






                             THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                                          Left Out! 

“LEAVE me out, then!” 
  “Don’t be an ass, Smithy!”
  Harry Wharton’s voice was quiet, conciliatory. The Bounder’s was loud and angry. 
  Smithy was standing in the doorway of Study No. 1 in the Remove. Fellows in the Remove passage could see him—and most of them could hear him. Perhaps Smithy wanted them to hear him. 
  A member of the Remove cricket eleven who came along to rag his skipper was not likely, as a rule, to get much sympathy fron other fellows in the Form. But on this occasion the Bounder knew that he would get general support. Herbert Vernon-Smith did not always bother about being in the right when he started a “row,” but this time he was in the right, and all the Greyfriars Remove agreed with him. 
  Harry Wharton, sitting at the study table, had a paper before him—tha cricket list for the fixture at Highcliffe. The captain of the Remove had his list ready for posting up in the Rag, and he had completed it to his own satisfaction, if to nobody else’s. 
  “I mean it!” said the Bounder, his voice still loud and heard along the passage.  “If you fancy you’ve got Remove cricket in your pocket, Wharton, you’re making a mistake, and the sooner you find it out, the better!” 
  “My dear chap—” Wharton, not always patient, seemed unusually patient now. But the Bounder interrupted him. 
  “Are you playing Stacey at Highcliffe to-morrow?” 
  “No!” 
  The answer was short and sharp. Patent and conciliatory on other points, the captain of the Remove was evidently quite decided and determined about that. 
  “Then leave me out, too!” 
  Fellows came along the passage to look on at the altercation. Harry Wharton coloured under the stare of a crowd of faces behind the Bounder.  Peter Todd, Tom Brown, Squiff, members of the form eleven, gave him rather grim looks.  Redwing, the Bounder’s chum, touched him on the arm.
  “Chuck it, Smithy!” he murmured. “No good making matters worse.” 
  Smithy shook off his hand. He was excited and angry, and ha knew that all the Form was with hIm. Smithy was always rather given to insubordination. Now he was letting himself go. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Bob Cherry came along from the stairs, fresh and ruddy, with a bat under his arm. “What’s the jolly old row?” 
 Bob looked into the study over Smithy’s shoulder. At the sight of the cricket list he did not need telling what the row was, and his cheery face fell. 
  “That for Highcliffe?” he asked. 
  “Yes!”
  “I hope Stacey’s in it.” 
  “Oh!” said Bob. 
  Johnny Bull, Hurree Singh, and Frank Nugent had followed Bob up the passage. All three of them looked glum, and Johnny gave a grunt. Even the Co., Wharton’s inseparable comrades, were against him in this matter. His position in the Greyfriars Remove seemed rather like that of Ishmael of old—his hand against every man, and every man’s hand against him. 
  The Bounder looked round over the gathering crowd. He read encouragement, or, at least disapproval of Wharton, in every face. 
  For a week or more the matter had been hotly argued in the Remove. It was well known that the captain of the Form had definitely made up his mind not to play Stacey, his relative, in Remove matches. He barred Stacey— and Stacey barred him—but that, in the opinion of the Form, was no reason for leaving out the best junior cricketer in the school. Neither was it, as Wharton himself would have acknowledged, but he had other reasons of which the Removites knew nothing. 
  Anyhow, his mind was made up, with the firmness of a rock—which rather unfortunately appeared to the other fellows more like the obstinacy of a mule. 
  “I say, Harry—” began Nugont. 
  “Look here—” grunted Johnny Bull. 
  “My esteemed and idiotic chum——” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a distressed dusky face. 
  “Chuck it, Wharton!” said Suuiff. 
  “Don’t play the goat!” said Peter Todd. 
  Well known as Wharton’s determination was, the Remove cricketers could not quite believe that he would stick to it against the opinion of every other man in the Form! But it seemed that he was sticking to it. 
  His face was clouded and worried, but it was inflexible. 
