubt that Temple of the
Fourth had been glad to bag Stacey,
but a similar offer from Eilﬁ' Bunter
would probably lLave evoked grest
merriment in the Fourth,

“SBmithy ' gets the bowling,” said
Squif. *“I wonder if that swanking
ase Temple will have sense enough to
put Stacey oni? After all, we want to
see what the fellow can do, even i our
sticks go down.” :

Doubts wero soon sct at rest. Temple
had started the bowling with a [ourth
Yorm man just to show the world in
general that he was not dependent on
8 Remove recruit.  But that over mado
evenn Templo realiso that that sort of
thing could be carried too far, and
Stacey was given the ball for the second
GYVEer.

Thers was a deep breath among the
REumovites when Stacey went on to bow]
to the Bounder's wicket.

Herbert Vernon-Sinith was visibly on
his guard. Fourth Form bowling he
treated with contempt, but there was
no fincture of contempt in his manner
when Stacey came on. Smithy was a
good man with the willow, but he knew
what Lo look' for from the fellow whao
had succoeded in clean bowling Win-
gato of the Bixth—the best senior bats-
man st Greylriars School. Bmithy was

oing to 'keép his sticks up as long s
e could, but he doubted whether ho
would kcep them wp very long.

here last fcrm,

and * held
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In point of fact, Smithy lept them up
for precisely the length of time required
by a fast ball to traverse the pitch !

He was all vyes: snd yet that ball
beat him.  The expression on Smithy's
face was, as Fry remarked €6 Seott
of the Fourth, worth & guinea =
box, ns ho stared down at a wrecked
wicket. -

Vernon-8mith drew &8  deep, dee
breath. He had been bowled first ball
of the over: and any amount of staring
at the wicket could not alter that
unpleasant fact. And it was no fuke:
it was good bowling, the Bounder knew
that. His only comfort was, that it
was a Remove man who had done it;
no man in the Fourth could have done
it. But that was cold comfort to a
fellow who was rather given to showing
off on the plafing-ﬁeﬁls. and Smithy
was not looking happy or agreeable as
he walked off.

Peter Todd took his place, and stayed
for ona ball! Then Peter came back to
the pavilion, He spoke to Tom Brown,
who was going in.

“That man can bowll Look out!”

The New Zealand junior made a
grimace. Ho waz a vler himself,
and he knew bowling when he saw it.

He did not seo much of this, however,
from the standpoint of the wicket, for
the next ball sent him bootless home.

“Tho  hat-trick!” breathed Bob
Cherry. £

“By gum, that man can bowl!" said
Frank Nugent. He spoko in admiring
tones, but he did not look lmpﬂ:,r. He
knew what would happen to his own
wicket if Stacey bowled to him, and
already in his'mind’s eye he saw his
chances of playing in the Courtfield
fixtura vanishing. 1 _

“The bowlfulness is terrific,” admitted
Hurree Jamset Ram  Singh.  “My
csteemed Bob, stand up to the fellow,
for the love of the esteemed Mike.”

“ Humph [ said Bob. :

He went out to take Tom Brown's
Wace. He did not eccupy it long. Ono
Lnti sent him back again,

“This,” remarked Squiff, “is a one-
man game, and Btacey’s the one man!
Luckily we shall have him on our side
in School matches.™

“If Wharton will let us!”
Peter. ' ’ "

“Wharton will have to let us,” said
tha Aastralian junior. * No skipper in
his scnses could think of leaving that
man out.” -

Squiff was the next man in. Ha
suceeeded in living through the rest of
the over, but he took no runs.

Stacey. at the bowling end,
Harry Wharton , & vaunting
Wharton's face wae expressionless.

Next came an over trom Scott of the
Fourth., Scott was s good bowler, but

grunted

BV
ook,

Wharton knocked- the leather far and

wide. He was careful to give Stacey
no chance in the field; he knew what
his relative's fielding was like, Squiff
backed him up manfully at the other
end, The score proceeded to jump,
And in the following over it jumped
again, for Temple, still loth to acknow-
ledge dependance on a Remove recrult,
put Fry on to bowl again. Wharton
and Squilf, between them, knocked the
Fourth Form bowling all over the field

Sumpson Quincy THey Fiold walked
home !

“ Man in!" )

Frank Nugent was I:runklmF his pads.
Squiffl had been caught out last ball of
the over, and now the bowling came to
Harry Wharton. Temple, dismissing
considerations of swank, gave the
bowling to Stacey.

Every fellow on Little Bide, Fourth
Form or Remove, watched with breath-
less interest as the foes of the Form
messurad strength. )

Wharton's face was calm, and a little
get. Good man as he was with the
willow, he knew that he would have to
go all out te save his sticks from Btacey.
Hi was 'passionately determined that
Stecey should not take his wicket if he
could help it.

He stopped the frst ball, and the
second, and the third, dead. Each of
them, he knew only too well, was &
narrow escaps, but ho cscaped. At the
fourth ball, he ventured to hit, and
Temple of the Fourth missed a catch,
and the batsmen ran. Onee, twicg,
thrice they crossed befora the leather
came in, snd there was o cheer from the
Remove for their skippor. Ho was the
first man to take runs off Stacey's
bowling. .

But the 3 had brought Frank Nugent
to the battlng end. 3

Wharton watched, with a knit brow,
while Stacey bowled to hiz chum.

He had hoped that Frank's form in
this game would justify his selection to
phﬁ against CourtBeld. Now that hepe
sank to vanishing point,

Without leoking at Stacay, ho caught
the malicious gleam in his eyes. 'The
bitter thought was in his mind that tho
fellow was not playipg cricket, but
using his amazing skill at the game to
gratify. personal %Irud%&m

No man .in the move expected
Frank Nugent to keep his sticks up
against Stacey., So no man wos greatly
dizappointed when they went down,
except Frank's best chum, who had
hoped against hope, Go down they did,
and. Frank carried out his bat Ior &
duck.

He was kept in countenance, however,
by Hazeldens who camo next, and tock
the last ball of tha over. Hazel had
expressed the opinion, more than once,
that he was as good B men as Stacey,
and indeed he regarded himself as
rather an lmﬁmvement on E'I:ama?I in the
team! But he never even saw the ball
that knocked his sticks down, and he
went back scowling to the pavilion.

Johnny Bull came next. harton had
the bowling from Fry, and made hay
of it, putting on runs. Self-satisfaction
and swank could not save Temple from
the knowledge that, when a Fourth
Form man bowled, the runs weat up i
jumps. He put Etncag on to deal with
Johnony Bull, But Johnny put 1m soma
of his solid, steady stone-walling, and
though he took no runs, even Stacey's
deadly shots failed to turn him out.

Wharton's eyes gleamed as the over
finished. With Johnny like a rock at
the other end, he would yet put in &

od innings and show the Remove that

tacey could nmot carry all before him.

Wharton had Scott's bowling aext and

made nine off it. The odd run left him
(Continued on next page.)
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at the batting end to face Stacey's

bowlin in.
A a.:';si tﬁarL was breathléss exeitement

as the best batsman in the Remove faced
tha best bowler that Form had ever
secn.  Even Billy Bunter blinked with
some interest through his big-spectacles,

Wharton knocked away .the ball for
2, and 2, and 2! His friends at the
pavilion exchanged grins of satisfaction.
Thep—-:

Clatter | .

The fourth ball of the over did it!
Quietly, -but with'a set face, the captain
of tho Remove walked off with his bat.

He was out to Btacey ! .

The rest of the Remove inninga was
8 short procession. The total score for
the innings was 70, of which Whu.rtofl-
had contributed more than alf.
Every man on  the field koew that,
minus Btacey, that score would have
been ' more than: doubled, probably
trebled.” Nevertheless, the ﬁ'nurth wera
greatly bucked, and Cecil Reginald
Femple smiled and closed one eyo at
Fry as the ficld went off. :

“Did I mention that we were %om‘
to beat the Romove?” asked Temple.

“You did, old man!"" grinned Fry.

“And are we?” further Ingquired
Ttmg_fe. - Yol
“0h, rather !” chuckled Dabney.

It looked  as if Stacey was, at all
events |

1
O e

THE EIGHTH CHAPTEHR.
Getling the Runs I
T was hke Cegi! Reginald Temple to
I opent the Fourth Form innings with
Lis noble self and Edward Fry.

He knew, as every fellow knew,
that Stacey’s batting was as good as his
bowling, and that once at t:? wickets,
he was unlikely to be shifted by any-
thing that the Remove could do. Btill,
swank was swank, and Temple was not
%i:ung to open with a Remove recru:t!

owever, he had put Stacey next on the
list, and that youth had his pads on
ready, not duuﬁt-mg that he would be
wanted soon—very soon! .
He waa right, for Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh -put paid to the captain of the

Fourth with promptness and dispatch.:-

Having been bowled for s duck, Ceeil
Reginald lost some of his self-satis-
faction, and the certainty that BStacey
would do better in his place was not
wholly gratifying., As captain of the
teamy, of course, 1t was agreeabls to
him—as Ceeill Reginald it was less
agreeable. A long experienco of ducks

not maede 'Temple like them! As
he went off and met Staccy coming in,
Temple looked ot him sharply. The
merest trace of irony, of amusement or
swank in Stacey's face would have
cansed Ceoil Reginald to come down
hard on that recruit, regardless of con-
siderations of cricket. Ile was capable
of putting him back to the tail of the
inmings if he asked for it—and the
slightest sign of swank would have been
asking for it

But Stacey knew how to handle
Templo.

‘ Rotten Auko I he said, . *“ That man
can’'t bowl ¥

Tempia nodded and smiled,

Stacey smiled, too, when his back was
to Templo. ; _

The Reniove men in the fisld watched
keenly ass  the Nabob of Bhanipur
bowled to the new recruit.

Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh was tha
champion bowler of the mave; if
there was a man in the Form who could
put paid to Stacey, he was the man,

The dusky nabob did hia best.
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_ But it was in vain. Good as the bowl-
ing was the batting seemed to he a
littla bettar.  Every man in the ficld
was watchful for the barest chance of
a catch; but Stacey gave no chances,
T on tha over; and all the
field knew that he -could have made
another, but he did not want to—ho
wanied to kecp the batting.

“{Zet that man out 1f you can,
Browney |* said Harry Wharton, when
the field crossed.

The New Zealand junior made a
ETimace, ) |

“Not so jolly easy '™ he said:

Neither was it.

Tom Brown was very nearly as good
83 Inky | But he was not good cnough
for the new man! 'The over added 6
to Btacey’s score.

Fry +went out in the next, and
Dabnoy followed him out: but that was
no great satisfaction to Wharton, The
Remove knew that their bowlers could
take Fourth Form wickets almost as
easily as knocking down skittles.

The captain of the Remove was keen
io soo Stacay’s stieks down, and he
deeply regretted tho fact that he was
himself only a good change bowler. He
wonld have given much to make
Btacey’s bails Hy. Ha watched like a
Iynx for catchies, but Btacey gave him
ngt the remotest chanca of one,

Hurres Jamset Ram Singh and Tom
Brown fried in turn, and the Bounder

tried,” and Squiff tried, and Mark
Linley and Nugent wers both given the
ball for an over or two.

" But changing the bowling had no
cffect so far as Staccy was concerned.
When he had the bowling he knocked it
everywhere—except where the fieldsmen
wanted it, It looked as if that remark-
able new man was going to sce the
whola side out.

“0Oh, my hat I murmured Bob Cherey
when 70 went up for Btacey-—a score of
his own that oqualled that of thoe
Remove innings, To Stacey’s 70, half
& dozen of the Fourth had added 151

And he was still going strong.

Indeed, it was clear to all that
Stacey's hmit was only the number of
men to keep the innings alive at the
other end !

With ono man as good as himself for
a partnership, ho might have gone on
Latting [or ever and ever |

But Fourth Form wickets went down
fairly fast. It was not till Scott came
in that a stand was made., Scott was a
steady bat—the best in Temple’s teamn—
and if he did not put on a brilliant
score, at lonst he could save his sticks.
Ard that was all that was wanted with
a mman like Stacey to do the scoring.

Up and up and 'l%p went the score
now. By tho time Hcott had added 5
Stecey had made his contury.

Clenturies in junior matches were nob
as common a3 blackberries, Ceal
Reginald Temple almnost forgot the big
nought that stood to his own eredit. Hae
grinned at Fry.

“Are woe bealin he
murmured.

“We are—we 151" said Fry, forbear-
ing to add that Btacey, ﬂ.]Jj.‘i:IDw, was
beating the Remove | _

“1 say, you fellows, hera comes Win-
gate ! squeaked Billy Bunter,

Harry Wharton, in the field, spotted
the captain of Groyiriars coming along
with (_%!wrynnu of tha Sixth. Ewvidentl
tho news of Stacey’s innings had spread,
and great men of the First Eleven
thought it worth while to give him a
look in. ; ;

Wingate of the Sixth, towering over
the crowd of juniors, watched Btacer,
and joined in the cheer for a boundary.

“Hot stuff, th&t kid 1" tha Greyfridrs
captain zaid to wynna,

the Remove

doubted

‘more than doubted

i " [iinad man H’ agreed Gw L) "Th_i
owling'a atd-—ruite poo - can
touch &at%fidl” ,

“"He's 3 Remove man,” satd Wingate.
“1 Suippﬂﬂﬂ they've lent the Fourth a
man for the  match—he's' playing for
Temple. They seem to have lent
'Iemlpla a good one "

“Thea beat they had, 1 faney ™

“That's another boundary ! Dy gum,
the kid can hit 1"

Leather-hunting was the order of the
day far the Removites. It was a relief
to them when the Nabob of Bhanipur
caught Seott out at last. It was more
than clear by this time that the only
way to wind up BStacey was to leave
him “not out” at the end of the
Inninga,

Thera was quite a crowd of seniors on
the ground to see the end of that
innings. Coker of the Fifth came along
with Potter and Greena of that Form,
and told his chums that he really
I whether he—Horace James
Coker—could have taken that kid
Stacey's wicket | _f";:;:;tﬂr and Groene
1

The tail of the Fourth was quickly
disposed of. Cecil Reginald Temple
cocked his eyo at the scors.

“I fancy we shan't have to hat a
sccond time 1” he remarked. * What 1"
" It looked like it—with a score of 150,
of which 120 belonged to Stacey |

If the Remove did no better in their
second  innings than in their first,
obviously the Tourth would not have to
bat again, and there would be no need
for Cecil Reginald to add another
duck’s egg !

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Trouble Ahead !

ARRY WHARTON eat in hus
H study after the gamo with a
clouded brow.
He was tired., IHe had
Etln:m:] hard in both inninga for the
emove;  and - lesther-hunting in
Stacey's innings had been hefty work.
And he was troubled in mind.
Temple, as he had so sagely forescen,
had not had to bat a second time. The
Remave had not done better "in their
second knock—they had done lega well.
‘I'he Feurth had won that match by an
inpings and a big handful of runs—and
great was the rejoicing in the ranks of

the Fourth.

There was only one fly in the
cintment, so far as Temple & Co. wero
concerned ; it waa their Femove recruit
who had won the mateh for them!
&till, they had wonr it, and & win was
a-winl A vietory undoubtedly was a
v}icturymnnbnﬂy could get away from
that.

That fly in the cintment was a con-
solation to the Remove! They had been
beaten; but it was by one of their own
men, who, after all, waz going to be &
rod in pickle for other teams in other
metches. With a man like Btacey in
the ranks they could look forward to &
vigtorious zeason—the fellow was simply
& prize-packet |

That he had to play at Courtficld was
now a certainty;: and, after that, in the
St. Jim's, the Higheliffe, and the Rook-
wood matches. The mere idea that
Wharton might think of 'lea.vil;g out
such .8 man mado the Kemove fellows
angry.

:;? could not—and would net—and
should not! DBolsover major, in the
Rag, pointed out that he was a boetter
man than Wharton himself. They wero
mora or less equal with the willow, per-
haps; but Sticey was s bowler, too—a
betfer bowler than even Hurreg Jamget
Ram Singh. 8kinner & Co. welcomed



make higm situp! Gef him to the

pﬂﬂ-ﬁ!"

EVERY SATURDAY

* Oh, erikey ! " breathed Billy Bunter.

.
Stacey struggled furlously, as the Higheliflans seized him. *° Drag the brute along !’ panted Ponsonby., ** By gad, we'll

The struggling crowd passed within

six or seven leet of the hidden, quaking Owl of the Remove, It was a rellef to Bunter to hear them pass on.

tho prospect of Wharton's nose being
put of joint, as Bkinner elegantly ex-
ressed it—Skinner pointing out to his
riends, with gresat satisfaction, that, as
cricket captain snd bound to play
Stacey, “ Hia Magnificence ” Wharton
would have to take a hand in putting
his own nose out of joint|

Wharton's own friends, who knew that
he had cause for !I:aa,rring Stacey,
were worried. Ele had to play the mar,
that was certain, whether he barred him
personally or not.  All the Remowvo
criclkoters considered it high-handed to
drop him from the Form match——and
the result had been a thorough beating
for tha Remove, If he drepped him out
of School matchos thers was cerkain to
be troublo.

