


AN OPEN INVITATION TO—

Fleetway

Hﬂ-‘PE r_{sﬁ ever heard of
THE WORLD'S WORST
MOUNTAIN,

chuma ¢ If not, the following informa.
tion might interest you. For a
hudred milea around this mountain-—
 kmown as Koh-i-Tafatan—mno man, beast]
bird or reptile can live. The reason is

that this mountain not only emite lava]

from its crater, but also exudes dense
volumeas of sala of ammenis, wWhiah
burme up,all plants, aod saffocates all
Living things within ite area of devastation.
m iy e “sgftml;ml
141 t mo froops am i

théve, for wmﬂhﬂ;:;lfmﬂﬁhrthm
to Hye. Every now again it breaks
into etupiion, apd the firet news of what
is happening ocomea from the wight of
flocka of frightened birds, which

away from the nai ood the
moment_ the mountain bheégins to erupt.
It wue io ion 6 fow weeks agoe, and

i still bo e when you
e peding 1h4s Tiitle shat of mine:

I had & most interesting letter ihia
week from

MY OLDEST GIRL READER,

. who aigns herself *“ A 8 rt Reader.”
Boliove it or not, chums, ahe has been
iog the old MagNET ever since
it came © that is more than
twenly-aoven years &he waa fourteen
years of age when began to take in
opr ﬁ‘!}&h and sinoe then she has bought it
regularly every weelk. Bhe saye i
quite ag intepested in it now as ahe was
at the age of fourteen. 1 take my hat
off to thie Biockport regder, and I hope
the good old HET will continus to
interest. her for many more yeals to come.
Lettera like these give me & real thrill
out of life. Now, my lady readers, are
there any more of you who can equal this
fine record 1
A Colchester reader, who haa been
interosted in romarks concerning the
roegning of various surnames, asks me if
I con tell him~

THE LONGEST SURNAME IN THE
WORLD,

To the best of my koowledge the
record ia held by an American. Americans
always seem to iry to Euﬂaem the biggest
thin in the world, Anyway, this

eman, who livea at FPontiac, in
ichigan, rejoices in tho name of Glafkos
Pappathaocdorokomundonicolue
8 is very touochy about hia name, too,
and gete furicus with anyone who tries to
shorten it.  The trouble ia that his children
are at school, and the masters have
decided that thiz surname is too much of a
mouthful for them. Bo they have
shartened the name of the childeen to
Troe Maioxer Lierary.—No. 1,424,

— Come Into the Office,
1 Boys—and Girls!

'E;ﬂr Editor il always pleased to hear from

EC4. A stamped addressed envelope will

House, Farringdon Street, London,
ensure a :'Il:r.wh".r

Propappas. Now their father 19 alleging
that his children hevo * entersd o a
congpl " with their teachers 1o slesd
twenty-five letters from his name, Well,
what would you do if your name wag

PaEp&tha.ndﬂrcrkﬁmun colucopoulon 1

HERE'S =till
I the world.

THE GOLD STATUE OF
CANTERBURY,

which, although it hea beem onm publie
view' for 55O _mu, haa just been
discovered 1 iz iz how Ilm i
OUmn the tomb of the Black Prince, in
Canterbury cathedral, there is a life-sized
effigy of the Black Prince. For soma
unknown reason, this qrﬂi% has not been
cleaned for 850 years. A Little while ago,
the asuthorities thouwght it was time it
was cleaned. They imagined that it
was made of some black material. Judge
of their surprise, then, when they found cut
that the effigy m made of pure gold
which had been hidden by a coating of
o onlel e it of 4100,

is in almo ect proscrvation, in
orig of the most wougerfu!'mpha of
fourteenth-century  craftemanship in
existence. The wvialue of it is so great
that it is incaleulable.

%an_t.y of romance in
ave you heard of

lr

i

Now for o fow

RAPID-FIRE REPLIES |
to shorter queries which have been sent in
to me from various readers,

Which Is the Rainlest Place In the World 2
The record for having the largest rainfall
in the world is held by Cherra Pumji,
in Assam.

Is Taploca Polsonons? Not, of course,
in the way in which we eat it. But it is
true thet before tapioea is prepared for
making into puddings, it containz a
?ﬂﬂd}:.:t poison which has to ba extracted

rom' it.

Which is the Tallest Splre In England ¢
The spire of the cat at Sal :
It ia 404 feet in height. Salisbury is
glzo called New Sarum.

What is a Sea-Dragen? A small fish
found in Indian seas. It is very wide,
and has two winglike fins, which have
given it its peculier name,

What and Where is San Marino ? It is
o emall independent republic in Italy,
only thirty-cight square miles in area.
It claima to be the oldest state in Eu
It ia the last surviver of the Italian

republica.

What Is the fron Cross? A German
military order, At one time it was very
searee, but during the Great War ncarly
three mmilion of these decorgtions wore

Iamaﬁng';fit is

qu&l}‘-

ERE is a rather intareatin?
elmaford,

Harry Jones, of Ch
iz interested in

THE PRESS GANG,

H

}and someone Bas told him that it is still

Jegal for men to be impressed for service
m the British Navy, ough this sesms
pagctly true, although the

¥ men into MNaval
ica has not beem carried out since

' 181%. The laws which enforced the work
his rendevs. Write to him : Editor of the *uf the Press Gang have never h_ﬁﬂg
" » : . POEVET ey Wero uire

Mognet,” The Amalgamated Press, L4, [ oo o v & Getachuwons of seilors,

under the command of an offcer, and
armed to the teeth, went ashore, des-
cended upon the known haunts of seafarin
Eﬂplmd forcibly oarried thern off.

o was most unpopular,
and the wholo of 8

1 the district would rise
np in arms nfu.lnﬂ'b them. Landsmen
were also sometimes im » although,
naturally, the FPress Gang preferred to
take Merchant Bervice seamén between
the ages of fifteen and fifty-five. Appren-
ticea of under two years service wers not
allowed to he impressed.

_ But, even’ tho it i still legal {o
impross men into the Navy, I don't think
wo are aver bkely to see the Press Gung
in operation sgain. *

Tn answer to Fred Halls, of York, here
is some information concerning

THE BLACK REPUBLIC,

which ia the pame given to Haiti, in the
West Indies. It waa originally populated
by patives, but the Spaniards practically
exterminated them, and then introduced
negre slaves to take their place. Later
on, the French settled on the island,
but the negroes rose in revelt, and turned
them out, seiting up a negro republic.
From that time onward the history of
Haiti waa one of eontinual revelution and
bloodehed, Ona icular negro presi-
dent had a habit of ordering men to
march over the hrink of a precipice—
iu.ﬂtr to prove how loysl they were to him.
f they refussd to march to cortain death,
Le had thern shot.

There wag so much bloodshed in Haiti
that the United &Statee of America
eventually interfered in 1915, and now
the Americans have s virtual protectorato
aver the country, although the Haitians
elect their own ident and National
Assembly, The official langusgs ia Froneh,
but the army is commanded by officers
whe are partly drawn from the U.B.
Marinee and Navy. TUntil Ameriea
interféred, it was & most dsngerous
country for a white man to visit. The
“whites ' were treated like dogs, even
being made to get off the pavement to
make way for the negroes.

Now for noxt week's progrumame. Lo
begin with thore ia

**THE HERQ OF THE HOUR!I"™
By Frank Richards,

another splendid yarm of the chuma of
Greyfriars, which, as you can imagipe, is
packed with exciting situations. 8t of
your favourite eharscters have ant
parta in this story, and if you haven't
already ordered imur MaaxsT in advance,
the best advice I can give you, is to do so
immediately.

There be o * Greyfriars Herald »
supplement as wusual, another frat-class
instalment of our ular adventurs
B * Mooge 1" and another
“ Interview in verse ™ by the Greyfrinrg
Fhymester. Many queries which I have
been obliged to hold over for lack of space

will be answered, so don’t hesitate to write
to me if thers are any questions you would

gwarded in Germany,

like mc to angwer,
YOUR EDITOR.



A SENSATIONAL COMPLETE SCHOOL-ADVENTURE YARN YOU'LL ENJOY !

HARRY WHARTO

Fff'r] f Il‘l Jlfﬂ ‘y

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Chalky |

KINNER jumped
S Ho was fairly caught !
HBkinner was not as a rule eas
to oatch, bubt this time his lue
was out,

Btanding at the door of Etudz No. 1
in the Greyfriara Remove—Wharton's
Edbuds—gklﬂﬂﬂr ways chalking on that
00T,

Clare wes just over; most of the
follows had gono oul into the quad in
the bright May sunshine. Skinner waa
the only fellow who had eome up to the
studics, Harry Wharton hid stayed
behind in the Form-room to speak to
hia [Form-master . Quolch—or,
rather, to be spoken to by that gentle.
man. So Harry Wharton was I-EE last
follow in the Remove whom Skinner ex-
pected to come along just than,

And it wos Wharton who came |

Quelch was through unexpectedly
sroon, apparently. And Wharton, instead
of joining hia friends in the quad, was
coming up to his study for aum&t‘hing.
It was just Skinner's tll-]

At tho sound of footsteps 8kinner
turnad his head. He did not care much
what fellow it was coming so long as it
was not Wharton. But it was Wharton |
And Bkinner jumped.

The captain of tho Remove stared at
him for a moment, surprised by his
alarm; then hﬂdg!anﬂed at the insarip-
tion on tho study door and noted the

e

"

the Popular Chums of Greyfriars,

stick of chalk in Skinner's fingers—and
his face grew grim, '
joke 1™

“Only—only a
Skinner.
The chalked inscription ran:
WIO WANTS WIIARTON ?
NOBODY |

ITorry Wharton’s face set harder,
This was not the first time that a sur-
reptitions messagas had been chalked on

stammered

In view of the great service
Colonel Wharton has done him,
Ralph Stacey should be Harry
Wharton’s best friend. But
the new boy In the Remove is
Wharton’s biggest enemy—
keen on making a figure at
Greyfriars, and keemer still on
putting his relative and rival
in the shade.

his study door. Thera was trouble in
the ericketing fratermity in the Grey-
friars Bpmove, very man in that
Fora who played oricket, including
Wharton's own {riends, was worried, or
troubled, or snnoyed or exasperated
by his fixed determination not to play
the new fellow, Stacer, in the eleven.

——

An Unusual Sfory of Schoolboy Adventure, featuring Harry Wharton & Co.,

Ataccy being tho best juvior cricketer
ever known in the school, and Whar-
ton's remson being a_'ufl d to be
nothing but personal dis 1&&. such feel-
ings were natural Bo the captein of
the Bemove rather expected fellows to
kick; and, considering that he had
rather & passionate temper, he was very
patient with the cricketing fellows on
that subjoct, mmd hitherto had®sup-
posed - that it was some disgruntled
cricketer who "had left those clialked
wessages for him.

And now he had caught 3kinner at it !

Skinner was no uriugkater. Nothing
would have induced him to play that
game—or any other—except on compul-
sory occasions, and often he had been
whﬂ::l;gad for outting games practice.
He did not care two straws whether
Greyfriars beat Higheliffe, or the
reverse; he did not care &8 bean whether
Wharton playel Stacey, or didn't. o
was just taking advantage of tho trouble
going on in the Romove to give the
captain of the Form a dig—in the back,
as it ware.

Wharton's face grew giimmer and
grimmer; Skinner's grew mora and
niore uUneasy,

“T1 think we’ll rub that out!™ eaid
Harry ot last,

He grabbed Skinnar by the back of
his collar.

“Hands off 1" yolled Bkinner,

The captain of the Remove did not
heed: he propelled 8kiuner towards the
study door.

Toe Maicuer Lisgapr.—No. 1,424,

(Copyright in the United States of Amerloa. All rights rezerved, and reproduction without permission strictly forbidden.)



4
Fnner’s nose

thfﬂd his. 5&% ru <
¥ and srruggled,

Wharton was rubbing out the chalked
rasssage—using Bkinner's face asz a
duster o _ :

Skinner dropped his stick of chalk,
o struggled, and clutched, and clawed;
but the grip on the back of his neck
waz like the grip of s vice. Bkinmers
;ﬁ%urus rubbed chalk—and rubbed it
1ard, .

. “Qoooogh!"” gurgled Skinner. " Oh,
vou rotter | ggo! Urrrgh!  You
rotten bully, leggo ™

Wharton's eycs gleamed.

“You sneaking rat!” he answered.
“If you'd put your hands up T'd dust
the passage with you! What do you
care about cricket, you slacking worm?
You never touch s bat if you can help
it] You're backing up that cad Stacey
—and you don’t like.wm any more Lthan
sou do mal He pulled your nose the
tlay he came, and I had to stop him
vagging you I And now—m="

Errgghl Stoppit! Wurrgh [

‘Rub, rub, rub!

Wharton was angry. He had had a
good deal to try his temper of late. He
was on bad.torms with many of his
Vorm. He had been.looking forward
to the cricket that term, apd the cricket
Was %]‘}aa_t sixes and sevens. Vet if it
had been one of the cricketing. fellowa
who_chalked:that “notice to quit™ on
his deor ha would have taken it quietly,
Some of the Iellows wanted him to re-
sign tho ecaptaincy, though not" a
majority, - But it was aliogether loo
“ghick " to get this sort of thing from
s slacker, 8 weedy waster, like Skinner,

He rubbed and rubbed with Skinner’s
fe:i:urﬁs, obliterating the chalk on the
oak, ’

Skinner kicked and struggled and
gurgled and yelled.

Rub, rub, rub, rub!

“Oh, you rotter! Yarooh! Leggol
Urrgggh I” .

_%kinnar'a frantio yella rang far and
widea.
Skinner wished that he had
chalkaed on the door of Study No. 1—
or, alternatively, as the lawyers say, that
he had made gquite, guite sure that the
captain of the Romove was safely off
the geena, He had counted on Quelch
keeping him for & *jaw "—Wharton
this term was rather in Q§1:lch’a black
- books, for some resson unknown to the
voat of the Ferm. Skinner put all hia
beof into hia wild vyelling in the hope

tapped on tha door;
bod on it,  Skinner

that 1t might reach the ears of
.muthurit.i. .

Unluckily, it did !

Thero was & step on the Remove

staircase, and Mr. Queleh came rustling
up to see what tho row was about.

Skinner was maki t0p much noise
for Wharton Lo hear him coming. The
Form-master came a¢ross the Remova
Pandmﬁv—and started and stared as he
saw_ what was going on ab the door of
Study No. 1.

Heo whisked forward.

*“ Wharton I he thundered.

“Oh1' ejaculated” Wharton,

“Raleasa 8kinner at once [V

Wharton released Skinner. That
haplesa youth staggered across tha pas-
sage, gasping and spluttering, his face
nhalfcy AN rubby—and orimson
ithrough the chalk and grubbiness.

Mr. Qualch Flzmced at him and fixed

his eyes on Wharton; his look was like
sharp steel.
*“Wharton, I have had.reason to find
vary sorious fault with you this term 1™
he rapped. "I am sorry to ses that you
are now guilty of bullying.”

Wharton faced his Form-master with
scb lips. s

Tur Magner Liprant.—No. 1,424,

‘Form-master, followed him,

From the bottom of his heart-
neyver

THE MAGNET

“You are mistaken, air,” he said

cn-r:-]‘!{.
“What—what 1"

“¥You have had na reason to find fault
with me this term, sir,” said the captain
of the Hemove in the same cool tone.

“Wharton 1"

“And I am net guilty of bullying.”

Mr. Quelch ame%i at him, This was
o new kind of langhage from his Head
Boy. Skinuer blinked. He had never
heard a Renlove man talk to Quelch like

this bafore,

“Wharton,” gasped Mr. Quelch,
“how dare you ve impertinent] 1 find
vou ill-using a boy not so strong as
yourself—->=:":

*“Nothing of the kind, sir.”

“1 can E&iie‘ru my own eyes!” thun-
dered Mr. Quelch., “And I warn vou,
Wharton, that insolence will
tolerated. You have changed very
much this termn, Wharton—and very
much for the worsel Go down to the
Form-room at onee] You are detained
till six o'clock 1

“If you'll let me explain—-" )

“1 will listen to no more tmpertin-
enca, Wharton! Go down to the Form-
room this instant |*

‘Mr. Quelch pointed to the stairs.
Wharton secemed to hesitele for a
moment; then quietly, but with a s=et
face, he went down the stairs, and his
Bkinner
went away to get & wash—and grinned
as ho wont.

not

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Cutting Detentlon !

g BAY, you fellows!™
he Co. were wailing for
Wharton in the quad when Billy
*Bunter rolled up, with a grin on
hia fat face.
Bunter seemed amused.
“Waiting for Wharton 1 he asked.
“Yeas; he's & jolly long time |” said
Bob Cherry.
“He, he, hel” :
“Well, where does the laugh come in,
vou fat ass? inguired Johnny Bull

“X say, you follows—— He, he, hel”
cackled ﬁunt..er. “It's no good walting
for Wharton 1” -

“Why not?” dJdemanded Frank
Nugent, . !

“Quelchy’s begged him1®  grinned
Buntar.

“Quelchy 1" repeated Bob.  “Quelchy
kept him. to jaw in the Form-raom !
IHa can't be keeping him all this time [*

“The jawfulness of the esteemed
%uult.-h is sometimes terrifi¢ |” romarked

urree Jamset Ram Singh,

“You see, ha's detained,” explained
Bunter, blinking at the Co. through his
big spectacles. *'I saw Quelch march
him back to the Form-room. He'a
been bullying some chap—"

“What " roarcd ..

“] heard Quelch say so when he took
him in'1” grinned Bunter. “I dare say
ho's been rowing with Stacey again—
ho's elways rowing with Staceyl They
used to row in Study No. 1, and it's
just the sama now ‘m:‘:i‘:y}*u in Study

o. 3. I dare say it's all Wharton's
fault! He used to row with me when
I was in Etudﬂ Neo. 1, you Lknowl
That's why. 1 changed out! How do
vou stand him there, Frankyi”

Frank Nugent mads no answer to
that question in_words. Hes toock the
fat Owl of the Remove by the collar,
twirled him round, and planted 4 foot
on the tightest trousers at Greyfriars
Sehool.

“Yooop | roared Bunter. " Beast!™
*Don’t Fﬂ!‘ﬂ exclaimed Bob Cherry,
"1 haven't kitked you enough yet,
Buznter, Wait for me (™

Billy Bunter did not wail for Robl
He departed in hastol

The Co. locked at one another, They
had arranfﬁd a rambla pfter class, but
thet ramble in the woods was knocked
on the head now if Wharton wae under
detention.

“It's . rotten I’ said Bob, dismally.
“Quelch seems to have his keifo into
“;m;‘m;l this term. “Joodness knows
“, l:r. 1]

“Bother that mau Stacey 1 growled
Nugent.

“Well, dash it all, Stacey doesn’t
seem to hunt for trouble ™ said Johnny
Bull., "He's changed out of Wharton's
study, and he can only have dono that
to keep from rowing. Hussell and
Ugilvy get on all right with bim in
Btudy No. 3."

Nugent was silent. The fact was
that every fellow in the Remove could
“pet on all right ® with Ralph Btacey
except his relative, Harry Wharton.
Frank was a loyal chum; but even ho
doubted a little whether the fault was
all on the new fellow's side:

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's
Stacey I” exclaimed Bob. “Let's ask
him.*

A handsome, athletio junior in

flannels came out of the Houza with &
bat under his arm, He was so like
Harry Wharton in oppearance that
fellows sometimes had to give bim a
second look to make sure that he was
not the captain of the Remove.

That  striking resemblance was a
thorn in the side of both the relatives,
and it had already led to trouble more
than onece before the term was threo
weeks old. .

Eta.cai fmrm the Co. a cheeri nod.

e looked good-tempered enough, and

o had: very pleasant mauners; and it
was a little difficult for fellows to under-
stand why his relative, Wharton, could
not pull with him better,

“Going down fo the -ncts | asked
Bob, -

“Yes.” OStacey smiled. “That's &l
the ericket I can ged here, as it seems
that I'm never to figure in the matehes.”

The Co. looked uncomiprtable, It was
their opinton, as well as that of all
the Rewmove, that it was sheer rot for a
cricketer of Stacey's quality to ba left
out of the matches. However, they
were not thers to speak on that thorny
suhject. ; y

“Have you been rowing with Whar-
ton again?” asked Bob.

“I've béen tryitig not to!” answered
Stacey, laughing. *“But it's not really
casy. I haven't seen him since class.”

“ Bunter says he’s detzined for & row
with some chap—""" :
“Not little me this time, thon I said
Stacey. " Perhaps he's found some other
man in the Remove who can play his
head off at ericket! Resuli—a row for
the lmpa;:-}v.L victim and a rest for me |
With that remark, which no member
of the Co. could consider a pleasant ong,
Stacay walked on and left them.
“That chap wants his head punched |”
muttered Nugent. “He makes out that
it's ¢ricket that's at the bottom of the

trouble, as if o

“All rot!” said Bob. *Wharton
would be jolly glad to bag a good man
for the team if 1t wasn't g}r a troubla

between them. Uf courze, that oughtn’t
to be allowed to interfore with games.”
“1 should ;j':'"?' well gay not I’ grunted
Johnny Bull. “There will be & lot of
trouble if Stacey's left out of the High-
cliffe match 1” ]
“He's left out I gaid Nugent curtly.
“Then there’ll be frouble1” .
“Oh, never mind that now!™ aaid
Bob.  “Let's go and speak to Wharton.”
“Can't apgaﬁ?m s man.in detention.”
“l can see him at the window =



The window of the Remove Form-
room wa$ open, and Bob spotted the
captain of the Form stm!dlr]lg thero,
locking out into the quad. The four
juniors cut across to the window.

“Hallo, hallo, hallal What's the
troukle, old chap?” asked Bob, lookin
up, rather dismayced by tho black loo
on Wharton'g face.

Wharton smiled sarcastically,

. “I'm detained till six ! I've got soma
jolly old Latin conjugations to write out
till then.”

“But what for 1" asked MNugent.

“Bullying I enswered Wharton.

“Oh, don’t be an sss v

“Ask Quelchi He caught me at it
aad, as o dutiful Form-master, what

——

Harry Wharion
sald, grabbing

1 | *-“
| i"* a-
il 3;‘]{

need at the inseription on the study
by the baek of his collar,

EVERY SATURDAY

“Well, we won't go withour you—=>=>"

"T'm coming ™ :

“Don't be a goat!” esid Johnny.
“How can you come when you're in
detention TV

“I'm not going to be detained for
nothing 1* answered Wharton coolly.
“I'm going out, sll the same”

There was alarm in the faces of all
the Co. Breain:iné detontion was 8
serious mattor at Greyfriars, as at an
school The expreossion on Wharton's
fuce mado them wvery unensy, Ib was
clear that he was smarking undor o
sense of injustice, and in a reckless
mood.

“For goodness’ sake, old nhn{a. don’t
be a gpoat!" said Frank, “Quelch may

give you a look in, snd miss you—="

“* Hands off 1 ** yelled

5

Wharton the
window.

The Co. walked away in & worried
mood. Quelch had hia eye on the
iuniar in the Form-room, and that
junior's friends were rather glad of it
Wharton was in & mood in which he
needed saving from himself! Not in
the brightost of spirits, the Co. changed
for cricket, end went down to join
Stacey and the other fellows at the neta.

And—sarcastic as Wharton's referance
to the new fellow had been—they did
find some keen interest in watching
Stacey do his “wonders.”

Potter of tha Fifth was giving him
some bowling—and Polter was & man

who sometimes played for the Firstl
But he handled Potter’s bowling with

disappeared  from

! il
i
y

i ”1 | r o
(L r f{-.”_[ iﬁji‘ﬁ ,li I 1

l
By __r. _ll._t

—

door, and his Isce grew . "1 think we'll rub that out ! ** he
Ekiﬁu.m'ﬂ& capiain of the Remove did not head.

He propelled Skinner towards the door and used his Iace as a duster.

could he do but give me n detention?
He had no time to inguire into tha
matter—beaks are very busy men, you
know 1

*"You mean,” said Johnny Bull, in his
slow, t'EmugfztEu] way, “that wyou
ohecked him 17

Whartor coloured.

~ “Man shouldn't check a beak " said
Johnny, shaking his head.

“Rats 1™
“The ratfulness is mot terrific, my
estoemed Wharton Y said urrea

Jamset Ram Singh gently. “Execrable
and excellent Form-masters have to bo

iven their ridiculous heads, like
udicrous horzes.”

“But who I" asked Bob.

“8kinner was chalking some im-

pudence on my study door, when. I went Q

up and I rubbed it out with hia facel
o yelled and brought Quelchl You
fellowa starting now 12

“I'va no doubt he will,” answored
Wharten ooolly. “I could see in his
eye that he suspected I was gong to
eut when his back was turned.”

“Then very likely wyou'll walk right
into him."”

“Not if I dml}:- from the window.”

“Don't do it,” said Frank earnestly.
“Quelch seems to bo rather down on you
this term; but thera’s no ssnse in glving
him resson. We can out out that walk—
we'll go and get some cricket £ill you

come outs®

“Oh, good! Yon can go and watch
Stace ﬁomg his wonders. I've just
seen him go down!” said Wharton sar-
castically. “Cut out the walk if you
like—I'm not going to! I—"

“Wharten 1” It was a sovere voice
within the Form-reom!1  Evidentl
Quelch was already giving the detaine
junior & look-in. Coma away from
that window. at onoe}
commenoced your =

You have not

eass. The Co. put in some fielding prae-
tice. elways useful to a cricketer, and
rather likely to be ne%}mtud by many
cricketers, When Wharten, locking
from the Form-room window again, cast
his oyes in the direction of the nels,
he had a distaot view of Poiter bowl
ing, Stagey hitting, and his friends field-
ing—a tlew w gocmed, by the ex-
pression” of his face, to give him no
pleasure whatever.

S0 his own pals had turned him down
for that fellow! That was what it
looked like in his bitter and resentful
mood. If he had been undecided beforce,
he was quite d TLOW.