  “This won’t do, Wharton!” said Tom Brown. 
  “It will have to do!” said Harry quietly, “1 can’t and won’t play Stacey—” 
  “What’s the matter with his cricket?” 
 “Nothing!” 
 “Oh, lots!” said Skinner, from behind the crowd. “He can play Wharton’s head off—that’s what’s the matter with it!” 
  Some of the fellows laughed. Wharton’s lip curled. Skinner’s opinion, at any rate did not worry him very much. 
  “That man Stacey,” said the Bounder, “plays like a Firat Eleven man! He’s bowled Wingate at the nets—Wingate of the Sixth! Caught him, too, in the field! He’s kept his wicket up against Potter, the best bowler in the Fifth. And Wharton thinks he’s not good enough for our game.” 
  He’s good enough so far as cricket goes!” said Harry. “We all know that.” 
  “Well, it’s cricket we’re going to play at Highcliffe tomorrow, not hop-scotch or marbles!” said Peter Todd, 
  “For goodness sake shove the man in, Wharton!” said Bob Cherry. 
  ‘Can’t be done!” 
  “Look here—” roared the Bounder. “You fellows have the thing in your own hands,” said Harry Wharton quietly. “So long as I’m skipper I’m going to do what I think best! But you can turn me out as soon as you like.” 
  “Oh, don’t be an ass!” grunted Bob. “Nobody wants to turn you out! But—” 
 “It would make room for a better man!” remarked Skinner, 
  “Shut up, Skinner!” 
  “It would make room for Stacey!” said Wharton contemptuously. “That’s what the fellow is aiming at, and you can give him his head as soon as you like!” 
  “The sooner the better, I think!” snapped Vernon-Smith. 
  “Well, if the rest agree let it go at that!” said the captain of the Remove. “I’ll step down, willingly enough, to make room for a better man.” 
  “Oh, chuck that!” growled Johnny Bull. 
  “My esteemed absurd Wharton—”
  “A cricket captain isn’t a little tin god!” said Squiff. “You know that every man here is against you, Wharton. You ought to give in.” 
  “We can beat Highcliffe without Stacey,” said the captain of the Remove. “We’ve beaten them before, and can do it again.” 
  “The man’s entitled to a show! Where’s the sense in leaving out a man who can play all our heads off?” demanded Peter Todd. 
  “Well, he’s left out.” 
  “You mean that, Wharton?” demanded Smithy, in his most aggressive tone. 
  “I generally mean what I say!” 
  “Same here, then!” Leave Stacey out and you leave me out! Take my name off that list!” snapped the Bounder. 
  Wharton picked up his pencil. His lips were set. He had been patient with that valuable meinber of his team but his patience was exhausted now. Under a crowd of staring eyes, he drew the pencil through a name on the list— the name of H. Vernon-Smith. 
  “That’s that!” he said. 
  The Bounder breathed hard and deep. He had meant what he said, yet it was a hard knock to him, to see his name crossed off the list. Smithy was one of the best cricketers in the Remove, and he was very keen on the game; very keen, indeed, to display his powers on the Highcliffe ground. But it was done now! That, as Wharton had said, was that! 
  He turned and walked away, with set lips. 
  Peter Todd opened his lips, obviously with the intention of telling Wharton to take his name off also. But he closed them again—hard—and turned away. 
  Wharton rose from the study table. The crowd made way for him to come out of the study, and he went down the stairs—leaving the Remove passage in a buzz, like an angry hive of bees. A few minutes later the list was posted on the door of the Rag, for all Greyfriars to see if they wanted to. The name of P. Hazeldene had taken the place of H. Vernon-Smith—a change that no man in the Remove, even Hazel himself, could think was for the better. But that that was that! 

                        THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

                           Wharton, or His Double? 

WINGATE of the Sixth Form, captain of Greyfriars, came to a sudden stop and stared as if he could hardly believe his eyes. 