The captain of the Remove was ounly
too well aware of thet, and he was
thinking it over ns he sat in his studir'-
The game had been over nnexpectedly
eatly, and the May sunshine was still
streaming down on Greviriars,

In the Fourth, Temple & Co. were
colebrating their vietory—and Stacey
would have been an honoured guest ot
that celebration if he had chosen. But
he did not choose; he did not want to
make himself wnpopular in his own

Form. He had, in fact, made tise of
E&mplc. and now was done with
L.

Harry Wharton started out of a
rother glum reverie as the deor opened,
and Stacey came into the study.

Hord as the fellow had played that
day he looked iresh as int., "Lhera
was no doubt that he was fit as o fiddle.
At Wharton Lodge, Harry had seen him
smoking cigarettes; but he had seen
nothing of the kind since. his relative
had come to Greyfriara. If he had
vielols tastes, ho knew how to throw
them aside when it suited him to'do so.

Btacey, lounging ensily into the study,

glanced at Wharton's elouded faco with
a faint smile.

Wharton rose at once.

Ho did not caro to remain in tho
study while Stacey was thero.

"ﬂmnF?” asked Stacey.

“Yes " said Harry briefly.

“Cood game to-day—what?” smiled
Btacoy. “Ilave I convinced you that
1'rn entitled to o place in the Romove
Eloven %

Wharton paused a moment.

“Yoz " Lo answered.

“Oh, good " sald Btacey sarcastic-
ally, Elgjay I even take it that I shail
be wanted at Courthield next weeki?™

Wharton paused agailn.

To almost any other fellow in the
Remove he wounld  have answered
heastily, and cardially, ™ What-ha ! o
that fellow had put up such a game as
Stacey's, Dut to Stacey he could not
make such a reply.

The sarcastic tone in the [ellow's
voice, tho half-sneer on his well-cut lips,
revented anything like cordiality.
Stacey looked as if, having triumphed,
ho had como there to ®rub it in.”
“You'll seo when the list iz posted
up,” Wharton answercd at last. “ You
can wait till then like other fellows.”
“"You can hardly leave me out,” said
SBtacey, laughing. “I fancy the fellows
would lyneh you it you did.”
Wharton locked at him steadily.
“Car’t you cut that out, Stacey?” be
asked guetly, 1 had you down to

?Ia,:.f for the Remove ay, and you
tﬁm{’{' me tp dropg you. You know
at."

*(h, ql_l;ritﬂ g :

"¥ou had this trickery in your mind
then—to join up with tha Fourth, an
make things as rotten for me as you
could,”” said Harry. “ You can play a
trick like that inside the school, but not
ontside. If you rag me into dropping
you oub of the Courtfield match, you're

ﬂﬁlt of it, and left. I suppoze vou know
that.”

Stacey chucklad.

“Yes. 1 suppose I couldn't walk
down' ta CUonrtheld, and offer that
feflow Trumper my sarviees, fo dish yon
n%'?m in the same way,” ho remarcked.
“But you'vo got to play me, and that's
that 1" -

Wharton did not answer.

A hasty reply leaped to lusg lipz; but
he did not weter it. He turned to the
door, and walked out of the study.

tic was not to be caught twice in the
samo kind of trap.

Ha breathed hard as ho went down
the passage. The fellow was a born
cricketer, and seemed keen on the game.
Any such fellow might have been ex-
pected to ba eager to play for School—
capecially within a cguple of weeks of
coming to Greyfriars, Yet it seomed to
Wharton that Stacey carcd littlo for
the Courtfield match or any other in
cﬂmdparimn with getting on with his
foud.

Ho hpd deliberately  provoked his
skipper ‘into dropping him out of the
Form match. Now it looked as if he
was playing the eame game again, care-
less of he had to cut ericket, so long es
he scored over the fellow of whom he
chose Lo make an cnemy.

Only too well Wharton knew what &
storm there would be in the Remove
if he left Stacoy out of the team. [e
was prepared to face it, if it could no
be helped; but he wanted to steer clear
of it if he could. The only way was
by steering clear of Stacey. !

He did not enter Btudy No. 1 again
Lill prep that ovening. Then he came
in with Nugent, and sat down to work
in silence, taking no notice of Stacoy's
presence. )

Staeey spoke several times,

(Continued an page 16.)
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anawered  in monosyllables; Wharton
not at all. He shrugged his shoulders
al last, and gave it up.

Wharton roso the momont work was
done.

“Coming dewn, Frank?™

Nugent nodded, and rose, alse.

At the deor Wharton paused and
[ooked back at Btacey.

“Look here, Stacey—"" Lo began
abruptly.

ourd your voice?'" drawled Btacoy,

“This can't bes any pleasanter for
you tMan for me,” said Harry. * You're
a new fellow here, and you've only been
in,the study & week., Quelch would put
you in anothey study if you ssked him.”

" ¥es, that's so,” agreed Nugent,

“1 ean’t very well ask him,” said
Stacey. “Why, you ssked him $0 put
meo in here first d'u.:r of term, Wharton,”
- "My uncle wanted mo to, and I said
I would.”

“And you're the slave of rour word—
what?'' grinned Stacey. “Well, you
can tell Quelch you've changed your
mind if you like, and ask him to chango
ma ot

“¥ou know I ecan’t do that.”

“Then I'm afraid you'll have to put
up with” me "here,” drawled Stacey.
“After all, if ¥ can put up with you,

ou can put up with me. You get tho
wsk of it in the way of company.”

Whartop made po reply to that. Ile
left . the study with Nugent. The Ca.
jomed -them on tho "Remove staircase,
and .they went down to the Hag
tokether.

oma of the Hemove were elready
~there, and Vernon-8mith was speaking
a5 the Famous Five came in. .

“By gum! That man Stacey will bo
a rod in pickle for Courtfield,. and for
Higheliffe afterwards, Jeovver see such
a bowler 1 i

“B thought you locked {fcarfully
pleased when he got your wicket this
afternoon,” remarked Skinncr; and
theras was a laugh.

"It was silly rot—that man playin’
for tho Fohirth at all, went on the
Bounder, unheeding 3kinner. “Templo
and his mob are putting up a TEETI?EIE
srong and dance sbout beating the Re-
move, A fat lot they did towards it
By gum, though, the Higheliffe men
will open their eyes when he gets to
work on their wickets: and 3t Jim's
znd Reookwood, too."

*What-ho 1" said several fellows.

An involuntary shadow crossed Whar-
ton's face. The Co. noted it, and felt
uncomfortable. It was evidently alrcady
settled in° the Remove that Btacey’ was

oing o be a big gun in the team. Tho

l.mlil‘?l;eeﬁlanmd round at Wharton.
He p ed to ask the question that
was in & good mau% minds, but which
the expression on Wharton's face
couraged othor fellows from asking.

“You'va got Stacey . down for fthe
Courtfield game " next Wednesday,
Wharton ¥ =~ _

“I've not started on . the list yet,”™
snewered Harry ourtly.

Tue Maoner Lisrany.—Ng. 1,423,

L3

Remove supposed

of anyone comirg along the

dis- |

THE MAGNET

“But there's no doubt about Stacey,
I suppose ¥ :

*You ecan suppose anyvthing you like,
Smithy. ™

Which answer caused the Boundar to
knit his brows, and scme other fellows
to frown as Wharton crossed to an arm-
chair and sat down, Thero was no
doubt—not o shadow of doubt-—that if
Ralph Stacey was dropped from the
team in the next match, there would be
“starmy weather ¥ for the captiin of
the Remove.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Pon’s Little Mistake !

e JRLEYIRIARS cadl” said
FPonzonby. X
Billy Bunter jumped.

“Oh lor’ 1" he breathed.
IP'or the moment the fat Owl of the
‘that the remark was
addressed to him, and he blinked round
in_alarm through his big spectacles.

Billy Bunter did not want to meet
Ponsonby of the Fourth Form at High-
cliffe when there were no other Groy-
frinrs fellows at hand. Very much in-
deed he did not want to meet him.

It was Saturday altornoon—a half-
Loliday at both schools. Billy Bunter
was happily cccupied. Sitting in a
thicket by the towpath on the Bark,
Buntoer was travelling ewiftly and surely
through a large tin of toffces,

Close as he was to the towpsth, the
Owl of the Remove was out of sight
rivor.
Bunter had cxcellent reasons for being
out of sight.

That tin of toffecs belonged to Bunter
now. Possession was nine points of tho
law, and Bunter did not Euth_er about
the tenth, But only a short time ago
it had belonged to someone else.

Bunter was not sure of the identit
pf ita previous owner. Ho had foun
it in Btudy No. 1, and it might have
belonged to Wharton, Nugent, or
Stacey. Bunter really did not mind
which, 8o long as none of the three
spotted him with tho toffees.

Hea had seen Wharton go down to tho
boathouse, and had seen Nugent join
somo fellows at cricket practice, and
had seen Stacey go out u}? gates on his
own. That made it guite gasy for
Bunter to annex the toffoes: but, ha
had & natural’ shyness about being
spotted in possession of the same—hence
hig lair in the thicket while he disposed
of them. And when he heard the voice
of Cecil Ponsonby of Higheliffe, Buntor
was deeply thankful that he was in deep
cover. Pon was the man to rag any
Groyfriars fellow who could not take
care of himself. Bunter had, =0 o
speak, been there before. He was more
anxious to steer clear of Pon thap of
Wharton or Nugent or Stacey, or all
three together.

But he was reassurod as- he blinked
round him., Thick hawthorns screened
him frore view from the towpath. Pon
was not six Feet away; but he wes out
of Bunter's sight, and still more im-
portant, Bunter was out of Pon's sight.
And he sagely resolved to remain very
carefully out of it

“That tick Wharton!" said another
voice, which Bunter recognised as
Gradsby’s,

“On his own,” said a third voice-
Monson's.

“Look here! Don’t let's rag!” came
Vavasour's volce. “We're goin’ to the
*_l'l'ldrnﬁ Fishers—not raggin® Greyfriars
Cads.

“You shut up, Vav!*” said Ponsonby.
“My hat! The cad's comin’ on just
as it wo weren't here! Heo docsn't seom
to carc a stkaw! We'll make him (™

“ He's seon us 1 said Gadsby .
"Wait for -hin to come up ! Baid

Ponsonby, “ We'll dip his head in the
river, whnat?"

“ood egg 1 )

And the four Highclifians chuckled.

Billy ‘Bu:{tnr—sti?l sucking toffee—
wondered. Wharton, he knew, had

one out in his skiff ; yet according to
*ont’'s words, he wasz walking up the
towpath.

The fat Owl of the ERemove rose
silently and peered through the haw-

thorns. He had a glimpse of the fellow
coming up the bank of tho river,
o grinned,

In his first day or two at Groyfriavs
Stacey had severs] times YLeen taken
for Wharton, owing to the likeness,
But the Remove fellows had got used 10
him now, and even the short-sighted Owl
knew them apart, But Pon & (o,
naturallp, had never seen him, and they
had no doubt that it was their old
cnemy, Harry Wharton, who was walk-
ing into their hands. Any little differs
enco in looks did not, naturally, strike
fellows who knew Wharton by sight but
dicd not sce him wvery olten.

Pon & Co. wera grinning gleefully.
They were not ecast in heroic mould, but
four to one they had no fear even of &
hefty fighting-man like Harry Wharton,
And considerations of fair pfu. » did not
trouble them in the least.

“0Oh crumbs!” murmured Bunter.
" Stacey’s for it 1V

Bunter could have called out a warn-
ing, but that would have drawn tho
attention of FPon & Co. to hizs worthy
gself.  Bunter remained silent.

Stacey eamo swinging on.

Hoe noticed the four well-dressed
fellows who had stopped in & group on
the towpath, but did not take anvy
special noto of thom, Hé had heard,
from talk in the Remove, of Pon & Co.,
but he had never seen them before.

So he was taken quite by surprise
when he came abreast of the group, and
they suddenly rushed at him,

It rather surprized Pon & Co. to take
Wharton—as they supposed—so casily
off. his guard, but they were glad of the
chance, Stacey was down on his back
in thﬂ(FraES in o twinkling, gazping and
amazed. :

“What tho thump—" he stuttered.
“Who tha dickens—who——"

“Pin him ! grinned Pon.

“What-ho ! chuckled Gadsby,

“Stick his head in the river! ¥ald
on, though," added Pon. " Any of that
crew may be along any minute—the
izanemlly go about in a gang! Yan
im into the wood—there's a pond—-="

“Good egg I

Stacey struggled furiously as the four
Highelithans procecded to yank him
into the wood.

“Let ma go!" he roared. “What tho
dickens are you up tof”

“Guess " chuckled Pon.

“You rotters|" Eﬂ.ﬂt-l'_"d Stacey, re-
gisting desperately, but in vain. * You
worms | ho tho doocoe are you, and
what are you pitching into mo fori"

“ He's forgotten whe we are I™ grinned
Gadsby., ™ t your memory in the
holidays, Wharton #

“You silly idiet, I'm not YWharton '™

panted Stacey. " Let me 'ﬁﬂ i
“MNot —not Wharton " ojaculated
Ponsonby.

“No, you silly fdthead ! Let mo go!”

“Poes tho silly ass think we've fors
gotten him,” or what?" said Pon, in
sheer wonder, * Here, get him ont of
sight before eome of i?s pala come
along." .

Stacey, struggling  fiercely, went
bumping among the trees, acms and legs
ftying. Four fo one as they were, the



Highehifians had plenty to do. Gadsby
gave & fearful yell as a‘set of knuckles
that felt like iron crashed on his jaw,
and Pon roared as the same set landed

tn his eye.

“Drag the brute ainn%; panted
*ongonby.  “By gad, we'll make him
it up for this.

“Oh crikey I”" bresthed Billy Bunter.

The struggling crowd ﬁassﬁd' within
six or scven feet of the hidden, quak-
ing Owl of the Remove. The trampling
and scuffling and panting passed on, in
the direction of the woondland pond.

It was a relief te Billy Bunter to hear
it pass on, leaving him undiscovered.
Had the Highelifians spotted him he
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Pon was ab Highcliffic! DBut he was
fearfully funky of him at  close
quarters, and his fat httle legs were set
inte rapid motion aleng the towpath.
Bunter hoped to meet some Greylriars
followa and tetl of what was on. But if
he did not, theve was no help for Stacey
of the Remove.

After traversing somea litfle distance
along the 'towpath, Bunter sighted
Harry Wharton stopping out of his shifi
into a4 c¢anoe.

The fat jonior blinked.

Then he yelled:

“Hi! I szay, Wharton !

I
¥ i I say, stop!

¥

him on the muddy hank, The next
mament he was crashing feet-first into
the canoe,

Fourtecn stone and ower was a little
too much weight for the canoe, and the
Aoorboards gave way under the strawm,
leaving Bunter's legs dangling in the
water.

" Ho extricated himself with an effort,
and reached tho bank safely.

“Come on!™” he gasped, “I tell you
they've got him 1” X

“Who's got whom?” asked Wharton
blankly. '

“Thoso Highelilfo
Dunter.

1ry

cads ! p;asp::‘d
“They'ra going to duek him

(1}
Maxwelton's brass are bonny,
For all our singers yell It out,
The same applies to Johony.
" Bp let my verses tell i out.
Of him let It be wriften
-That no ono could more steadily
Be typlcal of Britain,
Or guard her name more readily,

{2)

I journeyed to the college
1 With something ke {imidity,
For Bull, as all acknowledge,

Hits hard and with avidity.
They say In the Remove It

Is sudden death io merriment,
¥d no desire fo prove it

By personal experiment.

| (3}
When In the gym I found him
I saw he was on pleasure bent
Wiith dumb-bells all around him,
And olubs of fearsome measurement,
And when my face percelving
He ayed me with severlty,
I thought 1°d best be Iﬂavh;?'
And that with some celerity 1.

-

Our! Greyiriars Rhymester bet ten to one in

doughnuts that wm;thinu waa shortly coming

tc him. He won his bet when he get cut to
interview

JOHNNY BULL,

the blunt, cutspoken member of the Famous
Ifiu- of the Hemove,

i)

But still 1 showed persisience,

And nodded with clvllity
While watching (from a disiance)

H!s fistléal ability. :
* Good morning, John ' I chanfad.

* No longer 1 a ehat must fearl"
He ralsed hls flst and glautad

A right hook In the atmosphere ]

{b)
“ You exercise with vigour,
Byt may I say Informally
I don’t much like your figure—
It*s bulkler than normally.
I know ¥ou grow your muscles,
Those biceps hard as platinum,
In sport and dritl and tussles,
But fat—you don’t grow that In "em | **

(8}

Ha glared without replylng,

I smiled with gentle suaviiy
And watched the chump delying,

0o bars, the law of gravity.
“* Look out ! ** I cried In borror,

“*You want a net beseath for you!
Be careful, or to-morrer

I'l have to buy a wreath for you !

{7)
" Now iry to keep that balance
With muscular dexterity,
While 1 admire your talsnis
For bluntness and slneerity.
But, John, your looks sembolden
In me a kind of candidness,
For sllence, John, Is golden,
Wot always underhandedness !