Quelch had looked in onecel Doubt-
less he would look in agsin. If he did,
he would find the detained junior gone.
Coolly and quietly Wharton dropped
from the Form-room window, took out
his cap from under his jacket, and put
it on and scudded. .
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Unexpected |

ILLY BUNTER rolled down to the
nets, and stood watching the
cricketers through his big spec-

tacles. )

A good many fellowa had gathered
to watch Stacey—he was always worth
watching when he had a bat in ks
haads. There wazs no doubt that the
now fellow was a frat-class cricketer,
and there was littla doubt, too, that he
liked to lat the Removites sce what
they were losing by leaving him out of
the toam. Indeed, when they saw him
with either bat or ball, the BRemove
men could only tell ons another thak
Wharton waes &8 prize idiot to think of
not making uso of such a man.

Billy Buntor, however, waa not keenly
interested in cricket—neither was he so
great an admirer of Stgeey as other
follows wera. Dunter was persusded
that he could do as well, if not better,
if ha chose to take the trouble. But
for ¥arious reaszons he did not chooas |

Y eay, vou fellows!” called out
Bunter more than once, unheeded,

Bunter had nows for the Co.—ha loved
to carry news, especially news of a
startling or dismaying nature. Dut the
oricketers did not heed Bunter, and he
squeaked unregarded, till Frank Nugent
happened to come in his direction aiter
the ball.

“Chugk that in, Bunter!” he called

out. -

“Y say, old cha #

“Chuck that ball in, fathead!”

“1 say, Wharton's

Frank forgot the ball at once. It
was dismaying news, if trus, and his
conseicnes pricked him a little, too! In
his keenncss on fielding for Stacey, he
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had rather forgotten his chum detained
in the Form-room and the reckless words
he had spoken at the window.

“ Wharton—eut ! he repeated.

Bunter grinned. _

-“};'ea. rather! I saw him—seudding
like anything! T called to him, but he
only zcowled ot ma—you know his rotten
tempor—-"

“You fat idiat 1™

“0h, really, Nugent!”

“Bend that ball-in, Franky!"” hawled
Bob Cherry, 1 say, uro you gomg to
send that ball'in, fathead IV .

““Dother tha ball1” growled MNugent.
“Blesa tho ball!” Ha walked off the
field, leaving the ball where it lay.

His friends stered after him. Vernon-
Smith cut after the ball and returned it
to Potter. Bob and Hurree Singh and
Johnny cut after Nugent.

“What the dickens is
now 7" asked Bab,

Y Bunter says—"

“HBother Bunter!”

“He zays Wharton's cut]?

“Oh. the asa i

“1 say, you fellows, there'll ba a
fearful row ¥ cackled the fat Owl of
tha Remove, “I say. Quelch’s awfully
stuffy with him already! T say, this
will mean & Head's flogging! Whatt"

Bunter seemoed rather amused ab the
ides.

“ Oh, shut up, you fat frog|” growled
Bob Cherry.

“ Benast I*

Leaving his friends, Nugent cut away
to the House. The Remove Form-room
window was still wida open, and Frank
jumped up to the sill, caught held, and
imked in. The Form-room was empty.

On Wharton's desk lay a Latin
grammar, open, and beside it a half-
written paper of Latin conjugations.

the matter

" Who goes thers 7' The sentry took

" Lo

—

An envious fook af the bright lad’s book.
The tergeant gasped to heéar him yell:
" Pase BOYS' FRIEND ! That yarn is swell [

"THE ROCK

ETEERS

By Murray Roberts

Famous Captain Justice, and his
Professor Flaznagel's rocket, and

{:;als. mahe o trip through space in

nd on the planet. Stellaris ! They

Dynamicus, the Lord of Stellaris, and his army of iron men—

Here's an

Ask for No. 477 of the

del
am:r get away again |

smazing yarn you mustn’t miss |

BOYS' FRIEND LIBRARY

On sale at all Newsag:nis and Bookstalls 4°

He had commeneced his task—and left
it unfinished—and he was gona.

Nugent dropped hack in utter dismay,
His face was decply clouded ns he re
joined his friends. .

“ He's gope [ asked Bob.

Nu?'ent rniodded silently. :
“Oh, the nss] The eilly ass!”
breathed -Bob.  “Quelch is bound to
spot  lum — he's suspicious alrcadyl
I—1 suppoze he's gone out of gates—no
retting after him and lugging him
back.”

“The lugfulness is not the estcemed
poesibtlity,” sail Hurree Jomset Ham
Singh, shaking his dusky head. “The
esteomed Wharton is asking for it.”

“Begging and praying for it, you
mean 1 growled Julmnﬁﬂ ull. I don’t
know why Qualch is down on hin so
much this term; but we all know ho 15—
~and now thig———="

The four juniors stood in a dismayed
group. They had forgotten ericket
now. All théir concern was for their
headstrang chum, whose act of defianco
was likely to have very soripus results,

In  his mépcry and reckless mood,
Wharton had probably given no thought
to the mnsequ&nc&a*—ﬁut they had to bo
faced. all the same, Aas soon as Queleh
looked into the Form-room again and
missed him, he would report tho matter
to the Head. That could scarcely mcan
anything less than a Hozging—after
which Wharton could scarcely remain
Head Boy of the Remove. Hcad Boy
of a Form at Greyfriars was supposed
to stand for discipline, not for the out-
raging thereof.

“ Anything up ?" asked a cool, pleasant
volce, &3 the chums of the Remove
stood discussing the maiter in a worried
and uneasy group.

They looked round. It was Stacoy—
looking a little flushed and very hand-
some, and fresh as paint after slogging

.at the nots.

Stacey smiled. .

“Excusoe my barging in,” he said,
“but you look as if the skies Lind fallon.
I heard Bunter-——m"

“Then you know what's upl™ sanl
Bob gruffly. “1 suppose that fat Owl
iz telling evervbody ! If 1t gots to
Cuelelr  that Wharton’s cut  deten-
tIm—

“No need for 1t to got 1o him 17 aaid
Johnny Bull. “Heo's certain to look into
thoe Form-room again, and may go any
miaute. ™

“And then all the fat will bo in the
fire 1" groancd Bob. *This will just put
the tin hat on it.”

Stacoy looked at the dismayed Co.
with a rather curiovs expression on his
face that was so like Wharton's, :

"If a fellow could help—"" ho asaid.

“ Mothing doing !" answered Bob., “I
supposa you're nobt very keen on help-
ing Wharton, if you could.”

“Why not ¥ said Stacey. “*We'ra not
friends, but 1it's up to one Boemove man
to help oanother out of & scrape if he
can. Wharton doesn’t like me, any moro
than I like him, but he chipped in when
the Higheliffe fellows bagged me the

other doy and started ragging. One
goad turn deserves another.”

“You can't do anything—>"

“1 think I can.”

“Well. whati” asked Nugent. He

did not see what Btacor, or any fellow,
could do in the cireumatances, but ho
was eager to ecateh ot o straw,

Stacey govo a4 nod towards the Form-
YOI, J

“Tho window's open,” he said. 1
guppose Wharton cut  that WaF, A
fellow could get in the samo waly. d

“What on earth rood would that Jdoi®”
asked Bob., *T1 tell you Queleh will
look in and sea that he's gon :



FWell, if he zaw me——"

“*Youl” eojaculated all the Co.
fogether, -
“Little mol” smilod Stacey. ™ Those

Highcliffe cads took me for Wharton
the day they ragged me-—why shouldn't
Quelch 7*

“Oh, my hat|”

“Heo knows us apart in Form,” said
Stacey, “but if he looks in for Wharton,
he will ex to ses Wharton there—
and the likeness will- do it—whaet?™

“*If he catches yon out——"

“I'll chance that.”

The Co. looked at him and at one
another. It was & way out of the
trouble of which they would never have
dreamed—and it looked like s winner,
if Btacey was willing to take the rislk,

“Easy w3 piel” said Stacey coolly.
“I can keep my back to the light, and
ecow] a bit—that will leok all tha more
like Wharton—" ; ;

“Oh, don't talk rot!” grunted Nugent,
while his companions grinned.

“You'll have to get changed,” =aid
Bob, “Wharton wesn't in flannels,™

"I can change pretty guick. If Quelch
hasn't spotted already that he’s gone,
it's all sorene. Look here, one of you
fellows go to Quelch in his study and
keep him jawing a bit. Ask him some-
thing about deponent verbhs.”

“Ha, ha, Lal*

“I've got an exercise for Quelch,” B

gnid Johnny Bull, “I can take it to
him—DI'll ent in and get it, if—if you
mean if, Stacey!”

“Of coures 1 do. I'll get changed.”

Stacay tan into the House.

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Bah.
*I—I—1 EE{: he's not helf a bad sortl
If ho getzs by with it—"

“I don't geo why he shouldn'$1” szaid
Frank. *It's none too light in the
Form-room, and with hiz back to the
window, and Quelchy expecting to eee
Wharton there—"

“Right oa rain |” said Johany., “TIl

get that exercise, and out off to Quelch
ond keep him busy.”
Johnny cut after Stacey. DBob and

Frank and Hurree 8ingh remained in &
%aup by ths Form-room window.
They were rather anxious and excited.
The stunt looked like being s success—
if Quelch had not yet gone to  the

orm-room. And they could not help
feeling that it was fearfully decent of
Stacey |

If he wanted trouble for hia rival
and enemy, thers was the troubls
ready-made; there was no doubt about
that. Troubla, and heavy,
waited for Harry Wharton when he
camg in. And Btacey was eaving him
from it, if bhe could—and at a risk!
For if Quelch apotted the change of
jidentity in the Form-room, Stacer
would get it ea severely as Wharton
for what Quelch would consider dis-
'mslpcct.ful trickar

“1 say, you fellows—"

Bunter rolled up. Bunter could see
that thera was somothing “on.” Bhort-
sighted as he was, the Owl of the
Removo had almost tho eye of an
cagle for anything that did not concern

1Tk,

“*Oh, get out* snapped Bob.

Bunter was not wantad on the scene
in a matter that could not be kept too
carefully secret.

“DOh, really, Cherr t
“Buzz, you fat gluab-ntﬂe!“

said
Nugent.
“Oh, really. Nugent—*
“The kickfulness is tha proper

caper I remarked Hurree Jamset Mam
Singh.

Bunter jumped back actively.

But he did not depart. His ecurio-
aity was oroused. Ab a safo distance

- the gates—Gosling
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he blinked inquisitively through his big
apectacles.

-1 say, you fellows, what's upi” he
demanded. “I jolly well know that
Wharton has cut—I saw him dropping
over tha walll He never went out b
would h&}ra spott

him, Ha, he, hal I say——™
“Hallo, hallo, hallol Hera he
comes | breathed Bob.

Stacey had changed with wonderful
rapidity. He ocame cutting round
House, and Bunter blinked at him.

IHaving scen Stacey in flannels on the
oricket ground, not ten minutes ago
and upawarc that he had chucked
erickot, Billy Bunter rather naturally
took him for hias double—espacially as
Stacey ran straight at the Form-room
windew, jumped up, and climbed in.

“I say, 7vou fellows, he's come
back " exclaimed Bunter. “I sag——"

“If you gabble a word aboup this,
you fat idiot, I'll burst you all over the
uwad !” hissed Bob Cherry.

C*Mam i3 the esteemed word, my
idiotic Bunter !” said the Nahoh of

Bhantpur,
Bunter blinked at them, puzsled.
“Bhl Queleh won't koow that

Wharton's* been out of the Form-room
at all, now he's got back, will ha?" he
said. “Nothing to worry about.”
The thres juniors stared at him.
Then they grinned. They realised that
under supposed that it was "Wharton
who clamibered in at the Form-
room window,
of success,
“0Oh! Ah! Exactly!" grioned Bob
Cherry. “Bace you tﬂ‘tﬁﬂ tuckshop,
Bunter. What about a ginger-pop 1"
“What-ho | said Bunter promptly.
And he followed the jumors off the
scene—with the fxed belief in his fat
mind that Harry Wharton was sitl;inﬁ
in the Remove-room at detention. An
tha juniers hoped that Mr. Qualch, when
he looked in, would share that belief.

————

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Prout in Perll !

" LD . ass!" mutiered Harry
O Wharton,
Tonat disrespectiul descrip

tion applied to Mr. Prout,
the muaster of the Fifth Form at Grey-
friars School. ; ’

Wharton was walking along the foot

th in Friardals aad, with hia

ands in his pockets and a glum frown
on his brow, when he sighted Prout.

He was not enjoying his outing.

Angry resentment of injustice had
caused him to aot recklessly and
unthinkmg]ﬂq: but reflection had fol-
lowad.  Reflaction,. unfortunately, cama
top_late to be of any use. .

Ho did not want a rambla on his own
withput his friends. He did not really
went to treat Mr. Quelch with disre-
spect. And certainly he did not want
to be taken before the headmaster for
judgment a3 a reckless young rebel
against authority.

That sort of thing might suit the
Bounder; but it was not i1n Wharton's
ling at all. He realised that he was
gmlty of an act of thoughtless [olly;

ut he did not quite realise this till he
was a mile from the echool, walking in
the woods. Then it was too late.

He was wondering now whether thers
was a chance of getting back undis-
coverad. But he knew there was no
chence. . He Lknew that Quelch sus-
pected himy of that rery recklessness,
and tha* an cye would be kept on the
Form-room. If he had not been missed
n]ge::._:iliy he was absolutely certain to be
missed before he ocould get back He

tho fell

It was & good sugury-

7

was "for it,” and what he had bitten
off, so fo speak. he had to chew.

And yet—  SBuppose there was a
chanco—suppose Quealen, for instanoce,
got jawing with some other beak, or
went to ses the Head—lots of thin
might keep him from going to the
Form-room before six, when E{t had to
relense the detained junior.

If thero wos a chance it was a slim
one—but was it not worth trying—for a
ow, who, abt the bottom of Lz heart,
was not hunting for troubla with the
echool suthoritivs, and who had already

rew of a hasty action?

_ rton was (hinking of it, unde-

cided, when Prout came rolling down

the footpath towards him. Portly and

W%thy, Prout puffed as he rolled.
harton gave him & far from

amicable look.

If thers was a chuneo of gething
back, of undoing what he had done,
it was obviously necessary not to be
spotted out of the school by & Groy-
friars master.

Prout was not his Form-master, and
did not even know that he was sup-
posad to bo in detention. But he was
4 talkative old ass—and might let it
slip in hmmi to Quelch, Ile might,
indeed, even know that Wharton was
under detention—a good many eyes had
geen Queloh taking him to the Form-
room, and Prout's might have been
among them. In thet case, WAS
quits cortein to mention fo Quelch that
he had ssen Wharton out of bounda.

These thoughts fashed very qluicl.:I
through the junior's mind as he locke
at the portly form coming on with its
mejestic  roll—and  Wharton  acted
quickly. He backed out of sight
behind & tree. Ho belisved that Prout
had not seen him, sa far, and it wos
wiser to keap out of sight.

Prout came rolling on,

That he had not noticed the junior
on the footpath was soon clear, for he
did %ut glance towards the tree behind

C

which tha eaptain of the Remove had
taken refuge
Prout rolled on, unconscious tha

there was anyone olse about. .

Wharton, peering round the trunk,
watched him, with a faint grin. Prout
rolled on and past, and his portly back
was now towards Wharton,

It waa a great relief, for in thoss
moments the truant had made up his
mind; he was getting back into detens
tion if he could!

Az he waited for Prout to get clear,
before atm&pmg out of covoer, there
came & sudden patter of feet on the

footpath

A runmni man passed the tres
bohind which the schoolbay stood.

Wharton glanced after him.

He was rather & rough-looking
customer: one of the rowdies who ﬁ?mﬂ
into the neighbourhood when the Wap-
ghol races were on.

“0Oh, my hat!" murmured Wharton.

The man's cyea wers fixed on Prout's
portly back as he ran. Wharton won-
dered whether he had followed Prout
intentionally into the lonely depths of
the wood :

Prout was @& prosperous-locking man
—a handsome prize for a footpad, and
gh-a +l;ﬂ-l:i.l'lg man looked none {oo good
or 1

If that was lns objeot, ho could not
have tracked the Fifth Form master to
A more convenient epot—for they were
now in tha heart of the wood, helf a
mile from the Pegg road on one side,
and Friardale Lane on the other.

Prout, at the sound of running feet
behind him. glanced over & podgy
shoulder. He came to a halt, still in
sight of tho junior behind the tree, and
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stopped to e elde of tha path, to allow
the rowdy to pass—avidently pot liking
kis'  looks ut the runming man

l’lﬂpad also. ] ;

o had a shors etick under his arm.
He slipped it down into his bhand ns
ha iweti}e the startled Form-master of
Greyiriars, and gave a hurried glance
op and down the path. Then hbe
crowded Prout. ;

“Stanc back, my manl!” said Prous,
with dignity, &8 ho was crowded back
agains o tree. " What—>

“INufl said. old codger!” said the
\gapﬁhut Man. “Hand it over—
gharp 1" .

LnI:ml as the woodland footpath was
the ruffian was evidently in fear o©
interruption. ) o

Prout stared at him majestically.
Prout was not quick on the uptake.

“Hand what over?!” he demanded.
“What do you mean ™

*All yow've got about you, you old
fool you!” was Lhe answer. “I'd a3
soon crack Iqour gilly old nut as notl

1 tell you, I've been cleaned out, clean
as a whistle, by the bookies at Wap-
shot thia  arternoon—clean as &
whistle [ 7

Prout’s plump faco purpled.

He understood now.

“ You—you-—-you rasealt” stuttered
Prout. *“You—ywou ruffianl Do you

imagine for one moment that 1 em a
man to subinit to robbery? Upon my
word ' \

Prout, when his plump chin once got
going, was accustomed to carrying on
to great lengths, But Prout's accus
tomed eloquence was cut shart on this
occasion. The man with the stick was
pressed for time, if Prout was not.

He mado a sudden swipe with the
atick, and Prout’'s hat eracked under it.
The Fifth Form master staggered, gosp-
ing; and, as he staggered, the ruffian
grasped him by the shoulder and up-
ended him into the grass. Prout
orashed with a crash that almost shook
Iriardale Wood. .

A second more, and a knee was
planted on Prout’s emple waisteoat and
the stick was Bourished over his up-
turned face.

“You giving any more trouble, you
old idiot-=you1” snarled the footpad.
“By gum, if you will have t——*
P);'cut was elderly, Prout was plump,
but Prout was gamc! He begun to
strugele fiercely. With a savage glitter
in his eyes, the footpad swung up the
stick, aiming a blow.

Ho did not hear swift footsteps on tho
rass behind him. Harry Wharton,

arting ot the ruffian’s back, reached
him just in time. Over the ruffian’s
head, he grasped the upraised stick,
and, taking the rasecal guite by surprise,
wrenched it away.

A howl of startled rage broke from
the footpad, thus suddenly and unox-
peetedly deprived of his weapon.

He whiried round at Wharton., A
moment more, and a Gereo and muscular
prasp would have been on the schoalboy.

Sturdy as he was, he would have
crumpled up in that grasp like a reed.
Wharton was well aware of that; ha
was nothing like a8 matech for the
ruffian, and he acted promptly. The
stick was in his hand, and he used it!
With all the strength of his srm he
struck, and the ruffian received his own
weapon erashing on his head,

He gavo one gurgling gasp, rolled off
Prout, and collapsed in the grass of the
footpath.

He was stunned.

Wharton had forgotten for the
moment that he did not want Prout to
gpot him. lle had had hardly any

Tng Magner Lisrany.—No. 1,424,

THE MAGNET

choicé ' in the matter, as he could
scarcely have remained idle while an
elderly man had his head eracked by &
ruffianly footped.

But as Prout, dizzy and gasping, eot
up, he remembered 1

Prout. dazed and dizzy and confused,
gasped and blinked and gurgled.
Whearton turned instantly sway end
whlﬁpetl into the wood.

“Urrggh " gurgled Prout [aintly.
“* Wurrggh I”

Wharton vanished.

He hoped that Prout had not recog-
nised him: he might hardly have seen
him at &ll. He was out of sight in a
second, and, tossing the cudgel away
into the thickets, he ran. The [ootpad
was stunned, zafe for & good fhve
minutes, at least—ample timo for Prout
to get clear when he had finished
gurgling for breath. The eaptain of tho
Bemove lelt him to ib, and vanished in
the preen wood.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Queleh s Satisfled !

R. QUELCH was surprized, but
M he was pleased.
Deponent verbs were not
popular in the Remove. No
Latin verbs were really liked in thas
Form, and those irritating verbs which
are passive in form, but active in mesn-
mg, wera the least liked of all, Yet
hera was a member.of his Form in
search of knowledge on that very
subject.
(Jueleh, though surprized, could not
help fecling pleased with Johnny Bull
Az o duriful Form-master, he had to
disregard the unpopularity of deponent
verbs in hi1a Form. Certain fellows who
wore backward in deponent verbs—
among them Bull—had been set exer-
cises on that entrencing subject. Quelch,
of dourse, expeeted the exercizcs to be
done, but he did not expect keenness,
And here was keenness; for Johnny
Bull, at & time when he might have
been playing cricket, or ragging in tho
passages, or knocking Coker's hat off in
the guad, had brought his exeicise to
his Form-master's study to beg a littlo
assistance with the same—an action only
to be accounted for by his keenncss to
master that intricate subject|
It was & quarter past five. Wharton's
detention had still three-gquarters of an
hour to run  Mr Quelch, strongly sus-
pecting him of intending to break deten-
tion, had looked in once, and found him
at the window; now he was about to
look in again, to make suro that the
mouse was still in the trap, 5o to speak.
But he could hardly disregard the
keenness of & junior who wanted to
know all about deponent verbs |
With bhis :ruatr faca melting into
quite an agreeable smile, Mr. Quelch
sat down again. He was going to givo
Wharton a look-in; but ten minutes
sooner or later made no difference—so
far as Henry Samuel Quelch knew |
For ten minutes, therefore, he sat,
kind and patient, elucidating deponent
verbs to Johnny Bull, who listened with
rapt attention, and felt that he was
deserving of a place in the noblo army
of martyrs |
“Thank you, sir!” satd Johnny Bull
ab last “ You're awfully kind, =ir i
“Not at all, Bull—not at all ¥ said
Mr Quelch graciously. “I am very
glad to give you assistance. I am vory
glad to see you taking a serious interest
1n this important subject, Bull 1
: Johnny Bull's serious interest in that
important sabject evaguramd A% 500T 08
he was outside Quelsh's study.
Dismissing deponent verbs from his

mind as if they were not important at
all, Johnny hurried away to rejoin his
friends. ﬁ'n had kept Quelch busy for
aover ten minutes—ample time for Btagey
to carry out his wheeze.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry, from the doorway of the schoeol
shop. *This way, Johtiny, old bean I*

“All sercne?” asked Jobuny, as he
arrived. .

*“Tha serenefulness i» terrificl”
grinmed Hurree :Siogh, "But not
o word, my esteemed Johony! Speech-
fulnesa is silvery, but silence ia tha
m:*a.c;lked pitcher that goes longest to the
well I

Johnny nodded and grinned,
joined his friends in & ginger-pop. All
was serenc—if the scheme worked | The
chums of tho Remove could only hope
that it would work.

The emile lingered on Mr. Quelch's
faco as he left his study after Johnny
was gone. DBut it faded away as he
drow near the Remove Form Room.

A very grim expression replaced it.

Ho had strongly suspected, when he
saw Wharton at the Form-room window,
that the junior was thinking of breale-
mg out of detention. He hoped that
that suspicion was unfounded. DBut if it
proved to be well founded, Mr. Quelch
was going to deal with the matter with

an iron hapd.

" Hé already had cause—or belioved
that he had cause—to be dissatiefied
with Wharton. And Wharton, without
exactly intending it, had “cheeked ™
him over the affair of Bkinner in the
Remove passage. If he had added to
his offencos by breaking out of deten-
tionn, ho was booked for extremely
severe measures—beginning with a flog-
ging from the [Head, and continuing
with a prolonged “ gating.”

Quelch was fully prepared to [ind the
Form-room empty when ho opcned the
door and looked in. ]

Being a just and, at bottem, & kind-
heurt:g man, he was melieved to fnd
that it was not empty.

A junior sat solitary st ono of the
desks, pen in hand, writing out Latin
conjugaetions. )

His face was in shadow, hiz back
being to the wwdow, and hiz head was
bent, in which circumstances Quelch,
though his eyes were keen, could not

ssibly have told whether 1t was
Yharton or his relative, Stacey, who
was sitting there—had he doubted.

MNaturally, he did not doubt.

He cxpected to see Wharton there, if
he saw anybody; and certainly he never
dreamed of the trick that was being
played, especially as he knew that the
* doubles * of Greyfriars wecre on the
worst of terms personally.

His grim brow clearved az he saw the
junior sitting there, industriously et
worlt,

The junior did not scem to hear thae
door open or to see Quelch. With bent
head, ho went on writing.

Mr. Quelch did not speak. There was
nothing to say. As he found the junior
there, in fact, he was rather glad that
Wharton did not see hun looking in—
thiz business of keeping 8 suspicious ayo
on o boy was not pleasant to M}r,
Quelch,

Having looked, he stepped back, and
drew the Form-room door shut and
departed—in silence.

Not till the door was shut did Stacey
look up. Ile grinned at the shut door.

He hed been perfeetly well awaro of
the serutiny of the two keen ghmlet cyca
from the doorway, though he had given
ne sign of k. 1t was o relief to him
that Quelch contented himself with logk-
mg in. Had he entered and spoken, tho
grdeal wonld have been a good deal

and



LVERY SATURDAY

Harry Wharton, darting at the rufflan’s back, reached him just in fimae.
away, Then, with all the strength of his arm, he struck, and the rufflan recelved his own weapon crashing on his head. Ha

gave one gurgling gasp and then rolled off Prout !

mora difienlt and perilous. Etam_i; had
norve onough to carry it through—ho
had nerve enough for anything—but he
was glad that it had not been necded.

He grinned, and resumed scribbling.
Iven in their handwriting the two rela-
tivea wore alike, and it was easy for
Stacey to ceontinue the paper that
Wharton had started in a “fist* that
would pass for Wharton's.

It was & woary business, sitting alona
in the dusky Form-roem, with the
bright May sunshine streaming dovwn
out of doors, grinding out tiresomo
Latin conjugations. A fellow might do
ench & thing for n pal—but Wharton
was no friend of his. He disliked him—
intensely, and Wharton repaid his dis-
like with intorest.