  He hardly could! 
  The Greyfriars captain had been to Courtfield and he saved time on the walk back to the school by taking a short cut across the common. 
  In one spot the path lay through a clump of beeches and willows and the green grass of Courtfield common. Wingate, as he came swinging along, was thinking chiefly of first eleven cricket, but he ceased to think of even that important subject as he spotted a group sitting on a grassy bank under a spreading beech. There were four of them, and he recognised three as juniors belonging to Highcliffe School—Ponsonby, Gadsby, and Monson of the Fourth Form there. The fourth was sitting with his back partly turned to Wingate as he came but his aspect was quite familiar, and he certainly was not a Highcliffo junior. He was a Removite of Greyfriars—and either Harry Wharton, or Ralph Stacey, of Mr. Quelch’s Form. 
  Wingate stopped dead and stared. There was a fallen log in the midst of the group which they were using as a card table. In that shady spot, screened from all eyes unless somebody came along the footpath, the knuts of Highcliffe were playing banker—and a Greyfriars junior was taking part in the game. And they were evidently not playing for fun, for half-crowns and shillings lay before them on the log, and Gadsby was taking a currency note out of a notecase, with a rather glum expression on his face—that of a loser. 
  The manners and customs of the knuts of Highcliffe had nothing to do with a Greyfriars prefect. Wingate would have passed on unheeding but for the sight of a Greyfriars man present. The manners and customs of Greyfriars juniors had very much to do with him. His brow darkened and his eyes gleamed. As yet the young rascals had not seen him, but he had no doubt that they would spot him if he moved nearer, and then there would be instant flight on the part of the fellow who was booked for a flogging if caught. And if he escaped, as was very likely, who was the prefect to report at Greyfriars—Wharton, or Stacey? Honestly, he did not know. 
  The likeness between Harry Wharton and his relation who had come into his Form at Greyfriars had caused a lot of confusion at various times. 
  It was undoubtedly very awkward for a fellow to have a “double” at school. 
  Seen together there was no difficulty in distinguishing one from the other; seen separately a second glance was needed—and at a distance even a follow who knew them well could not be sure. 
  Wingate, with a grim brow, stared bard. If the young rascal would turn full face to him it would be easier. At the moment he could only say with certainty that it was either Wharton or Stacey. 
  The doubt was, perhaps, in favour of Harry Wharton. He was friendly with the cricketing men at Highcliffe but on fighting terms with Pon & Co. of that school. If this was Wharton, he had made up his longstanding quarrel with Ponsonby. Only a couple of weeks ago Wingate had heard that Pon & Co. had ragged Stacey in mistake for Wharton. That was at the beginning of the term, when Stacey had first come. If this was Stacey, he had made friends with the raggers since. 
  Wharton gambling with the Highcliffe crew! It did not seem possible! But Wingate was not ignorant of the fact that Mr. Quelch had been “down” on Wharton all this term—and had, indeed, given the prefects a hint to keep their eyes open in his direction. That looked as if Wharton had had a change for the worse—possibly with this result. 
  “The young sweep!” muttered Wingate angrily. 
  In the case of any other delinquent he had only to take his name, but in this case it was a more difficult matter. 
  As head prefect of Greyfriars he could not possibly let it pass. But he could hardly report to Mr. Quelch that either Stacey or Wharton had been “blagging” with the Highcliffe crew— he didn’t know which. 
  He had to know which. 
  As he stood at a distance, staring at the group, Ponsonby’s glance fell on him. The dandy of Highcliffe started. 
  But, except for a slight start, he gave no sign that he had seen the tall figure of the captain of Greyfriars. 
  “Keep quiet, you men.” murmured Pon in a low voice. “Don’t jump. There’s a prefect from your school up the path, Stacey, old bean, and he’s got an optic on us.” 
 

Had Wingate heard that, his doubt would have been resolved on the spot, but he was too far off to hear a syllable. 