(8}

“ Sometimes It*s rather wiser

To scoul the moral platitude ;
A sllent sympathiser

Has many ¢lalms to gratitude—--*'
At these words, be descended, |'

My gpeech, he soon diminished it ! ]
The interview was ended,

For Johnny's boot had finlshed it |

had no doubt that they would havo
ducked him in the pond along with
Btacey.

Bunter blinked at the tin of toffces.
It was only half-empty. He wos not
finished wyet, by any means.

But DBunter, to do him justice, was
maors concerned for a Greyiriarzs fellow
struggling in the hands of the enemy,
that even [or toffees, delicious and
aticky as they were.

He put the tin under a fat arm—ho
really could not bear to part with it—
and rolled out on the towpath.

Hao did not follow the way the High-
glifians had gone. Bunter rather
fancied himseli as a fighting-man—
when there was no serapping on hand!
But in the presence of the cnemy theo
fat Owl was wont to depend rather on
his legs than his hands,

Bunter sometimes told thrilling stories
in the Remove of hefty tramps he had
knocked down—in the holidays! He
had never knocked any down within
the .range of vision of any Greyfriara
follaw., MNeither was Buntor afraid  of
Pon, when hé was at CGreyfriars and

THE ELEVENTH CHAFTER.,
Rescene |

ARRY WHARTON glanced at
H the fat junior on the tnwpat.]:.
Billy
toffees under
waved the other wildly.
Wharton had pulled up the Sark as
far as Courtficld, and he was on his
way back to Greyiriars, to tes, when

unter, with a tin of

ona fat arm,

ha sEutmd a canoe, unattended, ticd to
the bank. ]
A closo  inspeetion of the canoe

rovealed the fact that it belonged to
a Higheliffe junior, for thers was a
Higheliffe blazer on the seatf,

Wltarton had boarded the canoo wiﬂll
the intention of “putting one over ”
the rival school by taking the blazer.

It was while ho was about to do this
that Billy Bunter happenocd.

“1 say, they've got him P gasped
Bunter. * Quick 1" : . _

He waved his arma  wildly 1 the air.
Then-——

" Whoooop I"?

He broke off suddenly, and gave a
wild yell as his feect slipped fromr wnder

in the pond in the wood! I say, I-—I'll
help you rescue him.™
Wharton grasped it. :
“Highelife cods—and a Gregiviars

{'-hﬂ-% g ;
“Yes, that fellow Staccy—Ton took
him for you, and—""

“ Stacey "

“They'ro four to one—they'ro gotiing
him to the pond—I'd have pitched. into

them, wvou know!” gasped Bunter.
“But there's four ﬂ[g them, and I
couldn’t handle more than thrée ot
once——-~"

“Ha, ha, ha ! roared Wharton, The
mention of Stacey had brought a
shedow to his faes, but Billy Bunter’s
further words quite chased it away.

“Blessed if I can sce anything to
cackle at! 1 say, ain’t you going to help
e reseue him i domanded Bunter.

“ Fathead | . _

Wharton swiftly made fast his skiff
and jumped up tho bank. He knew
where the pond was in the wood, o he
did not need Bunter's guidance—which
was fortunate. ‘The fact that i1t was
his cnemy who had fallen into the

Tee Masewer LiBnsRy.—No. 1,423,
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clutches of the Higheliffo raggers made
no difference to the captain of the

Remove. Stacey was 8 Greyiriars
fellow, and’ that was enough. He raced
up the towpath and turned into the

wood. )

Billy Bunter, perhaps, intended to
help in the good work. He followed in
the sama direction. But as he followed
at the pace of'a very old and very tirod
snail, 1t did not. seem probable that
Bunter would be in st the death !
Wharton was ont of his sight in less
thap half & minute,

‘The captain of the Remove scudded
awiftly in the direction of thie wood-
land ‘pond, winding*among the trecs
and bushes of Popper Gourt Woods., A
gourd .- of  pamking,- scuffling, and
trampling caught his ears, as the gleam
of waler through the trees caught his
ayes.

On the muddy margin of the pond
five fellows wore mixed up in o licrco
struggle. Thers was more mud than
water in the shallow pond, and any
fellow ‘fitc:}md into it would have been
reduced to a parlous state. The sight
of it camsed Stacey’ to put up a resls-

tance that kept the Highelifians hard-

at work for some minutes, four to ono
a3 Lhey wore. Grasped by four pairs
of hands, on the very verge of the pond,
Stacey was still resisting gamely when

Harry Wharton burst athlessly on
the scene.
“Rescue, Greylfriarsl” shouted

Wharton, as he rushed into the fray.

“Oh gad!™ gasped Ponsonby,

He stared round in alarm—and almost
. foll down in his amasement at the sight

of Harry Wharton!  As he believed
that the fellow he was grasping was
Wharton, he could - kardly belicve his
eyes for o moment.

* What—who—who—who——"
tered Ponsonby

Ha had no timo for more!
_ Wharton's clenched fiat jarred on his
jaw, and the Highelifo fellow went
over with a crash.

adsby, Monson, and Vavasour

released Stacey st onee, to turn® on
that wunexpocted assaillant.  Stace
sprawled on the sarth, breathless an
spent. He was at tho very end of his
tether when tho captain of the Remove
srrived.

He -gaspodd and panted on  thae
round, while Harry Wharton, with
tis fista up and hiz eéyes Oashing, faced
the three Highclifians,
_ 'Three to one was heavy odds; but
E'lu{:k ed
two, and hardly

will  tell1 Vevazour

chind the other

counted ot aill.  Gadsby and Monson
attended rathor to defence than attack,
and backed along the edge of the
pond, Wharton following them up.

It was probable fhat Wharton would
have driven tha threo into "Hight had
not Ponsonby scrambled up and joined
in,

Pon rushed in from behind, as' his
comrades kept Wharton buay in fromt,
and got an arm_round the neck of the
captain of the Remove. Wharten was
dragged over backwards.

Immediately  Gadsby and Monson
rushed in; graspin% him to keep him
down. Vaevasour followed them and
lent a hand

Wharton struggled desperately in the
grasp of the four. . Bunter was nowhern
near gt hand—mnot thet he would have
Leen of much use. Stacey had lifted
himzelf on his elbow, still gasping pain-
fully for breath. & B

“Pile on him!? hissed Fonsonby.
Pon's iaw ached bhorribly. and hia
tﬂﬂﬂt was sayaee. | It's Wharton—
g neas know+ whi the othér ead is—

thought he was this ead—bnt this is

Tae Magwer Lisnany—DNo. 1,423,
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Wharton—pitech him into the pond and
the other cad after him.™
And the four, with combined efforts,
dragged the cap an _of the Hemove
towards the pond. Wharton resisting
‘ficrcely every inch of the way.
Stapey staggered to his feet. 3
A coupl of minutes, during whieh
Wharton  kept the Highclifians buas.
had given him a chance to pull round.
Tl puam.tiﬁgE for breath, but eager
for the fray, he rusned to the aid of
the captain of the Remaove.

“Back up!” he panted. “Go it
Wharton ! : :
It. was a timely relief. Two of the

Higheliffiana turned on Stacey, and
left Wharton with Pon and:Vavasour.
And a jarriny upper-cut landed

Vavasour on his back—and he stayed

thero.
. "Now,
Wharton.

Pon made an effort to break away.
At this point tha dandy of Higheliffo
would “have been 'glad to sound tho
retreat

But therg was no retfeat for Pon.

Wharton's grasp was on him, and he
could not break loose.  They struggled
fiercely till the ecaptain of the Remove
awept him off his teet and bumped him
down on Vavasour. ;

That hapless youth gurgled as Pon
crashed on him ~He was Hattened ocut
on the muddy bank of the pond.

Pon sprawled across him, dizzy and
breathless :

Wharton turned to Stacey. He was
holding his own against Gadshy and
Moneon — PBut Wharton rushed in at
once, grabbed Gadsby by the collar, and
swung him round. i .

With a powerful swing of hia arm,
he sent Gadsby spinning -inte the ?-nnd
—and there was a crash and a splash.
Gadsby slmost vanished in mud,

Ftacey gare & breathless chuckle,

“Oh, good eggl” ho exclaimed.

Mongon jumped back to run. Btacey
jomped after him. There was a brief
luﬁafe. and Monson went after Gadsby,
splashing inta tne mud beside him.

The two Groyiriars juniors grioned at
one another hrcatlt}iemij- At that
moment both of them had guite forgot-
ten that they were foes at school.

“ Chuck the other rotters in!™ panted
Stacey.

“ What-ho 1"

Ponsonby ° and  Vavasour  were
struggling up. Flight was their .inten-
tion; but they had ne chance of earry-
ing it out

Wharton c¢ellared. Pon, and Btacey
collared Vavasour. Both of them went
hurthing into the pond.

Snlash! Splash

Wharton and Stacey stood on the
bank, poanting for  breath., but
victorions A fat chuckle "announcéd
the arrival of Billy Bunter.

"Hea, he, he!™
_Bunter—having spotted, from & safo
distanca the fact that the Highcliffe
four waro beaten. rolled up, full of
hoans' mnd beef Bunter was ready for
the fray—now it was over! :

“T gav, you fellows, they look muddy,
don't they?" grinned Bunter. “Ha,
he. hel- Esav, wo've licked the rotiers,
what 1"

Pon & Co. did look muddy! There
was' no  doubt about that! They
gerambled np in the pond, knee-deep 1n
water and mud, streaming with shme,
and looking: deplorable objects.

i

“He, he, he!” cackled Bunter.
eay, you fellevz, don't let 'em get out
yot ! CGive em a jolly good ducking "

“Good idea!" agreed Stacey, and as
Ponsonby enme squelching to the bank
he renched out and sent him backwards
into -the pond again.

B8
Fon, voun rotter!” panted

Gadsby and Monson and Vavnsour,
squelching  shoreward, stopped.  Fon
stnhgglgu, to his feet again, dripping
mud and water. ) i

“1 say, let us get out oF this 1" wailed
Vavasour. “*Isay, we give you best! 1
ghi chuek it, you knowl o give in!

w T

“Chuck it!” groaned Ciadsby. “We
give n 1™

“Dh Monson.
“ Laok L
dear ¥

Pon did not speak. He dabbed mud
from his faco, white with rage. . Harey
Wharton and Stacey laughed, and
Billy Bunter chortled.

“You come out if vou dare ! roaved
Bunter valiantly. *I'll jolly soon shove
vou'in againi®

“Ha, hs, hal"

Bunter was bursting with plack.

Stacey winked at \‘%h_artﬂn.

*Come on,” he said. " Let's leave
Bunter to see that they don't get out of
the pond, what 1

“Good I' said Harry, laughi ]

“1 say, you [fellows—-" exclaimed
Buntar, in alarm.

“8tick to them, Bunter! Knock 'em
in again if they get out.™ said the
captain of the Bemove, and he walked
back to the river-bank with Stacoy.

“ Beast 1" gasped Dunter.

Ho followed the two juniors in a
ﬁre&t hurry. Not for whole ware-
ouses fuli of toffee would Bunter have
romained with the Higheliffians on his
own. HHis valour disappeared az suy-
denly as it had agpeur&d. e trotted
after Wharton and Stacey, and Pon-
sonby & Co wets left to crawl and
squeleh out of the pond—in a state of
mud and slime, and rage and fury, that
was simply indescribable. Nat for the
first time Pon had come out at the
wrong end of the rag!

I.I'J

crikey gasped
at tho gtate we're inl

———

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER,

A New Start !

ARRY WHARTON etopped
where his skiff was tied up at
the bapk. The damaged cance
was still there, but he heeded
it not. Ho would put matters right
later on. ] i

Stacev stopped, too, with a curicus

cxpression on his face.

oth the juniors were rather untidy
and disheveliad, gnd both of them had
had some hard knocks in that unegual
struggle. Pon & Co. had been van-
quisﬁed; but the wicrors had by no
means escaped without damage.

Billy Bunter did not stop. Neither
Wharton nor Stacey noticed tho tin of
toffees, under his fat arm. Bunter was
rather anxious that they should not
notice it! Bunter rolled on, and disap-
peared with lis 1[3hmclr:1r in tho direc-
tion of tho schoo

“Rather a sorap, what?” . remarked
Stacey taking out his handkerchiof to
dab his nose, which oozed crimson. "1
think ‘thoss fellowe took mo for you--
onie of them called mo by your name.
1 can't see that there’s such & likcoess
between us.”

“Neither can 1," answered Harry,
rather dryly “But other fellows scem
to think 6.

“It'a a bit rotten for & chap to be
taken for wou, and set on by a mob
you've had trouble with.”

Wharton compressed his lips

“That Highelife crew would have
ragged you, anvhow, most likely,” he
ﬂnawcr&:{ “ Ponsouby and his gang are
always looking for trouble—they'd rag
any Greyfriars man they found on his
own. Ther+'s always been trouble
Letween Greviriars and Highelife”
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“Chuck the rofters in!" panted Stacey. **What ho!* exclaimed Wharton. One afler the other, the four

Highcliffians were sent hurtling into

“You have fixtares with Highcliffe”

“With Courtenay's team! That crew
aren’t in the coricket!” said Whearton
contemptuously. “They can't play for
nuts, and don't care for the game.
Ragging a fellow, four to one, is their
sort of game.”

Stacey was silent for a moment
\E]lﬁartml reached to the painter of tho
skilf.

“Tt was decent of you to come and
holp me 1" said Stacey at last. * How
did you know iV

“ Bunter called me,” answered Whar-
ton briefly. “Dan’t you worry about
that1¥ he added, with a touch of
garcasm. - Any Creyfriars man wonld
have piled in, same as I did1”

“ Bunter told you they'd got hold of a
Grgi:f:-iavs man.”

wd E‘S 1?‘]

“1 understand !
WaS I 'IH' : 2

Wharton looked at him, with a curl-
ing lip. It was only too plain that
Stacey did not want to be under an
oblization to his enemy, and he waz
lad to believe that Wharton had not
Enﬂwn who it was that Pﬂnsunh;.r & Co.
had collared. Wharton disdained to
answer, but the expression on his face
was enough for Stacey. - ,

“You did know 7" he exclaimed.

“QOh, don’t be an_ ass!” exclaimed
Wharton grufly, “Do you think I
should leave a (reyiriars man to be
ragged by those cads because I'vo had
rows with him? Would you ™

Vou didn’'t know it

“I'm not sure,” answered Siaccy
caolly. *1 can’t quite see myself butt-
ing into & serap on your account. And

I should never have expected you to
lend me a hand. I wish Bunter had
minded his own business "

Wharton laughed sarcastically.

“If you're keen on going into the
pond, vou've only got to walk back!
Pon & Co. are still there, and they'd
be glad to sce you—alone |
Stacey laughed.

“Hardlyl DBut I wizh Bonter had

the pond. Splash, splash,

bank, panting for breath, but victorlous,

minded hiz own businessz, all the sama.
I never wanted your help !”
“Oh rats!” :
Wharton stepped inte tha chof.
Stacey gave him a dark look. But his
better nature seemed to comae uppormast
again, and his faca cleared.

“Look here, it was jolly decont of
you !” he seid, “1 suppose I ought to
be grateful. I certainly shouldn’t lilo
to be in tho state thoso cads are in.
Look hera—"

“Well 77

“We'vre half a mile from the cchical
Will you give me a lift back ™
“Jump in!" sald Harry.

Stacey stepped nto the skiff, Wharton

icked up the eculls and pushed off,
511 the towpath four dismal fgures
trailed out of the wood, SBtacey glanced
at them and chuckled, and Pon shook
a muddy fist.

“They look a pretty crew ™ grinnad
Stacey. “My hat, I shouldn't like to
be crawling guma in that happy state !l
Much obliged, Wharton 1”

“ Don’t mench 1™ :

Wharton sculled away down the river.
Stacey zat silent, dabbing hiz damaged
nose, and rubbing various bumps an-d
bruises.

The captain of the Remova did not
look at him, but he was conseious of the
varying expressions on his face. Ho
smiled rather grimly.

He could read Btacey’s mind quits
wasily. The fellow hated to be under
an obligation to him; he would hava
preferred the ducking in the muddy

ond. The. episede miade it awkward
or him to carry on with his insidious
campaign against the captain of his
Torm. _At the same time, he was
ashamed of such ungenerous thoughts
and fechngs, and thers was a :strugvi’:ia
between his  better nature and his
worse. ,

Mot a word mora was said . till t]lf;!y
reached the Greyfriars raft and landed,
and Wharton ecarried his ekiff into tha

splash, splash !

Wharion and Stacey stood on the

baathouse. Stacey lent him o hand with
it without speaking. Then, as Harry
started up the path to the school,
Rtacey walked with him.

“ Look hera-—-—" Ile broke the stlenge
at last.

rd w’all -l'!'_il

“It was decent of you—-—-"

“Rot 1

“1 shouldn’t have done it for you——'

“1 thmk you wonld [*

Stacey started a little,

“Well, perbaps yow'ra right,” he
said. " Anyhow, you did it. And—and
--look here, Wharten——" Ha paused,
and coloured.” “We bar one anather,
but—but—lock here——* He paused
again. " Look here, we might try to
pull a bit better—in the study and in
the Form! I'm willing, if you ara!”