Why was he there, then, saving his
rival from a terrific “vow V7 To pat
himzelf regarded as a pgood-natured
fellow and a sportsman, willing to do
g good turn, even for an enemy, to put
Wharton hﬂFE!mp]f in the w in
their * feud "7 o doubt these wars
Btacey's reasons,. But he had othor and
hetter reasons. His motives wora mixed
—szome good, and some bad—and pos-
sibly the good predominated.

Anvhow, therea he was—and ha had
gaved Wharton from gotting it in tho
neck, at the very serious risk of gettin
it in the neck himself! For he ha
no delusions sbout what would ha? on
to him if Queleh found him out. Pulling
8 Form-master's leg to this extent was
not & trifling matter. It meant a fog-
ging, and the loss of his Form-master's
goo %ra.ma—:whmh he had, so far, very
carafully cultivated.

Hea seribbled, and seribhled.

It was s quarter of an hour later that
A shadow [ell acroes the window.

Stacey very carefully did not look
round, but he knew that Mr. Quelch,
walking in the quad, had cest a glance
im at the window. Quelch was & §all

gentleman, ablo to glance in in passing.

This time he had had a back view of
EImL]unmr. industriously st work at his

alz.

. Stacey grinned again over his con-
Juzations.

ut a3 3ix o'clock drew near he began

to feel m little uneasy. Surely that hot-

hoaded ass, Wharton, would como back
fore six |

If not, Btacey had to face the ordeal
of a closor .insﬁpehfun, when Quelch came
in to dismiss him from detention.

Then, ss & shadow passed the window
again, he realised that Mr. Quelch was
welking on the path that ran under the
Form-room windows—pacing to and
fro there, az he not infrequently did |

If Wharton had come in he had no
chance of getting back to the Form-
room unseen | Stacey was for it now |

Heo shrugged his shoulders. He had
nerve enough for it, anvhow! But
again he was in luck!

As gix o'clock struck from the clock
tower Mr. Quelch paused in his pacing
and looled in at the open window.

“¥ou may go, Wharton 1" he said.

Btocey rose to his feet

“¥You may leave vour paper on the
deale,” added Mr. Quelch.

Stacey did not answer Hia voice wasg
a good deal like Wharton's, but he did
not care to risk 1t, if he could help it
He erossed quickly to the Form-room
door.

An answer was not actually necessary,
but Queleh, naturally, had expected 1
tunior to eay “ Yes, sir!” or * Very well,
gir!™ As the detained junior left the

Jorm-room without a word or look, Mr.

Quelch, at the window. frowned, and ho
was still frownipg as he resumed pacing.
It was another example. he concluded,
of the boy'’s sullen temper |
Stacey, glad to get out of danger,
{;}d curing nothing what impression he
¢ on Lhe Hemove master's mind,

He grasped the upraised stlck and wrenched it

“ Ooooch 1 *

scuttled saway. His ordeal was over,
and he had come through safely. He
went up to hia study—No. 3, in the
Remove, Russell and Ogilvy were there,
finishing o study tes.

“Where tho dickens have you been 1"
asked Russell. “I thought you were
coming in to tea after the cricket.”

“Been out of gatesi” asked Ogilvy.

“Or having another row with \E‘har‘
ton?” asked Russell, with a grin.

“Whartons in  detention,”  said
Ogilvy. I heard that he got juggad
for ragging Bkinner. What have you
been downg, Staceyi”

“Latin1” answeored Stacoy, with a
langh.

At which Ogilvy and Ruszell laughed,
too. Stacey, as he sat down to tes,
turned the Subit‘!ﬂt to cricket, and the
Higheliffe matell.

.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Mysterious |

ARRY WHARTON dropped In
H quietly over the Cleoister wall,

He had lost no time, having
enee made up his mind what
he was going to do. It was barely
half-past five when he dropped in—the
very time, in point of fact, when Mr.
%ueinh was glmmmg in at the Remove
arm-room door—at Stacer |
He had ample time to get back into
detention, and to get some of thoso
dizmal conjugations written oyt—if the
coast was clear| It had been clear
enough when he left. He had hoped
to find it the seme on his return. As
for Prout, he could only hope that the
Fifth Form-master had not noticed who
he was At the most, Prout could only
have had a glimpse of him under the
shady branches.
No one had seen him leaving tha
Tae Maarer Lenagy.—No. ],
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school, excepting Bunter! Bunter, of
course, tattled ‘of everything, but only
among the other fellows, - Quelch was

not likely to learn anything Iron him,
or any other Remove fellow. It was all
right, if ho got back undiscovered by
Quelch. AL ;

It is easier to get into a trap than to
get out, but on this occcasion it leoked
as if it was aasier to get out than to
get inl Coming in sight of the Form-
room windows, arton had a view of
the Remove window, still invitingly
open—but also 8 view of Monsieur Char-
pentier, the French master, on the path,
i conversation with Capper, the master
of the Fourth, ' '

Clambering into a Form-room windeow
under the astonizshed eyes of two masters
was searcely practicable.

harton retreated, comsidered the
matter for a few minutes, and then cit
rourndd the House. If he could not get
in by the window he might be able to
et in by the Form-room daor-—but ha
ad to veach it first. Walking into, the
House in the usual way might spell
walking into the view of &uelc 1, whaeh,
of course, e did not want to do.

By a back door, ynnoticed, he got in,
pnd with cautious footsteps entered the
Form-room passage—and inunediately
backed behind a corner again. Queleh,
having locked into the Remove-rcom
bad not gone back to his study. He had
stopped to speak to Ilacker, the master
of the &hell.  Heally, there was no
resson -why two Form-masters of Grey-
friars should not chat amicably for a
few minutes, after thoy were finished
with their classes, but it was extremely
nritating to Wharton. :

Ile wondered whether Quelch had

looked into the Form-room. He was
qguite near it ! If he had, the game was
up, for Harry, of ecourse, hiad not the
remotest idea that Btacey was there in
his place.
.. With Queleh and Hacker chatting
m fhe age, looking as if they were
“set ™ for an innings, zo to speak, there
_was no way into the Hemove-room by
the door for the unfortunate truant who
was 20 Keen now to unde his rash and
reckless act,

Window and door both being barred,
as it wero, there remained only the
chimney, which was rather too desperate
a respurcol In the hope that Mossoo
and Capper might have cleared off by
that time, Wharton got out of the
House again, by the same back door,
and went round the building.

Mossoo  and Capper haod
cleared off, but a more unwelcomne Ggure
was there—that of Quelch |

Queleh was passing np and down the

ath wnder the Form-room windows!

e had his hands clasped bLehind his
back, and seemed to be thinking—per-
haﬁ? an the subject of the celebrated
“History of Greyfviars,” which was the
great literary work of his life.

YWharton breathed hard.

There was no chance at the window,
that was certain ! DBut, with Queleh ont
of the House, there was a good chance
at the door again! DBut even as that
happy solace occurred to him ho saw
M:r.paue!r::h stop at tho open Form-room
window and look in

His heart sank like lead.

Whether Queleh had visited the Form-
room or not during hiz absence, the
gamie was up now! Looking in at tha
window, he would see that the detained
Junior was not there |

It was the finish! It was always
casier to play the fool than to get back
to the path of wisdom afterwardal

Tus Magxer Lisrany.—XNo. 1,424.

indeed h
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Wharton, from a distanece, stood slaring
at Queleh’s back™ for some Jizmal
moments. Then ho turned away. :

It was uszeless to get back into deten-

tion now, whether Quelch clearcd off

or not. Wharton went into the House—
0 lir now, careless whether he met,
Qﬁﬁc vs eyes or pot. DBut as Queleh
was still pacing under the Form-room
windows till six struck, he did
him. Indeed, had he seen him ha would
Ernbul:rl{ have taken it for pranted that

e was his double—Stacey—as ho firmly
believed that Wharton himself was
sitting at his desk in the Fornm-room!

The captain of tha Remove went up
to his study., No oue was there, but ho
did not want company. Frank Nugent,
not having the famtest idea when Whae-
ton might come in, had gono to Bob
Cherry's study to tea, and the Co. wero
all in Btudy No. 13.

Wharton wus not thinking of ten. e
was thinki of the disaster ha hast
chungessly, wilfully, brought on his own

2HCr.

Queleh had looked info the Form-
room ! That meant that he kuew that
Wharton had cut detention! There was
not the slightest hope of the Remove
mastar overlooking such an  offence.
When bie saw him again, at calling-over,
he would tell the culprit to follow him
to his study. Call over was not far off
now. Wharten moved restlessly about
his study while he waited for the hell.

What an ass he had been! ‘That was
his chief thought. Asking for morae
trouble. when he had enough on hand
already. That had been caused .by
Stacey. Bub Stacey had nothing te do
witl: this—this was due to his own
headstrong temper. It was not a happy
reflection.

But it was done now, and he conld
only make up his mind to go through
what was o follow, keceping a stiff
upper lip.

He heard a tramp of feet m the pas-

sage and Bob Cherry’s cheery voice.
Tho fellows were going down.
_ 'They did not know that ho had eome
in. He did not open the door as they
paesed. They had advised him to givo
up his reckless intention, and he had
disregarded their advice—like a hot-
headed ass| That, no doubt, was what
ithpy thought him! Possibly ha would
not have acted as he had done, but for
that glimpse of them on the ericket
ground, Relding for Btacer., Yet why
shouldn’t they field for Stacey? It was
as good practice at felding as they
could get, and, as cricket cvaptain, Lo
had always been very keen on keeping
15 men up to the mark in that vseful,
but often negleeted, branch of the
game. No use thinking of that now |

Ho feft the study at last. One fellow
was coming Jown ihe passage-—as the
bell rang. It was Skinner, who had
stayed to finish a cigarette in his study
before going down.

Skinner gave him an inimical look.
Hs hoed not forgotten the wse of hie
face as a duster on ths study door,
His nose was still feeling a hitle raw,

“8Bo you funked it, after 2ll1” gaid
Skinner, with a sneer,

Wharton glanced at hime e Jdid not
want another row with Skiniier, and
he did not understand the remark.

“Funked what " he asked.

“1 heard from Bunter that you’d
cut detention,” said Skipner. “You

got back pretty awick, before Queleh-

spotted it. I fancied you would,”

Skinner had not, in fact, fancied any-
thing of the kind. Hoe had fancied that
Wharton would stay out of dotention,
and hoped that ho would got a flogging
for the zame. Skinner was in a state
of disappointment,

not =

¥Gob back ¥ repeated  Wharion
blankly., Vi

“Pidn’t you?'" sneered Skinner. "1
heard Bunter telling them in tho tuck-
shop that he saw you get in ot the
windew agsin.”

“I wigh ho had1” eaid Harry.

“'\FH]I, he did—not much  good
making out that you had the nerve to
stiy out when vou wern seen sncaking
in again !” jeered Skinner, and he wenk
unr towards the stairs.

Wharton followed him down, puszled,
end joined the crowd heading for all,
Why Bunter had fancicd that he had
scerr him getting back into the Form-
room was a mystery to him.

Hao took his placo.in the Remove in
IIzll. Frank Nugent gave him a checry
grin, much to his surprise. Consider-
mg what was comi to him, ko
expected to seo Frank looking worried
and troubled.

“All serenc!"™ whispered Nugenf.

"Is 7" said Harry rather grimly.

“Thank goodness you're bmi? in tima
for roll1* said Frank. "“It will bo all
right now ! T'll explain lator——"

“Silenco 1" called out Wingnte of the
Sixth.
Mr. Queleh was taking the roll.

When ko came to Wharton's name, the
vaptain of the HRemove answered
Y Adsum,” amazed to note that his
Form-master gave him no  epecial
attentionr. He had quite expecicd to
see the gimlet eyes fix onp him wilh a
glitter in them.

Neither, after roll was called, did Mr.
Quelch take any heed of him. Ho was
not siogled out and told to go to his
orm-master’'s study. Was Queleh
Ietting the matter pass?  That was
impossiblet  What on earth did it
mean, then? The captain of the
Remove went out of Hall with his
frignds, utterly puzzled and mystified.
Hao had escaped the consequences nf his
rashness—that was growing clear—thern
was nothing to come! But how, and
why, was a deep mystery to him.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Grateful Prout !
dear Quele s

1 Y
M.
ha

*rout spoke effusivelr, as
rolled in the Reomove

master’s stedy, Prout was
in an effusive mood.

Often and often Prout had had lo
complain to Quelch of wartous delin-
quenctes in members of his Form.
The Remove, in the senior IForm-
master’s opinion, wero a set of young
sweeps, and Quelch did not keep them
sufficiently in hand. But though Prout
was the man to find fault whero fault
existed, and sometimes where it did
not, he was alzso the man to give honouy
where honcur was duo. And honour
was due to the Lower boy who had so
courageously and so effectually come to
his rescuc when the footpad attacked
him in Friardale Wood., Prout was
full of it

That was natural enough, for Prout
would have been seriously damagoed,
and undoubtedly robbed, had not that
zcltoelboy rushed in at the right momentg
and acted so promptly and effectively.
Pyrout still shuddered at the thought of
that uplifted cudgel coming down on
125 head and cracking his majestic nut,
a3 assurcdly it would have donre, had
udbt a ready hand stopped it in time.
Prout was pompous, but Prout was

frrateful.
Quelch  looked at him.  Queleh, a

matter-of-fact man, had little uso for
eFudivencss, or emotion of any kind,



neithier did he enjoy lenethy chats with
T'rout. He only wondered why the
heaming Prout d barged into his
gtudy, and wished he hadn't.

“AMy dear Queleh, you have heard
nothing "

Y0f what®”
short and shoarp.
_i;‘,;l’hﬂ brave lad has not spoken of
11 L

l.l.Ell?l‘l‘

“A gallant lad, Quelech, a credit to
your Vorm I"' sald Prout, 5

Quelch stared, amaezed, but relaxing
n Iittle. Like any Form-master, he was
preparad to hear, with approval, that
any memhber of his Form was a credit
to_it, And this waz a most unusual
omnion for Prout to express.

“But who—what!” asked Quelch,
"What has happened, Mr. Prout?”

“1 have been in danger, siri” said
Trout imprmsimg. “ After class, sir,
I took a walk to Pegg. 1 walked home
by the footpath through Friardale
Wood ! I was attack 2

“Altocked 1" ejaculated Mr, Quelch.

“ Attacked, sir,” sald Prout, “by a
ruflian [

“ Croodness gracious, sir ! sald Mr.
Quelch.

“Ono of those rowdy characters who
come into the noighbourhond, sir, when
there nro races at Wapshot,”' said Mr.
Pront. “A buerly, holking, desperate
euflian, sir! I have given his desorip-
tion to the police, though I have little
hope thal they will ever zce anything
of him—no doubt he has gone long
ago. [fowever, wo must hopo for the
hi.‘:ﬂ L

“ But what——"

“This hooligan, sie, this ruflian, this
unmitigated scoundrel, atbocked me in
the wood, in a lonely spot far from
helpt™ said Pront. **I trust that I
ghould have been o mateh for him—
rather more than a match, I faney—hut
he was armed with a condgel, e
knocked me down with the cudgel—"

“Is it possiblg?™

“"Tortunately, sir, my hat took tho
foree of the blow! The hat iz com-
pletely rpined-—bwut 1t saved my head !
However, 1 felll  Immediately the
villain pounced on me, and lifted his
cendgel to stun mo with a blow |

Prout paused impressively.

* At that moment, sir, & boy whom I
had not previously seen, rushed at the
scoundrel, grasped his arm, and stopped
the bLlow "

“A hoy of wmy Form?” Qualch was
intorested now,

“¥es, sir—-a Bemovo boyl SBeizin
the cudeel from the roflian, he struc
him on the head with it, stunning him,"

“A prompt action, showing hoth
couraze ancd proscnee of mind [ said
Mr. Quelch.

“ Precisely o, sir! Ilad not the boy
got in that fortunate blow, T tremble
to think what would have happened to
him at tho hands of that desperate

Quelely, as usual, was

seoundrel., He ran the risk of sorious
iujuriv, TFortunately, the ruflian fell
sonseless,  Why the boy disappeared

mstantly into the wood, [ cannot sgy—
but he went before I had an oppor-
iunity of speaking to him—I was zome-
what breathless——*

Quelch had no doubt of that.

*Having recovered my breath, sir, 1
left the zpot,’’ continued Prout. *The
yuffian lay senscless where Wharton

ad—-"

®Wharton T

“Where Wharten had  struck him
down. [ have learned sinco, howovor,

ithat e was gone when Police-constable
Tozer arrivod to take him into custody.
WNo doubt he recovered his senscs in
the interval™

EVERY SATURDAY

“Did you say Wharton "

“Wharton, 'sir, of your Form ™

“"You are sure you recognised the
boy, Mr. Prout?”

“Quite, sir! I zaw him only for &
momont—but I am sure that it was
Wharton 1"

“At what time did this oceur, DMr.
Prous?’

“ Between Bve and half-past, sir! 1
remember hearing the balf-hour strike
from the village as I was on my way to
Mr. Tozer's aftor leaving the spot.”

“There is svine mistake in  that
case,” said Mr. Quelch. ** Wharton, of
my Form, has been in detention smes
classes, and wos not roleased until six,™
" As near as I can judge, sir, the in.
cident occurred at a guarter, or perhaps
twenty minutes past five,” said Mr.
Prout.

“At  half-past five, BMr. Drout, I
looked into my Form-room to ascertain
that Wharton was at his task. Ha was
thers.”

“Indeed, sir. I can scarcely have
been tmistaken, If it was not Wharton,
it was a boy with an astonishing re-
semblance to him.™.

Mr. Quelch smiled.

“That is easily accounted for, Mr,
Prout. Undoubtedly it was Stacey.”

 Btacey,” repeated Mr. Prout,

. “A relative of Wharton's, who came
into the Removo this term,” explainad
Mr. Quelch, “Tis remarkable resem.
hlance to Wharton caused some con-
fusion st the beginning of the torm.
They were several times mistaken for
one another.”

“Bleszs my soul!™ zaid Mr, Prout.
“I remember now., I have heard of
the hﬂ;:i}’- The bey who has caused a
great deal of remark Ly his cricketing
abilitips, is it not ™

“That is the boy, sir
Stacey,"’

“If Wharton was in detention—*

“Ie certainly was ™

“Then it must have boen Stacey who
ave me that invaluablo assistance, air,

ho mistake was natural”

“Oh, quite so!' said Mz, Queleh, *If
you are sure that the boy looked liko
Wharton—as he must have done, if you
mistook him for Wharton—thare can bo
no doubt that it was Stacey.”

“Then it i3 to Stacey that my grate-
ful thanks are due,” said Mr. Prout.
“The boy's name, sfter all, matters
little, It was a boy of your Form, sir,
end I am bound to say that hus action—
iz courage, sir, his promptness, his
presence of mind—refect great credig
on him, and on his Form, sir., But
for his intervention I should now be
lying in the hospital, seriously injured
—perhaps with a fractured skull.™  Mr.
Prout passed a plunp hond tenderly
over his majestic head, where there was
& contusion. ** ¥You had heard nothing,
gir, of this incident?”

" Nothing," =aid e, Queleh,

“I must seo the boy, sir,” said Prout.
“Ha %ave me ne opportunity of speak-
ing. d the desira

Hiz namo is

Iodesty, perhaps, an
to avold my thanks, Put I must thank
him, sir. Most certainly I must express
my ratitude.”

‘I will send for him, if you wish, sir,
Or if you prefer to see him less form-
H.lI;.r, his study 13 No. 3 in the Remove."'

“1 will go to his atudy, sir,'” said
Prout, rising. “I must lose no time in
cipressing my opinton—iny high opinion
—of his courage and presence of mind-—
my gratitude, sir, for an inestimable

sarvica, "

Prout rolled ont of the Remove
mastor's  study, and headed for the
gtairs. He left Mr. Quelch in g wvery

pleazod mood.
Quelch was glad to hear of anything
to the credit of his TForm., And this

o was

Btacey,
QRAIINON
He

was w.-ri much to ifs eredit,

glad to hear that the new boy,
of whom he had formed a hig|‘1
was worthy of that high opinion.
had been thinking of late that Stacey
was batter fitted, In many ways, to be
Head Boy of the Remove than his re-
lative, Wharton. Now he was feeling
almost sure on that point.

e,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Nothing Doing |

ARRY WHARTON, in Study
H No. 1, stared at the Co.
They had dragged him off
to the study after ealling-
over, to explein. Utlerly mystified by
his unexpected cscape from the vials of
Wuelch's wrath, Wharton realised that
his chums had something to tell him
on that subject, though ho could not
begin to guesa what it was, But it
was not an explanation that could be
made where thera were other ears to
hear, What would happen if Quelch
tiscovered the trick that had  been
laved, would not bear thisking of.
né if it bocame the talk of the He-
move, it was very likely to reach
ueleh’s ears sooner or lefor. It was
g matter that could not be kept too

dark. -
“It's all right, old man,” Bob Cher
began, ™1 suppose jyou  expeote

Queleh to jump on your neek,’

“0f course 1 did,” answered Harry.
“¥ know he looked into the Form-room.
¥ =aw him at the window when I came
in, 50 he knows——"

" He doesn’t!” grinned Bob.

“The knowfulness iz not terrifie,™
chuckled Hurres Jamsst Ram Ein?'f:t.
“The estecmed Quelch's vencrable leg
has been pulled.’

“Ilo must have scen that I waso't
in the Form-room.”

“ He saw you there,” grinned Jobnny
Bufl. *At least, he thinks ho did."

“What the thump do you meant
wasn't 1"

“Brocey was"

Wharton jumped.

" Btacey 1M

“Stacey, of that ilk,” cluckled Iob,
“Bea? 5:}

squatted there in your place,
did your jolly old Latin, and quelch
never amelfed g rat. Right aa rain,”

“Stacey " repeated Wharton blankly,

He began o understand,

His relief at eseaping tho con-
sequences of his rashness was great
It was not only the Hogging—though no
fellow, of course, wanted a ﬂugﬁmg.
But he did not want to set himself up
as & rebel against muthority, like the
Bounder, Once he was cool he loathed
the idea of it. If, somchow, by some
miraculous luek ho had got through, it
was an immense reliof at the present
moment, and & chance to aveid similar
folly in the future. But the news that

he owed his escape to Halfh Stacey
camo a5 & blow to him, 1is brows
darkened.

“ You asked Etacfi?" i

“MNothing of the kind,” said Nugent
hastily. “We never oven thought of
such & dodge. It wae Stacey’s idea.”

“He thought of it, and suggestad it,”
E'HE'B}FE& Bob, “Of course, we jumped
at 1t

“The jumpfulness was proposterous |

“I wish you hadn't!" said Wharton
cartly, “Whet the thump did the
fellow do it fori?” .

Bob compressed his lips a little.

“What does any fellow do another
fellow a good turn for?” he asked.
“Begause he's & decont chap, 1

M‘E‘l’

El
%Pimrtan?a lipe eurled,
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“Ia Btacey a decent chap?™ he atked.

“J think he’s proved he is,” said
Jannny Bull tartly. “It's not ever
fellow who would risk a Hogging, an
=it in detention for an hour, for a chap
itv}n:n pever has a oivil word to say to
1im, "

“8Bo he took over my detention, and
pulled Quelch’s leg.”” \‘yhartﬁn breathed
hard, “Then it was Staccy that that
fat fool, Bunter, saw climbing in at the
Form-room window.2!

“ He thought it Was you, of course.’

“¥es; ha told Skinner so. All the
fellows think szo, I suppose,”

“All who have heard about it, cor-
tainly,” said Bob, “and s jolly good
thing, too.” :

“Then, if I'd got back into detention,
az I tried to do, I should have found
Slacey there,”” said Hapry. “1 never
ilreamed——  So that’s why Queleh has
let the matter drop, He doe:n’t know
I'va beett ont of detention at all.”

“And never will,” said Bob,

Wharton logked at him,

“Ho will,” ho answered coolly, *he-
anm U'm going to his study now to tell
um.'" -

M You're what?"
consternation,

Wharten's cyes EIEEH’IE‘L :

“1 never asked Stacey to butt in. I'm
not going to_be under an obligation lo
tha fellow. Like his dashed cheek, if
vou ask me!™

“Look here, Wharton——" .

“Y don't kmow why the fellow did it,
inless it was to put me under an
abligation, Ho knows hew I should
nata that.””

“That's rot!"

“Ha meant to do you a good turn.”

“And he's jolly well dome it, too.”

“The donefulness is terrifici®

The Co, all spoke at once. Wharton
was angry, and they were getting
angry, too. Wharton's lips set hard.

“If he meant to do me a good turn,
I never asked him to,” he said. “I'd
hae flogged & dozen times rather! I'm
goin guwr.t to Quelch now. If Stacey
hadn't played this trick he would have
found me out, And now he's going to
find out. I'm going to owe nothing to
Stacey.”

He strode to the deer.

Bob Cherry jumped past him, and put
his back to the door before the caplam
of the Romove could reach it.

Wharton's eyes gleamed at him.

“Let me pasal” he breathed. ]

“Hold on " said Bob quietly., *“Thia
isn't & time for your jolly old tantrums,
Leave off thinking about yourself and
sour precious pride for a minute or two,
and think of the fellow who's pulled
you out of & serape. You can take all
the ﬂnggings you like., DBut what about
Stacey ?'?

“Well, what sbout him?* snapped
Wharton.

“If Queleh hears that you cut deten-
tion, hoe will know that it was Stacey

roarcd Bob, in

sitting in the Form-room makin% a fool
of him. What do vou think Quelch will
think of that?” demanded Bob. ‘;{Ilu

ou

will go right off at the deep end.
can't land BStacey intoe a feariul row
with Guelch, because he's done you a
good turn, and saved your hacon.”

“ Ha should have miinded his own busi-
ness !’ exelaimed Wharton passionately.

“3Well, after this, any man who wants
to do you a goed turn may learn to
mind his own business and leave you to
take what's coming to you!” said Bob
seornfully. “But you're not gomg to
get Btacey nup for o Head's flogging.”

“ Harry——" exclaimed Nugent.

“My esteemed Wharton——-™"

Wharton clenched his handas. He folt
himeelf canght in & net. It was easy
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encugh to imagine Quelch’s towering
wrath, if hoe discovered that he had been
made a fool of  That wroth would
descend like a torrent on Blacey's
devoted head.  What esemed in the
oyes of the juniors a good turn to save
g fellow from a row, would seem very
different in the eyes of a Form-master.