  The junior who was so strangely like Harry Wharton started in his turn.  He did not look round, but he moved slightly to turn the back of his head to the senior up the path. 
  Gadsby and Monson grinned at one another. They were thankful that it was not a Highcliffe prefect who had blown along; they had nothing to fear from a prefect of Greyfriars. 
  Stacey breathed hard. 
  He was very careful—very careful indeed—at Greyfriars. His  relative, Wharton, knew of the blackguardly strain in him, but he was very careful to keep it from general knowledge. 
  “Is he coming this way?” he breathed. 
  “No; he’s stopped—just starin’.” 
  “Who is it?” 
  “Wingate.” 
  “Oh, what rotten luck!” muttered Stacey. 
  Of all the senior men at Greyfriars, Wingate was the one upon whom he most desired to make and keep, a good impression.  Wingate, as captain of the school, was head of the games, and already he had talked very plainly to Wharton about leaving the new fellow out of Remove cricket.  Wingate would be very much less keen on backing him if he found out the kind of fellow he was. 
  “He’s seen me, I suppose?” muttered Stacey. 
  “Judgin’ by the jolly old expression on his face, yes.” said Pon. As Pon was sitting with his face towards the Greyfriars captain up the path he had a clear view of Wingate, though he took care not to appear to be looking at him. 
  “Cut and run,” suggested Gadsby. “You can cut through the trees; he’ll never get you.” 
  “Not much good if the chap’s been seen.” said Monson. 
  “Lots of good,” said Ponsonby. “I fancy I can guess why the old bean yonder is watchin’ us like a hawk, instead of bargin’ in. He wants to spot who it is; he doesn’t know whether it’s Stacey or Wharton. ” 
  “Oh, my hat!” murmured Gadsby. “I suppose he wouldn’t. We didn’t when we first met you Stacey, old thing.” 
  Stacey had already guessed what was in Wingate’s mind, though he had not looked at him. 
  A hard look came over his face. His likeness to Wharton had served his turn before, and if he could manage it, it was going to serve his turn again. 
   “Look here, you men,” he muttered, “he’s not coming yet?” 
  “No.”
  “Look here, I’ll cut. If he asks you questions, of course you won’t tell him anything. And if he cuts after me, stop him if you can.” 
  “Um!” said Gadsby and Monson. They were not keen on trying to stop so stalwart and hefty a man as George Wingate of the Greyfriars Sixth. 
  “We’ll do our best.” said Pon. “I fancy he’s waitin’ for you to turn your head to get a squint at your chivvy. He’s only seen you sideways so far. Make him think it’s Wharton he’s seen. Jolly useful havin’ a double in your school if you work it for what it’s worth!” 
  Stacey made no answer to that. With all his faults, he was far from being so unscrupulous as the cad of Highcliffe. He was willing to take advantage of the likeness, and leave Wharton to take his chance of getting trouble that was not his due. But that was his limit. He would never have planned deliberately to land his misdeeds on another fellow—even one whom he disliked so much. 
  “Keep your back to him an’ cut,” said Pon. “Once through the trees, you’ll have a good start, and we’ll delay him all we can.” 
  “Right-ho! Can’t risk this again.” muttered Stacey. “There’s too much at stake for me to land in trouble at my school.” 
  “What about to-morrow?” asked Pon. 
   “You were comin’ out with us while Wharton and his crew play cricket at Hghcliffe. You’re left out, aren’t you?” 
  “Yes—but find a safer place.” said Stacey. “I tell you I can’t run risks. Is he starting this way?” He dared not look round. 
  “No; still star-gazin’. Look here, come along to Popper’s Island on the river to-morrow afternoon.” said Pon. 
  “You can get a boat, and it will be as safe as houses. We’ll make a picnic of it. No prefects bargin’ in there. Now you’d better cut. I fancy that man’s gettin’ tired of gazin’ at the back of your head.” 
  Stacey nodded. 