“T'm quite willing 1

“Then let's see. how it turas out,”
said Stacey “ We don't like one another,
but there's no need to play cat-and-dog 1
If we can’t be friends, we can bo caivil
—what "

“Daone " said Harry, with
smila,

Thcﬁ perted as soon a3 they reached
the school Peace had been established,
and Wharton, rather sarcastically, won-
dered for how long. Envy was st the
bottom of Stacey’s feud, and that was
not a feeling easily eradicated. But the
vaptain of the Remove resolved that, as
least, if the trouble broke out again, 1t
should not be his fault. If Stacey waa
singera, he was poing to give him avery
shanes, ]

Stacey was sncers enough—for the
tima, at least. [For thoe timie he was
ashamed of tho bitter hestility, for
which he had to admit that there was
jittle cause.

But it was said of old that a leopard
sannot <hange hia  apots, nor  an
Frthiopian Ins skin i
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Bold !
“ar SAY, l'fm: fellows 1” _

I Billy Bunter rolled into the
Rag. A number of fellowa wera
there before tem, and an argu-

ment was going on, on the subject of
the Form match of a fow days ago.
Some of the Remove were explaining to
gome of the Fourth that they—the
Fourth—couldn't fpin}r ericket for toffee;
and that if they fancied they could beat
the Remove, it only showed what silly
asses they weral To which Cecil Rogl-
nald Temple calinly rejoined that he
had actually beaten the Remove on
Wednesday, and invited the Removites
ta put that in their pipes and smoke it!
The argument waxed warm, and nobody
heeded the Owl of the Remove when he
rolled in and squeaked.

“1 say, you fellows=——" roared
Bunter.

:glli_l::t 111:?1- Bu&’;ttl.&r b "

really, Charry—

“¥You mulr{n't beat the Remove,” said
Bob, “if we playod blindfolded and with
our hands tied I"—which was rather an
au%geratinn, :

“But we did, dear man!” cooed
Temple. “By an ionings—and how
m rung was it, Fey 1"

“Dozens 1" eaid Fry carelessly.

“0Oh, rather!"” eaid Dabney.

“1 say, vou fellowsg—"

“Wa shall never hear the end of
this (" growled the Bounder. “I've a

olly g!':.:n-ad mind to kick that man
? '

“It was all Wharton’s fault 1" grunted

Peotor Todd * Did he expect the man to
git down and twiddle his thumbs while
we were playing cricket 1

“Anyhow, it was Remove beat
Remove " gaid Johnny Bull,

“ My dear man,” said Templa swastly,
“you hadn’t an earthly! Let me seol
I believe I did play a Remove man—
¢hap named Tracey, or Btacey, or some-
thin' But, of course, that made mno
difference.”

“Hardly I” said Fry.

:R.a.thar not {* grinned Dnbnu}r.

The fact is, you fags can't play
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ericket 1 said Temple blandly. *1 don't
say you're bad for a fag Form; but
when it comes to cricket——"

“1 say, you fellows—" Billy Bunter
barged into the group. *I say, has poor
old S8tacey come in "

Attention was iransferred to Bunter
as he asked that question.

“ Poor old Stacey 7" repeated Vernon-
Smith. “What do you mean, you fat
gss?. Has anything happened to
Stacey 1™

Temple & Co., feeling that they had
had the best of the argument, strolled
away, smiling. They had beaten the
Remove at cricket—and Ten:l?im at
loast, Ereferred to forget exactly how
he had got away with it—which had
& very oxasperating effect on the
Remavites, :

*I say, you fellows, I've been in a
fearful serap!” said Bunter. * Poor old
Stacey was rather damaged. Those
Highecliffe cads took him for Wherton,
you know, and pitched into him!
Luckily, I was therel”

“And you whopped them, of course i”
asked Johnny Bull sarcasticaily.

“Kxactly, old chap "

“The whopfulness must have been
terrific 1" grinned Hurree Jomset Ram
Singh.

* Well, they had enough I said Bunter
pirily., “When they crawled out of the

ond in Popper Court woods, they

ida't ask for any more! He, hs, ho ™

Bunter chuckled complacently.

*Wharton helped, though,"” he added.
“I'm not sure I:jmt I could have
handled the four of them on my own!
There * wera Pon and Cad and
Monson and Vavasour, you
rather & big order for one chap! They
got Stacey to the pond, when Wharton
~—I mean, when I—I came up—="

““Han, hs, ha(”

“ Blessed if I zee anything to cackle
at! Poor old Stacey was at the last
gasp, when Wharton—I mean, when 1
got to work. You should have seen
me !” said Bunter., *You've hinted
more than once thet I'm a funk,
Toddy—"

“Not hinted, old fat man,” said
Peter. " SBaid so out plain 1"

“Beast] You should have seen me

Bill Ronald
—-the worst
boy in

the school!

made them ill!
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handling those IHighcliffe cads!” said
Bunter. “Enocking them right and
left ! Th%r hed enough, I can tell you!
Stacey did what he 1;:1::*1.':!1:}1 and Wharton
helped me & bit—but—"

““Has thers really been a scrap?”
asked Bob.

“Haven't I just told you so " hooted
Buntar,

“That’s evidence that there hasn't!”
satd Peter.

“ Oh, really, Toddy—"

“ Wharton went up the river in his
skiff when I went down to the ericket,”
said Nugent., * Anybody know whero
Stacey wasl"

“1 saw him go out of gates,” said
Bob. * But he's not likely to have been
with Wharton,”

* Hardly ! said Johnny Bull

“You see, I spotted him on the Sark
and called him!"” explained Bunter. *“I
told him the Highcliffe cads had got
hold of Stacey, and—"

*“And he went to l_mlg‘l‘" asked tho
Boundor. *Blessed if I should have
oxpected him to bother about SBtacey [

“Rot 1" z2aid Bob. *“0Of course he

would back up a Greyfriars man| They
could mop up Pon & Co. batween them.

Did you seo them at it, Buntert”

“0Oh, reslly, Cherry! I've told you I
moppod up Pon & Col” remonstrated
Bunter. 1 admit that Wharton end
Stacey helped—but the whole thing fell
practically on me! If Wharton makes
out that he did it—"

“Ha, ha, ha {*

“Oh, car:'idﬂl" satd Bunter scornfully.
“Cackle! You wouldn't have cackled
1f you'd been in my place, with half a
dozen Higheliffe cads piling on youl
I'm not soying that Wharton and
Stacey left me to it—they did all ther
could! But they weren't really much
use! You'd have stared if you'd scen
‘ll_il'pnsc-nby rolling over when I landed

im one——"

“The starefulness would have been
terrific I

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The:,lv were going to duck Stacey,
taking him for Wharton, you know,”
sald Bunter. "Of course, I wasn't

likely to allow that! I turned-e—"
“Tail " asked Bab,
“MNol1” roared Bunter. “I turned on
them like—like a tiger! I can tell vou
it wes some scrap! I said * Back up,

qou menr " Just like thatl And the
scked me up—as well as the _u:euulh,
I tho

you know—but they ain't mu
scrapping linel '{fhcy lent a hand
pitching those Higheliffe cads into tho
pond! [ ecan tell you, they locked &
muddy erew ! He, ho, he! They’ll have
& lot of mud to scrape off before they
?'o back to Higheliffe! wish you
allows could have seom me handling
them ¥ ]

“[ guess it would have been a eight
for sore eyes 1* chuckled Fisher T. Fish.

“Hsa, ha, hat”

“Cackle | sneered Bunter. "I fancy
some of you fellows would have thought
twica before tackling six or scven High-
cliffe cads—"

“And you'd have thought
times!™ grinned the Bounder,

*Or four [” said Bob.

“The thinkfulness would havo been
terrifie.”

“Oh, reslly, fuu follows—' _

“ Halla, l‘;ul o, hallo! Here i3
Wharton 1" exclaimed Bob Cherey, an
the captazin of the Romeve came into
the Rag. “I hear you've been backing
up Bunter in a scrap with Higheliffe,
c-f-:.! bean 1"

“Backing up Bunter
Wharton.

“Yes! You did all you could—that's
right, isn't i, Bunteri—while jolly old

tlirce

1" gjaculated



Ptfmtar way hnocking them right and
eft,”

Harry Wharton laughed.

1 didn’t see Bunter deing any scrap-
ping,” he said. “Stacey put up a jolly
good serap.”

“QOh, really, Wharton—"

“But what really happened?”’ asked
Nugent,

“Bunter called to me from tho bank
that somo Highcliffe cads were ragfmﬁ
a Grayfriars man, and I went to help!
answerad Harry. “That's all
fellows ready for tea?®

“Oh, really, you know| Mean to say
rou didn't see mo pitching into them?”
demanded Bunter.

)

“Net a lot!” answered Harry.
gaw you como rolling up after the scrap
was over |

“Ha, ha, hal"

“1 say, you fellows, I told you Wharton

waould make out that_he did it all [
enid the fat Owl, “I'd like to hnow
what would have happened to him if I
hadn’t been there, that's alll Talk
about ingratitude being the thanklees
child of a sarpent’s tooth 1

“Ha, ha, ha I

Harry "ﬁ}hartnn & Co. left the Rag to
o u? to the study to tea. Billy Bunter
was left explaining to the other fellows
that he, William George Bunter, really
was the hero of the hour, and such a
terrific fighting-man as hed seldom been
heard of In &e annals of Greyiriars.
But the more Bunter explained, the
more the ather fellows chortled. 1
anybody believed that W. G. Bunter
was & terrific fighting-man, it was only
W. G. B. himself—and in all the Grey-
frisrs Remove there was no one to share
his belief,

cl

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Which ?
R. QUELCH jumped.
M *Wharten 1" he gasped.
The Remove master, for a

maiment, could not believe his
cyes. He stared blaokly at the face
looking ovaer the gate into the towpath,

It was after class on Monday, and
Mr. Quelch was taking & walk up the
bank of the Bark. That walk toock him
past the gate of the Three Fishers—a
soimnewhat rowdy and disreputable
cstablishroent strictly out of bounds for
all Greyfriars fellows. 5o the Remove
master was naturally surprised sz he
came in sight of the gate to seo a
familiar faco over it.

He stopped dead.

Tho Removite—on the forbidden side
of the gate—was scanning the towpath,
e".rldent%r to ascertain that the coast
was clear befora he eame out of those
forbidden precinets. The next moment
he spotted the astonished Form-master,
and realised that the coast was far from
clear. He gave Mr. Quelch one startled
stare, and turned and bolted back from
the gate into the extensive grounds of
the inn. Ila was gono from sight in a
eplit second.

At the sight of him Mr. Quelch had
jumped. Then he stood rooted to the
towpath, staring. But as the jumior
vanished, the Remova master recovered
his %nwera of locomotion.

“Wharton 1" he almost shouted.

And he ran an to tha gate.

Stopping there, he stared over it.

The junior had ‘dISRPPEETEd among

trees and shrubberies, Earhapa hoping
that his Form-master had not recoge
nised him.

Mr. G}ualﬂh did not care to enter
personally such guestionable precinets:
naither had he any hope of eatching the
clusive young rascal, who was certainly
burrying as fast as he could for some
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other and safor oxit. Ie stood at the
gate, with o brow of thunder.

* Wharton 1” breathed Mr. Quelch, “I
ecould never have belisved—" Hae
broke off suddenly. “Upon my word |
Wharton—or—or %tacny '~ .

ucleh compressed his lips hard.

n the quad, or the Form-room, he
knew the two relatives apart ecasily
enough., DBut on the present occasion
he had seen the junior from a distance,
end only for & moment.

That it was Wharton, if 1t was not
Stacey, was certain; but Mr. Quelch
realised that, on the other hand, if it
was not Wharton it was Stacey !

One hasty glimpse was not enough
for cortsinty—it was certain that it was
ona of the two—but which?

Wharton—his head boy—a boy he
had alwavs trusted—slinking in st that
disreputable lace —" Euhr haunting.”
It was impossible! Yet he had had, so
far, an equally good opinion of SBtacey.
The new boy was & model in class—
indeed, more of a model than Wharton!

Mr. Queleh had a very favourable
impresaion of Stacey during the
short time that he had been at Groy-

friars. DBut it was one of the two—

which?
It was useless to pursue the junior
through the grounds of the Three

Fishers—as well as undignified, As for
meaeking inquiriea there, that was even
more useless—he would have met only
with a denial that Grayfriars boy
had been thera at all! There was only
one thing to be done—and it had to be
done quickly—to giva up his walk,
hurry back to the school, and ascertain
which of the two juniors was out of
gates. That would settla the doubtful
point—which 1t_was very impartant to
settle, Either Harry Wharton or Ralph
Stacey was due for 8 Head's flogging—
and it was rather dizconcerting not to
know which. _

Greyfriars fellows who =saw Mr.
Queleh come in stared a littlal It was
unusual .to ses Quelch covering the

round at such speed. His long legs
airly whisked.

“Hallo, ha.!In’, halla! What’s the row
with Quelchy'?” murmured Bob Cherry,
as ha spotted hiz Form-master whisking
across the quad. .

“YLocks excited " grinned Nugent.

“The excitefulness iz terrific I’ mur-
mured Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh.

Mr. Quelch stopped, a littla breath-
lessly, as ha sighted the threo juniors.

& ﬁerrE 1 he rapped.

*Yor, sir.”

“Where is Wharton I

“"Wharton! Gone out in his skiff,”
answered Bob. _

Mr. Quelch breathed hard. If Whar-
ton was ount in his skiff, he was on the
ziver. If it was Wharton he had seen
at the Three Fishers, as likely as not
tha skiff had been tied up under the
bank, screencd by the bushes. Quelch
wished that he had thought of locking
while he wes on the spot. But it was
too late to think of that now.

“Did Wharton go alonei"” he asked.

“"¥Yee, sir. He's puotting in some
practice for tha sculls t”

“ Do you know where Stacey is?"

“Stacey 1" repeated Bob, astonished
by the sudden change of topie.  * Ng,
sir. I haven’t seen him since class.”

“lan any of you tell me whether
Stacoy is out of gatea?”’

“Haven't seen him, mr.”

Mr. Quelch whisked into the House,
Wharton was out of gates, and might—
or might not—have mado sculling the
pretext for going up the river to the
Threo Fishers, Stacey was in the
House, that settled the point.

“What the dickens|™.ejasulatod Bob
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Cherry, staring after hia For § ™aster's
vanishing figure. g

“Something's up "' said Nugent,

“Tha upfulness 13 terrific "’

“1 saly, vou follows—"

* Hallo, halio, hallo! What's up,
Bunter I** demandad Beb Cherry.

“Eh? How should I know?" askal
Bunter, blinking at him. :

“Don™ ' you know  everything?”
demanded Bob, “What's the good of
being the Peeping Tom of Greyfriars if
vou don’t know a thing, when we'ro all
burning with ouricaity 7"

“ 0Ok, really, Chercy—"

Johnny Bull came out of the [lousa
and joined his friends.

“What's up with Queleh ™ he asked.
“He's just passed me on tho RE_I'I‘IQTF
staircase—scudding up two at a time.”

“(Goodness knowasl" ssid Frank.
“"Ha wants Wharton, or Btpcey, or
both! Looks like a row I

“ Perhapstful the esteemed Stacey
hes besn kicking over the absurd
traces,” murmured Hurree Jamset Bam
Singh. "I rememberfully recollect that
at Wharton Lodge, the smokefulness of
the execrable Staccy was preposterous.”

“Haven't seen mnything of that sout
hero,” said Bob. *Some silly asses
smoke in the heols." :

“Btucey's out of gates, I believe,”
said Johnny Bull, *1 eaw him gong
down to the bikeshed after class;
though I never noticed whether ho went
out, I suppose he did.”

The nows that & "row ¥ was on was
not Iong in spreading, and more and
more [ellows gathered to discuss it, and
wonder what was “up.”

Meanwhile, Mr. Quelech, moving with
unaccustomed  speed, _the
Remove passage. He hod ascertained
that Harry arton undoubtedly was
out of Eﬂotﬂ&. and if Emmgﬁ was out of
gatea alzo, it seemed unlikely that his
problem would find a satisfactory solu-
tion. He was losing no time in sscer-
teining the facts, ot all events.

He arrived rather breathlessly at the

door of Study No. 1.
That door was hsalf-open, and he
%asty glance,

glanced in before enterin
A junior who, at a
might have been either Wharton or
Staccy, was scated at the table . The
second glance, bowever, ghowed that 1t
was Stacey. .
He was sitting with bent head over a
paper, on which Mr. Quelch could sce
the Latin exerciso. His brow was
wrinkled, as if in en eoffort of thought.
“ Blow it1"" ho ejaculated suddenly.
“Pother it! Too tough for mel”
If Stacey had noted the fcoisteps in
the passage, and was aware that his
Form-master was at the door, he was a
good actor, He gave no sign whatever
of being.aware that he was not alone. '

. M&r. Quelch gazed at him long and
ard.
He had hurried back to the scheol,
vet hera was Stacey before him! If the
junior had had a bicyele, and had lost
no timae, he could have managed it cer-
tainly, But thore was no sign of haste
about him—end he was apparently
working in his study, at an exercise
Quelch had given him. Mr. Quelch
stepped into the study, and Btacey gave
s start and looked round. =
He jumped up and stood respectfully
at attention as he saw his Form-masicr,
If theve was guilt within, there was
certainly no trace of it in his looks,
“Htacey, how long have you been in
this etudy 1" asked the Remeove master,
“J don't know, sir—about half a
hour, 1 think,'' answored Btacey, wit
a look of surprise,
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“FHave you been out ot gates sinca
rlags ¥ :

“Yes, sir. I went out on my b‘;'f""
but I had & puncture, so I camp in.