To Quelch it would appear an act of un-
sxampled disrespect—a deception. He
would be intensely exasperated and’

humiliated at having had the wool

pulled over his eves. He could not go
to Queleh! ;

“¥eou ecan't give Stacoy
Iarry!” said Nugent guictly.

That waa what 1t came to—i1f he went
to Qualch and owned up that he had
cut detention, it would bo giving Stacey
away—to severo pumshment. Thera
was no doubt of that.

HTha rotter | muttered Harry.

“0Oh, don’t talk rot,” eaid Johnny
Bull grufly. “Tha fellow’s all right!
Ha's got you out of a fearfnl row, and
you only got into it from your rotien
temper—hecanse you can’t toe the line
like other chaps.

“My esteemed Johmny——" mur-
mured Iurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Grant from Johnny—an emphatic
grunt! :

“VYou ecan’t go to Quelchl” said
Bob. .

“MNol” spid Wharton, between his
teath. “1 can't go to Quelch! But 1
can go to that interfering, checky cad
and tell him what I think of him for
barging into what doesn’t concern him.,"

Bob atepped sway from the door.

“If you want to make yourself out an
ungrateful rotter, there's nothing to
stop you!” he grunted.

Wharton made ne reply to that
With a flaming face ha left the study
and tramped along to Btudy No. 3.

BWaY,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Noble Boy!

i TIEE this!” snid 8tacey,

E He wan standing in Study
No. 3 with a cricket ball in
his hand. Ha was in front of

the door, & yard or so from it. Russell
and Ogilvy were watching him heenly.
Both of them were keen on cricket—
both had a deep admiration of the way
Stacey played that great game—and
both “were rather honowred by having
him in Study No. 3. They found Stacey
very agreeable—a great cricketer, but
not given to “‘side ”; ablways ready to
show a fellow anything, without at the
same lime putting on the air of an ex-
poert, or being of superior gifts.  Russell
and Ogilvy wora friendly with Wharton;
but they regarded him rather as a dis-
ﬁrlmtlﬂ ass for not bking a recally
ecent chap like Stacey! .

MNow the great man was showing them
a trick_in bowling—and they were all
eyes. e was not going to bowl, of
courso—thore wos no room in a junior
aLudF for that. Stacey was as good gt
bowling as at batting—rather a
magician with the leather as with the
willow. He was illustrating a deliver
without letting the ball leave his hand.

It was at that moment that Whar-
ten's angry face and gleaming eyes
appeared at the half-open door. :

ussell and Ogilvy, standing back in
the study, did not see him; gt&ﬂ?—}f, of
course, did not sce him, having his
back to the door; but Stacey did see
lis reflection in the study locking-glass
that was just opposite the door.

A glimmer shot into Stacey’s eyes as
he glimpsed the reflaction of that

flushed and angry face. P
He knew in a faehin gecond that
Wharton's friends had told him of the

dodge in the Form-room—{hat Whatton,
as he fully expected, was bitterly
annoyed by it—and lﬁw.g the asngry
junior was comi to his study o
‘row.” All this fla throngh Btacey’s
mind in the split second i which he
g‘%impaed Wharton's reflection in  the
glasa.

Knowing perfectly well that Wharton
was about to enter, but appearing
cheerfully unconscioua of ithe fact
Btace ﬂ{mg his hand with the ball in
it as Wharton came .

Crack !

The back of hia hand, weighled by the
cvicket ball, struck fairly on Ty
Wharton's nose, and sent him stapgor-
ing in the doorway.

Wharton gasped.

Stacey utternd an exclamation, ex-
pressive of surprise,

“What the thump—T've knocked my
hand —"

“"Ha, ha, ha!” velled Russell. "It
was on Wharton's bokao [

*Cosh 17 grinned Ogilvy.

“Oh, sorry!™ Stacey looked at Whar-
ton, " Sorry—if you'd knocked—"

Wharton's face, already flaming, fairly
hlazed Tt looked like on  accident;
Ruszell and Ogilvy had not tho alightest
doubt that it was an accident—but tha
captain of the Ramove did not helieve
a8

“¥ou cheeky rottor!” ho ronred, and
he strode into the study with his fists
clenched.

Stacey raised hia eyebrows. Tt was his
usual game lo assume odditional calm-
ness when Wharton got excited. It
had an intonsoely exasperating effect on
Wharton ; also, it helped to put him in
the wrong. )

“T've paid I'm sorry!” drawled Stacey.
“How was I to know that voun were
just going to barge n? You never como
to this study—at least, you've never
been heres since it’s boon my study—"

“You know—"

“I've no eyes in the back of m

hoad 1™ Btacey pointed out calmly. **If
you'd knocked—"

“The door was open—-="

“Fellows knock all the same,” drawled

Stacey.

" ¥You banged my noss on purpose.”’

Stacey shiugged his shonldera.

Wharton was almost trembling with
rage. It was true that he might have
knocked—but the door was half-open
and fellows did not stand on a lot of
ceromony in lhe Lower Fourth. Also
he had %ean too angry to think of it.
e was convinced that Stacey had
otz the opporiunily Lo hamilizste him.
But from both Russell and Ogilvy came
warm expostulations.

“Chuck it, Wharton ! exclaimed Dick
Tuiseell. “What's the good of rowing
with a man for nothing? Stacey never
AW you——" )

“ Accidents will happen,” said Ogilvy.
“Look hera, Wharton, wa're glad to see
you in our study so fayr as that goes;
but if you've come to rﬂ-iewlthuslﬂﬂﬂﬁr,
the sooner you bunk the better.

Wharton panted. The incident was
trivial—he had to let it drop as an acei-
dent—thongh he was quite sure that it
was no accident. But it added to the
an bitterness that already ran rict
in his breast.

“I've ecomo here to speak to yom,
Btacey!” he said, between Ii:(;g teoth.  “1
hear from my fviends that iau":a been
barging into my affairs—and I want to
tell you plainly to mind your own busi-
nezs. It waz like your dashed cheek and
impudence—7"
he'ﬂ'];ﬁhush [* axelaimed Russell. " Ware

E!IJ
tread in the
troad  of

There was a heav
assage—tha unmistakable

gmut, master of tha Fifth. That tread
could belong only to I'rout, or (o on
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Bob Cherry jumped up and put his back to the door before the eaptain of the Remove could reach it.

athim. *' Letme pass |’ he breathed.

off thinking about yourself and your precious pride, and thin

glephant! Tho lattor theors was in-
admissible; so0 it was Prout!

What the Fifth-Form beak wanted in
Remove studies, was 8 mysterv: but it
was a beak, and Wharton checked his
nn‘g‘? waords.

hat's Prout!™” said ﬂgih'{. “What
the thump does he want here1”

The heavy tread came on and stopped
at the door of Btudy No. 3. The door
was wide open now; and the portly
figure of Prout framed itself in the door-
way.  Wharton, nearest the door,
looked at him.

“My dear boy!” excleimed Prout,
gazing at Wharton and not noticing the
other fellows in the study for the
moment. “ My dear Stac g

It was quite n natural mistake of
Prout's. %uaiah had told him that
Study No. was Stacey’s study—and
this was Study No. 3. o was looking
for a boy who almost exnctly ressmbl
Harry Wharton, and supposed that he
had found him. '

Wharton stared at him blackly., Ha
loathed being taken for Stacey. ~Stacey
farther in the room, rirmed? He did
not relish the resemblance, sither, but
ha found Wharton's irritation amusing.

“I'm not—*" began Wharton
Eavage

“Giva me  your hand, Stacey!”
boomed Prout. “ Your hand, my hgyl

Brave and gallant lad!™

Prout had 2 touch of the dramatic in
his naturo. He rather liked the idea of
this littls scens. Schoolboys in general
loathe anything in the ﬂrﬂﬁtiﬂnﬁﬁﬁ line;
but Prout did not share that Ffeeling.
Prout waes going to maka quite a nice
littie scene of thisl He stretched out a
plump paw to the junior he supposed

to be Stacey.
Whartan galareﬁ at it.
“I'm not Stacey!” he hooted,

EVERY SATURDAY

** Hold on,** said Bo

“Eh, what? Prout blinked. b 3
understand that this is Btacey's study,
and that Stacey——"

“I'm Wharton 1"

“Oh!" snepped Prout, far  from
pleased by the junior's lesak and tone,

and little guessing that he was speaking:

to the fellow who had rescued him from
the footpad. “You are Wharton, are
youl? Waell, it is certainly not you that
I desire to see, but vour relative—
Stacey ! Is Stacey here?”

“Yos, sir!” said Stacey, wonderi
what oo earth the Fifth Form b
wanted him for.

“Stacey I” Prout's glance passed
Wharton and fixed on the junhior who
g rasembled him, and who certainly,
at that moment, appearcd bettor-

tempercd and better-mannered. My
dear Stacey! I am here, my boy, to
thank vou!™

“To—to—to thank me, air!” satut
tered Stacey.

Russell and Ogilvy stared.  What

Prout was driving at mystified the
whole studsy.

i Tpa my boy,
beumm% “You left me so sud
that I had
to vou in the wood—"

“In—in—in the wood I

“No doubt you  have told your
friends.” Pront glanced at Russell and
Ogilvy, ignoring Wharton, * Perhaps,
however, you have not! Modesty, un-
assuming modesty 13 very becoming to
a brave and generous-haarted boyl
But I shall not allow you, Stacey, to
hide wour light under a bushal=1 shall
cartainly not allow it! T owe iuu'mg
thanks, my grateful thanks, and I am
glad that your friends are here to hear
mo express them.” :

Btacey blinked at him. All thizs was

yes ' gald Proub,
denly

no opportunity of speaking-

13

Wharion’s eyes gleamed
b, qulﬁ ** ¢his tsn't & tlme for your jolly old tantrums. Leave

the fellow wha's pulled you out of a zcrape |

Greck to Stacey, and it is painful to

relate that he wondered, for a dizzy
moment, whether Prout had been
drinking |

Wharton started s little. It dawned

on his mind whet Prout was driving at
—and it could only mean that the
resemblance caused him to believe that
it was Stacey who had floovred the foot-
pad. Prout, aftor all, had scon him,
though he had hoped that Prout hadn't;
but for somo mysterious remson he sup-
posed that his rescuer waa Btacoy!

Stacey stood dumb with  wonder.
But Ogilvy chimed in.

“What has Stacey done, sir??

1 will tell youl"™ boomed Prout.
“Thi¥ afternoon [ was atiacked in
Frinrdolo Wood by a desperate footpad
—a hulking, desperate ruffian. [ waos
folled by a cudgel! I should have been
terribly injured but for that brave lad
Btacey, who rushed to the rescuc,
regardless of the danger to himsaelf,

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Russell
“So that's what you were up to after
the cricket, Stacey, and you wouldn't
tell us where you'd been ™

“I—I—" stuttared Stacey.

“My first impression,” continued
Prout, *was that it was Wharton who
had coms eo bravely to my sidl
was deceived by the resemblance—-""

“ Oh I gasped Stacey. He grasped it
now, It must, of courss, have been
Wharton—that was what he had been
up to while he was cutting detention |

“But on reporting tha matter to my
colleague,, Queloh, I learned “that
Wharten wasz in detention at the time,"”
went an Prout, “and so [ became aware
of the identity of my brave—my gallant
reseuor | Stacay, you aro a noble boy 1"

{Continued on page 16.)
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trick that had been played om Qug
Bunter was the last fellow at Greyiriars
to whom the faets could have been con-
ﬁdﬂﬂ:.l Telling Bunter was telling the
world.

Py “Blessed if I ace &n.j'thin.%_ to cackle
R at," said Bunter warmly. “ ¥You mayn't
%’ think much of itl dol Having

11 A
(Continued jrm page 13.)

Stacay suppressed his feelings, Had
Le really rescucd Prout it would have
mada him fesl rather ill to hear him-
self desoribed as a noble boy! Prout
had been dealing with boys for thirty
or forty years, withoul vet learning to
‘understand them, The fact that Prout
had got it wrong added to Stacey's dis-
comfort. To he called a nuhfa boy
deservedly was bad enough: to be
<alled a noble boy undeservedly was
really awiul! _ _

“Give me your hand, Stacey ! said
Prout. He proceeded to do the pump
paw act over again. “Your hand, my

Lrave lad]l Receive my thanks—my
gratitudet |, My  grateful estecm,
Stacey "

“But, zir, T i
“¥Your hanpd !
I nevar——"

“¥Your hand!"™ Prout shook hands
withsBtacey. [t was impossible to resist
Prout., * Once more, Stacey, my thanks
=~y grateful thanks!| I have told my
colleaguo, Quelch, that you are a credit
to his Form| ‘I repeat it in the hear.
1ng of your friends! Greyiriars should
be proud of youl”

And Prout, leaving off talking at last
—for in this world everything comes to
an end, and there was a limit even to
FProut's EIO{iUEﬁhGE—rﬂHEﬂ. out of. tha
wtudy | He left. Stacey crimson, Hussell
and Ogilvy staring, and Harry Wharton
laughing.

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Nice for Nobody !

b SAY, vou fellows|™
”i"rﬂp I'" said Nugent.

“Qh, blow prep!” said Bil
Dunter. “I say, have you hear
about Stacey?™
Bunter wasa full of news! Ha barged

into Study No. 1 with that news in prep.
Prep was tiresome rot, in Bunter's
opinion, and ho did not give it a-lot of
attention, having a happy srystem of
trusting to luck in the Form-room. And
Bunter wanted particularly to note the
effect of his news on Wharton—the
fellow who barred Btacey! It was cal-
culuw:!. Bunter amiably considered, to
put Wharton's nose out of joint!

Harry Wharton looked up from his
work with a smiling face. He could

uess Bunter's news in advance. THis

riends had been surprised, and relioved,

to see lum come away from Stacey's
study laughing. He had - told them
nothing, but they had beon glad, at
least, to know that there had not been
ihe expected row.

“What's the latest, Fatty 7" asked
the captain of the Remove.

“That man Stacey iz & splendid
chap !”  gaid Bunter impressively.
“ Pluck, if you likal What do you think
he was doing while you were in deten-
tion this afternoon, Wharton "

Frank Nugent laughed. Bunter, like
all the Form outside the select circle
of the Co., was atill in ignorance of the
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plenty of pluck myself, I can admire
luck in another chap! BStacey might
tave been jolly well hurt! 'Tain’t every

, fellow that would tackle a hefty foot-
¢ pad for an old donkey like Prout!™

Wharton ]Etiighad and Nugent stared.
This was the first Nugent had heard of
tha footpad. :
. “What are you burbling about?”
inquired Frank.

“0Oh, really, Nugent——" -~

“Who tackled a footpad i demanded

MNugent. _
“%ctm:q]? did I" declared Bunter. ™It
was whila Wharton was in detention,
ﬂrnd k]

“Oh, my hat[”
- “I'va heard it from Russell and
Ogilvy," seid Bunter, *“They've told a
lot of the fellows! Stacey’ssaid nothing
~—doesn't seem to like the subject, from
what I hearl Not & man to brag, you
know—1 can understand that! It's the
same with me! I've often dons jol
plucky things, you know, and never sai
a word about them——"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oh, cackle I’ said Bunter, “Well, I
can jolly well tell you that the fellows
think & lot of Stacey! It seems that
Prout came to his study to gas about
T .

“You were in Btacey's study when old
Prout came up, Harry!" gaid Frank,
looking at his chum,

Wharton nodded,

*Then what—"

“0Oh, Wharton was there, was ha?"
said Bunter. “And he hasn’t told you?
I suppose he wouldn’'t—he doesn't want

to sing BStacey’'s praises! HHa, he, ho!
Yﬂu Icuuw'what tacey did, W:hartm?”
Oh, quite 1" said Harry, laughing.

“Well, what did he do—or rather
what was he supposed to have done?"
demanded Nugent. -

“ No supposing sbout 4™ answered
Bunter., “Ho rescued Prout from =&
fearful ruffian whe was robbing him in
the wood. It must have been after he
was at the cricket—1 remember seei
him there. I locked for him afterwar
af tea-time—vyou needn’t cackle—but the
fellows in his study thought he had gone
out of gates. I know he had—now!
Well, he rescued Prout—ran a fearful
Iat of risk, from what I hear—and old
E::;ﬂt 13 te}r_lmg all Groyfrinrs about it |

er puts your ness out of joint

Whartnn? whai?" 2 e
“Not 8 lot."

“Well, vou're jealons of his cricket,

You know. Isn't that why you're
.Il&a.ﬂng him out of the team? = And
now o

“You fat owl 1™
_“"¥You can call a fellow names, but I'q
like to see you do what Stacey did |
sald Dunter scornfully. * Russell says
that old Prout called him & noble bhoy !
He, ho, ho! That's & bit thick! All
the some, it was jolly plucky, end he
can'i ha}E Prout being an old ass! Of
coursa, I'd have done the samo in hiz
place,"” added Bunter,

Ha, ha, ﬁa 1" roarad YWharton,

“Cackle " said Bunter, with a sniff
of scorn. “Stacey goes and resoues fat
old Prout in fearful danger, while
you're sticking in s Form-room for
ragging Skinner! I can jolly well toll
you that ho shows up better than you
do—and .I can tell you that all the
fellows think so, too !™

! “But would g
: yﬂ‘?T I jolly well doubt it 1™

usleh, And with fhat, Bunfer rolled out of

Study Neo. 1, to carry his news farther
up the passage, in the hﬂ%e of finding
somoe Femove man who had not yet
heard it. :

Nugent whistled.
curiously at his chum,

“It was you, of course!” Jho said.
*It can't have been Stacoy, as he was
in the Form-room in your place. It was
you I*

“Of course it was,” grunted Wharton.
“Thera was nothing in it, only Prout is
an excitable old ass. I never ran the
slightest risk—I took the brute entirely
by surprise and tapped him on the nut
before he could get hold of mo. Nothing
it et all™

“If you hadn't tapped him quick
enough

“Well, I did1” said Harry. “I wna
afraid ‘t.i'mr!:- old asa Prout had seen mae,
and might give it away that I was out
of detention. I've teld yon that 1
changed my mind and tried to got
back%’:

““Ha did see you, that's clear.”

* Must have, as he fancies Btacey was
the giddy rescuer! Well, Stacey’s
}:eﬁmmm to Prout's gas; I don't want
1 .

“It's rather rotten for him,” said
Frank slowly. “It puts him in a beastly
position—gotting & lot of credit for
nothing.”

“1 don't suppose he'll mind,” eaid
Wharton, with a ourl of the lip. "™ Any-
how, he's asked for it. Nobody wanted
him to barge in.” He laughed sarcastie-

Ha looked very

ally. “I'd rather Prout called him a
noble bay than me.”
* Bother Prout!” said Frank, and

with thot the subject was dropped and
prep resumed.

en that infliction wasz oyer, Bob
Cherry and Johnny Bull and Hurree
dingh came along to the study, Their
looks told that they had heard the news,

“This is a pretty kettle of fish, you
men |” Bob remarked. “You've heard
about Btacoy, of course—and Prout—->~="

“Rother amueing, isn't 67" said
Harry. “I dars say Prout hasz told all
Greyiriars by this tima what a noble
bur Stacey is.”

“ It's rotten for ithe chap,” said Johnn
Bull. “He can’t even tall hiz friends
how the matter really stands without
risk of it getting to Quelch. Once that
trick gets talked about up and down the
Form——*"

“The rottenfulness iz terrific 1 apreed
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh, “ You were
&8 preposterous ass to cut detention, my
esteemed Wharton.”

"Very likely; but old Prout's nut
would have been cracked if I hadn't.”

“By gum |” said Boeb. “Thera's that,
too ! obody wants old Prout's nut
cracked, though there's precious little
in it. I suppose the least said the
goonest mended. Everybody will have
forgotten 1t by the end of the week.
Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Stacey [

Btacay looked in at the door. His look
was not g0 cquable as usual., If Wharton
had supposed that he was willing to bag
& little cheap plory to which he was not
entitled, he could sce now that such was
not the case. It was clear that Stace
was deeply irritated by the unoxpecte
turn the matter had taken.

“Look here! What'a guinﬁ to be
done about this, you men?!” asked
tacey, coming info the study and
closing the door. ™That old ass
Prout——— You neadn’t grin like an
ape, Wharton. It's not funny for me."

Wharton ghrugged his shoulders. .

"You bargod 1n without being asked,™
he retorted. * You jolly well know that
I should hate to have Euu get me out of
a scrape. I fancy tbat's chiefly “'hr?
you did it. Now you can take what's
commp to you. Nobody knows the facls



except these Icllows,

the rest, if yon Hke——'

“That wcaus trouble with Quelch 7
smd Stacey savagely, E what T did
is jawed through the Form, Quelcli will
licar sooner or later. I'm not looking

and you ecan tell

¥

for trouble with Quelch |”
“No. You prefer to land your
troubles with Quelch on mel™ =zaid

Wharton bitterly—a remark that caused
his chums to look at him. * Well, now
yvou can do just as you jelly well pleasze,
T'm willing to go 1o lel-:,-h and own up
that I cut detention—I'vo only kept my
mouth chut because 1 ean’t give yon
awny. Dut I'll go like a shot if yvou say
the word.”

“That won't do,” said Btacey, "“T'va
got you out of a jolly serious row, and
you know it, And you can't land me
i gne inoretern,  Quelch would be as
mad a5 a hornet.”

"Quile—and not likelv to make vou
Icad Boy when he. hoofs me out 17 said
Wharton sarcastically.  “*That's coming
—and it’s what you're ainung at. You'd
ceriainly spoil your chances by telling
Quelel that you made 2 fool of him this
afternoon.,””’

“Least said soonest mended ™
marked Boly Cherry.

" Hpc::'.ch iz silvery, but silence s tho
sliteh in time thai saves ltinEP!:Ih:E 1
vemarked Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

“It can't go on like this ! muitered
Stacay.

M Let's go to Queleh together and tefl
him tho facts!” suggested Wharton,

“Oh, don’t be a fool)” snapped
Stacey. Ho gave the captain of the
Remove a dark look; swung out of the
study, and banged the door alter him.

o=

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Trouble Coming !

INGATIE, at the frst-cleven
net, swiped,
Snack !

Leather met palm.
hfﬁt.am:.' of the Remove held up the
all.

There was a roar:

“Well caughtl Oh, well eanght |*

The Groylviars captain blinked.

Remove nien were fageing at Gelding
for Birst-cleven men 2t the nets. The
Famons Five were there, and Smithy
and Btacey and several more fellows.
it was usefel to tho Arst-eleven men to
have juniors fagging ot Gelding, and it
was useful to tha I%nmm:n:s men to get
such good proctice—though plenty of
them Jid not wyearn for it.

Harry Wharton & Co., howevor, wera
keen—and Stacey was keen. Catching
out Wingate, thoe mightiest hatsman at
Cireyiriars, woas no easy matter. It was
not, perhaps, wholly gratifying te the
great man of the Bixth to be canght by
# junior. Stacey had done it—and he
looked as if he had done iv with case.
But whatever Stacey brought off on the
cricket field ho locked as if he did it
with ecasc,

“Well, my hat 1" said Wingate.

“Boma kid that, old manl? grinned
Gwynne of the Sixth,

“Kesl mustard I agreed the captain
of Greyfriars.

Stacey, having sent the ball back to
the bowler, zave Harry Wharton a look,
Wharton affected not to sce it

But he knew what that vaunting look
meant. ‘Fhe fellow whe eaught out the
capiain of the school was no ordinary
cricketer. Ha wasz making 1t clear to
Wingate, the Head of the Games, that
he was whole streets ahead of any other
man in the Remove. Lower bov as Lo
was, Staccy was much in demand for
senigr  bowling practice—and he had
bowled first-eleven men. Now ho had
demonstrated his quality in the field.
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A crickeb captain who lelt such a man
out of his team was likely to find thorns
i his path. And Wharton was shll
quite deeided to leave Stacey out.

When Wingate came away [rom the
nct, Stacey went on Gelding with the
other junior but the Greyfriars
captain calleff Wharten aside, The
captain of the Remove guessed what was
coming and his face hardened. Stand-
ing up against the captain of the school
was o dillicult matter—but the Rewove
captain was going to do it.

M D've been going to speak to you,
Wharton,” said Wingate, “You've gob
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YJuita 1" assented Winpata,  “ Dut
thera's a limit, and you knew ik, You
den’t claim to bave more power in your
hands than T have in mine, I =suppuse—
terrifie big gun as cimu nre,

Wharton coloured. :

“If I left & man of that quality ouk
of the first eleven,” said Wingate,
“ Lascelles would want to know why.
shouldn't like to tell the gemes master
that it was becauss I disliked the meon.
o

Wharton made no answer.

“I heppen to be Head of the Games,”
went on Wingata, " I've got o cortain

(1)

Once Bulsirode bore (he bhonoured name
. Of Captain of his Form,
But Bulstrode wouldn't play the game,
S0 when a rival skippar came

He took the class by storm,
And Harry Wharion was elecled
As all (but Bulstrode) quite expected.

(3}
Now H you read, two weeks
My inferview with Brown,
George Bulstrode kicked me, as you

know,
Because I wolled his tea, and so
T hoped he’d simmered down !
Alas, there’s always troubls brewing
Whenever I o interviewing !

(5)
I aml}ml\l .and said ¢+ ** Good morning,
sir

That was a slight mizhap,
A kind of arror, as It were,
Misunderstandings will oecur,

Forget it, my dear chap ! i
Now tell me all about your hatiin’®,
And bow you're getting on at Latin 1 ¥

1ga,

for it,
admit—

He played as wall

table.)

{3)
It chanced that he had put on there
A box of choecolate ereams,
They lay, unheeded, near my chair,
And—aksent-mindedly, 1 swear—
I'd sampled them, it seems |
And whan 1 woke to what 1'd done—

Great Scott ]! I'd eaten every one !

There's always trouble brewing when
our clever rhymester goos intorviewing.
. This week |'|_¢ calla on

GEORGE BULSTRODE,

of Study Mo. 2, in the Remove Form.

i7)
He told me he kept goal a bit
e For Wharton’s junior feam,
B Though Squiff was mostly picked
Whose play—as Squifl would quite °
Was nothing but a seream |

{He stopped, and gogeled at the

(2}

In those days Bulsirode was a cad,

He threw bils welght about.
But now old George is not so bad,
In fact, he's quite a decent lad,

He's changed a bit, no doubt ! 7
Although he’s still, to be quite candid,
The slightest Iraction heavy-handed.