  Ho had not moved so far, except to turn his face a little more away from the prefect up the path. When he did move, it was swiftly. 
  Springing to his feet, he made a sudden dive into the trees by the path, and disappeared from sight in a second. 
  Wingate instantly woke to action. 
  Evidently, though he had not realised it so far, he had been spotted, and the junior was in flight. Wingate came on with a rapid sprint. 
  “Hook it, Wharton!” shouted Ponsonby. 
  Gadsby and Monson stared at him, amazed for a moment. Then they chuckled. That shout was intended for Wingate’s benefit. 
To help his pal get clear, and at the same time get in a knock at his old enemy, seemed to Pon a splendid opportunity of killing two birds with one stone. 
  Wingate heard. He came racing on, and reached the spot in less than a minute. He was passing the Highcliffe trio, to dash into the trees after the escaping junior, when Ponsonby put a foot out. The Greyfriars captain tripped over it and came to the ground with a crash. 
                        THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
                                   Not Stacey! 
“CERTAINLY, my dear boy!” said Mr. Quelch benevolently. 
  “You are very kind, sir.” said Stacey. 
  “Not at all—not at all!” 
  Quelch was not always benevolent. In his Form he was somewhat likened to a gargoyle and sometimes to a gorgon.  Still, he could unbend—and nothing was more calculated to make Quelch unbend than to display a thirst for knowledge. 
  There were fellows in Quelch’s Form who were keen on acquiring knowledge. But, as in most Forms, they were few. Mark Linley and      
Penfold swotted a good deal; fellows like Wharton and Nugent and Field and Peter Todd did their work conscientiously. But most of the Remove regarded the end of a lesson as a happier event than the beginning of one. And some of them, like Lord Mauleverer and Billy Bunter, made Quelch wonder whether a Form-master’s life was really worth living. 
  Stacey, the new fellow, seemed to be quite a felllow after Quelch’s own heart. He was no swot or “sap”—for he played games better than any other fellow in the Remove; good as he was in class, he was better on the cricket field. But he took the Form work seriously; he was good at it, and evidently wanted to get on. Quelch told his Form, not once, but many times, that he was always willing to give them assistance when required out of Form; they had only to bring their little difficulties to his study. Kind as this offer was, few Removites took advantage of it. 
  Stacey was one of the few. Now he had arrived in his Form-master’s study with a volume of Livy under his arm. 
  They did not “do” Livy in the Remove. Livy was supposed in that Form to be able to make a man’s head ache at forty rods! If a fellow chose to have a shot at Titus Livius, of course, it made Virgil come easier. Perhaps that was why Stacey was having a shot! Or perhaps he considered it the easiest way of pulling Quelch’s benevolent leg! 
  Anvhow, there he was—with a meek request that Quelch would give him a little aid with Livy, if he had time. Which, of course, pleased Quelch. 
  “Sit down, Stacey!” he said. 
  Stacey sat down. 
  He was cool and fresh-looking as usual; there was absolutely nothing about him to indicate that he had only reached the school five minutes ago, after a rapid run that would have laft most fellows with bellows to mend! Stacey had ways that he would not have cared for Mr. Quelch to hear of, but there was no doubt that he kept himself as fit as a fiddle. 
  The entrancing volume was opened, and master and pupil bent their heads over it. A slacker in class could not have deluded Quelch for a moment, but Stacey was well enough up in Latin to give colour to his desire to “have a shot” at Livy! 
  It was quite a happy half-hour to Quelch, whatever it was like to Stacey. Even if the new junior felt the interest that he a affected to feel in the Carthaginian War, he could not help thinking about Wingate. The Greyfriars captain certainly had not caught him, and, so far as Stacey had observed, had not even pursued him from the clump of trees on the common. That was so much to the good, but Wingate had had ample time to get in, even if he walked slowly and he had not got in yet. Stacey could not help wondering what was going to happen when he got in. From the open window of Mr. Quelch’s study he had a view of the distant gate, and every now and then his glance wandered in that direction. 