“Is your bicycle punctured nowv,
Stacer
“Yes, sie. I've got to get somo solu-

tion to mend it nnswere:_:l Stacey,
looking more and more surprised.

“YWhat Liave vou been domei‘lwhtla in
thizs stody for the last
Stacey i )

“Thizs exercise, sir. I've got rather
haoitled, though,” said Stacey ruefully.
“1 thonght bringing it to you, &if,
cnly I didn't like ta bother you.”

“1 should slways bo very pleased to
kelp you, Stacey [” F

“ Thank you, sir," .

Mr. Qucleh looked at the excrcise. It
was  hali-finished, and Stacey i
stopped ot o knqttﬁnmh The Remove
master was satisfied. Tt was Wharton
he had eeen at tho Thres Fishers,
There cauld be no doubt of that now,

1 will help: you with thia another.

time, Stacey,” ho said. "I am glad to
gec you so studious.™

He left the study, 1

Stacey waited till his footsteps died
away down the passage to the stnirs,
Then ho softly closed the door of the
study. -

The cool unconcern that had marked
him disappeared now - that he was
atone. He breathed hard, and wiped
s spot of perspiration from his fore-
Lead.

“By gum " whispered Stacoy. "Dy

ura! What a jolly escape! He can't
isve recognised the fellow he saw at
ithe gate. DBut if [ hadn’t had the
bike—=by pum{ I wonder if it would
have been the sack? I've heard that
a follow was sacked once for bein
caught there—by gum| What woul
the jolly old colonel say if they turfed
me out in disgracea? You ass] You've
got te be more careful!  Yon can't
tford to run these risks.”

Stapey sat down to the Latin exercise
again. He was no keensr on Latin
than eny other fellow in the Remove;
but 1t was evidently judicious, in the
present circumstances, to let Mr. Quelch
understand thoroughiv what & ver
etudious fellow he was| Hard at wor
in" his seudy, he remained unaware of
the excitement that was
stairs, and certainly had not the
slightest suspiciof that Mr. Quelch was
waiting for Harry Wharion to come
in—a good deal like & lion in his dent

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Benefit of the Doubt!

& HARTON ™
‘N “ Yoz, Winzatet"
“You're wantea—Qeelel’'s

~ etudy.”

“Right-ho 1

It wes close on lock-up, and Grey-
Friars fellows of all Forms were caming
tn. Wharton had put up his skilf, an
came in a little tired after a long pull
on the river, He was rather surprised
by the general interest hiz appearance
cauzed. Fellows looked st him on el
cides, and the Co. came up to him with
anxious [aces.

“1 say, vou fellows, hers he
squeaked Billv Bunter,

“YWhet have you been up to, Whar-
ton?" asked Bkinner, as Wingate
walked away.

“Up to Courtfield Bridge "' answered
Harry. ;

“Nothiog but  eculling 7
skinner.
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U WNo, Whyt"” esked Harey.
“Quelch seems to thinks - " 2
“Pid he spot vou out of boundst'
acked Snoop.
seen Quelch

“Have xon
gates 1" ashed Frank Nuogent.
“MNol ¥s anyihing up*” .
"Quelch looks asz if there is,” said
Bob, "He came in in 8 fearful bait,
snd asked after you and Stacey. And

now he wants you in his study.”

gut of

T“You don't krow why?"  ashked
Frark. ' !
“Haven's the foggiest!” snswered

Wharton, puzzled. “I'd better go to
see him, I suppose”

_And tho captain of the Remove made
hiz way to hiz Form-master's study.
He tapped on tha deor and entered.

He gave a start at tho sight of the
grimm Faeo that wes turned towards ham,
Hea had seen Henry Samuel Quelch look
grim before, bub never (uite 50 yrim
ns this. He looked at him in sheer
wonder. So far as Wharton was aware,
he had done nothing to evoke his Form-
masiers writh _

“¥You sent for me, sir!" said Harery.
"Wingate says—""

“I did1’* said Mr. Quelch. “I have
to question you, *Wharton, befors I can
decide whether to ask Dr. Locke to
administer a flogging, or whether to
recommend him to expel sou from the
echiool B ;

Wharton almost staggered.

He wondered for a moment whether
he was dreaming this. Ho gazed, open-
eyed, at the gorgon-like ccuntenance of
his Form-master.

“You arp aware that I saw you, I
presume T snapped Mr. Quelceh.

“You—you saw  me?”  stottered
Wharton. :

“You muzt have been aware of it
Wharton, ©s you turned and  ran
in=tantly at the sight of me!”

HI—=I1—I did!”" gasped Wharton.

“You ddid!” rumbled Mr, Queleh.
“I hardly vnderstand you, Wharton!
You are nof, 1 presume, tlunking of
denying what I have seen with m» own
eyest"

“I don't understand you, sirl” stam-
Tc*:t'd Wharton, “Have I done any-
thing—" i
Mr. Queleh breathed hard throvgh lis
HG5a,

“Yon krow—3ou cannct fail to know
—that I saw ygou!” he said. * DBut pos-
sibly you have entertained a hope that
I did not recognise you. Clertainly vou
disappeared very promptly before I
could approach."

Wharton simply gazed at him. All
this was Greek bo the captain of the
Bemove,

“However, I certainly did recognise
vou, - Wharton, and denials are useless,”
said Mr. Queleh. *“Have vou anything
fo say "

“Only that I don’t know what vou
are ftalking abcut, sir ! gasped the be-
wildered junior, “ What have I donet™

"What have you donet™ repeated
the master of the Remove. * Where

have voir been gines olasses to-dav,
Wharton T"

“"On the river, sir!”

" And where elset”

“Mowhere clse, sir! I puolied up as

far as Courtfield bridge in my skiff,
ond camé back. That's all.”

“Do you mean to tell me, Wharton.
that you did not land from your boat!™

“MNot till T got back to the scheol
raft, sir."

“Upon my word! I have been greatly
deceived in you, Wharton! Evidently
you are unaware that I recognised you
at the gate of the Three Fishers"

“*The—the—~the Three Fishers ! stut.
tered Wharton,

Luestion.

“Do vou now deny, Wharton, that
rou have broken school bounds and
entered a di,ﬂmlguinbla place—-""

Wharton flushed crimeson.

“Cortainly I do!" he exclaimed, or
rather, shouted. “You've no right to
think anything of the kind.”

. “Wha-s-at1” The Remove master
Jumped, “Wharton! Are you in your
sensea?! How daro yon raise your voice
te met"

" How dare vou say that I have becn
in that low den?" exclaimed Wharton
rrassionately. A den of rotten wastors
and szharpers and racing men—a place
that's been raided by the police!
You've no right to ask me such a
It's an insult to any decont
fellow i*

He stood panting.

Mr. Quelch eyed him, That outburst
of an‘frr and disrespectinl indighation
rouged his wrath, t, on tha aother

hand, it brought a doubt into his mind.

If 'Whartﬂr} was guilty, there was no
ground for indignabion, and this cut-
burst could only be acting!

It did not look Lke 1it1 BMr. Quelel,
although his mind was made up on tho
subject, had to admit that it did not
look like it

"Calm vourself, Wharton " he said
quietly. “If you are speaking the
truth I can understand your feclin
and sympathize with them. But it
appears to mo impossible that you aro
EFEE]{IHE the truth. When I saw vou at
the gato of that disreputablse inn——-"

“You did not ses me thern !”

“Will rou allow me to speak? When
I saw you there I remembered your
likeness to Stacoy, your relationship,
and renlised that, scen at o distance,
either of you might have been mistaken

for the other——"
“Btacey 1" panted Wharton. IHe
nnderstood now, ina flash ! He remem-

bared
—carafully
Wharton !

Stacey's ways ot Wharton Lodge
concealed from Colonel
He had seen nothing of the
sort at school. The fellow had had
sensa enough to chuek smoking; he
wanted to shine at games. But other

thin .

"f thercfore returned in all haste to
Grrevieiars,” Mr. Quelch wa: going on,
“and I found Stacey here! He was in
his study, at work on & Latin excreise,
and had been there some time——""

Wharton gave & savage laugh,

“Yon mean that he s#aid so ! he
enepped.

“eriainly Lie sald so, and all the eir-
cumstances bore out his statement,”
gaid Mr. Quelch sternly. "Ab all
avents, he was in the House—and I had
not lost & moment in returning. Stacey,
therclore, 1@ exonerated, and am
driven to the conclusion thet it was you
Wh_ﬂ_”

“The cur !

“Yharton [V

“The rotten cur !’ panted Wharton.

“1E vyou mean, Wharton, that it was
Stacey, and not you, that I saw—="

"What else do you think I meant"
exclaimed Harry. © What the rotter does
ix no business of mine, and I don't want
to accuse him, but if you saw a fellow
who looked like me, you know as well
a5 I do that it could have been nobody
but Stacey."”

“You are not speaking rezpectiully,
Wharton

“TI'm oot used to being accused of
being a pub-hounting %lnclzgua_rd g
answered the captain of the Remove,

“"You deny—"

Wharton calmed himself with an
effort. He knew that Mr. Quelch must
have epotted Stacey, and that the
scapegrrace must have got back in time
to the achool to delude him, Hé was



* You should have seen me handling those Highcliffe cads ! ** said Bunter,

had enough, I ean tell you !
the Removlies.

quivering with anger and, indignation,
but he contrived to ealm hirh's-'eﬁ.
“I've told you where I've been, sirl"™
ha said quietly. “1 had a pull up the
river in my skiff, as I've done three or
four times this term, I did not land at
all. If vou saw any Greyiriars fellow
at the Threa Fishers, it was not II"
“¥You mean that It was Etacq:r‘i”
“It's not for me to say who it wasl
It was not I1”
“If 1t was not you, Wharton, it can

coily have been Btacey. No other boy
in the school resembles yvou.”
“That's for you to scttle, sir] All I

that I never went near the
assed it, of course,
a river and coming

know is,

lace, though I
wWitd, going up
back.”

“If you did not land—"

““1 did mot ™

Thera was a long silence in the
Remove master’s utugy, Ha was con-
vinced that the junior ho had seen was
not Stacey. Yet ho doubted now
whether it was Wharton, At the same
timo it was absolutely certain that it
was ona or the other of them!

Mr. Quelch bad had plenty of
problemsz to solve in his long carcer as
B s-cilm]tnastﬂr, but ha had never been
up ageinst a problem like this,

He was, in fact, in & helpless

dilemma.
“1 am ‘#ﬂamﬂ in a very difficult
position, Wharton,” he said, at last,

“ A possibility exists—a remots possi-
bility—that the boy I saw may have
heen' Stacey; that he suecceeded, some-
how, in forestalling my return to the
sohool—that he has deceived me!l It is
scarcely possible, but—but the bare pos-
sibility existal If you persist in your
denigle—"

i Du_gnu want mo to confess to what
I haven

“I warn iruu not to be impertinent,
Wharton ! am compelled, in the ¢ir
cumstances, to give you tho henafit of
the doubt—sueh slight doubt as exists!”

“* Oh, cackle ! ** said Bunter scornfully.

t dono?* asked Harry bitterly..

EVERY SATURDAY

Stacey did what he eould, and Wharton helped me & blt—but——"*

** You wouldn't have

gaid the Remove master stornly, 1
shall not at present report this to the
Head, I shall take time. to consider, and
elucidate the matter further, if possible,
You may gol”

Without a word, Wharton went.

He left a worried and troubled Form-
master behind him,

———

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Up to Stacey!

O ourel®? ]
Balph Stecey started o his
foet. . L
He was giving the finishing
touches to that Latin exercise, whon tha
door of Study No. 1 Hew opon and the
captain of the Remove- strode in.

He ¢came in with white face and flash-
ing eyes, and Stacey stared at him in
sheer astonishment,

In the days that had elapsed sineo
the row with the Higheliffe fellows,
thera had been a truce, if not peace, in
that study. Harry Wharton had been
teo caveful to give the new fellﬂr.' a
Eret.axt for withdrawing tho olive-

ranch,

It was very likely that Stacey,

on reflection, had wished his impulsive,

words unuttered, but if ho was looking

for s cause of offence as n pretext for a

renawal of the feud, Wharton gave him
none. It was settled that ho was to
lay in tho Courtfield match, due on
cdnesday, and though the twao juniors
had spoken little, they had, at all events,
had no further trouble. Now, however,
all these considerations were thrown to
the winds! It was not Stacey now who
was hunting trouble—it was Wharton,
and he seemed to be hunting it hazd |
“"Youcurf You . cur!” he panted, as
Stacey stared .at him blankly. - 0h,
you 'I!;mﬂj; ﬁ?rg' i s
“Thpnks'l™ ‘svacey was ool agaip at
onca. " Might a fellow :ask E*':-;hat"a_.
bitin’ you ™

1
el

* Knocking them- right and left | They

*! Ha, ha, ha ! ** roared
cackled i you'd beern In my place !*

" ¥You don't know 7" shouted Wharton.
“You shady, rotten, blackguardly pub-
hauntar, you don't know what you've
done 7**

Stacey shut his lips hard for a
moment, Of Mr. Quelch’s suspicion
regarding Wharton he knew nothing.
But he knew that Wharton had heen on
tha river, and ha wondered whether his
Form-¢captain had seen him getting out
of bounds,

“8o you'va been spyin’'?” ha asked
contemptuownsly.

Wharton clenched his hands,

"Sfpjmg " he repeated.

“If you've been watchin® me, much
good may it do you |” said Staces, with
a sneer.’ " Are you goin' to tcll Queleh,
or let your uncle know? 1f you try
the tell-tale game, you won't lind it easy
to Ein me down.”

Wharton stared at him hlankly.

“¥You fool1” he said. “I'va not seen
you at your rotten gemes, and I
shouldn’t take any notico if I did.”

“Then what do you mean—if you
mean anythie’ i

“You know that Quelch saw you——""

“No bizney of yours, H he did,”
answered Stacey mnﬂg.' “And Quelch
13 hz}gp_ﬂf convinced by this timo that

he didn't."”

“Do you mean to say that you don't
know what Queleh thinks{” exclaimed
Wharton.

“"Goodness knows what the old hird
thinks!” drawled Btacey. "I don't
know, and I can't say L carot”

He thinks he saw me at that den.”

“Great pip!"

Stacey gave a jump.

Some of Wharton’s fierev unger died
away a3 ho saw that the fellow was

nuinely astonished and startled. The
lack and bitter suspicion had becn’'in
his niind that Stacey had taken advan-
tage of the likeness between them to
lzgnd his guilt on ionocent shoaldors.

TEE Magrer LisRary.—No. 1,423,
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But he could see now that- that was
not the case. Stacey had gone pub-
haunting, and had lied to save himself,
But it had never occurred to him that
his relative would be brought to book in

his -place. )
He stepped to the door, and shut it

Then he taced the captain of the Re-

move again, :
“Let’'s hava this elear,” he said
vietly., “Do you mesn to_say that
weleh fancies it was you that he

spotted 177 .
“¥ou didn't koow thati”
Stacey sneercd. .

“You can beliave I knew it, if yon-

like, T suppose it's the sort of thing
vou would believe,” - H

“Y did think so,” said Haorry. “You
might have known it, anyhow, if you'd
thought for & minute. He saw one o
us, and you made him believe that it
was not you." -

“] wamn't thinking of you at all
T knew he'd seén me, but it was at &
distance, and I hoped he hadn't recog-
sised me. I got back to the school in
time, and spoofed him when he came
up hiere, an thought. it was all right,
I’d forgotten all about your dashed
likeness to me. Do you fanoy I'm
thinking about it overy minute.

“] suppose not; buf—-"

“Then he's neiled youi™

gﬁs'" histled

mtacey whistlod. j

“‘th}l ing, or the sack 7" he asked,

“ Naither 1 said Wharton bitterly.
“T'm given the benefit of the doubt.
Y'm going to be under suspicion, dis-
trusted by my bealk, watched by the pre-
fects ; I],-ka on _as & doubtful
character.” 2 e

“Thank goodness it's no worse1” said
Stacey, wiﬁx a breath of relmf; If
you were up for the sack, I don't know
what I should do. Thank goodness it's
not so bad as that !

“It's bad enough!”

ﬁ.'I knmr‘ﬂ i Y

“Do you think I can stand it?" ex-
elaimed Wharton, his passionate anger
breaking out again. ' {'vo always been
n decent chap, Do you think I can
stand this?"” ? i

#1 don't sce how it can bo helped,
answered Stacey mn-ﬂff, “What'a done
can't be undome,” If I'd known that
(uelch was going to make such a silly
?iatukj&,l I’ifo have acted differently.

t's too late noawv. .

“¥ou can go to Quelch and tell him
the truth.”