(4)

As I had feared, he glared al me

When 1 looked In the door ;
“ 1t isn’t tea-iime yei,"" sald he,

**8o0 i you want to pinch our lea,
- Come back at hall-past four 1™
He then plcked up a {ennls-racket
And ﬁflad my head, as though to whack

Good-paturedly he then unfroze

And told me on the spot
He'd like to Eunuh old Virgil’s nose,
{And Quelchy's also, I sufpnﬂ],

For thinking of such rof
{It seems he'd had an hour’s datenilcn
For mucking up the Third Daclension.)

(6) I

as he was akle—

%)

1 rose In haste, and with a rear
George Bulstrode rose as well |
1 made a bound to reach the door,

He got there Nirst !  And op whal more
Oecurred 1 will not dwell |

1 crawled away trom the disaster

In urgent need of sticking-plaster !

a fixtura on with Iighelifo School
soon.”’

“Yes, Wingate,”

“Of course, I've heard that vou and
Stacey bar one another. IFs nob any
bizney of mine, but it's preity bad form
for relations to bar one another at
school,” said the Greyfriars captain.
“ Neover mind that, though. But about
the ericket. ['m told that Stacey isn't
playing in vour cleven.™

“That's so.”

“Well, T want to know why not.”

“It’s generally left to a  cricket
captain to pick lis men, I think2

responsibility in theso matters. JIf a
junior skipper deesn’t play tho game I
fm'-'a to uaﬁ him to order. You know
that. Well, I want to know why you'ra
leaving out & man who can play the
heads off the rest of your Form.™

“ Hisg cricket iz all vight,” =aid Harry.

“You necdn't tell mo that=—=I've gob
cyes. And I don't think you'ro ool
enough not to sea what everybody clse
can see with their eyes shot., 1f hia
cricket’s all right, why ave you chucking
]111'7:} ™ ;

3 It .
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“Pliy kid scoms degent enough,”, went
on Wingate, *2 m:hm?' _
any way that” I've heard 'of,

yvesterday, from what I hoar, he did a

.'-.ap!::udi_dh'_ plucky thing—— What are
you grinping at?”
“ith, nothing 1"

“Well, don't grin at nothing when
I'm talking to you!" saud. Wingate
grufHy. “X hear that the- kid fackled

soane hofty fooipad who attacked Prout
in the wood, and 1f you can’t see that it
was plucky, beecause you bar: the chap,
it doesn’t do yvou any credit,. The other
fellows in your Form seem to think it
was_plucky—and 1 think so.”

“It was nothing——"

“Cut that out!” snapped Wingate.
“I'1a rather surprised at you, Wharton.
‘Lhis sort of thing isn't what I should
have expected of yon. You might do
the kid justice; even if you dislike him.”

Wharton did not answer, As the
fellow whe had dene that plucky thing,
he was entitled to say that it was
nothing. But as Stocey was supposed
to bave donge it, the remark did not
come gracefully fr-cnm Wharton.

“I'rom what Prout says, the kid ran
a lot of risk,” said Wingate warmly.
e gob in i lucky knock, and stunned
the brote; Lut if he hadn't been quite
so quiclk, o would have got smashed up,
Do you call that nothing i

“Yes, Ido” said Harry.

" Tladu don’t agrec—and you'd
lwtier say no more. Let's got back to
the subject. Btacey, on his form, is en-
titled to a place m the cloeven—more
{han you are yourself, if you want plain
fsnghisl,  His form’s good enough for
the first elovon if e were older and
stronger. Are you going to tell me that
vou'ro throwing sueh o man awey be-
canse vou bar o *

4 h'ﬂ !n

“Then why ™ demanded Wingate.
Ho was far from pleased with the eap-
t:t:[:l; of the Remove, and his manner was
YT, .

“Pleere cre réesons—reoisons that scom
to me good |” said Harry quietly. 1
think I ought to be trusted.”

“Heasons that you can’t tell tho head
c:iiiih»a: games?” asked Wingate sarcastic-
ally.

Wharton paused.

*Yer,” he answered at lonpgth.

“Well,” said Wiﬂgatn, *that's not
good enovght ! I shan't be in a hurry to
barge in, but I shall think this mattey
over, aid you can dEPﬂI’Id on this,
Wiarton, if Stacey docan’t got fair play
from yeu of your own accord, I shall
ece tliat ho gets it, whether you like 1t
or not. You'd better think that cver,
:m-:lj;n'u trouble.” )

With which the head of the pames
stalked away without waiting for an
unswer.  Wharton, with set lips, re-
jotned the fieldsmen. It was plain that
there was trouble to come; but his de-
termination was unshaken, ' :

Wihen tho practica was  over, the
Remove fellows walked back to the
House, and Vernon-Smith uttered what
was in the thoughts of the rest.

"You suw Stacey, Wharton t

“I'm not blind.”

“Glad to hear it,” saud the DBounder
sarcastically. I fancied that von
wight bo! [s Btacey playing at High-
cliffe ¥

“No!* .

“You're dragging
troubles inte the
azked the DBounder.

“Mind your own business [

The Bounder breathed hard and left
tho other fellows, The Co. looked very
uncomfortavle a3 they walked on with
{hie captain of tha Hemove,

Peler Todd came up to them.

Tuc Macxer Lisriey.—Na, 1,424,
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- your  family
cricket matches 7™

against him 1o
And-

THE MAGNET

“Wharton, old mar,” said DPeter,
"s!::{-uking as o friend—-"

*That means that something unploa-
sant i3 coming, I supposol™ said the
captain of the Remove,

eter grinned.

“Well, I'll try .to be nice,” ho said.
“Look here, old chap, what I mean is,
vou're not doing  yourself  justice.
You've not the man to be jealous of &
fellow's form atb cricket.”

“Thanks I

“But you're trying vour hardest to
miko the fellows believe that you are.
You sumply can't leave Stacey out.”

*“[ sunply can—and will 1"

“ After what ho did vesterday, too,”
gald Peter. “Dash it oll, the fellow
goes about rescuing fat Form-masters,
and covering himself with glory. You'll
makeo fetlows believe that ;‘ﬂu’ra jealous
of that, teo. The chap’s a first-class
cricketer—and now he's shown that he
has heaps of pluck—"

“Dh, rot!”

“Well, he has,” said Peter sharply,
“and if he'd wot fiurt in that row, yestar-
day, as lie might have, you'd Yook a
pretty rotter, running him down as you

“IHo wasn't in much danger yestors
dav,” said Harry.

“You can say 50 if you like, but other
fellows don’t think so,"” said Peter liotly.
“Btacey 1sn't saying & word about it
hitself—lic snaps a fellow's head off of
a fellow mentions 1t to lum. He's not &
man to swank. But evervbody knows
what he did.”

“ Rubbish 1"

“Well, if yvou want to know what I
think—"

“f don’t [

T tell you all the same!™ roared
Peter. “You're acting like o jealous
rotter—that's . what  you're domng!
Stacey did a plucky thing whils yon
wora jr.rgged for hu]iiring a weody snipe
lilke Skinner. And he shows up betier
than you do, and all the Remove say
the same.” :

“ Lot them I said Harry indifforently.

“You're asking to have your nosp
punched.”

“Get on with it 1"

That was enough for Peter! Ile
jumped and hit! )

warton’s artn came up like light-
ning. Up went Peter's, knocked hard.
His chest collided with Wharton's, and
Wharton grasped him, up-ended ‘lum,
and sat him down in the gquad, with a
hreavy bump.

“Ooocoh ¥ gasped Peter, winded.

“Tor goodness’ sake——" exclaimed
Nugent.

Peter spluttered, sitting in the quad,
and hardly knowing how ha hnd gob
there. Frank grasped Wharton's arm
and dra gad him away.

“Let him get on with it, you ass!™
snappoed Wharton,

“Don't be o fool I said Johnny Bull
gruflly. ™ Are you going fo row with
ovary man in the Remove TV

“Why not #”

“(h, chuck ig!” said Bob savapely.

And the Cg. gathered round their
leader and fairly barged him into the
House, while Peter still spluttered.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Coker Wants to Know !

b HICH are you?"
Iloraca Coker of the
Fifth Form asked that

question as he put his fab
head in at the doorway of Study No. 1
in the Removo, 7
Flarry Whavton was alone in his study
—-glone, with uncomfortablo thoughts.
He ig‘n.m Coker something very like o
seow L.

Coker's guestion implied that he did
not know whether the junior in the
study was Wharton or Stacey, a#s no
doubt he didr’'t. The great man of the
Fifth naturally did not see juniors of
the Romove very often at close quarters,
and the rescmblance was puzzling.  In-
deed, on Stacey’s first day at Greyiriars,
Coker of the Fifth had mistaken him
for Wharton, and handed out to him a
whopping dus to the captain of the
Remove,

But Coker's guestion had an cxasper-
ating effect on Wharton, That unlucky
resemblance fo his relative had caused
him endless teouble this term. It had
caused Stacey trouble—such as Coker's
whoepping, and o ragging from o ngh-
cliffe mob whe had taken him for
Wharton, Dut it was worse for the cap-
tain of the Romove, owing to the fact
that Stacey—strictly under the rose—
was a bit of a scapograce on theo
Bounder's lines,

Tt was not known in the Remove why
Quelch was down on Wharton this term
—oven Wharton's own pels did not
know that Quelch Liad spotted a junior
out of bounds, at the Three Fishers up
the river, and believed that it was hia
Head Boy—which, in fact, it waa not 1

Mistakes like Coker's did not matter
very much; but a mistake like that, on
the part of & Form-master, was sorious.

Now that wretched rescmblanee had
cansed more ftrouble. Stacev, whether
from good motives or bad, or a mixture
of both, had saved Wharton from a
row, by substituting himself in tho de-
tention-room,

A favour from Siaecey, had only an
irritating and cxasperating effcet on tho
captain of the Remove.  And wun-
expectedly, Stacey had coptured the
credit of the veseus of Prout. Not that
Wharton cared o doughnut abeut tho
credit, or wanted any of FProut's
cffusive “gas "—he was glad fo bo re-
lieved of that. But it had sct Stacey
up on a sort of pedestal in the Remove,
and put Wharton in a worse and worse
position towards him. It waos lardly

ossible for Wharton, who had done the
deed, to join in praisce of it; buot be-
littling it when Stacoy was supposed to
have done it looked rotten enoagh.

Coker of thoe Fifth marched into
Study No, 1 in high good-lumour, but
he met with nothing of the sort.
Wharton's look could only be described
as o scowl—indeed, he came near grasp-
ing the nearest cushion and buzeiag it
at Coker's cheery visage.

Coker starcd at him.

“1 asked you & question, Wharton or

Stacey, whichever you arel” le
Enﬂl:gm.d.
“(io and talk out of the back of yvour
neck in mome other study, then!”
answered Wharton, “And take your
gilly faco away from that door.”

It was not polite ! . ]

But Wharton was nok in a polite
mood. Ho was, in fact, in such a dis-
gruntled moed, after his tell with Win.

ato and his row with Toddy, that his
riends had sagely loft him to himself
after ten. There wasz peril of & “row ™
withm the ha (|l'-;|.' cirole of the Co., which
cortainly would have done no good.

Less discourtesy than that from a2
junior of the Lower Fourth would have
roused Coker's ire. He came farther
into the study, locking very grim,

“I don’t wank any cheek from o fag!”
sonounced Coker,  “I've a short way
with fags, and you'll jolly soon find it
cut if you don't keep a_civil tongue in
our head, fvnung un! I supposo you're

!

harton, irom your manners, though
you look like your cousin—->"

“We're not cousins ! emapped
Y harton.

#1 don't cars whelher you're cousios
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Wharton grasped Peter Todd, upended him, and then sat kim down in the quad, with a heavy bump.
‘* Are you going to row with every man In the Remove, Wharton ? ** asked Johnny

Peter, winded.
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“* Dooooh 17 gasped
Bull, gruffly, as Todd

sat spluttering in the quad, hardly knowing how he had got there.

nr not. Now, look here,” said Coker,
“if you'ra Wharton you can go and eat
coke, Tf qau'rﬂ Stacey, 1 want you.
You needn’t be shirty about that whop-
ping I gave you—thai was a mistake;
if vou're Stacey, I mean——"

“Idiot ™

“1 tonk wvou for Wharton, whoe had
oliteeked we—I mean 1f you'ro Stacey!
If you're Stacey———m-:""

“ Dummy I

“If you're Stacey, I want you to coms
to tea m my study,” said Coker. "So
vou can leave off scowling, you voung
ass! I've heard what you did for my
Form-master yesterda R

“Yor goodness’ sake drop that sub-
ject 1™ almost howled Wharton.

Colier smiled gonially.

“8o you're Stecey! Right! Ii's
quite right not to want to swank sbout
what you did, and I undersiand you
don't want fallows to keep on praising
vou for it—>"

“There's the door 1"

“Draw a line, wvou know!” said
Coker. "1 don’t want any check, even
if you did save old Prout from getting
his nut cracked. Did you—vyes or no "

Wharton did noet answor that question,
To say yes was the same as saying {hut
he was Stacey; and to say no was fnn’ily
poessible, as he actually had done it. Ha
almost wished that he had left Prout's
nut to be eracked.

“It was a plucky thing,” said Coker,
apparcntly satisfied now that he was
epcaking to Stacey. “Jolly plucky!
Frout’'s domng a song and a dance about
it. He's rather an old ass, Still, it was
jolly pluckyl T don't get on with Prout
in the Form-roem; but he's my bealk,
and you saved him from getting his silly
old nut eracked, didn't you "

“Ch, rats! That was o non-com-
mittal answer.

“Well, I said to Potter and Greene:
* Leok here, what about having that

Remove kid to teat? Bhow the kids
what we think of his pluck.” They
agreed,” said Coker. “FPm not in the
hahit of having scrubby fags to tea, but
I'm making an cxeeption in your favour,
Stacoy.” .
“Chump I

“I've had a hamper from my Aunt

Judy—ripping -lot of stuffl Come
along 1™ said Coker. “I'm asking you
to tex, Stacey.”

"Yeou blithering idiot!” bawled
Wharton., "“I'm not Stacey "

Coker jumped.

“¥ou'ro not Stacey ! he roared.

" No, you benighted nss|™

“Then what do you mean by makmy
out thot you were Stacey, and letting
me run on?” demanded Coker wrath-
fully. " You're as like as two peas!”

“Only to a silly sguint-eyed owl 1™
said Wharton, which was not only far
from polite, but far from elegant.

Colear breathed hard. He had taken
?uiia a2 considerable amount of check
rom this junior, in the belief that he
was Stacey. He had no wse for check
from Wharton. . )

“¥You cheekly httle sweep!™ sad
Coker. " Where's Stacey? Isn't this
his study ™

“It was, but he's changed out, thank

goodness] I was glad to ba shut of
him—as glad as I ghall be to got shut
of you."

“You'ra not shut of me wyet,” said
Coker grimly, “You con't sauce a
Fifth Form man like that, and get away
with it. 1'm going to teach vyou
manners before I gpo and look for Stacey,
voung Wharton.”

Coker advanced on the captain of tho
Remove with the intention of teaching
him manners—by drastic methods.

Wharton's band was on thae cushion,
and as Coker advanced he wlhipped it
up and buzzed it straight at Horzco
Colier’'s wrathful countenance.

‘'here was a terrifie erash and o fear-
ful yell as the ctushion establishied comn-
tact with Coker’s nose. Thero wus
another crash as Horace Coker woent
backwards and sat down on the floor of
Study Ne. 1. :

Wharton  jumped forward. In a
twinkling be had grasped Coker's collay,
and Coker’s sitting  attitudo  wax
changed for o horizontel one, and his
hiead was banging on the carpet.

Bang, bang, bang! .

Three terrific bangs and three fcariul
Iowls fvom Coker awoke the echoes of
tha study and the passage.

Wharton did not stop for more. A
scrap with the burly, brawny Fifth
Form man was not a practical pro-
position. Having given Coker somo-
thing to remoember him by, as it were,
Whartorr whipped out of the study. Mo
stepped into Study No 2, whera Tom
Brown and Hazeldene were [uishing
ton.

Coker, in a state of wild confusion and
wrath, sprawled and splettered, rousin
the echoes. Thon he scrambled to his
foet, and in a state of fury, to which
no  words ecould have donoe jusbice,
rushed forth from Study No. 1 in search
of Wharton, with the fell intention of
smiting him hip and thigl, pulverising
himy and spiflicating him,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFPTER.,
Jam for Coker!

TACEY glanced out of the door-
5 way of Study No. 3 with a zarp-
castio smile on his face,
Tha uproar from Study Neo. 1
Lind reached o gond many other studies,
and soveral [ellows looked out at study
doora. In Study No. 3 they were getting
tea—Ogilvy boiling eges, Russell making
Tog Macxrer LiBBARY.—No. 1,424
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toast, aml Stacey opering the jam-—
whichh pceupation he suspended to look
out, a3 sounds like earthquakes and
tornadoes came along the passago.

“What on earth’s that fearful row "
usked Itussell over his shoulder.

“Wharton's study,” answered Stacey.
"What o man he 18 for rowsl” eaid
Ogilvy.,  “Where's the egg-timer?
'\'ﬁmrtc:n’a been rowing ever since term
started. [ hoar he was Eﬂfﬂﬁpiﬁf with
Toddy in the quad, only his frionds
dragged him away.™

“One way of enjoying life, I suppozo,

said 'Eta:uy‘, with a shrug of tho
shouldars. 1 shouldn't care for 1t
inyself.”

“Bnt who's he rowing with " asked
Russell, “Not with his pals, surcly!
Even Wharton—"

Stacey did not anewer. Elis ayes were
on 8 rather untidy fgure that barged
nut of Study No. 1 like a wild bull, It
wis Coker of the Fifth, with torn eollur,
untidy hair, and a face as red as & boet-
root with rage. Stacey smuled. Coker's
aspect struck him as cotnio. .

“Where's—" Coker was beginnng,
staripg round for the wvanishod captain
of the Rermove.

o did not finish the question. Ha
did not need to, 83 hé saw Stacoy!
Having teken Wharton for Stacoy in the
study, he took Btscey for Wharton in
the passage. Stacey was grinning, but
the grin disappeared from his face as if
_w!?-ed off by a duster; as Coker of the
Fitth hurtled at him.

“ MNow, then " gas Caoker.

" Here—what—hol an—yaiooooh
velled Biacey, a3 the hefty Horace
erasped him and whirled him across the
[Esag, :

“I'l teach you to bang my head!™
roared Coker.

“[~I— Qooocoogh 1
_ Btacey was sturdy, but he was no uso
in Coker’s mufhtiy grasp. He spun to
tive wall, which his head smoto with a
liorrid bang,

i1 :,'4::11:::? frantieally.

Dang, bangl went his head again.
!‘*-.-::-th:m% doubting that he had got held
of the fellow who had banged his head

i

on the floor, Coker banged that fellow's
head on tho wall with energy.

THE MAGNET

Blacey’s yells rangrfu.r and wide,
“Bang p Fifth Form man's head—
what?" roared Coker. “By gum, I'll

teach youl I'll spiflicate you!l I'l1
pulverise youl I'll—"
Bang bang!

Coker waa not only repaying the debt,
Lut repaying it with interost.

Fortunate Ig for Stacey thare was help
at hand. ussell dropped the toast,
Ogilvy left the cggs to beil hard, and
both of them rushed out into tho passage
io the rescuo of their study-marte, Thay
f;ga.apud Cokor together, end dragged
iim off.

“Leggo 1™ roored Colkor. “I'll zmash
youl I'1l—*

Russetl and Ogilvy did not lot go, and
Coker proceeded to smash them.

There was a rush of feer in the pase
sago. vornon-Smith and Redwing came
speeding out of Study No. 4, Peter Todd
from Study Neo. T, Bob Cherry and his
friends from farther up the passage. Tho
door of Study No. 2 was thrown open,
and Tom Brown end Hazeldene rushed
out, Harry Wharton remaining in the
doorway locking on.

Thero was a rathor satirieal smile on
Wharton's face, The yelling in the pas-
sugo had apprized him of Coker’s mis-
take. Stacey had met Coker's infuri-
ated cye at an unfortunate momeont for
himgelt. Cortainly Wharton would have
lent him aid, had it been needed, But
Stacey was free from Coker now—lean-
ing on the puassage wall, rubbing his
head—while Coker had disappeared
under a swarin of Removites.

Under that swarm Coker hicaved, and
roared, and bellowed. Coker, not always
a peaceable chap, had come to tho
Hemove studics with perfoectly peaceful
intentions.  But Coker was unfortunato
in these mattors. He had woke up ona
of the wildest rows of his stormy careor.

“Woooogh 1" came spluttering from
Cokey.  “I'll—gropogh—smash you!
I'll—ow-ow-wow-—spiflicate the lot of
you—urrrgeh 1¥

* Bump him [ shouted Bob Cheorry.

“Bang him 1" yelled Toddy.

"Jump on him [™

“ 8quash him ™

“I say, you fellows, lomma got & kick !
I eay, you might let me get a kick in!

What the— Why the — Has Mr.
Ratcliff, the S5t ]im% master,
?-t_:mf: crazy ? Taking o bath with
1is clothes enl What's happened
to him? Read all about this

amusing incident and many

others
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Gimme room to land him one, you
follows.” Even Billy Bunter was ¢ager
for the fray, Coker being so extensively
and safely {midl.

For several minytes, Horace Coker led
the lifse of & football and punchball
combined. They werp wild andp whirlin
minutes, and Coker did not enjoy any o
them. Nobody wasted time inguiring
what the troubla was—Coker was thoro
and they mopped up Coker.

“(Ow t owl Yow!" came from
Stacey, as ho rubbed his damaged head.
Horace had banged it on the wall, not
wisely, but too well.

“Urrggh! Leggo!” came in muffled
accents from Lho sulfering Coker.
I'li— Oooogh, I'll— ~Wooogh!
I'll— Guzrregh 1™

“Hold him " gasped Stacey. “I'vo
got a pot of jam herg—""

“Good cgg 1"

“Ha, ha, %m!"

Stacey Et-EI_‘li_lEd into his study for the
newly opened pot of jam, e camy
guic ack with it, and up-ended it
over Coker’s flushed and furious face
a3 s5i% or seven Removoe fellows held him
pinned down to the door,

:{am rolled out on Cokor's faco.

I—I say—you young villain, I'l|
smash you!" yelled Cokor, as Lie saw
the jam coming. The next moment ho
was giving horrid, suffocated eplutters,
a3 & stream of jam dropped into his
mouth. " Gurerrrggh 1#

:: %&, ha, ha [I” .,

‘urrrrggeeh |

“Like jam?" asked Stacey.

“ Moooooooogh [

“The jamfulness is terrific ! eliackled
Hurreo Jamset Bam Singh.

Jam was ladled aver Enlﬁiﬂrlﬂ features,
He was of the jam, jammy! BSomw
went into his hair, and some down his
neck., It was rather a waste of jam—
still, Coker was welcome to it. Stacey,
with an aching and a{ginnin head, did
not spare him. Why Coker Rad charged
him like & mad bull, he did not know:
but he knew that he was going to mako
Coker sit up for i¢! And ho did|

“Urrrgh " The chuckling juniors
released Coler at lost, and he stagpered
to his feet, clawing jam. Wurrgh!*

“Now kick him out of our puassage 1
exclaimed Btaccy.

“Hear, hear ™

“I say, you fellows, give mo room,”

squeaked Billy Bunter, “I haven't got
one In yet—"
“Urrgh!  You gung  rotters!”

L1

spluttercd Coker, ll—oogh l—smash
youl You young villain, Wharton——"

Harry W‘hartﬂn, in the doorway of
Study No. 2, with his hands in his
ockets, laughed, Ha found Coker's
ittle error entertaining. Coker was atill
labouring under that error.

" Wou cheeky ass ! exelaimed Stacer.
“We'll jolly well kick you back to tho
TFifth! What the thump do yvou mean
by snafﬁmﬁ a chap and banging his
head, you dangercus maniac?"”

“You jolly well know,” pasped Coker.
“1 came lLicre to ask Btacey to tea, and
—vyoit—ooooshlth 1

“You—what 7 stottered Stacery.

a, ha, hal”

There was a shrick of laughter in the
Bomove passage.

Stacey stzred at the Fifth Formor
blankly I Coker had come there to
ask him to tea, hizs wav of doing it had-
been rather remarkable,

“0n, my hat!" gasped Bob Cherry.
T 0h, my summer bosnet! Ho camo to
ask Stacoy to tea—"

" Ila, hal, ha ™

“You blithering ass!™ howled Siacoy.
“Tf you came to ask me to tea—"

i Nl?t vou, you younpg rotter—Stacoy

“I'in Slagey—=="



"You're Stacoy! Yeou told mao you
wera Wharton <hen I saw you in the
study—wharrer you mean— 17 gasped
Coker,

"Ha, ha, hat¥ Re-
movites.

“ You—you—you assl 1 suppose you
gaw Wharton in the study—

* Ha, ha, ha!¥
_ Coker blinked through the jam, The
juniors were doubled up with merr-
ment. Coker had come up to ask Stacey
to tea in the Ififth—but it was not
probable that he would issuo that
generous  invitation now—not  after
getting Stacey's jam ell over his face,
in his hair, and down his neck., Tho
Remove fairly rocked with merriment.

shricked tho

“ You—you—you'ro Stacey—" stut-
tered Coker.

H¥es, you assi?

HThen you're as checky a young

scoundrel as Wharton 1" reared Coker.
“Po wou think you can jam meo all
over 7’

““ Looka like it 1 chuekled Bob Cherry.

“Tho lookfulness is terrvifie.”

Coker, it seemed, had not had enough,
even yerl Jammy and furious, he
hurled himself at tha junior whe hud
jammed him—evidently not caring now
whether he was Stacey or Wherton, =0
long as he gave him toco.

But it was Coker who got tho toco.