  He had been a good half-hour in Quelch’s study when the figure of the Greyfriars captain appeared in the distant gateway. 
  He came in slowly, limping. 
  Apparently his leg was damaged. 
  Stacey could see now the cause of his late arrival. He wondered whether Pon & Co. were responsible for that limp. 
  “I hope Wingate has had no accident, sir.” said Stacey, interrupting Latin. 
  “Wingate—what——”
  “He has just come in, sir, and he seems hurt.” said Stacey. 
  “Bless my soul!” said Mr. Quelch. He rose and stepped to the open window and looked out. Quelch, like all at Greyfriars School had a high opinion of Wingate, and he was quite concerned if the popular captain of Greyfriars had met with any accident. 
  His eyes fixed on the limping Sixth Former. A good many fellows in the Quad looked at him also. Gwynne of the Sixth ran towards him. 
  Stacey, behind Mr. Quelch, watched quietly. His idea was to let Wingate see him in his Form-master’s study if he could wangle it.  He hoped that Quelch would speak to Wingate. 
  Naturally, Quelch did! Evidently there had been an accident of some sort. As Wingate came nearer to the House, the Remove-master called to him. 
  Wingate glanced round, and came towards the window. 
  “An accident, Wingate?” asked Mr. Quelch. 
  Wingate made a grimace. 
  “Nothing to speak of, sir, but I’ve twisted my ankle a bit. A young rascal tripped me on Courtfield Common, and I came a purler.” 
  Then Wingate gave a start at the sight of Stacey in the study, looking out past his Form-master. 
 Face to face at close quarters he knew Stacey, and knew that it was not his double, the captain of the Remove. 
  “That’s Stacey with you, sir?” he said. 
  “Eh? Yes—Stacey of my Form.” answered Mr. Quelch, surprised by the question. 
  “Has he been with you long, sir?” 
  “About half an hour, I think. Why do you ask, Wingate?” 
  “I saw either Stacey or Wharton out of bounds, sir, coming back from Courtfield—at a distance. I can’t say which.” 
  Mr. Quelch compressed his lips. 
  “How long ago was this, Wingate?” 
  “More than half an hour—nearer three-quarters! I’ve been a long time getting back with this game leg.” 
  “Stacey has been with me for at least half an hour, Wingate—I think more.” 
  Quelch turned to the junior. “Where were you before you came to my study, Stacey?” 
  “In my own study, sir. I started on Livy, and then I thought I’d bring it to you to see if you had time—” 
  “Quite so—quite so! It can hardly have been Stacey that you saw out of bounds, Wingate. You had better question Wharton.” 
  “Very good, sir.” 
  Wingate limped away to the door, and Mr. Quelch sat down at his table again, with a frowning brow. 
  Stacey’s face was expressionless, but he felt a twinge. A fellow could not be expected to give himself away to a beak, he told himself, and the likeness between him and his relative was no fault of his. As he had told Pon, there was too much at stake for him to risk trouble with the school authorities at Greyfriars. 
  He was dependent on Wharton’s uncle. Colonel Wharton had in the kindness of his heart admitted the claim of a very distant relationship, and taken him up when his Father’s affairs became hopelessly involved. 
  But the colonel, kind as he was, expected the boy to play up on his side. It was no light matter to take charge of him and send him to a school like Greyfriars on the same terms as his nephew. If the boy threw away his chances there it was his own look-out. 
  That knowledge might have helped to keep Stacey straight—but it did not. It did not keep him straight, but it made him ruthlessly ready to take advantage of any trickery or shuffling to escape the consequences of wrongdoing. He told himself cynically that Wharton could afford rows—he couldn’t. 
  Still, he felt a twinge when he sat down to Livy again with Mr. Quelch. He was glad when the time at the Remove-master’s disposal was exhausted and he went. 