“Don't be a fooll I might have done
that earlier. I might have got off chea
as & new boy, and inexperienced, and a
that. I should have got off with a flog-

ing st the worst. But after pull

uelchy's leg, end making & fool o
him—— ¥You know what it means if
Quelch finds meé out.” ]

“;It. méans the sack; and you descerve
i

Stacey laughed. :

“(iive cvery inon his deserts—and
whoe shall escape whtppm% as jolly old
Shakespears’ remarks!” he =aid flip-
pantly. “I1 cannot sford to be sacked,
my cﬂmr relative. You know I'm de-
pendent on your uncle—as stiff an old
ramrod as I ever saw. What sort of an
impression would it make on Colonel
Wharton, if I was turfed out for bad
conduet, befora I'd been s couple of
weeks in his old school 7*

He shrugped his shoulders,

“The dear old colone]l would get shut
of me on the spot,”’ he szaid. “You
know it as wall as 1 do.”

“You should have thought of all that
hefore. Nobody asked you to play the
goat. You're bound to take what's
fcrﬁmng:_tn you—not éave it to another
ellow. !
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“That would be sporting, wounldn't
it?" sneered Btacey., “I can't afford
to be sporting to {hat cxtent.  Poor
relations can't.”

“It would be nnl;.r decent.”

““Nothing {Iﬂingf

Wharton clenched his hands azain,
and his eyes blazed, -

“Do you mean to say that you're
going to leave it at this?"” he asked, in
a choking voice. “Leave me suspected,
distrusted ; looked on as a rotter whe's
barely dodged the sack—""

“Not my Fault,'if you're zo0 _ic:lI_-,r like
me to look at,” said Stacey. "I got it
in the neck from those Higheliffe cads,
for the very same reason. It's incon-
ventent to both of us, but wo've both
got to put up with . 1 can pssure
you that I hate having a double in the
school a3 much as you do"”

“You couldn’t have fobled Quelch, but
for that.” ;

“1 ““.f.ﬁ““" not—now I eome ta think
of it o old bean has sharper cyes
than I fancied.”

“You're bound in common decency
to own up—~=

“Cut it out

“Then you're leaving it at this?

“What else can I do?" exclaimed
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Stacey savagely. "I'm sorry it's hap-
ened, if that's any use; but I wouldn't
¢ turfed out of Greyfriars to save your

neck, or o dozen such necks! Don’t bo

a fool I )

Wharton unclenched his hands, Ho
belioved that tho fellow was sorry, so
far as that went—not so far as undeing
the harm he had dont.

“And you're the fellow my uncle
wanted me to be friends with 1" he said,
with bitter szcorn. “And if we're not
friends, vou'll make my uncle believe
that it's my fault—as you did at home,
And you're going to disgrace me, atd
encak behind lies and rotten  humbug,
and leave me to stand for what vou've
done. You toad! You worm! 1f this
gots talked of 1n the Remove, you'll
Iet the fellows believe what Quelch
believeg—>="

“ Better not talk of ikl Quelch
won't, ™

“You make me sgick!” breathed
Wharten. “Let it go at that, [ can’t
help myself, and you won't do the

decent thing. But you'll get out of this
studyl I can't breathe the same air as
¥Ou. "

“T owe you that much,” said Btacey
eoolly. “TI’ll ask Quelch to changs mo
out. Your fault if he thinks I'in get-
t.mj: away from the bad inRuence of a
bad character,™

Wharton choked.

With a look of lokthing, bhe turned
and left the study.
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THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
The High Hand !

. OT Stacey "
“Well, 1 think—*

“You needn't tell me whnat
yvou think, Smithy »

“And T think i
Todd.

*Bame applics to you, Toddy I

*Wharton, ol man——" murmured
Bob Cherry.

It was Tuesday evening, and Haorry
Wharton had pinned up on the door of
the Iag tho list of men for the Court-
fiald match on the morrow,

As ho stepped back follows gathered
round, and thore was a general buze
as it was seen that the name of “R.
dtacey ¥ was sbsent from the list.

Harry Wharton locked coolly and
quietly at o crowd of angry faces.

His mind was made up.

Of the new trouble that had arisen
betweon the rivals of the Remove the
juniors Lknew nothing; Wharlen Lad
not even told the Co.

All that the RHemove knew was 1lat
Etnnﬁl}; had changed out of Study- No. 1,
with his Form-master’'s permission, and
waz now a member of Btudy Ne. 3, with
Ogilvy and Russell. But they had all
noticed, too, that Wharton scemed to
have lost his Form-master’s favour, Ele
was still head boy of the Form, but
there was an ummstakable coldness in
Mr. Queleh's manner towards him.

Stacey had said thet it was better tc
gay nothing, and Wharton realised that
6 Was rig,ht. Bandying nccusations
and recriminations up and down the
Form would bave served no useful pur.
pose, and cven the faith of Wharion's
own friends would have been put to a
very. severe sirain if they had known
that his Form-master had decided
against him., But if Wharton said
nothing, his feelings were deep and
bitter.

With Stacey he was determined to
have nothing to do, either in evicket or
in anything else. ! the fellows did not
like it they had their remedy; they
coinld turn bim out of tho captainer,

The angry buzz in the crowd of Re-
movites did not move him.

"My esteermed chum—" murmurcd
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh in dizmay,

“Haorry—"" muttered Nugent.

“Cheeky asa!” roared Bolsover
major.: “What 1 want to know is
whether wo'ro going to stand this [*

“We're not!” said Vernon-Smith,
between Lis teeth,

“Will you let ma speak?’ nsked
H“?’ Wharton quictly.

“I you've pot anything to
scoffed the Bounder.

“Only a few words.
the Removo—"

“¥You won't slay caplain long at thia
rate !

“Let me speak all the same,”’ said
IHarry guietly. “SBtacey’s a good man
at cricket, and on his form he's more
than worth his place in the eleven. You
8ll know that. But he's not tha sort of
man we want in he Form team., You
men may not agree—and I con't make
it clearer, But that's my fixed opinion
and I stand by it. I'm willing to stand
or fall by it. So Iun%- as I'm skipper
Btacey doesn't play for the Remove.
If you want me to resign, I'm ready
and willing. Take Btacey in my place
tf you like. In that caso I shall cut
cricket entirely——"

*Wharton I’ .

“1 mean every word [* eaid Harey,
“¥ou can chocse between Stacey and
me, and whatever you decide I shan't
complain. My opinion of the fellow is

(Continued on page 28.)

reared DPeter

say ["

I'm captain of
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS.,

Helwyn Gore and his  younger
brother, Colin, lkarn [from Isaac
Snugger, a Tomahawke solicitor, that
their uncle Anymas, a gold prospector,
has Dbeen mwrdered in  Conoedao.
Snugger also informs them that
dmygas Gore Road, in the presence of
his brusiy [friend, Mounlein Liow,
a Slowr Indian, mode out o wiil,
leaving kis shach at Moose Call
toggether with hiz cleim up in the
Sumrise Mountains o ihe fco
brothers, Determined Lo sellle ac-
counts with the mwrderers, Selign
and Colin lcave for Canada ih company
with Snugger. Following a thrilling
adventure fn Tomahawhk, they lood
up a ramshackle car with supplics
and sef out for Moose Call. En roule,
they are held up by o snowstorrs and
forced to camp jor the night. The
trio are rousxed from their stumbers
by o pack of wolves at which they
fire in quick succession,

{ Now read on. }

A Startling Discovery !

L EATHER must ba bad”

W muttered Snugger, as tho

wolves scattered and fled,

leaving red stains in  the

mow and a litter bones, “elas them

walves wouldn’t hev bin driven right
down hers.”

The trio waited awhile in the open,
hoping that the shots might have been
heard, but no one came.

“Tha troubls i5.* said lsanc Snugger,
after thay had returned to the tent, tied
up the flap, and sought the wermth of

oir beds, " that from here on to Mooso
Call the way's 2o lonely we'ra hardly
likely, to mect 8 soul. But take tho
north-western road to Bever Creek,
Little Fork, and Fort Raymond, you
not only find farms and ranches
n-]E!nr:ty, but Russians and such like,
who work the farms in the short
summmer, They'd h&lg. Reckon we'll
wait for daylight and then ses if we

Tre Mwener Linnany.—No. 1,423,
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BEELWYN ang COLIN
can dig the Hivver out and get her
k an the road.”
“And fnd the carburclttor [frozen

the oil coagulated, and never a
hui}a of & si:w..r s Isaact™® pgrunted
Selwyn doubtfully, "1t looks as if we'll
bave to stay here a long trme.”
he wolves came again later, but
this time their howling had not the
%ﬂWﬂr to scare the tired travellers.
hey slept until a burst of sunshine
upon tho tent caused them to spring
into wakefulnhess, .

Belwyn and Colin hurried out to find
a snow-clad fairyland spread heforo
them. The plade was pit-marked with
countless impressions of wolf-pads, but
the wild beastz had gone, The slopes,
covered with iant Christmas-trees,
whose sagging ughs, almost broke
under the weight of snow, nearly
touched the ground.

Helwyn strode to the =nowed-up car.
Only one-third of it showed above the
snowdrift. Bnow a foot.deep covered
ita canvas hood. Shovelling the snow
eclear of the wheels, ho opened  tho
bonnet, hoping that tho warrath of the
gun might thaw out tho engine,

Meanwhile, Isaac Snugger filled up &
kettla with snow, lit the primus stove
}fmder it, and began to propare break-
ast,

‘;_‘n’i’hcrﬂ’a the road, Belf” asked

in

£ ij"'ﬂf 'Jhﬁrf'.*,"
pointing.

s ﬂ'h.gf know tho direction! But yom
can't zee the road. Apart from, the
pine-clad slopes everything looks alike.

“Let's go and find 6" said Selwyin.

The two brothers began their search.
They had not gone far when Belwyn
suddenly vanished up to the chin in a
enowdrift, the soft, ireacherous mantle
giving way under him.

Colin assisted him io scramble out,
after which they took the line of the
pine-clad hill as a guide, eventually
managing to ascond to the read. Kick-
ing the snow clear, they revealed the
metalled surface.

The two boys glanced to right and
left. One way led to Tomsahawlk, the
aother to Moosa Call. Dut there wora no
telograph-poles now to lead them.

solid,

Belwyn  auswerad,
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Boyond ihe region of the pines they
.eaw nothing but o white, snow-clad
waste which stretched as far aa tho eye
could soo,

“Wo're stranded here all  riglt,
Isanc,” said Selwyn, when they rveturned
to the tent. * gergﬂa.nt. Threfall was
vight—we ought to have stayed in Toma-
tawk s little while longer. In eny case,
it seems to me thaet your old #flivver
wasn't exactly tho best kind of veluele
for uas to have travelled in.”

"As it happens,” answered Bnugger
cheerfully, “you can't always act right.
But wa'd hey made Moose Call in one
more long hop if the snow hadn't kem,”

The tric sat down to a breakfast of
hot fried bacon and eggs, bread scaked
and fried in the bacon fat, hot coffec,
and canned milk with sugar., Never had
the-two brothers ate so hearty.

At all events,” said Qelwyn, Twe'va
got plenty of food. And wo can got
waolf-meat to eat if we run short.”

Breakfast over, they washed ap.
Then Ieaao put on his snowshoes,

“I'm ﬁlnﬁom climb the hills,® ha
said. “Mobboe I'll be able to spy a
ranch orf a farm from tho tap, If ]1 da,
p'r’aps’wo'll be able to hire a sledgo
and o dog team and get to Moosa Call.”?

“And leave the cari” asked Colin
anxiously,

”'Wﬂ’lf' pack up ali the stores, and
then kem back for the ear whon thoe
sitaw  melts,” said Isaae. " Nobody'll
intorfera with tho old flivver.”

“You've said “it, Ieasc!” laughed
Selwyn., " Nobody would, We'll make
a =start, anyway."”

Isaac slid his feet under tho straps
and secured the snowshoes firmly. Then
he led the way with great, sweeping
strokes, moving with surprising easo
and speed, Selwyn and é}nlin toiling
in the rear and keeping to the track ho
nado.

The pines completely scrcened (le
vigw, and tha two wera soon lost in the
snow-clad wilds. The trail would show
them tho way to the camp.

They had revolvers with them in caso
of denger. After a long, hard, upward
olimb they camo to a crast t’haj; QoI
manded a view that swept for miles on
cvery side.
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In the far, far distance thoy made out
thoe lire of taleﬁ:aph-pnies which
marked the road. They found no trace
of travoller or welucle. The whole
world was white, the sky above blue,
the sun a blinding diso that burt the
eyes.

Suddenly Isase, who )
round, uttered an . ejaculation
pointed. .

“Look 1" he cried.
or_rench over thar1” _

It certainly was some sort of building
to which Isaec's Gnger pointed, but so
far away they could make out no
detatls, Even when Snugger swung his
field glosses on to it he was in doybt.

“Looks a big plate,” he muttered.
“But thar's oo sign of life thar., Reckon
it must be fve or six miles gwey, mebbe
more. You boys get back to camp. I'l]
soon bo over thar in my snowshoes, and
P.H%Pa I'll find help.”

. “You'll find your wey back all
right 1" asked Selwyn, frowning.

“I'll be 'back pronto," answered
pnugger. “No fear of my missin' the
camp. If I should get lost I'll fire my
gun. Looks like the weather's set fair.
No more snow, boys!”

“] supposs you know best, Isnac”
said Colin. “All the same, I wish wo
could go with you.”

“I'l make quicker goin’ im the snow-
shoos alone, boys,” mnswered Snugger.
“But you ought ter kick me for boung
sech o fool only to bring one pair of
ehoez ! Don't worry about me. I'll be
back for lunch.”.

Selwyn and Colin watched him go
swinging away at a surprmng speed,
and then made their way back to the
camp. They climbed into the car and
waited.

Isage had been gona mbout an hour
when the sky suddenly clouded over and
B ﬂur;?- of fine snow blotted out the
trees of the glade,

Colin began to feel worried.

If Snugger's tracks should all fill he
might soon be lost, for every place
looked alika. When the fall lightened.
and they looked out, they found most of
the ¢trail obliterated. The anxious
minutes dragged on, but there was no
sign of SBnugger.

Sheltering over at that farm or ranch,
the brothers supposed. There wos no
need to alarmed. People must be
living there. And they, at all events,
would know the glade in which the car
was stranded.

Snow & foot deep piled itself on the
fall of the night before, after which the
flurry almost ceased. But the clouds
hung ~overhead, and still Isaae did not
rofurmn. g
_ Belyryn whipped out his gun and fired
it ipto the air.

“That'll let Isano know where we
are " he muttered. “If he doesn't soon
come, one of us must Eﬁ in search of
him, The drifts are deep. He¢ may
have fallen and burt himselt.”

He fired & second ghot, listening
eagerly to the dying echoes.

ut no answering signal came.

Selwyn waas about to start out and
look for Snugger, when the solitary
figure of the eolicitor came ugeedmg
dgwn the pine-clad slope. His fur cap
and skins were _pﬂﬁpﬂl‘ﬂd with white,
and he waved hia hand ecagerly as he
came, hot and Aushed, from the exercize
down to the camp. :

“Glad you're back, Isaac!” s=aid
Enlwg'n excitedly. “Did you have any
luck 1"

“Nary & trace of it'" Onugger
barked, and his manter was grave. I
made tho ranch before the Burry came,

was  apyin
&

“There's a house
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but nebody was thar. Ain't bin since
winter came, I reckon. And here’s the
add thing, for it hadn't bin reported in
Tomuhawk nor in Edmonton, the place
wuz all burnt out. It's jest & shell.
Only. the walls an” part of the roof
standin’, all smoke-primed an® seared
with flame. The barnz are all empty,
and there's no sign of life, and no mes-
sagoe scrawled for anyone to read.”

“What can we do about getting
help " asked Colin.

“Duonno,” said Snugger, shaking his
head and sticking up his chin. “Got to
stay hyar to-night, anyways, But we
can't stay on indefinite. reclkon the
road to Moose Call won't thaw out for
some time, I'll hev wo plan something. ™

Snugger’s customary cheerfulness had
gone. [t was plain that his visit to the
burnt-out ranch had depressed him.
And the mood was catching.

“Wonder what burned that place?”
he would say at intervals. *“Wonder
whar the folks lit out to? They never
kem into Tomahawk, or they'd have
talked about it. It's guear.”

T“Bea any wolves??  asked Colin,
anxious to change tho topic.

“Plenty of tracks in the woods”
answercd Isaac, “Quess they'll be back
again to-night.”

Bure enongh, night had scareely como
when the baymng of the hungry beasts
cchood -in the distance. And before
tights were put out for the night thoey
were circling round the tent and the
car, making the night hidecous with
their howls.

“Durn ‘em an” drat 'em " muttered
Isane. “But we won't shoot any moro
unless wo're obliged.”

Soon the sound of loud, deep snoring
told that Snugger was fast asleep. But
it was a long while before Selwyn and
Colin dozed off. It was not the howling
of the wolves which kept them awake,
for they had got uzed to it. DBut there
seemed to bo something in the air that
was  ominous, threatening. Selwyn
mentioned it to Colin.