Az he renewed hostilities, the Bemove
crowd piled on him as one man, and
Coker was swept along the 11&.3?;[1%*& Lo
the t:rx}:.linﬁ. He went aecross that land
ing with tying arms and legs, There
the Removites left hun for dead, as i
were, 1

Potter and Greene, in Coker's study,
were waiting for him to come back with
Staecy,  Privately, they thought it rot
having & Remove kid to tca—but they
gave. Coker his head, as usual, But
when Colker pgladdened their eyes by
his mwappearance, Stacey was not with
:!Iil'l‘l—ﬂ.llcll) ho was i a disordered,
ammy, and sticky state, that made
hprmr and Groene jump as they beheld

1m1,

" What the dickens——"
Potter.

“Um‘ggh!” .

T Stacoy coming to tea®” asked
Grecno.

“Urrgh! Don't talk fo me about the
voung scoundrel 1 pasped Coker. “ He's
the—gurrgh—worst of the—woooogh—
fot! Ooooch I 1

Stacey did not come to tea with
Coker ! He was winning golden opimons
up and down Greyifriars, but he had
last Horaco Coler’z good opinion—ior
good |

exclaimed

el

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Bunter Gets the Mews [

ILLY BUNTER blinked from tho
B half-open window of the Ra
into the sunny quad and grinned,
[t was morning bicak; and
evervbody but Bunter was out of doors,
Billy Bunter preferred to take his
exercise  sitting down; and he was
sTpat}td in the window-scat of the Rag,
blinking into the guad through his hig
spectacles, when he beheld the little
scene thot cawsed a fat grin to over.
rpread his ﬁudgy vISREO. -

Harry Wharton was standing a fow
feet from the window with his back
partly turned to it. Bunter had a
view of his profile, and discorned a
seornful, contemptuous smile therson.
Blinking further, the ot junior spotted
Stacey, at a little distance, and noted
that Blundell, the captain of the Fifth,
had stopped to speak to him.

He did not cateh Blundell’s words,
Lut he could gueszs the topie, Blundell,

EVERY SATURDAY

& great man of the first cleven, a tre-
mendous “ blood” was not given to
g !mhin? to mere juniors in the quad.

encrally he passed such small fry by,
like the idle wind which he regarded
not. It was that tzle of derrving-do
—the reseue of Frout—that caused tho
captain of the Fifth to take noto of the
existonce of Stacey of the Remave, and
stop him in the quad to speak a few
gracious words.

Hence Wharton's scornful smile,

Stacey’'s manner was modest and
deprecating—quite that of a fellow who
had dotne something decent, but did not
want to be praised for it. Constdering
that he hadn't done it that manner was,
erhaps, sufficient to cause Wharton's
ip to curl with disdein., He could
bhear what Blundell was saying, and he
could not help wondering how Stacey
could stand it, without blurting out the
facts, mgardlﬂsﬁ of consequences.

Stacey’s position, undoubtedly, was a
difficult one.

He was determined that the facts
should pot come to light, and that he
would have no trouhle with Quelch.
‘That made it necessary to carry on with
what was gotting very like a decoption.

At first, it had irked him and
annoyed him—Wharton had seen that
for himself. He had not wanted to b
cradit that was not his due, and he hac
felt irritated and embarrassed by the
situation. DBut that feeling seemed to
bave changed.

. = The episode had given him o leg-n

in the school—it had won him ad-
miration in the Remove, the esteemn of
iz Form-master and of Prout, a good
deal of notice from Fifth Form men—
words of commendation from Wingate,
tho captain of the scheoal., Tt was, in
fact, extremely usciul to Stacey, who
was ambitious, and very keen on making
n figure at Gregfriars—still keener on
putting his relative and rival into the
shade.

8o, having satisficd his conseience
with the argument that it was im-
gﬂﬁﬁlhfﬁ now to set tho matter right,

taccy was accepting the situation as
if it was nuine=—gs his, manncr to
Blundell fully showed.

Billy Bunter grinned. To his fat
mind, the cxplanation of Wharton's
sgornful look was ensy, he woas jealous
of the chap, and grudged him his meed
of praizse. Tndeed. Bunter was not the
only fellow in the Remove whe took
that view.

Only the Co. knew the facts, and they
wera hound to silence; the other fellows
only know that Stacey had done &
decent thing, and that Wharton spoke
of it contemptuously, Any fellow sec-
ing him now might have got the same
tmpressian as Bunter from his looks,

It would have beon wiser in Wharton
to matk his feclings on the subject,
but he was not in a prudent state of
mind these days. Both Stacoy and
Blundell saw him standing thers, ansd
saw his lip curl with scorn, Stacey
coloured deeply; and Blundell, frowp-
ing, turned angrily towards the capiain
of the BEemove.

“You cheeky little sweep ™ said
Blundell. “What doea that meant
Can't vou do anything but sncer at a
fellow in your Form who has done a
thing that Pve no doubt vou'd have
thourht twice about doing?

Harry Wharton laughed. As he,
asctually, had done the thing in ques-

tion. that remark had its gmmsing
aspect.

Blundell glared at him.

“I've- heard about sour rolten

jealousy of thia new kid, Whaston |”
1w snapped. “I hepr that you lkoep
him out of Hemaove cricket; and all the
echool linows that ha ecan play your

2

head off. Now I hear that you jeer at
what he did for my Form-mastor the
other day, It scems that you can’t give
him eredit for anything.
“"Not for that. certainly 1" said ITarry
“You know what ho cﬁd i
“Not at alll 1 know what he's sup-
posed to have done., That's quite a
different thing.”
“Are you going to mako ont that lin
never helped Prout when he was st
on by thoso hmii%-ana from Weapshott”
demanded Blundell.

"Why not?” ashed Wharton, with a
sarcastio smile,

Well, my opinion is that you're a

Young rottor, then |’ growled Blundell.

And, with a frown at Wharton and a
nod to Stacey, the captain of the Fifth
stalked away.

Wharton Exmi his cyes on Sincey's
Aushed faco,

“ Enjoying it—what?” ha asked,

Btacey compressed his lips.

“You jolly nearly gave it away to
Blundell then!” he said in a low,
savage tone. “Look here, Wharton,
let's have this lpl::;inn. You know per-
f¢&=:;¥ well that I never wantoed this——"
it ou seem to like it now you've got

"It can't bo hellped now, I'm not
fﬂll}g to make Queleh wild with mo Ly
letting him' know. That means that
it's got to be kept dark If you keen
up this sort of thing somebody will
tumble econer or later. What will it
make me look like if it comes ont that
I never helped Prout, after all the gas
and_jaw on the subject?”

‘It will make you look a fool,” said
Harry—"and serve you right, tno! Do
you expect me to join in the chorua of

raise, making yon out to bo o sorg of

ero for what you never did 1

Neither of the juniors noticed the fat
face and the glimmering spectacles at
the half-open Windew of the Rag—and
Billy Dunter Jdid ne make his presence
known.

ITa was hreathless with astonishment
nt what he was hearing, and breath-
lessly anxioas te hear more. Evidently
there way something behind the scenes
that Bunter did not know—and ho
wanted to know |

“I don't suppose it was anyvthing, if
you come to that!” snapped Stacey.
“Prout's an old gasbag, and I don't
believe for a moment that you van any
risk.* :

“Quite ! And you ran still less, aa
you were sitting in the Form-room ot
the time, making Queleh beliave that I
wans thero

"1 was doing you a good turn—-"

"You should have waited to be asked.
T'd rathor have owned np to Quelch
that I cut detention. T conldn’t, becayse
it would get vou into a row for pulling
his leg.  You ought to own up now
they're making this idiotic mstako.
I'm willing if you are.”

“Well, I'm  not [
savagely,

“NMNa, yvou don't want to part with
the kudes now you've got it,” said the
captain of the Remove scornfully, “It
Euta you in a good light, and ma in a

ad one—and ;n:-u'ra going to use it for
all it's worth. Well, I shall say
nothing; but if you expecl me to tell
lies nbout it, you'll be dizappointed.
I'm not going to pretend to belicve that
yvou did e thing that you didn't do—
?nd that I did myself, a5 a matter of
act.”’

And with that the caoptain_ of the
Remove_turned on his hicel and walked
away. He left Stacey standing by the
window of the Bag with clencherd hands
ard }glinting Oy 08,

“He, he, hol™
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Stacoy gave & sudden Jump-or,
rather, & bound—at that unmusioal
cachinnation from the window of the

o spun round and starcd at the fat,
ﬁrinmng face of William George
unter; he stared blankly,

“He, he, he|” Buntor was amused,
*1 say, Stacey, iz that how it was?
He, ho, hel It was you I snw getting
in at the Form-rosom window that dsy.
‘And 1 thought it was Wharton; and
those chaps made -out it was Wharton,
Ho, ho, hol T ssy; old Quglch would be
fearfully wild 4f ho knew * ’

Staccy could only staro at him in
utter dismay. Bunter kndw now—and
that meant that all Greyfriars would
know soon | ' :

“And it was Wharton Wwho butted in
and rosouned old Prout!” chortled
Bumter. “No wonder he eits up rusty
when the follows keep on singing your
praiscsl He. he; hel 1 say, Stacey,

ou'ro an awful spoofer, min’t you?
i{a.king cut that you rescued old Prout,
when it was Wharton all the timo! He
e, he! I wonder what the fellows- will
say when tim; knawi They'll say——
Xarcoocooeh [' .

Btacey reached up and landed his
apen palm with a terrifio swipe on the
fat face looking down at him,

Buntor coased to grin on the spot.

He gave a fearful yell and tumbled
backwards and disappeared from the
window. here was a heavy bump

within the Rag.

"Yooo-hooop!” Roated out of the
window. *“Owl Beastl Whoohoopl
Wharrer wyou hitting & fellow for?
Yo-wo-wo-wwwoop [M

Stacey drove his hands deep into lis
E:ck&m and tra away, leaving
nter to yoll. All the fat was in the

fira now,

o _ma

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bottled !

R. QUELCH in third school
M that morning kad his eye very
soverely on Bunter; WAS
wrathy with Bunter.

_ Bunlter was always rather & bother
in elass. His inflexible determination
not te learn snything might have
worried any Form-master, his pro-
nsity to chatter was another worry.
Eualch liked silence and fixed attontion
in his Form-room; ho never got either

from Billy Buntar. :

But nove had Bunter been so ex-

rating as he was in third school on
this particular morning, He was not
only eager to chatter and whisper as
usual, but seemed bursting to chatter
and whisper.

The fact was that Buater had not
been able to tell the tale yet; he was
in possession ot a startling item of
news which he had had as yet no oppor-
tunity to impart {0 anyoge. By the time
Bunter bhad Anished rubbing his fat
fece, smacked by Btacay in the Rag.
the had rung for classcz—and
Bunter had been a minuto or two late
for class.

Bursting with atartlingknam, Bunter
had to bottle it up—and keep it bottled
for a whole hour! Which was praoctie-
ally an impoasibility to Bunter, Twice,
thrice, he began to whisper to fellows
near i'um,_ and Mr, Qualch's gimlet-oye
ginglod him out. wice, thrice, the
Remove-master uﬁgka to Bunter in
warning tones, the warning growing
more pronounced each time.,  Twice,
thrice, the fat Owl unwillingly corked
it up again as it were.

But ho could not keep it corked up.
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When Quelch turned to his deale for a

-moment Bunter whispered to S3kinner:

“*1 say, it was Wharton all the time [”
Whieli remark simply mystified
Skinner, as he had not the remotest
idea of what the fat Ow! was alluding

to.

Qu{:lﬂh spun round from his desk.

Buntor, 'you are talking again |

“Eh? Oh, no, sir l"'gas?ed Buntor.
“1 only said to ékinne:u——'

“Tako fifty lines, Bunter.™

“Oh lor' |’

English history was resumed, and
Buuter wasz silent for o few minutes,

The Remova were doing the reign of
Quesn Anne—in which Bunter was not
in the least intercsted. Ho knew that
Queen Anne was dead—at least, he had
heard so—and he wanted to know ng
more about her -On the other hand, he
“"ﬂﬂ-‘dﬂll;?lj’, thrillingly interested in the
affair Htacoy an barton—as the
fellow who knew, and who could startle
and astonish all the other fellows if he
could only get it ocut.

“1 say, Snoopey!” TUnable to kecp
silent, Bunter whispered to Snoop on
thoe other side. * I say, it wasn't Stacey
at all i

Bnoop only blinked at him, as mysti-
fied as Skinnor.

“Htacey makes out
whispered  Bunter, regardless of
grammar 88 of Quelch, * But it wasn't |
It wes Wharton all the time ™

“ Buntor 1"

“Oh crikey {*

“What wore you saying to Bnoop,
Dunter 1

“0Oh, nothing, sir! I ncver opencd
my li I only sajd—-"

“Take a hundred lines |”

“Oh dear ¥

- Onee mora thore was Dnglish history
—with Quelch’s gimlet eye gleaming
halefully at Bunter, and most of the
fellows grinning and rather curious.
Everybody could sea that Bunter was
bursting with sﬂmethingt though they

it was himI"

could not guess what., Only Stacey could
ELess,

Nearly ten minutes - befors
Bunter broke out again. Bottling it up

longer than that was impossible. But
Bkinner on one side, Snoop on the other,
kept turned away from Bunter, dread-
ing to draw the gimlet eyp on them-
selves. Bunter leaned over his desk
and whispered to Vernon-Bmith, in
front of him.

“I say, Smithy! I bet you never
knew it was Wharton. You thought it
was Stacey, and it wasn't-——"

“8hat up, you fat ass 1" breathed the

Bounder, as uelch’s .gimlet ecye
gleamed round. “Quelchy’'s watching
vou."

“But I toll you it wasn't him. He
made out thet it was him, but it
waan't—""

“Bunter * Mr. Quelch’s voice might
have beon likened to the growl of &
tiger in the jungle. *“Bunter, stand

up |

“Oh lor'! I mean, yos, sir I gasped
Bunter. “I wasn’t speaking, sir] I
never said a word to gmithj, sir—not o
syllablo | Smithy will tell you the same,
sir—he heard me-—-~"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Buence! DBunter, you persist in
talking in class! Now, tell me at once
what you were esying to Vernon-
Smith | :

“ Nothing, sir 1"

Rap!

A pointer establizhed contact with a
set of fat knuckles. There was a wild
howl in the Remove Form-room. '

I T'IJPDWII Jt !

“1 insigt,” eaid Mr, Quelch, “upon

- knowing your resson for this absurd

# akiog of,” sat
g

and porsistent chattering, Bunter! - Re-

peat immeﬂintalf what you said to
Vernon-B8mith | What was it

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow [

“Ha. ha, ha I?

“Bunter, I warn youl” Up wont tho
pointer.

“I—1 never said anything, air—I

mean I only snid it wasn't him, sirt"
stuttored Buntor,

*“You said what 1" gasped Mr., Quelch.

“I—I said it wasn't him, sir1*

“Have you no regard whatever for
the rules of English grammar, Bunter {”

“No, sir—I mean, yes, sirl Lots{"
gaspaed Bunter. -

“Do you not know the difference be-
tween the nominsative case and the
accusative case, Bunter I

“Oh, yes, sir!” gasped the confused
Owl,  *It—it’s passive in form, but
active in meaning, sir.” :

There was a shrick from the Remove,
Bunter, like the rest of the Form, had
lately suffered under Quelch and de-
ponent verbs. In his present state of
confusion he was getting mixed.

* Bilence I” hootad Mr. Quelch, *This
boy’s stupidity is not s subject for
marriment [

On that point the Remove did not
spem_to agree with their Form-master.
But Quelch's glare was not to be argued
with, and there was silenco.

”ﬂaw, Buntor, what did you moan
by your ridiculous and ungrammatical
remark to Yernon-8mith 1"

“N-n-nothing, sir {* groaned Bunter.

“What were you spesking of, Bun.
ter?” That question showed how angry
Quelch was. In ealmer moments ho
would have said “Of what wero jou
spealing §

“Oh, nothing, sir! 1 wasn't [f}in ta
tell Smithy about Stacey, sir ?-HI
don’t really know it wasn't him."

Stacey’s face was set and almost
white, He had no doubt that it was all
coming out now. ' The other fellows

simply stared. "I"'manf'1 had mnot the
remotest idea of what DBunter was
driving at.

“ About Btacey I” ropeated Mr., Quelch
blankly.

“¥es, gir] I mean, ne, sir 1" babbled
Bunter, in o mingled state of terror and
econfusion, Bunter wanted to tell the
Remove; but ho did not want to tell
the Remcve-mastar. Iven Bunter's fat
and fatuous brain could understand
that it was a serious matter if it camo
to the cars of authoerity, Floggings for
both the juniors concerned was the most
probable result if Quelch got on to it
“I—1-I didn't mean Stacey, sirl Or—
ot Wharton1 The—the fact i3, sir, I=I
don’t know anything about it [*

" About what?"” hooted Mr. Quelch,

“ Anything, sir " gurgled Bunter. “I
=1 dare say it was Stacey, just as he
makes out! I never heard him talkin
to Wharton. I wasn't in the Rag at a
in break, and I never looked ocut of the
window ! Bestdes, fellows shouldn't talk
unider an open window if they don't
want fellows to hear. Not that I heard
anything, sir—I—1 wasn’t there [V

“Oh, my hat " murmured Wharton.

He understood now, as woll as Stacey.

The Co. had a glimmering of it. Bug
:]Im Lﬂzst of thae Formm were etill in tho
AT K.

“ It appears,” said Mr. Quelch, in a
deep voice, “that you have overheard
a privato conversation between two
other boys, Bunter, and that it is that
;.:]-hmlf;n you arae so cagor to repeat in

B2

“Oh, no, sicl I wasn't going to tell

anyhody that it wasn't him—
“I have no idea of what you are
d Mr. Quelch, “ Neither

1 desire to know 1 1 undorstand now

how the mattor stands.”
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exclaimed Potter. ** Urrggh |**
young scoundrol | ** gasped Coker.
“Q0h, good ! I mean, yes, siv I* gasped

1
Buntar. "M~m~mu:.rf

“¥ou may not, Bunter!
stand out before the Form IV

“Oh lor' 1?
~ Bunter rolled out in dismal appre-
hension. Theo fact that Mr. %U'Iﬂﬂh taok
a cane from his desk looked as if his
upprehensions wern  well-founded.

* Now, Buntep—"!

Ld U.,.,'.r !}J‘

“ Yo bend over that desk,
Bunter

“Wow M

Whack, whack!

“¥ aroogyoop 1™

“That,” said Mr. Quelch, "ia for
listening to a conversation not intended
for your ecars, Bunter! You necd not
tise—I have not fmished yet 1™

“Oh o 1™

Whack, whack!

“Whooap I

“That,” said Mr. Quelch, “is for re-
peating, or attcmpting to repeat, private
matteras that vou have learaed by sur-
roptitions methods 1*

“Oh dear 1™

Whaek, whacek |

“ ¥Yaroooooon 1#

“That,” said Mr. Quelch, “is for in-
attention in class [™

¢V ow-ow-ow 1V

git down, sie T
You will

will

132
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*You mey now go back to your place,
Bunter, and if you ak another word
during this lezson, I shall caue you more

suveraely 1

*Wooooooogh 1

Bunter wont. back to his place. Ho
wrigplod painfully as ho sat there. Io
did nob speak ancther word during that
lesson.  After being so faithfully dealt
with by Queleh, even Bunter was able
te keop it bottled up. And it was stil
corked, =o to speak, when the Remove
wers dizmizsed after third echool.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Brought to Light!

i BAY, you fellows 1

H Bili::.r Bunter fairvly yelled
when he got out iuto the guad.

For a whole hour startling
news had been bottled up in Buonter
Wow it eame ont! In the quad o crowd
of fellows surrounded him. Al the Re-
move were curions to hear what 1t was
that the fat Owl was so cager to 1mpart.

Stacey made o movoment towards
Bunter, with hia fists clenched and his
eyes g-lnamingi,j But he realised the
futility of it. Bunter could be punched
like o fat punchball, but Bunter coule
not be kept silent! It was o physical
impossibility {for Bunter to kecp &
gecrot. ‘The gamo was up. |

Harry YWharton, with a faintly mock-
ing expression on his face, cama up to
the new fellow while Bunter was squeaks
ing cxcitedly to an interested erowd.

“It's out pow, Stacey i said the cap-
tain of the Remove quictly. :

; E&umr:,r gave him a black and bitter
ook,

“That fat fool must have been listen-
ig while we were talking in break”
garcdl Harvey.

“1 dare say you knew he was!” said
Stacey bitterly.

“Vou know I didn't1* answered Whar-
tom ealmly. “ But he's gabbling it out
to ali tha i’rallujws now. It will bo up and

dawn the school soon, and it's only a
guestion of thme before Quelch hears

e

—a

“1 know that ¥*

“We're Lboth in this up to the neck,”
eaid Wharton. “I'm a3 deep in the
mud as you arve in the mire. 1’1l do as
you like in the matter. you choaose,
I'll go to Quelch with yon now, or you
ean leavo it till he heprs-—it wou't be
long, st this rate.”

“T'm not going to Quelch with youi”
muttered Stacey.

. \
Polter and Greene fairly jumped at the slght of Coker covered from head fo foot with jam.

“Is Stacey coming fo tea ? '’ asked Greene.
“ He's the—gurrggh 1 —worst of the—wooogh I—lot I Qoooch [

“ Urrgeh !

“ What the dickens——1"
Don't talk to me about the

Wharton shrugged hia shonldera.

“Please yvourself1” he anzwered. " Tt
can't be gabbled all over the schaol
without the boaks getting hold of i,
vou konow that. But if you think there’s
stil! & chanco of keeping it dark, leave
it at that!” :

And Wharton left him  wilhout
ancthier word. He joined the Co., whe
wore lookimg worried and dismayed.

“All tha fet’'s in the HAro now "
7!'“11[-13(] Jﬂhi;uur Bull. “You mig:hti
wve been & bit more carcful not to ics
it out, Wharton.”

“hid I let it out?™

“Well, it secnis that Bunter heard
you and Stacey—""

“How was I to know that Bunter was
cavesdropping ¥ snapped  Wharton.
“Qtacey started the subject—I answered
liim. Am [ to blame because that
fellow has been spoofing the whola
school, and now he's found out?

“Well, there'll be a beastly row
about it.” said Bob. “You'll bag ihat
ﬂ”$§’i“3- after all 1"

Y know that ™

“And Stacey !” eaid Hul]genf. “Aly
hat! Queleh will bo wild with Yo
You'll both get it in the neck | lLaoak

here, the hest thimg is for both of yon
to go to Quelech &t once and own wy.
Qu#ﬁcb may go easier, then, than if
he finds 1t out lor inimsnﬁ', as he's hoand
to soon.”

“That's right [ agrecd Bob.

“The rightfulnesa is terrifict” agreed
Ilurrce Jamset Iam Singh. £

“Vou owe Stacey that much, Wihar-
ton,”” said Johuny Bull. "I think—--"

“Da wyou?” smid Wharton, sarveasie-
ally. “Nor in your line, is it1"

“Look here, vou onght io go io
Quelch with Stacey-—-—"

“Botter tell Stacey that!  I'es acked
him, and he won't go.” said the cap-
tain of the Remove curtly.

“Qh1” said Johnny, rather fnken
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aback. “Best thing he could do, and
vou a3 welll I should have

thought——"

“You should have—but you never
dol™ retorted Wharton.

It was just as well that there came
an interruption befora Johnny could
!‘Eﬁlj‘ to that., Five or six Romove
fallows detached themselves from the
excited group round Bunter, snd rushed
acrosd to the Famous Five.,  That

roup was augmenting in numbers,
ellows of other Forma coming along,
ai well as Hemove, to see what the
exciternent was about.

Rilly Bunter for once, was the
contre of thin tha oynosure of all
eves | Bunter was snjoyving himasalf.

“Here he is|" ahouted Petar Tadd.
Ha led the rush of half a dozen
Hemovites towards the captain of the

Form. *“Here, Wharton—""
* Wharton 1™ exelaimed Yernon-
Sraith,
“Was it you?” demanded Squiff.
“Has Bunter got it right 1" exclaimed
Hazeldeno. i ¥
Wharton , did not answer. Until

Btacey agreed to speak out, he had the
seeret to keep—little use as there was
n keepiog it now.

‘Is Bunter telling the fellows the
truth 1 demanded-the Bounder,

“Docs he ever” drawled Wharton,

“Well, never mind whether he does
cver--is he now " asked 3mithy. "Was
it you biffed that footpad—»"

“And resound old plump Prouti™
azked Peteor,

“Did Stacey stick in dotontion for . h

yout” exclaimed Bquiff. “Jolly good-
natured of lim of he didt”

"Wharton let him have hizs giddy
glory’ as a jolly old reward!” chuckled
the Dounder  “He's got Prout's gag!”
- "What about it, harton ¥ asked
three or four fellows.

it 1" answered

L Hﬂtlling aboutk
Harry. “If you're interested in
listen to it.

Bunter's gabble, go and

I've got nothing to tell you.” :
- T ¥ou can tell us whether he's got it
Tight or not!" hooted Peter. “Can't
you use your silly tongue??

“*1 ecan—but I won'tl"
Wharion coolly.

- “Do you fellows know?"' asked tho
Bounder, looking at the Co.

“Oh, let it drop!” grunted Bob
Cherry.

“Let's go and ask Btacey!” szaid
A N othing boing obtained from H

othing being obtained from Harry
Wharton & Co., the fellows rushed off
for Stacoy. But they did not find him.
Stacey was not_anxious to be inter-
viewed by his Form-fellows just then,
nod he had gone into the I-iuusﬁ and
disappeared from sight.

The now fellow in the Bemove was
in & very unenviable frame of mind.

In the fixed belief that the facts
would never come to light, he had
allowed the decoption to goe on—and
now the facts were coming to light!
Apart from grouble with Quelch, which
wa3s seripus enough, he was going to
look o fool to all the Form—as &
fallow who had allowed them to
believe that he had dome a thing he
had not done.

He was not seen again till the bell
rang for dinner. Then he joined
Wharton on the way to the dining-
IO,

answered

“I've got to speak to you, Wharton,” |

ho said, in o low voice: and he
Wharton™s companions a look—an
Co. walked on ahead,
“Well ¥” said Harry curtly.
“That fool DBunter has gabbled thae
story all over the shop nowl That
can't Dbe Thelped! But everybody

Tre Magyer Lisrany.—No. 1,424,
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knows what a liar and a fool he ial

If wo deny it—" ]
“Dany 1t!" vepeated Wharton, his
oyos Hashing.