“I wish the day would come,” he
said. “I feel queer inside, and it's not
indigestion,™

“That's odd. I feel that way, too,”
answered Colin. *It's the loneliness
and Isaze moaning on ebout tha fire.”

Although the baying of the wolves
continued, Belwyn and Colin eventually
dozed off,

Prowlers of the Night!
SUDDEN cessation of sound
A after & prolonged. period of

noise will awsken a sleeper as
effectively as =8 deafening
report imposed upon & deathly silence,
n the small hours of the meorning,
when Selwyn awoke, all was quiet, 0
patter of welf pads on the snow; ne
baying and howling. It was tho silence
which wakened him, he thought.
Colin, who lay next to him, stirred
under hiz blankets.

“Hel,'” he said, “the wolves have

pone. I heard them scuttle away a
while ago. Got tired of waiting,
suppose.”

Bnupgger was snoring louder than

ever, talking in his sleep, too.

“ Bust an’ durn them dratted wolves I"?
the brothers heard him complain to the
canvas walls,

The fruth thudded homa on SBelwyn's
brain like a hammer stroke.

" BSomething must have scared "em,”
he said.

“ But what?" asked Colin.

The haunting fear of something
ominous - and threatening was  back
again.,  They sat gripping at their
blankets, straining their cars to catch
the slightest sound, and it was then
that they heard soft, stealthy move-
ments 1o the snow outside.

The canvas sides of the tent were lib
by ths flooding moonlight, and as they
locked around, a shadow came befween
it and the moon. It was the shodow of
a man.

f Look ™ whispered Colin Loarsele,

groping for his gun. .
- Helwyn held his breath. ¥lis fingera
closed about the butt of the revolver
Threfall had given him. But the
shadow had vamshed.

“Sel, we didn't dream i, did wa?”
asked Colin, in 2 low voice. .

**No. ‘Thers was a man outside.
Listen! Hear him moving? The
sound’s the same a3 Isasc made with
hiz enowshoes," )

Selwyn cdged himself out of his bed,
untied the strings of the tent flap,
and threw it open. Colin jeined haim,
and both peered out.

At first glance they fatled to trace the
shadow,  Evervihing looked as wsual.
Tho car was still there, its front wheels
and engine e¢lear, the back wheels
buried right up to the axles. Beyond
the car the snowclad pines hung like
white giants on the slopes. 2

It was the clank of a f}ef rol can strik-
ing the deor frame of the car that told
them where to find their man.

Hs was standing bkoyond the car,
soreened by i, He moved into view
carrying a petrol can to a dull accom-
paniment of crunching snowshoes,

Was he o thief? ) )

Selwyn was so petrli:icr,i with surprise
that he remained motionless whilst the
man set the can down in the snow and
unserewed the eap. It was not until
the man hurled the can into the car
that Clolin remembered he had a gun.

The next moment he fired.

Braang |

The report of the shot rang deaf-
eningly, the man catapulted over
backwards, then landed on his feet

again, and, with a vell, started streak-
ing for tha shelter of the pines,
raang, braang, braang!

Selwyn fired three more shots after
the flecing ﬁgurm Then Colin's gun
began to bark, ;

The man did not turn. Ducking,
dodging, and sidﬂ-slerlng with surpris-
ing alserity, considering the heavy
snowshoes he wore, he soon faded away
among the pines.

Then Snugger's voice rang oub in
alarm.

“ Jumpin® rattlesnakes I he bellowed,
“What game are ye two boys playin’

at®"

Colin turned his head and eaw
Snugger rise up from his bed, a pin-five
revolver in his right hand, _

Colinn had no sconer noticed thiz than
he saw something more—another
shadow thrown upon the canvas wall
from the outside, 4

“ Look, Snugger I'* he called out.

As T[saac glanced round, he saw the
shadow of o man emptying 8 can of
spirit over the canvas tent.

“Bweet-scented mackerel!”  yelped
Snugger, levelling his gun at the
shadow, )

Hna pulled the trigger, and the

hammer thudded on the pin.

Tap! o

There was a dull elicking sound, but
no explosion.
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Anugger pulled the frigger twico
mora, but the hammer drove the pins
into the shells without discharging
ther,, It was loft for Colin to remedy
the failure by firing across Isaac's body.

Braang |

The bullet almost grazed Snugger's
jutting chin as it flew by and drove a

ole through the canvas,

Braangt

Snugger reeled away from Colin's
gecond shot, and they saw the shadow
drop.

“CGot him "™ satd Colin grimly. And
indeed he had wvery good reason to
believe that he had shot his man, for
the rangs was point blank, and Colin
could handle a pun.

Isanc tossed his pin-Are revelver down
and groped for his Winchester,

“Watch me blaze daylight through
fhe rat " ho cried, a3 he sprang to the
doar.

But the man who had drm:;_ped wasg
not dead, nor even wounded, for Colin
heard him snap on an avtomatic lighter
as he ecrouched in tha snow, and saw
the wavering famse touch the canvas.

Boof |

The spirit exploded with a dull report
and & spreading flame. " In 8 moment
tho saturated canvas was alight,

As Selwyn tore tho tent Aap open, the
dull thud, thud, thad, and swish of
vetreating  snowshoes told that the
night-prowling rascal was on his way.

%c!wyn leaped out inte the snow.
The running man showed a black,
moving shadow against the moon-
drenched snow.  Selwyn emptied his
gun ont him, but the fgure did not

alt or falter.

Up among the pines the other figure
flitted nto view, and then vanished
AgAiN.

“Lemmo hev a smack at ‘imi"
howled Bnugger savagely, as he swun
the butt of the inchester to his
shoulder,

The gun eracked.

Again and agein Snugger fGred, but
the fgure was dodging snd ducking
like a scared rabbit, It turned up the
slope, where & jutting hump screenad
it from view, The straight boles of the
pines helped further to conceal it,

Izaac raced after the Hecing fgur
hut, without his snowshoes, %a coul
not move with the same speed, and
goon he came tratling back, the
Winchester under his arm.

“{Zleaned ocut the magazine snipin’
them raiders,” he zaid bitterly, "and
never hit conecel”

Tha tent was now oOrming like a
torehl. Colin had thrown everything he
could lay his hands on out into the
snow the moment the fire started. Now
he cames into view, hurling cut & lamp,
Isnac's gun in the green balze cover, a
box of ammunition, and soma food-
stulfa.

Belwyn leaped forward, and grasped
Colin by the arm.

“Btay where you are!"™ he ovderad.
“Want to be burned alive?”

"We must save tne things in the
tent.” saud Colin. tryinz to wreneh hime-
selfl freo of Belwen's grip

“"You can't. Look! The tent's
donmimed 17 i
Thae Mames had run eapidiy and

ficrcely wpward, The voof of the tent
was blazing Bits of burnt canvas
dropped inwards,

Thao hght breeze carried fleecy, burn-
ing particles to the ofd Hiveer, and as
gome of these whirled beaneath its haad
there was another loud explozion and
the car was alight. T

Belwyn had seen petrol blaze before.
Though he hurled snow upon the Axmes
as fasi as ha could pick it up in double
handfuls, he knew that the effort wae

EVERY SATURDAY
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Colln heard the snap of an automaiic lighter and saw the wavﬂ}h:g fiame touch
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the canvas. Boof | The peirol exploded with a dull report and a spreading flame !

wasted. Isaac Snugger’s old Hivver had

reached its journey's end. Only scrap-
iron. would bes left when the snow
melted,

Finding thero was no hope, Helwyn
gave up hiz attempt to save it, and,
whipping out of his pocket & jack-
knife, he opened its big blade.

With this he slashed the tent cords
as ha ran round the blazing shelter, but
he could not frea the poles and supports,
and the gallant efort failed. ithin
fifteen minufes of the atart of the blaze
tha tent collapsed into & heap of
charred dehris,

The car blazed [or much lon
that, the wind sweeping tha Hames to
the near-by pines and lighting them up
inte flaming torches. But the meltin
snow helped to put the fire out, anﬁ
when at laszt the grey dawn broke, after
& brief iInterval of bLlackest night, it
revealed three disconsolate figures
draped around the ruins of the camp in
the vervy hoeart of the snow-clad wilder-

ness,
E primus stove had been destroyed,
together with other things., Most
of the canned foodstufs had burst and
perished in the HDames
They had saved two rgs, one blanket,
their zuns and the rifles, logether with
one box of mixed ammunition. Tho car
was just o twisted heap of scrap-iron.

The petrol sur}I:pHca had gone with it.
The tric had just the things they stood

up in, their gkin coats having been

burnt with the tent. Selwyn had his
fur cap, having worn it while asleep.

Isaac, too, haa his. Colin was bare-

headed.

g {La they mada A lilst-dpf the salvage
elwyn gava a yvelp of dismay.
“What's the matter pow, boy?”

Snugger asked, with a grim smile.

r than

B e g

Mountain Lion !

T was o hopeless sort of dawn for
tho  stranded  teaveliers. The

“Onoly one snowshoe,” said Selwyn,
]:p]ding up to view the arficle in ques-
ion.

“An' you can't beat world's records
on one shos,’” commentéd Esazac grimly.
“But ot that I recken you cam hop
-H.].I:]ﬁ IlJ
Wﬁﬂn the sun rose they found the
tracks loft by the incendiaries trailin
plainly across the snow, ‘and followed
them for quite a way, until & lonm
and searching glance across the snow-
clad waste told them that it would be
worse than uselesa to try to overtaks
the cnemy.

The men had moved fast when they
fled.” Douhtless they had travelled all
night. The trail indicated that they
had gone back in the direction of Toma-
hawk, but that might have beenmerély
to aet as o blind.

“I wonder who they wero, and why
they did it, Isaae?® muosed Selwyn, a3
he scowled across the landscape whers

nothing moved and only inanifmate
objects showed wp against the whito
bed.

“It seems pretty  plain”  growled

Snugger savagely,  “You can bet all

"you hev they're pals of the man who

shot at you bovs back in Tomahawk,
Shouldn’'t be surprised if that killer
wasn't one of "em.  And as to why—
have you forgot yvour Unele Amyas’ will
hid in the vauits below my place in
Tomahawlk ? IE you and me and Colin
were wipod out, boy, that will wouldn't

operate  DBoys, the men whoe murdered
your uncle set our camp glight. last
night. Az to why—with us dead whe'il

there be to stop 'em stealin' that gold
claim up in the nountains beyond
Maoose Call??

“I think you've hit it, Isaac,” Selwyn
answm'_ﬁﬂ solemnly. * But, in thab case,
why didn't they shoob i

HSnugger’s chin moved up to meet his

leng nose, and he mupched with it
Tas Macker Lisrary.—No. 1,425
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Emtn::aquelf H: addressed himseli to
tolin.

“Nlieir am was to fire the tent and
tive Bivver add get us stranded. Albter
that. if we'd run out, they'd have lead-
plugged us shore They aiwed at havin’
the drop =on us, soe? Belwgu epoilt
their little game wakin' up, and the
shots hu aimed at them scarod the life
out of 'em So they lit up the blaze
and Hit."

“Wish I'd plugeed one of 'em [ said
Sclwyp suvagﬁly “Did you get a good
look st ‘eny, - Bnugger I

" Good enough. But vou couldn’t see
their faces, thef wuz that mufed u
Big men, though. Yet I'd nover be ablo
to identify 'em’

Selwyn scaaned the whitened scenery,
hopiug that he might be able to pick
up some distant moving object. But it
was a futila hope.

o “ Wha.. aTe we m Tmrl 1:1::;: :Luw,
nugger ' he as radge back or
go on to Mcoﬁa Call #

“Guess  we'll % : :
Bnugger gravely.. " But we're in a tight
corner, boy. Onl7 enough grub left to
last & few days. Not enough clothes to
ll:ieep us from freezin® at nizght, When
the sun goes down, 'l be many degrges
below zevo on the ground. No sledge,
no snowshoes, and the snow layin’ thick
in drifts off the road.”

E-el-.x yh nudded.

“0Of . course, those brutes who burnt
us out caléulated on that!” he mut-
tered.

“Calculated to strand us out In thﬁ
wilde if they econildn't shoot us up,”
Snugger ventured to suggest. ““They
know we can't live long out hvar. An',
riiehbe, If we wua to try to trek back
to I'aimpahawk “Ed. finet em Juckm” in
ambush, E.lmm to. shoot us soon's weo
showed up.”

“What about making {or a farin?"
£l ﬁ'aastm:] ‘Colin

oy, there ain’t any farm near

Nighest I reckon is that ong we.saw

bout thirty patle back &s we ﬁm? hyar.
on't thmi we zould make it

“Clap we mahs Moose Calt'?? asked
Belwwn.

“We kea iry.
woods and start walkin’, an’

-a snug shelter before nig

"What about the "wolves?' Selwyn
remmded Enug‘ger

“¥egs. There are the wolves. They'l)
stalk us If the worst kems to the
woret. wa could eat wolf carcass fer
food  The brutes won't attack us of we
LE{. on movin’

ou're right. about those murderers,
Isaac,” said Selwyn, “They believe
we'll perish in-the snow. Well it s up
te us to dizsappoiot- them. Let's got
back to cam nnd,,pmk our thinge~then
nsh on Ne are poing to pet to
Moose Calt ™

on,” answered

Better Ehnuiﬂi&r our
W may
ht.®?

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

They hurried- bavk Lo the camp, some-
times trudging  almést  kneedeep 1h
snow. On . the way, Selwyn blamed
themselves [or  rot having moved

north-westward at daybreak instead of
wasting time following the trail’ of the
incendiaries
They apportioned out thoir belongings
into three separate packs, and these
they tied to their shoulders, using the
lengths of the tent ropes they
fuund lying about

“Let's got out of this place,” said
Selwyn, as he cast one [ast lon lmger-
glance about the glade. “1 hate it.

Wg did & bat bit of work when we gol
snowbound here. It besrs ‘me how our
enemies managed to find ws™

“It's not so mysterious, really.”
grunted Snugger. as he ﬁlnped the long
rifle ir its grEEn -baize cover over his
fur-clad shoulder * Everybod in
Tomshawk knew where we were bound
for. It's my opinien they followed in
a car and brought snowshoes with them
in case.

“They'd be able to larn we'd gone on
from askin' netghbours right up to the
limit of the telephone area. Alter that
the road runs etraight out to Moose
ﬂnlli the lakes, an' the Sunrise Moun-
tains, 1 Expmt they kept well behind.
Mebbe they spied us travellin’ along the
road by looking from the hills.

“The rascals worked cleverly, boys.
Never let us hyar the found of their
car., Crept down on us in their snow-
shoes, o vou remember the night
before last how them wolves scattered
after we'd killed somé? 1 thought it
strange they bolted like that. hosa
men must bave beard our shots and
kem down to the camp.
the wolves scampered away.

“And they're the men who killed
Uncle Amyas,” said Seliwyn, as they
assed out of the gliade, anﬂ making
the road, began to trudgﬂ n’i-:u:ng it, their
Eﬂ{ﬁ.} sinking deep into the loose snow.
e came within point-blank range of
them shof at them, and they got away.
What asses we arel”

““We'll have vetter. luck next fime,”
Snugger assured the.two boys | _encouray-
ingly, “ It wuzn't so easy snipin’ thém
dodgin’ figures in tha tnn{mhg Next
time- ueﬁ: be more eareful. 'q"nru Wiz
part sleepy, and.a bit rattled ™

“1 wonder li they will- follow us?”
spid- Golin, swinging onward with lust

.Ehﬂt’s why

striges. his bl tacing hotly throug
the strenuous exercise.
“Mebbe Hope so. I ¢'ud pick 'em

off with my [ong rifle at half o mile,”
said  Snugger

{Fhere are more big surprizca for the
three odventurers, -and for gow, §
next week's cluplers pf this gripping
warn, fe sure you rénd them, chuny.)

RIVALS OF THE REMOVE!

(Continueg Jrom page 24.)

this—that he ought not to be in a team
with decent fellows, er in a decont
school at all. But if you want him, I
stand dewn—and I've pot nothing mors
to ray I

With that Harry Wharton walked out
of the Reg, leaving ithe Hemove in &
roat.

. ] - " N

Harry Wharton captained thoa Re-
move in the mateh at Courtfield the
following  day. The best junior
cricketer at Gre:,rfrmra M.! left to do
a8 he liked, and.deep and BRVAZC Wae
the grousing in tha er mkﬂ-tmﬁ fraternity.

Bob Cherry tmk a hopef *nm‘.

* After all, we've won matches before
without Eta-::.y." “Bob declared, "and
we can_win matches again. It'a a pit
—but Stacey isn't the only jolly ol
pebble on the beach ™

Which was porfectly true. It wasz a
pity to loso such a man, but the Remove
ware no worse off than if" Stacey had
never come to Greyiriars.  But that
view, though reasonable enough, did
not moet the case. First of all, the
Bounder angrily declered that if E‘ranav
was scratched he would resign from the
team as a protest; and, though he aiter-
wards  regretted, those hasty words,
B8mithy wa= not the fellow te eat them
—and he stood out. That meant the loss
of & good man. Added to that, tha
whola team was in a state of d:ﬁmment
and resentment at what: they re ard
as  their skipper's hlgh handcﬁ aud
headstrong proceedings—and that mood
was not a winning mood.

Greyfriara had often beaten Courts
field, but on this occasion-they did not
beat them ; they barely forced Trumper
& Co. to bat & second time, and wern
handsomaly defeated by very nearly an

inmings, And they returned fo Grey-
friars angry and disappointed and
BAVAFS,

That evening, when Harry Whartou
vrent up to prop, he found a chalked in-
seription on his study door. It was
Bricf, but to the point:

GET OUT!

It was a strong hint of what wase
coming |
THE END.

(¥ow that Raiph Stacey 3 petiing
more poptlar, Harry Wharton A
booked for a very lively time at Grey
friars. so don’t miss next wedk's rousing,
tong complete szfhool warn, endifled:
“HARRY WHARTON'S ENEMT M
It's the real goodzl}

/. REAL CRICKET BATS
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So long as you don't get hitten
over by gnats and ‘skeeters!

CAMP LIFE IS  GREAT—
Make

all

THE NEW ##

yourself immune from these pests by
using Fish's Insect Lotion—and your
camping holiday wall surely go oft
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TORIES, Study No. 14, Remove.

without a hiitch) '—FISH LABORA-

-1  No. 138 (New Seriesl.
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LOST I
Onc Box of Japers’ Chocolates contain-
ing ecentres of mustard, ink and soap.
H. SKINNER, Study No, 11, Remove,

FOUND

round the mou
cnd

Almost  lifcless
porpoise.  Still

body resembling a
oaning feebly. Smeared
with ink, soap, mustard

May 25th, 1935.

chocolate.
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DR. BIRCHEMALL'S
BARRING-OUT!

By DICKY NUGENT

mined to starve rather than
For 24 hours Dr.
Crule, tho new headmaster,
‘had used all his wilea to lure
the rebhbel out of his citadel,
but without suxxess |

How would
That waa the question the St.
Zam’s fellows were asking each
other na they atrecraed imta
Hall to the
uszembly that had beon sum-

A el . -—

A headmaster barring him-
gelf - out in his study and | surrender |
defying all efforts to dislodge
_him ! It waa unbeleevable—
ridiiulous'! Yet that was the
state of affaire cgguisting at
St. HSam's ] -

Dir. Birchemall had refewsed
to take hia dismissal lying
down. He had stood up for
Jie' right instead, and locked

H Big
htrgﬂﬂf in h_ia study, deter-

moned, Thoy were behind
Dr. Birchemall to a man, for
his suxxessor had already
proved  himself tho higaeat
tirant since tho days of Eye.
van the Terrible, But they
wore very much aleaid that
the old Fead couldn’t hold
out much lenger.

“ Bilenee | " anarlod D
Crule, as ho russled on to the
platform.” A

Tho assembled skool he.
came silent, and the fellows
looked up at the new bheak
with undispuisoed shkorn.
Evvidently Dw. Oruls recker-
nised it, for hias fagco was
feendizh  as he went on ;

“I have to announce

—— mana

it all end?

neral

e st =

WATCH EXPERTS

Before selecting a cricket bat, lads, it’s
e jolly good idea to wateh an expert buying
ong. I never thought of thia when 1 hought
one at Chunkloy's last weele. I just went in
and asked to see a fow bate, and having found
one &t the right figure that looked about my
styla, bought it. It'wasn’t till I turned round
end found Temple of the Fourth standin
behind me, wearing a pitying smile, that
yoalised there was any more in it than that.

ut Temple soon showed me there's an art
in h_t}yin‘ghnﬁchat. bats, .

“¥ou Remove kids aron’t very
are you ! " he remarked. * I'm rat
ebout choosing a cricket bat myself."

managed to bleat * Oh, yes ! apd
watched him. .

Ho first asked for some good bats to be
brought out for his inspection. Then he ran
an eagle eye over them. One or two of them
he tapped with his knuckles. Once or twice
after "this process he shook’ his head very
decidedly. -

Coming to a sudden decision to try ome

Earticum‘,
er carafu

out, he grabbed it, held it up along ons army |,

and loocked down its length, potted an

imaginary crease with if, and thep slogged out |

at an imaginatry ball.

It was a little unfortunate, ipeidentally,
thet cne of the shop nssistants happened to
be passing at that moment, and recoived the
end of the bat on the point of his chin. The
vell he gave aa he crashed backwards into &

nently arranged pile of crieket balls caused a - §

bit of commotion and spoiled the effect of
Temple’s show. But even in spito of that,
Temple's expert method of testing a bat was
Impressive.

' Not good enough ! * was his verdict, alter
all that. " Haven't you something better 7

The reply was:

" Well, sir, thers is one pat we've got—the
most oxpensive line in bats we'vo ever
handled ——"

" Bounds as if it might do,” Temple said.
" Trot it out and il tiy it.”

They duly trotted it out and Templs duly
tried it—even mors claborotoly then before.
Hp tapped it, rapped it, used the handle se a

Wi e

teleseope, balunced it, leaned on it, and—-well,
in brief, he did everything except gnaw it,
and 1t would not have surprised me to soe him
do that, toot

At last & condesconding asmile appearad an
Temple's face,

* Now that's what I call & real bat, a bat
any cricketer might be proud to own,” he
remarked. " T'vo testod 1t in my own expert
way and I'm satisfled that it's the best bat
in this shop, Get the ides, young Cherry 1

“Oh, yes, Templo ! ™ I breathed, in an awe-
stricken whisper. '

And T felt awfully annoyed ¥ hadn't put
my own bat through the mill' in the same
‘axpert fashion.

'j‘ﬂ‘“_i
- A minute after this particalar test the
.pasistant discovered that ho had made a
[mistake;

;- The bat Templo had becn testing was not
‘the desrest in the shop, but the CHEAPEST |

Ah. walk}
WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

ot that Temple's tests are infallible, mind

: - Head's
- Foaail, the porter, and Mowers,
.the groundsman, were waiting

several reforms which I have
decided to interddoce to mark
my appointment to the head-
mastership of 8t. Sam's. In
the Grst place, the hours of
class-work will be dubbled | *

" Grate pip1 "

" Becondly,” went on Dr.
Crule, with a leor, * menla will
be cut down to the barest
mitimum, and your diet will,
in future, konsiast chiefly of
bread and water ! '

A strangled cry rang out,
followed by & thud that shook
the skaol to its foundations.
Tubby Barrell had femnted |

* Thirdly," continucd the
new Head gloatingly, as pro-
fects curried out the uncon-
shus Tubby, " punishments
will be o ten times more
gavear,'

“ Shame! ™

"I think that is all I can
say #bout reforms for the
moment,” said Dr. Crule,
pretending neot to hear the
skool’s ery of indignation.
“There i8 only one other
matter I wish to mention.
Your late headmaster, DPr
Birchemall, has seen it to bar
himszelf out in the study that
is now rightly mine."

* Hear, hoar!™

“ Good old Birchomall | ™

“Bilenea ! roared Dr.
Crule. ™ This absurd situation
cannot ba tollerated a moment
longer. I have triad per-
swasion, but it won't work, 1
now invite the skool to watch
me usa force | ¥

With that, the now Head
f‘nmped dbwn from the plat.
ormand made for the door.
The whole skool streemed
after him, in o state of breth-
lesa sggzsitement.

In the passidge where the
study was situated

with a tong torm, which was

evvidently intended for usa aa’

g battering -ram. They

touched their fourlocks re.

L T

r

Billy Bunter canght the ball in the
top of his troosers while balting
in a practice match, and ran six

before it was discoversd | It ball  ** Fishy ©

wgs the frst time Bunter bad the game on Little Side—till, laugbed aod said be would ike tp. = dolomon!  When Buater

broken hig dock this season— acting as ¢ striker,” ba accl- He is a aound all-roonder, wi ggostad it wounld be Boe furned

aod he now thioks be would be denlslly “ struck ™  Bolsover plenty of * stickl power.” Igto turtle soup. Dicky butied

a ** big catch ' tor the Remove majot on the head ! Bolsover He hit np 342 and took § wickets Booter i the waistcoat—and

team, Buoter wants * holding ¥ | *“stroek *?  back—and  Pishy lozr " 20 agzainsi Highelife the Buoter ‘ turoed tartle ¥
retived, bhurt ! Justtoo *™* bess * | ofher day | himsgelt §

Figher T. Fizsh suggestad that tha
Rembye ghonld abandon eoricked
this sommer and takes np base-

hoped to play

demonstrated

Dalarsy, ol tha

spectively as the new Head
sweopt past them.

" Wart for oy ordemal™
rapped out Dr. Crule. Then
he went up-t) the Head's
sbudy and nockid on the door.

*Dr. Birchaps!l, for the
last tinwe I nrplm! to you to
go quistly 1 ' 1e yelled, in &
grinding voico, "I warn you
that if you don't, [ will bave

ou slung out e your nech
geﬁ:-m you cai.say " Nifet'’
EE*E‘ 7 ¥

He waited fir the answor,
But, much to M ssrprize, as
woll ag that of the watching
erowd, the onlygnswer he got
was the echo offis own voice.

" Strames 1 " mermercd Dr.
Crufe. " He muast have gone
already. I forsied sl)l along

that he would £°

Ho bent dowm eagerly to
have a poep through the
keyhole.

woooeoosh |

" Yarooooo | !

The akeol gasped, unable to
grosp what had happened for
a moment. Thwn they saw
ithat a caseade |7 dark liquid
was streemiogs down Dr.
Crula’s face, and they roared.

* Ha, ha, hat"

* Birshy's schirted ink at
him through fhe keyhole!
Ha, ha, ha @™

" Bilenca 1 " ghrecked the
new Head, hcg mg about like
o danoin awvich as  he
mopped the inli off his fizz.
* I 'have been apaulted—out-
raged T It im nkrediblel ™

"You're whong, eirt"™
chortled Jack: hl[g, of the
Fourth. It's bhe-black ink,
80 it can't powibly be ink-
redible, can L

" Ha, ha, hat”

" Fosuil 1 1" raged
Dr, Crule, *: tha door

in I"“
1, 1, sir 1 wled Fossil
and Mowers, drd they raised
the form with ibe intention
of battering down the old
Head's defene= .. But & ser-

When Skinner & Co. ashed Piek Disky Nugent h
he mook carz and attention to a pet
tor the South bartle, which Dicky s

orm H

Africans this sammer, Delarsy bnodeed sears old. a

.
'

prize was in store for the two
horny-handed sona of toil, As
they E}J];.mnﬁl}ﬁd the study, a
yallawish liquid started oozing
out into the passidge from
under the door, and as soon
as Fossil and Mowers sat foob
in it, they found they couldndt
budge. The wily old Head
had upset sevveral bottles of
spechully preparcd glew near
tg: door so that it would over.
flow into the passidge and
atick his attackers to the floor |

“Owl” howled TFogsl,
“Which I'm stuclc!™

“Bame erel™  roared
Mowers.

Dr. Crule’s eyes wero glewed
to the flcor. He ground his
teath with rage.

“Phe feendigh cunning of
that manl I can't stick it
any longer ! ™ he cried. ™ But
if ho thinks he haa defeated mo
by making it impossibul for
me to go nenr the study vin
the passidge, he’s mistaken 1™

“ What aro you going to do,
thon, sir T * inguired Burleigh,

of the Sixth.

“ Rear & ladder up to his
winder [rom t!m-:’;luu.&'.f, and
go for him myself!"

Within a cupple of minnits
a tall ladder had been rearad
up to the winder of the Head’s
study. Dr. Crule assended 1t
without tho elitest hesitation.
He evvidently heleeved that
hia majestick personality
would soon ovorcome all Dr.
Birchemsll's resistance,

There scemed to be -.ome
grounds for that iden at Grat,
for while tho new Head was
¢limbing vp, his rival simply
leaned on the winder-sill at
the top and cringed and
fawned as though ho was
ready to surrender at once.

A changa came over Dr.
Birchomall once the new
vad rescheod hia level. With
a lightning-like movement he
reached back for something
inaidé hia study, Then hia

hands coame into view spain,

‘wiktim"s sholders |

and there was a grate cheer
from " the watching erowd
Lelow as thay saw that that
“ aomething ** ho had reached
for wos s pail | The spectatora
had no doubt whatever that
their old Ifead had prepared

somothing really special insido
that pal I

-They wero right. The pail
contained & mixture of water,
soot, ink, glew. and paint.

Dr. Birchemall didn’t hosi.
tate, He just up-ended it over
the new headmaster of 5t
Sam’s and rammed the pail
well and truly over his

“Don’t thank me—it's a
p!azzalrel“ he grinned.

" Gug-gug-gug-grococon | M
wa3s nll thaga%ﬁr Dr. Crula
could maka. Then he lost his
halance and pitched off tha
ladder into the quad.

That ended Dr. Crule's
attacks on Dr. Birchemall's
ptudy for the time being. Tho
tirant had been held at bay,
and Dr. Birchemall’s harring-
out still went on. And there
was going to be quite a lob
more fun before it came to an
end ! '

{Don't misa " The Heads
Liitle Rusel!"—the amazing

L and. amusing sequel o thig

%E*n in nexd week's number f—
Y

a8 been devoting

g iz gvar a
is a3 wise

to act ns emergency umpire

in n Removs cricket malo
did cot anticipate baving to leap
for his lfe to avoid a slasbing
drive Irom Vernon-Smith. The
ball Aashed of Smithy’s bat—
E‘ﬁ ll;. ]me :ﬂ E“t?fd" ;1' faster !

all reac o booodary

¢ in n Gash "}

ha
k]

'::I"':,ﬁ
Pegtered for a ** 1l
he had hired on s hall-ho

las trom Greyiriars, then mada
him get ont ! Bunter bad to walk
bome—-which was Bmithy's idea
ot & ioke | Bunter. exhaunsted by
ths uypnaccustomed exercise,
- it was ** no joka ¥ 1

DICK RUSSELL admits

MAULY’S LANGUID,BUT

I'd be tha last to deny that} * But I might even make o
Mauleverer deservos his nick. | fool of you, old beant ™
name of the Languid Earl. But " Don't quite sce how that
I'm jolly sure he's a lot desper | can be,”” Walker said. ™ You
than most fellows suppose. dome down and bowl me a fow

An ineident in which L saw | ballaasstraight as you can WME
him figuro the cther day rande ! 'em, and I'll be quito happy.’
me think o lot. Thﬁm Iwua nurt"gﬂttmg out

Hes was snoozin eefull B et i e i
in the long gms% Pnﬁ:ﬂr thﬁ The soguel was stagearing.

- - Mauly - ormed tho hot-

playing-fields when Walker, of ok i f h balls £
the Sixth, took it into his head | *Ig8 T the Tt LAIee p&8
to wake him up with the tip of | “f""gﬂb. d B t“ hos
his boot and order him to do | Woen b a bit h“EF}?’- espite hia

: : romise. Possibly tho derisive
;L;I;n hewling” for Toi Gk 2ha Fl:m hter of the onlookeora

ot gt ratiled him a bit. Whatever
Hanly. looked slarmed. it was, he didn’t rsk & fourth
‘ Yonas, that's all very well,

dear mean, but I'm such a -ty ed gy
: Mauly ret to t
fearful doffor at bowhn',” he aully returm o the long

nd was fi sop ogain
gaid, * ['m bound to make o ";?*JTB Eguw::f mﬁuﬁﬂ. £i0e
foo] of myself.” "M'yea. Mauly's languid right
“That won't worry me | | onough, but he's a good many
grinned Walker, other things besides that !

PETER TODD says

WARM WEATHER
IMPROVES BUNTER

The warm weather seema to improve Bunter wonderfully,

In the winter there's no one more disobliging. But when the
warm weather starts, ho seems altogether different. :

The idea of helping a fellow along with a heavy load simply
doesn’t occur to him in November. But in May he waita
outeide the Schocl Heuse just on tho chance that someono
may nced assistanco with a pareel _

He offers to pole or row for fellows who contemplate a river
trip. He is anxicus {o repair punctures for chapas who are
going out eyeling. Reelly, there's no one willing to go to mora
trouble for other peopls than is Bunter at this season of the year.

What causea this extracrdinary chango in the Bunter we know
is & mysatery. —

Thera’s nothing whatever I can think of to explamn it, anyway
~—apart from the fact that the fellows he wants to heglp are
invariably on their way to a picnial

it.

=
=T

. IMPORTANTI
Mrs. Kebhblo orta that s VACUUM
CARPET-SWEEPER is missing from the
kitchen. This is to give warning thet unless
the japers who borrowed it return it at once
there's going to be an awful DUST.UP.—
G. WINGATE, Sixth Form.

e I . SR SN W R OE

NO NEED FOR ALARMI

There was consternation ab bwakfgatatin;a
the other morning when a deafening din
sterted echoing mseross the school. Most
fellows thought it must ho a Fnaumntm drill
toaring up ono of the asphalt paths; but
their dismay soon vanished when the nctual
cause became known. o

It was only Gwynne using a pickaxe in his
endeavoura to break his fag's latest sample
of freshiy-made toast]

—-—_ ]

* in the car
f Liday,
Vernon-Smith took Bunter five

felt