#

“(Oh, don't come tho hoity-toity now 1
gald Btacey am'a.geg. “The thing's too
gerions for that! Everybods. will think
Bunter is lying, if ;
fellow who listens behind o window and
tells tales, deserves to be eot down as a
liar! Your friends will heold

that it's ono of Bunter's silly yarns—
and all the fellows will believa us.
That will sea us both clear, ™

Wharton breathed hard and r'lcsaP.

“Tell as many lies as you like,” he
paid, ~ “I'll tell none! I'l hold my
tongua and refuse to say anvthing—
but that's the limit! I sghall not
say that Bunter is lying when he's tell-
ing the truth. _

" You rotter!” breathed Stacay.
“It's vour own doing,” said
“If vou'd come with mo fo
I wanted, swhen Prout first made hie
idiotie mistake, it would never have
come to this. If yon can get out of

arry.

the scrapo by lying, tell mountains of g

them, if you like—L won't[*
Btacey clenched his hands.,
“Mind, if you let me down in this,
Ill do tho best I can for myself—and
‘ot gan Jook out for yourself I he
issad. “T toll you—-"
“Don't talk to me—you make me
eick 1 snapped Wharton, and he quick-
encd his pace and overtook his friends.
Btacey, with a black brew, fellowed
imt  into - the dining-hall. At the
Remove table ho was the centre of all
oy ed,

——

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Flogging For Ona !
M}L‘ QUELCII glanced at Stacey

iIn S0Me BUTPLISa.
After dinner the new hboy
] in the Remove: followed him
to his study. A good many Removites,
anxious fo sﬁd}uk te " Btacey, had to
1

wait., Billy Bunter's surprising revelas
tions were the one topie in the Form at
present,

“What s if, Stacey?™ asked Mr.

Queleh kindly.
“May I speak to you, siv??
“Certainly, my bay!"”
Quelch motioned to Stacey to follow

him into the study. He =at down, and 4]

the new fellow stood before him, with
& flushed face.

“I've got a confession to make, sir,’
said Btacey.
“Indead ! Quelch ralsed his eye-

brows and smiled o little. “ Nothing
vary serious I imagine, my boy.™

“I'm afraid you may think it serious,
sirt Mag I begin by telling you why
I did it? I know you will be angry,
sir! But I should like you to know
that I had what geemed to me & good
motive.™

Mr Quelch looked pmzaled.

“Plense be more explicit, Stacey,”
he said.

“You are aware, sir, that I am
dependent on Colonel Wharton, and that
he pays my fees at this school,” sail
Eta{:a{+ “He is very anxious that I
should be good friends with his nephew,
and I hope I have tried—though it
hasn't turned out very well, But—but
~am very grateful to Wharton’s uncle,
eir, and for that reason it came into
my head the other day to got Wharton
out of & scrape

“To what do you refer, Stacey 1™

“Tho other day, sir, Wharton iwas
under detontion. .He i5 ready to con-
foss to you that he cut detention—
indeed, onxipus to do s0—so there is

wo say so. A

theiwr -
tongues. All we've got to do 15 to aay,

Queleh, asg’

no harm in my tcl]inﬁ as he
intends to do zo himself.

“Wharton did not cut detontion, as
you expresa it, Stacey, Two or tlireo
times, at least, I looked inta the Form-
room duaring his period of detention
and saw him there,'

“¥ou saw me, gir.” ]

Mr., Quelch almost jumped out of his
geat.

*You l” he cjaeulated.

“I'm afraid it was very wrong, sir
said SBtacey humbly., “But Wharton
having cleared. off, and his friends
elng very anxksue, 1—I had the idea
of saving him from a row’ by taking
his place.”

Mr, Quelch gave Stacey o fixed stare.
Thunder gathered in his brow,

“Htacey! Is it sible? Do you
dare to tell me that you took advan-
taﬁa of your likeness to Wharton to
substithte yourself for him in detention
—to deceive me—to make a fool of yonr
Form-master?” o

“Yes, sir. I'm zorry, but I did.”

“ Bless my soull” gasped Mr. Quelch,
“Btaceyl Such an act of deception—of
isrespect—of impertinence—Dbless my
soul! You did this—"" He gasped, as
he slowly assimilated it * ‘LChen—then
it was vou—you I saw in Form-room
—was Wharton out of gates?

“To was, sirl"’

“ And why hoave you comfe to toll me

this, Stacey!" thundered BMr. Queloh,
“Do you imagine that you will escape
punishment for such & deceptioni”
« “"No, sir! DBut—but I had to own upl
You zeo, sir, it happened that Wharton
did somothing while he was out of de-
tention—you remember, Mr, Prout,
gir——"

““Bless my soul! Thon—then that was
Wharton, as Mr. Prout supposed in the
first plaoel” ilr;a-s]ieﬂ the Remove master.

“That 13 why I have como to vou, sir.
Nothing would have been said other-
wisa, I can't let the fellows go on think.
ing that I did what Wharton did—it
puts me in such a rotten position. So—
they all know now, sir, how the matter
stands, and—and I'm telling yon. I
can't let fellows go on putting down to
me credit that’s dus to Wharton.”

HOh! ejoculated Mr. Quelch. He

remembered Bunter's antics m the
Form-room in third school, *I st:;épnsa
that that was what Bunter had in
i el ——* .
“* Bunter knows, sir, and a lot of other
cllows, too. I want eve ¥ to know,
and—and 1'know I shall bo ﬂt:rxkg_ﬂd. sir,
but—but that's better than making out
I did a thing I nover did.”

Mr. Queleh sat silent.

Stacey had told the truth, so [ar as
that went; Bunter koew, and a lot of
other fellows, too!l But he did nog
mention haw Bunter knew—and that tha
“lot of other fellows” had got it from
Bunter, As ha had said to Wharton, he
was doing tho best he could for himself

Ho waited, with an expression of
humble contrition on his face, that
hardly exgreasad his real feelings.

Mr. Quelch spoke at last,

“What you did, Btacoy, was very
WIOng—vory f.l!sre.'g eotful to your Form.
master. I am willing to believe that
you did not realise that it amounted to
a deception—but that was what it was.
I make full allowance for your motive—
'[mur gratitude to Wharton's uncle, who
s befriended you. But—-"

Mr. Quelch paused.

“But,” hoe resumed, “you have coma
to me of vour own accord, and con-
fessed—and certainly, as your motivo
for doing so i3 simply a desire not to
reap credit to which yon aro not en-
titled, I am bound to commend you for
vour frankness. In other circumstonces,

{Continued on page 28.)

you,



READ AND ENJOY THIS ALL-THRILLING STORY OF CANADIAN ADVENTURE.

JISAAC EMUQGER

TIHE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Sclieyn Gore wmid his pgounger
brother, Cofin, learn fHrom Isoco
Snugger, a Tomahawk salicitor, that
their Cncle Amyas, a gold prospector,
kos been murdered in  Canedo.
Snugger also informa them  that
Awnyas Gore had, in the presence of
his trusty friend, Mounloin Lion, o
Sioux Indian, made out a will, leaving
hia claim up in the Sunrisze Mountains
to the twe brothers., Determined fo
setile gecounts with the murderers,
Nelweyn and Colin leove for Canada
in company with Snugger. Following
n thrilling adventure in Tomaohaowok,
the trio set out for Moose Call. En
qwlﬁlheyumhe.!duphyusnmm
and forced to make camp. During

the nigkt they are altached by two
men who sct fire o their car and fent
and then make good thelr escape.
Apportioning out what litlle remaing
of their belongings, they confinue
theoir journey.

{ Now read on.)

Mountain Lion, The Indian!

HE sun blazed down in golden
glory, but, despate its heat, the
snow showed no sign of melt-
ing.

The trio did not always keep to the
road, for the drifts lay decp and level
with it on either side, and cvery now
and again Colin or SHelwyn would

lunge down into them. It was Isaac

ugger who made easiest and most
rapid progress, gliding along on his ono
snowshoe, and using it in an odd lame
duck kind of way.

They left the fir-elad slopes of the
hills behind, and were soon out in the
flat plain. For hours they trudged on,
only stopping onees to apen a tin of
corned beef, which they divided equslly.
For drink they melted snow in panni-
kins. The rations were scanty, and they
marched on again, their hunger
unappeased.

In all that wild wasto land they saw
na sign of a house, or a ranch. The
distant hille were too far awa
to hope to reach, and thae drifts that lay
batween teo decp to pass,

tor tham-
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BELWYN

Towards the wane of the afterncon it
grew cold again. -After the sun had
sunk to rest in a blaze of roscate glory,
it was bitter.

The light lingercd long, and then the
moon sosred up. +'.I'!m£ kept on the
mateh, for they might have died had
they stretched themsolves out in the
SROW. . ]

When at last they saw somo hills
ahead, treo clad, and not far off the
road, they blinked the sleep out of their
eyes, and hurried. And thers at last
they found & ° sheltered epot, and
stretehied themselves out, dividing the
coverings, and nestliog close together
for extra warmth. They were urp on A&
ledge, where no prqwﬁn_g wolf could
come without betraying its presence.

Too weary to eaf, they were soon fast
asleep.

The morning sun awnkened them.
They ato again from their scanty store,
and once mora pushed on.

Ahead of them thoe country began to
change in character. Far to the left
they saw the surface of a frozen lake,
the thick ice coated with snow. Hills
began to rise. But still there was no
sign or trace of habitation. They met
no travellers. They had the world to
themselves.

No, not quite, for a while later, as
they rested for s moment on the top of
a rise, and looked back across mors than
twenty miles of open country, they saw
something moving—something so tiny
that at first they paid no heed to it

It was just something that moved
black against the snow, and after they
had picked it up, Selwyn realized that
1t was coming along the road they had
already traversed.

“It's a man!"" he called out excitedly.
“In fact, I believa it's more than one ™

Snugger felt for his glasses; but the

and

had been burnt in the fire, The nake
eyes would have to serve.
“1t shaora iz movin'!" he cried, “If

it'n o man, he's certainly follerin' us!”
They watched and waited until the
object came nearer, and they wera able
to make it out in detail,
“It’s a dog team with a man, or two
men, drivin® it [* shouted Snugger ex-

".
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citedly, “P’r'apr zomebody’s learncd
of our plight, and has sent help, "

A disturbing thought oceurred
l’.‘}uliIn. a0 "3 &.

“I say, Snugger,” he said, " supposing
it's the men wga burnt our camp?”

Snugger's chin worked its way up,
and his eyes narrowed to slits, through
which he eyed the boy eritically.

*Waal, supposin’ it ia?"” bo growled.
“Then I'm going to plop me down in
tha snow, take careful aim, and drill
him, or them, clean full of holes like a
colander.™

it was a dog team sure enough, and
Selwyn could make out now that a
solitary raan was following it. :

“He'll coma up with us in a fow more
nriles,”” he said. *Let's push on. After
all, our objective 18 Mooge Call.”

The surfaco of tho road was loosa
under the spow, and the erng bard.
It boegan to run up ond down like a
switehback, .

They had trudged down into a hellow
where the snow lay thick, and wera be-
ginning the ascent of the slopas beyond,
when a stirring  blood-curdling  war-
whoop rang out.

As they turned to look over the brow
of the hill the dog team cameo in sight
—ninea ag%:.r huskies harpessed to a
sledge, which they bore along as they
stralned and pulled at guite a fair rato
of speed.

As the sledge met the down slope the
running figure behind let out another
terrifying ery. THé was pcrur_lﬂing along,
a feather showing in his thick fur cap.
Below the skin coat e wora Jeather
trunks that ended in thiek moceasing
thrust thrmi%h the straps of a pair of
snowshoes, With groat sweeping thrusts
of his shoes the man came on, iﬁﬁ,ﬁ
a tug at the gee pole to keop the loade
sledge true to the track.

It was as he took & long and searchs
ing glance at the man that Isasa
Enu‘fqﬂr swung up his Winchester, and
fired in the air. ] )

“ Hurrah !” he yelled, his eyes blazing
with excitement, “It's Mountsip Lion,
the Injun! He's kem back! That

means epring time is near! Hurrahi
. Tee Magwer Liprary.—No. 1,424
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It's Mountain Lionl
Yo in Moose Calll Eley, Injunl
glad to ses wer!™

Tha Sioux Indian’s  answering war-
whoop rolled in cracki echoes OVer
tho snow-elad waste as the dog drawn
slecdlge came om,

The Lonely Shack !

T a sharp word of command, the
A dog team ceased to  pull;
nt;“ the sledge came to a stand.

stiik

Tho shaggy dogs threw themselves
full length n the snow, mouths open,
tongues lolling, ears pricked up, their
leader sweeping thoe rest of the team
with approving eyés. 3

Selwyn smiled approval, for to him
these dogs were almost human.

Then he took stock of Mountain Lion,
of whom he had heard so much.
According to Isane Snugger this Sioux
Indian was s man right out of the com-
anon, and Selwyn could well believa it.

His faoe was typically 8ioux; high
cherk bones, slightly Hooked nose, wide
jaw; eyea that seemned black, and held
s fierce fire. The hair showed coarse
and black and streng. Complexion
copper, mixed with clirome. The mouth
was big and full-lipped, and the tecth
Selwyn saw. when the Sioux grested
Snugger wera perfeet.

Monnptain Lion pulled off his great fur
gloves, and gripped - handa. with
Snugger, after the Iashion of the white
mom..”

Isanc beamed.

“Why, Moyntain Lion1" he said. 1
am glad to meetchs, for we'd managed
to gel ourselves intd a bit of a jam.
want you to.meet the boys. You re
member I told you I was going peross
the pornd to bring back Amyss Gore's
nevvies. Woell, I've brung "em. Hyar
they are.” T

The Sioux turned his piercing black
eycs on Selwyn and Colin, and hia grim
visage relaxed, He gripped hands,
crushing each of theirs in fingers of steel.

*lad to meet you,'’ ho said solemnly,
and in perfoct Enﬁimh. “I came upon
the burnt wreck of a car end a tent in
tho giade whore your tracks turned on
to the road. That was no accident 1"

“It certainly was not, Mountain
Lion," anawered Selwyn. “Two men
ercpl down on our cemp last night end
fired the car and the tent, We shot at
them, but I'm afraid wo missad.”

”f_fgh t” grunted the Indian.

“How kem you to make the trail to
Moose Call, Mountsin Liont" asked

Now wo'll soon
I'm

ﬂnuiﬁur, :
*“Jho spring was near. I cama into
Tomahawk &0 see you, and heard you
hind started. 8o I followed.”™

“Hee any tracks in the spow "

"1 found the tracks of two cars,
Some, almost filled,' led out from the
town. The others, fresh ones, came back
towards it, but turned-off along tho road
to Beaver Creek.”

“Think the men who set fira to our
camp came in it1" Snugger asked.

“Hure of it,"” replied the Sioux, his
faco as grave as a Sphinx's. “for the
car was hidden hall a mile from the
road, and the men fired at me from that
diztnoce. have 8 no white man
harm, friend. Why should those men
have tried to kill mo unless they had set
fire to your tent and did net want me to
hrmg vou aid?"”

"Shot at you. Did they make good
slinotin' 17 esked Snugger.

The Sioux shrugged his fur-clad
ehoulders,
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"“The bullets came elose. But when I

fired in veply, the men gave up, and 1
heard the car drons awav.”
. “They tried to kill yon,” said Selwyn,
“tried to burn us to death in our sleep.
My brother and I were fired upon n
Tomahawl. These men must be the
two who killed my Uncle Amyas,
Mountain Lion.”

The Indian eved him soberly.

“Did you love your Uncle Amyast"
Lhe asked.

“1 met him only once; I liked him;
and the Gores are a clan. We mean to
avengo himp, Mountain Lion.”

Again the stern visage relaxed, and

the Sioux almost smiled.
-HUght It 13 well!™ he growled.
“But if T had not come with the sledge
you might have died from exposure with
your tent and. your food destroyed."

“Follow uws by accident?” Snugger
asked.

“Wo. Thoe sergeant of thoe Mounted
FPolice told me how you had started out
in & broken-down car with heavy snow
threatening.
as always, white man, and so I came.
Good for you it is the car is burned.”

Colin langhed.

“You'rs vight, Mountmin Lion,” he
said. "You don’t like motor-carsi”

' Bome,” said. the Bioux, jerking his
thumb at Isaac Snugger.. ' Not hist”

Stooping, he began to uncover partk
of the sledge, threw some meat and
biseuits to, his dogs, ther set out some
stores, nnd brought to view two pairs
of snowshbes.

“For you,” he said, throwing a pair
of shoes ot SBelwyn's feet. “And for
you. Like vou., Nice bova, Not afraid,

“Afraid of nothing on two legs or
four, Mountain Lion,"” answered Selwyn,

They climbed H{mn the shected-in
sledge and sat in the sun, eating their

meal. Their hunger appeased, and the
rest over, the boys fitted on their snow-
shoes., Then, packing awey their arma

and other belongings under the stout
covers, they resumed the journey at
groater ease.

The dogs pulled lustily. The sledge
ran evenly over the nnbroken snow, and
tha boys plunged after it, soon getting
used to the shoes under the Indian's
expert direction,

. Isaac Snugger went on ahead of the
dogs, Selwyn and Colin meved on
beside tho sledge, Mountain Lion had
charge of the ges stick, with which he
kept the sledge running true to the
rosdd.

The party took another rost towarda
the close of the afternoon, and then, as
before, the snow eet hard, It was frees-

ing again.
% Mooso Call,” said Mountain Lion,
pointing with hia whip,
Belwyn looked, thrﬁted to think that
the ilam whera Amyas Qore had buils
his shack, found his gold, and then died,
was of last quite close at hand.

The scenn was sombro enough, To the
loft, the ground began to rise. DBevond
a frozen lako of great size ranged a line
of foothills, and behind the hills, high
snow-capped mountains, whose crests
were hidden in the olouds.

*Moose Call,” zaid the Indian agsin,

“Where is my uncle's shack?” asked
Colin.

“A mile from the lake, in a clearing
at the foot of the hills.”

"And Unele Amyas’ elaim (™ asked

- Belwyn.

The Sionx raised the poiat of the whip
up higher.

had shot him an
l{i L 1]

I zaw yon were as mad-

*Up in the Suntise Mountains. There.
High up, You zce & fat place, &
plateau, just where the trees break awa
on the lower hille. It showe i:lql.:'o A
That is the place from which the bad
white men hurled your uncle after they
robbed him of hia

Selwyn’s handsome face hardened,

“ Do i’ﬂll know where to find my
uncle's elaim 7* he asked,

“Ught I must know it. I know every
ravine, ¢anyon, and pass in the Sunrige
Mountains. I havo roamed them ever
singe I was a boy. I tell the bearded

-whita man to go to this glm{: and to

that, in search of the gold he coveted,
and in one or other he found it. It
should not be so far away from where
the shack is built. If I could read I
would know it.*

“If you comdd read?” Colin repeated
the words broathlessly.

: “Befors he died, before I went to
Tomahawk to fetch tha brave white man
Bnugger, Amyas Gore wrote sbout tho
claim. But I cannot read the writing of
the white man. So I set the papor in a
canister and buried it where none can
find it. And it lies there now, cold,
beneath the snow. That messape should
tell you where the gold is to be found,”

*You buried n canister containing a
messegoe from Unecle Amyas, and you
can find it agatnt™ elwyn's voico
shoolk as he spoke, his blue eyes wero
on fire.

- The Sioux lowered the whip and cred
him caleulatingly. ' :

* Dioes this gold, tho curse of the white
man, mesn more to you than avenging
your uncle’s murder ' he demanded,

“Of course not! If ¥ wero offered all
the gold there is in the world to forgo
vengeance uponm my uncle's slayers, I
vould not touch any of it,” answered
Selwyn 1nd nanily.

“It is well,” rejoisind the Sioux.

iz manner changed as he sprang
nimbly to his fect. _

“It 15 not far mow,” he said. “ Tt will
not be datk until a little beforc the dawn
breaks, Scon the moon will rise. Let us
hﬂ'lﬂlnﬂh “_:

ﬁapushed on at a fair speed. Horo
snd there they came to patches where
the rosd lay bare, and stony. But
mostly the runners slid on frozen snow,
and the mountaing loomed visibly
Tearer.

Overhead the stars twinkled with =
brightness Selwyn had never known.
The moon swung up. They reached the
lake ond skirted it.

Presently tho 8ioux stopped the feam
and the sledge, and pointed with his
whip to a wood shack which was built
in & narrow clearing on the foothills
about a mile and a half away.

“Men have been building here,” he
said, " White men.”

Snugger gave a gasp of surprise.

“What?t  Prospectors or settlers
buildin’ hyar, and in the winter?” he
said. “That shack warn't there when
I kem out with you to see Amyas die,
dioux."

“No,” grunted the Bioux, scowling
BEEJ):GIGHS!};. ‘Only the corner posts
and the crosshcams were up then and
firmly bedded. Now the building is
complete. Men must have come ont
with sledge and finished it. But how
many? And from wherse? And why?”

“You'ro askin’ questions,” growled
Snugger, “and I can’t answer ‘em, I'd
like to koow if enyone's livin' thar just
the same, and if so—why.”

No smoke issued from the chimneys of
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the lonely shack, and the moon lit it
up go strongly they could see that its
windows were shuttered. Bnow lay all
around it, and on the weeping boughs
of tha pine-trecs in amongst which it
had been built. :

They moved on once more, the snow
erackling under the runners as the pant-
ing and tired dogs raced to the end of
their journey.

The plateau from which Amyas Gore
had been hurled by his murderers
loomed up forbiddingly above the firs,
On their right the ice-covercd lake
glistened blindingly. The towering
mountaing wera close at hand. Then
quite tuddenly Amyas Gore’s shack
loomod up as they turned a bead among
tha pines.

The Work of an Enemy.

GREAT open eireunlar space liko

an “amphitheatre had been

cleared of trees, mnd in the

heart of this stood a timber
shack of considerabla size.

Bohind it an open, treeless path led
to the foothills and the mountains. On
one side of the shack a great kitchen
garden had been dug; and in it dried-
up, frozen, dead vepetables raised their
heads etarkly to the moon.

Beyond was & great stack of logs.
Maxt to the house were stables and zomao
sheds, Uncle Amlyns must have taken
n long time to build and create all this,
Selwyn thought,

They spproached the shack from the
back. ‘The front was half turncd to the
Sunrise Mountains,

Bobwyn. rabed om s2 fost as the flat
shoes and his tired limbs would allow.
At his heels come Colin, and close up
with them moved Isaac Snugger, who
managed his snowshoes more easily than
they. Isasae Snugger was like iron and
literally untiring.

Behind came Mountain Lion and his
dog team, the man_ shouting, the dogs
yvapping and snapping, for they knew
they were in, the runners crackling
through the frozen snow, which lay
rather thinly here, Selwyn was surprised
to find. o

“Ugh, ugh, ugh! Hoi, hoi, hot!”
volled thea Indian, ecracking his whip,
and running with masterly casze in his
shoes,

They ewept round the side of the
shaek, and along it, and, as they came
to the front, & window shutter slammed
violently, driven by & sudden gust.

The Indian heard it sand stopped his
slmutinﬁn The mad barking of the dogs
was stilled.

Jelwyn felt hiz blood run cold. Colin
lcapt beside him.

“Did you hear that, Sel i he asked.

delwyn nodded, and, increasing his
:peod, raced pantingly right in front
of the house, and then stopped as if he
had been shot. .

“Great Scott!” he cried. " Some-
body's been here IV

“Thioves! Looters!” snapped Izaac
Snugger.

The Sioux ranged his dog eledge up

without & word, but his faeo was hard
and threatening as he took stock of the
SCRNG,

The door of the shack had been torn
from its hinges and lay o yard or two
from the doorway in the smow, All the
window chutters barring one had been
broken away and thrown to the ground.
Thoe windows had been smashed. Snow
had been blown into the large front
rgom which stretched the whole width
of the house, and nearly filled it.
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“Bad whits man bin ia _bLevel"
gruntad tho. Sionx.

“Boys," said Snugger, and _thers was
& suspicious tremor in his voice, 'and he
sniffed distressfully, *thar’s an up-
written law among men whe live in
these parts, they don’t allow a man to
break down and smash up another man's
shack. When you shut the doors and
shutter the windows, and lock up o
place and go swsy, usually it's sacred.
An' if T could catch the durn skunk
who's done this, I'd Iynch himt”’ _

They remained for s minute staring
at the ravaged sheck, then moved across
to tha stables. Here they discovered
that the door had been forced, staple,
hazp, and podlock baving been torn
awsy. But the door was on'its hinges,
though it had warped and was frozen
in the snow.

The store shed next to the stables had
been broken into and its contents hurled
out piecerneal. Picks, shovels, hoes,
forks, wheelbarrows, a sledge, Eugu of
fertiliser, and a mass of junk of every
deseription  littered the ground all
round,

Selwyn brought the lamp, and, switch-
ing on the light, flashed it about the
place. Tho ground in the stables, stalls
and all, bhad been forked and turned
over. Harness was littered about,

In the barn next door the floors had
been rooted up. :

The Bioux let his dogs loose, and the
party went into the sha Here Selwyn
hung his clectric lamp on e nail, and
Colin brought another. The living-room
was in & state of chaos. Bomo of the
thick floor boards had been uprooted.
The stones of the hearth had been dug
up. Soma of the brickwork of the
chimney had heen dislodged. A oup-
board had been splintered open. Chairs,
the heavy table, the iron stove, had been
throw down. The pipe leading up from
tha stove through the ceiling and out-
side dangled precariously. _

They went into the back reom and tha
kitchen. Here the same story was told.
Floorboards up, the furniture smashed
or dismantled, drawers and shelves on
the floor, and a litter everywhere. {

The kitchen was in terrible upheaval.
Pans, pots, canisters, botiles, glasses,

jugs, and mugs smashad or thrown any-

where. The shelves swept clean, the
drawers empticd.

“Someone has been scarching here,
Bougger,” said Selwym,
o nrchinf for something thoy didn’t
find, I should say,™ returned Snugger.
“Mobbe it was that paper you said
yvou hid, Injun.”

E1d M’Eh !I‘}

Snugger gazed uneasily round.

“Looks as if it'll take a long time to
put all this to rights,” he said. * But
we'll start in the mornin’. We've got
to do 1t. And while we're open to
attack wa'd better keep watch one st
a time, 'cos there are bad men about.

They went out into the snow again,
and left the breeze blow mildly upon
their cheeks. According to Snugger,
the snow would thaw good and fast 1n
tha morning. o much the better.
They had reached Mooze Call, and
thore was plenty of work to do.

The trio strode down the glade until
thoy came in view of the new shack in

‘the wood among the hills. It showed

black, solemn, uninviting. But th
aaw no sign of life, heard no untowar
gound, and went back again.

On tha way Isaag Bnugger remem-
bered the burntout ranch he had
visited after the burming of his car and
the tent. He spoke to Mountain Licn
about it. o

“MNever heard any talk. about it in
Tomahawk, Mountam Lion,™ le ssid.
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“Dunno_whe lived_there, or what hap-
pened. . Bt it seemed stronge.”

“Bad men  set’ the stch alight,”
grunted the Sioux,

“What? You koow all about it,
t-]].ﬂi-ﬂlih 5

“Two bad whito men call at the
ranch and ask for food and shelter,”
explained the Sioux. “The farmer, a
man na Morgan, ‘whs awsy. His
foreman fed the men, and then sct
them to chop wood, They refused, and
ho kicked them out.. That night the
men set the raneh on fire, and a servant
and a» child ware burned to death.
Morgan took his wife away: he Lad
loat all bis money in the ranch.™

L Aﬁﬂ‘t-lmy' nover ckught the two men
who did it7? asked SBnugger

indignantly.
"‘Eey' nover  capght them. The

whito - man, Morgan, . Egnrtad tho
matter in Beaver Creek, ‘& posso of

‘tha Mounted Polico roemed. the country

for weeks looking for the two men, but
they did maot cateh them.””

Selwyn insisted upon taking ‘the first
watch that night. He mufffed himself
up m _furs, encased his legs in' heavy
boots into which he ¢rammed plenty of

- mowspaper to keop his fe¢t warm.

Then he sought s sheltéred corner in
the open, snd sat down theré, with the
Winchester rifla I3ing across his knees
ind a revolver in his pocket. Thers were
two bad men about, killors and incen-
diaries, who weras much too dangerous
to be trifled with. With grim, set lips
he decided that if any man came thaf
way he would shoot first and ask
questions aftorwards

The minutea arept slowly om, In a
place where the snow lay thick, littlo
mounds showed tme'm_nl? on the whito
gurfaes. Mountain Liop’s team of dogs
had dug in under the snow to sleep,

L » L L] L}

In the morming, when the sun blazed
up, tho snow began to melt fzet, accord-
ing to snoticipation. “Before noon tho
foothills were clear, and only a little
snow lay in the shelterad places on tho
“Tha trets; deippod sroter: Socs 4

trecs drippod wator. on tho
glade was ¢lear c-? white.
floor-boards,

The trio resct *the
plugged the screw-holes, and, resetbing
the door, scom” had it swinging again
on its hmges, 'Thoy repaired tho lock
and ” made the door’ secure, 'Thoe
shutters were put up again, the furni-
ture righted, the ~stove put back in
place, and soon the shack was beginning
to lock shipshape again, .

The pure, mvigorating air mado
them 'ravenoys, and they made big
inroads on their storcs at the midd
meal, afier which the Indian grunted,
and, with & grim smilc, said:

“Mountain Liom™ go shoot boar.
Catoh fish when the ico melts. Good "

The meal over, S3nugger put forward
& suggestion.

“Wo can lock up the. shack onco
more,” he said, “and then go and seo
whao’s livingh over in that new place.
Wea'va a right to know what our neigh-
bours are like, ’specially after what's
happened hyar.”

ey shut. the. door wnd locked it;
then, leaving the windows shuttered,
st.:lrtl;ﬂd off for the now shack at a brisk

w .

They atfprmh_ed it without chal-
longe, and, walking round ib, saw no
gign of its inmg occupied) .

Selwyn banged loudly on the doar,
while Bnugger rapped upon-the windew-
shutters. Mountam Lion stood with his

Tiue Maaxer Liseanx.—No. 1,424,
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un read tc- lift to his shoulder and
Tﬁ in a
o ANSWEr ume.
Turning . they explored the
near-by wood. Here they came upon
‘felled tm:h&r. but noue it had been

nowly dropped. The faint traces and
tracks they found smemg the trees had
been made gome time., Whoever owned
the place had evidentiy not wintered
out.

Mountain Licn's keen eyes roamed
the hills, and he uttered s guttural
"hUghl” which might have meant any-
thang.

Thg;ay went back again to tho log
hut and sxamioed it It was strongly
built, and earth had been caked
between the thick t mber. It com-
mended not only the glade, but the
road which ran in from the main trail
to the shack Amyas Gore had built at
Moose Call.

“Colin,” said Belwyn, “I wish this
new shack wasn't here, I've an uncom-
fortable fecling about it.”

%uunta;;:ﬂ Lion overheard the remark
AD (11}

“Fasy to do what the bad white men
did—burn it down,” he suggested.

“WEEMI:It do that,” said Colin.

e Bioux nodded.
‘o «Good! Bad

“Gm d-ﬂ." ha l[l'E-l-H?Fd
. white men live here
They found no trace of any white
man, or good, and so they returned
to their own shack. By this time all
"the snow had gone, and the dogs came
leaping to meet them. Belwyn felt plad
to sep them thers. They would nct as
w?tch dogs snd give the alarm on the

provocation
n the diamnntlnd kitchen they had
faum:i a store of tag and colies, and

they made a brow now and ate. Then
Ee’fzryu remnen the canister Lhe
Indian had spoken about with the
mesaago. in it

7 Fmd it,” he said, hia eyes sparkling
with excitement. *If it &5 a meesage
my unclﬂ wrole we must see what 16
g hrifli e
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HARRY WHARTON'S ENEMY !

{Continued from page 24.)

Btacey, I should assuredly request the
Head to administer & fogging for such
an act, Bpt—"

Another pause,

“I'm not a:gautmg to be let off, sir!”
said Stacey. “I only hope you will be-
liove that I meant r:u:- -:hsmspa-:t to vou.
sir, After Colonel! Wharton's great
kindness to me—"

“I understand,” said Mr. Quelch.
“In certain respe-::ta Stacey, you have
raised yourself in my esteem by what
you have told me. ¥ou may go now,
my boy, and I shall consider how to deal
with the matter.”

Stacey went, leaving Mr. Queloh in 8
very thoughtful mood. He smiled as be
went down the passage.

L L - L3 L]

Harry Wharton did not escape so
cheaply.

In afterncon school thnt. dai Mr.
Quelch told him, or rather ed at
him to stand out befors the Form.

The captain of the Remove stood out,

H& uessad what was coming,
harton 1" rumbled Mr. Quelch.
o Yes, sir®
“Did you leave the Form-room
during detention on Tuesday?”
*Yes, sirt”
"‘.-"ﬂr,y woll. Your action will be re-

poried to wour hpudmnater. and Dr.
Locke will deal v.-lith you. You may go
back to yvour place”

Wharton sat down agsin,

Prout heard that evening that a Ra-
move junior was up for a Head's flog-
gvmg after Era}era in- the morning.

hen Prout heard who it was, and why,
Prout went to Quelch. It was Wharton
and not Stacey, after all, who hadsaved
Prout’s majestic nut from being cracked,
and Prout felt bound to weigh in.

But he weighed in in vain. Quelch
was willing to admit that, from a certain
int of view, it was fortunate that
harton had been on the spot. But
that did not alter the fact that ho had
cut detontion and defied the authority

of his Form-master. Ho was weloomp
to' Prout’s gratitude—hitherto bestowed
in crror on Stacey—he was welcome to
the praise due for & plucky action—and
he was also welcome, more than wél-
come, to the just punishment for s de.
fiance of authority, Frout p caded in
\?El.l'l :
In the Hall the following morning,
Wharton took it from the Head—with:
out a sound or a word, All the Re-
move witnessed it—3kinner,” with a
cheery smile, remembering the use of his
features as a duster; Stacey with an ex-
ressionless face, the Co. with giom
ooks. _
- When the é)u.m_ful scene was over and
the school dismissed, Harry Wharion
walked out of Hall with a firm step.
Hie friends gathered round him in silent

sympathy. They went into the quad.
““Feoling bad?’ asked Bob, rather
fatuously.

“Oht Im! Fing 1"

“'Hem {™

“Tt will. wear off 1’ said Johnny Bull,
“Nothing to wear off for Stacey !” said
Wharton bitterly. * Everybody thought

he would get the same as I did| y
hasn't het” .

His frionds did not answer. They did
not know.

“Wall, after all, you asked for it
cutting detention, you know!” said
Johtiny Bull; doubtless by way of
comfort,

“I know that. I'm mnot zmunmg

about the whopping. But——" Whar-

ton's face was dark and bitter, “It

seems that we're going to have two

weights and measures—one for me and

ono for Quelch's favourite. Well, if

%ehﬂ} iﬁranta tronible this term he can
ve 1t!"

To which® Wharton's friende listened
in silence, hoping that he wounld forget
his  wild words when the Hogging had
worn off, But the captain of the Ro-
move did not forget,

THE EXD.
(The next yarn in this grand sérics is
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THE HEAD’S
LITTLE RUSE!

By DICKY NUGENT

" Birchemall must go1™

Dr. Cruale’s voiece rang out like a pistol-shot, as
lie glancod ot the threo seniors standing before hin.

The tirant of St. Sam’s was in a fiery mood.
11is eyes blazed, bhis cheeks burned, and a ¢i tta
smoldered botween his lipa. A geato nottid vain
stood out on his forrid. F

* Birchemal]l must 5&! " he repected savvidgely.
" He must be got rid of by fare means or fowl.
It’s well over & week now sinea he harred himsslf
oub in his study rather than submit to me being
made headmaster in hia placo, and he seems more
firmly intrenched than ever. - Something has jolly
well got to be done about it. Do you savvy 1"

* Wo savvy, sir! "

“Good ™ Dr. Cyule glancod round to make
gurg that the door was sghut; then sank his vowe
io & wisper. “ Now that that's understocd, we
ear éﬁt own (o brass tax. Thia afternoon, on
Big Side,
bhetween Masters and Boys. I have it, on vory good
ortherity. that Dr. Birchemall will be playing for
the Masters.”

'The three seniora—who hap d to be Bounder
&nd Toadey and Cringer, the Eiggeat- rotiera in tho
Bigth—eyed the Menl with cunning eggeprossions
on their digla.

* What do you want us to do, then, siv 7" ashed
Hourder, with a loer.

“Kidnap him 1" was Dr. Crule’s serpriving
nuswor.  Kidvap himn and take him ee far away
jrom the kool as possibull It will be tho first
time he has left the Skool House sinece his barring-
out n, and it's & hevven-sont ortunity to
get rid of him onco and for all! Now lissen 1™

And the 3t. Bam’s tirant started to give the
rotters of the Sixth detailed instructions. -

Let ua leave thess fowl plotters for a minnit,
flear ronders, to renew ackwaintance with the rebbel
Loadmanter,

Dr. Birchemall'a If]i"ht waa getting desprit. His
small store of-tuck had vannished, and he had been
living for sevveral days on old boots from the
ouphoard and vy leaves from the winder-ledge.

“ On this diot,” muttored Dr. Birchemall, as ho
gazod gloomily out of the winder, “ I shall be
getting thin—and that will be too thiskt If T
ddon’t lhiave something to eat eoon, I shall fool
completely fed op ! ¥

It waa just as he made that ronrark that a
timmid rap sounded on the door of his atronghold.

CUrash! Bang! Wallop!

" Who's there 1™ asked the Ilead sharply.
¥ Friend or foo t "

“ It's me, sir 1 ¥ came a horse wisper {hirough the
keyhole, " Jack Jolly. Ist me in quick, bBeforo
loctor Crule spots mel I've brought a message
from the masteral ™

1ir. Birchemall hastily rvemoved the furniture
which he had used as a bovricade, and theni vwnlocked
the door and allowed the kaptin of the Fourth to
entor, HMias eyes gleemed as ho saw that Jolly
earvied & hamper with him.

“Aht  Tuek 1™ he memmered gratefully.
" You've just abont savod my life, Jolly ¢ ©

“The waosters hed o whip round for it,
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there i a kricket matech—a hrickot mateh,
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grinnod Jack J ﬂﬂ‘{i
vou &t hart, though,
the now Head I%JEIW it.
ragular brook! "

" Bggeactly what I thought, Jeolly!™ nodded
Dr. Birchemall, as ho took an enormous bito at o
E;:rrlt-piu. “1 oggspoct you hcr{.s would be ghad

+ have mo ,» too, wouldnt you 7™ :

“ ¥Yes, rather, sir] Of corse, you've bean o bit
of a rotter yoursslf in your time——"

“What 1 M

* But you've never been sueh a boolying tivant
as Doctor Crule, and we'd rather put up with you
than him! Now for the message, sir. It's the
grate annusl kricket match betwoen Masters and
Boys to-day, and the Mastera are n man short.
They want to know if you can possibly turn out
for them 1™ .

The rebbel headmaster drained the bottls of
ginger-pop he had just opencd before ho snsworcd.
Then he shook his head.

“ Give the mastera my condimonta, Jolly,” he
szid, * and tell them that, much as I ghould like
to lead them to viktory on Big Side this afternocn,
I cannot leave my post. The barring-out must go
on—and I'm staying here to sce it through! Toll
them, however, that to mako up for my absonceo
I have arranged for & friond of mino to take my

of coras, it wounldn't do to let
He's o broot, sir—a

place. He is a cullerod jentleman, and he is known
a4 the Kaflir Kricket King! Con you remembor
all that 3

“Grote pip! It would bo hard to forget it,
gir | ¥ eggsclaimed Jack Jolly, in a state of grato
gerprize.  ** I'll tell them, sir, and I'm sure thoy'll
give your friend, the Rafir KEricket King, s harty
welcome | Now I must gol ?

-“* Thanks for coming | ** smiled the rebbol Head,
whosa skollarly fizz, for some reason, now tooked
very aly and artlul. * Sce you this afternoon—or
rather, the Kaffir Kricket King will sce yout®

He larfed as he lod tho visitor out. Jack Jolly
wondered why.

A goon as dinner was over that day, Boundor

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

Answers to Correspondents

* CURIOUB ™ (Third).—""Ta Lord

ulaverer ever rude "

Certainly. Only yesterdoy wo, saw him
poke out his tonguo at the school Jdoctor |

*SENTOR " (Fifth).—" You Ruwnove kida
euzht to be made to cat your own words.”

Some of us do, old eport ! Wo just heard
Vunter sayinz he'd wiitten a Lundred lincs
for a {eed |
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STRANGE, BUT TRUE!

Bunier has o short memory for visiting
relatives, but there’s ono uncle he'll never
forget.

That’s the uncle whe zave him nothing to
rememnber him by |

Billy Bunter was swanking so
londly about the family crest ol
the Bunters that Bkinner took
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“ They all ﬂjmg‘(;rthis‘;& with’
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Pist Delarey has shown brillisnt
form with both bat and ball this
“eoming out of hia

_—ﬂ

and Toedey and Cringer waited ne r thoe Head's
etudy for Dr. Birchemall to come ats ready fo
nab him as soon a8 he appeared. |

While they waited, a Emm&n figyer covered in
soot mite have been soon elimbing ouiof one of the
chimbley-pots on to the roof of the kool House,
Tho crawied over the roof to 10 baok of the
house, then descended by a lodder tlat was reared
against the wall. Not a sole notissel the insident.

Ten reinnits later the groto matel bagan on Big
Side. Prominent among tho spectiters was Dr.
Crule. The tirant of 8t Smn's Lad tormed up on
the chanco that Dr. Birchomall’ male-eacape the
clutahes of Bounder & Co.—in which s, Dr. Crule
intended to take steps to ﬂ.‘eﬂ.]'wi’sh tho robbel
himself | ;

But nobody in the least like Pr. Birchemall
turned out for the Maslors, so Drs Onle's vigil was
In vadin. :

In the wsual way everybody fdild have folt
gratoly disappointed at the absenéa ofiihe Hoad.
But thia time there wns & new atfraeim that soon
made them forget all about Dr, Bireomall, That
attraction was the Kaflir Kyickot Kig|! ‘The exowd
were soon lovfing fit to bust over & commical
antiks of this weerd hricketer.

Meerly to look at him was endif 1) make a cat
larf. He was os black asg soot all owr, oven to his
Hannols, and he wore a black beard pasted in the
middle and . pulled round his edra :nd tied in a
pnot on the top of his head !  And whwm he played,
the crowd farely reared. Tis fond_ga for blind
swiping and his habit of ignoving 1be decisions of
the umpire reminded them of Dr. DBirchomall
limacif | |

Lven Dr. Crulo smiled sourly at his eommical
cepora and romaiued watching tidl e end of the

amo. But as soon as the Boyes had beaton the
Mastora by an innings and -gpine:wickets, he
remembored Dr. Birchemall agoln,.ind returned
to find gut whetlior his Sixth Form élies had boon
suxxesaful.

The answor was in the negative. Founder & Co.
hadu’t seen o sign of the rebbol llead.: When
Dr, Cruls wont out into the quad. agiin, ha lernod
the reason why. There at the a winder was
the Koffir Kricket King, calmly mpbing .off the
scob froin his dial to rovesl the peinnpg faee of the
rebbel himself | Dr. Crufo farely ndshed his teoth
with rage at the aight, and his écame. nin;pl
feemdish as Dr. Birchemall epotted gnd lac e&"'

“Jovver got loft 7" chortled  DTSifthbmall.

And Dr. Crule had to konfess to-Moself that he
ﬁaﬂ I:JIE-BJ]. left badly-——thanks to- thid Head's Little

uan

{More lovis in next weel's ™ stiming™ story—
“ Backing Up Dirchemall t "—LE®R,)

The big ecrowds that
turned up on Little SBide
lnst Tuesday to watch
the Greyfriara Scout
FPagcont were treatod to
an unrehearsed turn that
proved the hit of the day.

The star ach of the
Programme  was  an
attacle 1 Raodaking
(playod hy%ppar Fourth

waps) oo & party of
settlers  (played by
IHemavites), It had been
carefully planned bofore.
hand. oth sides had
Leen tromed to stage a
most realistig fight, at
the end of which the
sottlors wera to put the
Redskins to flight.

All went accnrdhu; to
programmme at first, The
settlers cameo out of their
dressing-tent near the
crickot vilion and
pitehod their camp in
the middle of Litile Side.
Scntriea wore posted, and
tho reast of the camp
" retired.” Then ecame
the sound of war-whoops
from the direction of tho
Redsking' dressing-tent,
which was hidden smong
the ftrces beyond the
playing-fields. The Red-
skins appeared in full
war-paint, waving toma.
hawla and howie-linives.
Tho slarm was sounded
in the camp of the pale-
faces and the fight began.

This wea all in order
and just aa adwvertised
on the progromme. It
was o most  thrilling
spectacle, and no one

eould liave swished for o

TOM REDWING describes

AMAZING ScouT
PAGEANT DusT-Up

flercer fight —belh
videa fought as if
they really meant
it

Wheorae the
unrehearsed act
came in was ab
the end of the
fight, The pro-

E{a\mﬂ‘lﬂﬂﬂid thot
8 Redskings

when the time eame [or
therma to ba defeated,
thoy obstinately refused
to ancept defeat !
" When tho erowds
realised the boitle was
going on after its due
time, they saw tho funny
side of it Choers
changed to laughs. Soon
they were all roering.

Eventoally, the Hed-
gkina, who outnumbered
the sottlors by two to
one, overrazn tho camp
and started roping up
the gallant defondors.
All this was accompanied
by {ighting of sauch
viclenco that there was
soon no doubt left that’
that it was real serap-
ping, and not the sham
variety that had been
arranged 1

The Secoutz who were
not taling part in the
aot were staggered at
first. ‘The question they
wero all ashing was, what
had caused Temple and
hig men t6 ruin thoe ach
likke this-t At last, when
it hed got really sorious
and the Redekina seemed

to bave won the day,
Tom Brown decided to

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!
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ARl L

has * hoisted * !
o! juniors in Hall lor foggiogs povites,
in hia time, but be says Bkinner jE‘

beoby frap ™ on their hewda
Fa

Jmallest in slatn
Won Lung, the Chiness
apior,- i3 snesred at by cads like

the Re-

A o avace! gquack

.“

William ‘E':"ihlar*a running com-
mentary ol _
match relayed throngh a micro=

would be defeated, bub [

make n
quickly:
gether all the maen he
coild find and led themn
to battlowith the victors!
And when the battlo
had been fought and won,

Hea
tﬂ-i

movo.
collectad

the Greyfrinrs Seouts
saw why the Rodskins
had acted as they bhad.

They were not Grey-
friava men at all, bhut
Courtficld School Lkids,
led by Dick Trumnper.
While itho ecrowd had
been cecupied with the
resb  of the Scout
Pageant, Trumper aund
hia followers had
attacked the TUpper
Fouwrth chaps in their
dressing-tent, tiod them
all up, and donned their
Rﬂ{l in costumes !

t waa & great jape on
their part, and to J:hpi'nrgﬂ
cxtent it succeeded. Buat,
thanks to Tom Brown,
Greyviriars had the last
laugh after alll

We can hardly credit
the romour that when-
ever 'Third Formers sco
Coker thoy run for their
lives.

To ws, it eomnds an
awiul lot of * bunk !

it
LI

TEMPLE GETE
ACpucntd

a Remove cricket

the trouble to conlront bim with shell ** ip irial games with a holds the record for kicking ap & “Juinoer & Co. They would phone in the crigket pavilion, wag from
a roference volume in which the vengeance! Usually & quniet ghindy ! Skinner backed three bsve to get op very early in fhe a {remwendous sunceess, and the three
Bunter crest was oot listed. fellow, the S8outh Africin member oprefects on the shine when they moming to outwit the Chinee, onlookers roared at Wib's humor- conld
Bunter replied that bis Family of the Remove is possibly in- fried fo grasp bim-—and it wag bowever, as they discovered ous comments throngh the lond- excelli
were {00 exclasive to be listed— EEEd by the wvisit the Scuth all Gosling could do to hold wmhds, eptering study to speakers. When Temple, of tha
but Removites agreed that the ican ericketers. Againat Bt. Skinner in position 1. A cesecof "reg ' his books, they brought Upper Fourth, got & ** duock,”
Bunters had rtghtl;r been **ex= Jim’s ‘he ¢lean bowled Tom the * cat ' Ior the ** wild cat ™! ~ @& ¢carelully  prepared ithough, °* Wib ** sportingly re-
cluded ¥ | Merry | | Irained Irom commenting }

. B ! N .1, F]
W g ) 3 :
Fiet I
jumior, chums with 1
strode and Tom Brown, who hails

hard-—-pa a Colonial

glarey. the Scuth African
George Bul-

NMew Zealand. They are

of the heftiest fellows one

wish to meet—Tom Brown
at Toothall and crick

Bulsizrode &t wrestling, and Pi
Dolaray et boxing. Delarey hila

should |}

LORD MAULEVERER asks
WHY NOT PEDESTRIAN

CROSSINGS FoOR
GREYFRIARS?

I'rn going to ask the sportsmen who arranyge
thinga here if we con’t start pedestrinn erossings

reyfriars.

hers was a time, dear men, when a chappio
could eross the quad. fairly safely. How iho
old place has changed |

A journey from the School House ta the

ates now is fraught with perils beside wlich
he perila of a jowmoy through a tropical
forost pales into insignificance. (Phew! Uno
more poptence like that and I shall bo leid
out 1} To begin with, there are savage tripoe-
hounds, eearching for fellowa’ trousers to iry
their teoth in. '%lmn thore ore fronzied [ags
hoocking ericket balls about in the mwst:
furious 10T,

There are cyclists, scalting, ecomingly, to
swell the sanny's sick-liata, 'There are podpy
porkers prowhng for pounds and lpmmia‘:_ng
postal-ordera, (Chuclk it, Mauly ! If you
don’t mind your p’s and q’e we shall run ous
of p'a and 8's I—Iid.)

I'd better not mention dear old Coker sl
that champion chicken-slayer he calls
motor-bilie, or I shell start gotting worked
up ! I think T've eaid d]]ﬂl]j%h already, any-
wny, to convineo any rational sporteman that

cdestrian crossings that will keep out doge,
nge, hard-ups, and knock-downs aro hmf!:,r
needed in, the guad at Greylriars.

So get busy, old beans I Let's stop making
podestrians cross—by making podestrian
erossings 1

(Mauly's taken like this ovcasionally, choys
—usually when someone hos slopped Los
snoozing l—Ed.)
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“MONSTER™ OF
POPPER ISLAND

By FRANK NUGENT

But for the Famous Five chancing to hava
a boat out on the Bark last Wednesday,
another * monster * legend as powerful as the
Loch-Ness one might have started, We wero
just in timo to nip it in the bud !

Judging by the terror on Dupont's face
when wo van into him rowing furicusly away
from Popper's Island, you'd have thought ho'd
geen & brontosaurus, et least |

“Mon dicu!® ho gesped, * Keep avay
from =zo islande, my Iriends! Somezing
terrible ees pore—up in %e trecs. I 'eard it—
a monstaire or sowezing——"

It appeared that he had gone to the island
with Bﬂ-‘l?-:rw}n his study-mate, aud Bolsy had

ne off on his own, exploring. Bhortly
afterwards, Dupont bad heard a rustling in
tho trees end a fearful bollowing such o2
might have been expected of some unheaid-of
monster of the air.

“ Ot poor Bolsover, I 'ear nozzing more,”
concluded Dupont sadly. " Zee monsimin
eat 'cem up, isn't it ¥ Zat ces vhat I zink,
an' 80 I row avay alone ! ™ )

Of course, there was nothing for it but to

investigale, -
m‘ﬁ’ﬁ id. And when we henard the fearful
howling and hooting from soimewhera up in
the trees, just as Dupont hed described 16,
we couldn’t wonder at his being secarcd.

But when we tound the cause of 't, all lears
vanished. It was only DBolsover. He haa
taken up singing recontly, and the fit scized
him te elimb a free and do his daily practice
up amongst the braochea]

That was all it was 1