  Glad to have done with Livy, he went along to the Rag. He found a crowd of the Remove there. Some of them were discussing what had happened to Wingate. Billy Bunter had rolled in with the news that Wingate had hopped home on a bandy leg. But most of them were discussing the cricket list pinned on the door. It had been there some time—Wharton had put it up before tea, and it was long after tea-time now. But the interest of that topic was inexhaustible in the Remove. 
  Stacey glanced quickly round the Rag. Bob Cherry and Nugent, Hurree Singh and Johnny Bull were there; but Wharton was not to be seen. In his present unpopular state, the captain of the Remove was, perhaps, keeping to himself. Stacey wondered whether he had gone out gates, for a sulky tramp on his own. It would he like him, to play into his hands to that extent. If it proved that he had been out of gates at the time of the affair with Pon & Co., Wingate could hardly be left with any doubt about the identity of the junior he had seen in the card-party under the trees! 
  Russell and Ogilvy, his study-mates in Study No. 3, joined Stacey as he came into the Rag. They glanced at the book under his arm. 
  “Swotting?” asked Russell, with a grimace. 
  Stacey laughed lightly.  
  “Quelch has been helping me with this.” he answered 
  “Livy—my hat!” said Ogilvy. “Swot!” He jerked Titus Livius away, and punted that entrancing volume across the Rag. “How long have you been grinding that rot with Quelch?” 
  “About an hour.” answered Stacey carelessly. 
  Loder of the Sixth, looking in at the doorway of the Rag, glanced at him, as he made that remark. 
  “You, Wharton! Oh, no, I see you’re Stacey! Wharton here?” 
  “No, Loder!” called back Bob Cherry.
  “Know where he is?” grunted Loder. 
  “Haven’t seen him since tea.” 
  Loder grunted and walked away. The Bounder gave a sarcastic laugh. 
  “Your jolly old relative in another row, Stacey?” he asked. 
  “Can’t say. He doesn’t confide his affairs to me, you know.” answered Stacey, with a smile. 
  “Well, if Loder wants him, it looks like a row!” muttered Bob Cherry. “What the thump has he been doing now?” 
  But the Co. could only shake their heads. Harry Wharton seemed marked out for trouble that term; and they were not surprised, only dismayed, to see that some fresh trouble was in the offing. 

                     THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

                            Rather a Problem! 
“HARRY!” 
  Marjorie Hazeldene smiled a little as she spoke. Harry Wharton, tramping along the path over the cliffs, did not see her as he came along. Wharton had his hands driven deep in his pockets, a wrinkle in his brow, and his eyes were fixed on the ground. 
  As Stacey had surmised, the captain of the Remove had one for a tramp on his own. After the posting of the cricket list in the Rag, he was not keen on hearing what the Remove thought of it—and the comments of his own friends were more likely to lead to argument and recrimination than anything else. His own temper was ruffled; but a row in the Co. could do no good. When a fellow feels irritable or despondent, there is nothing like a good long walk to pull him round. 
  Wharton was feeling the benefit of the fresh air and exercise when he turned to walk back to Greyfriars, from Pegg, over the cliffs. But he was still deep in troubled thoughts, and he did not see the girlish figure that came along from the direction of Friardale. 
  But as Marjorie spoke his name, he stopped, looked up, coloured a little, and raised his cap. 
  “Marjorie!” he said. 
  “Thinking of a problem in mathematics Mr. Lascelles?”  asked Marjorie, with a smile. 
  “No—a problem, but not for the maths master.” said Harry, smiling, too. “We have our little problems out of class, you know.” 
  “I think I can the guess.” 
  “Try!” said Harry. 
  “You are playing Highcliffe School to-morrow! And you have not got the team quite to your satisfaction.” said Marjorie. 
  “Something like that!” said Harry. “If you’re going back to Cliff House now, Marjorie, may I walk as far as your school? I—I’d like to speak to you.” 
  “Please do!” said Marjorie. Wharton turned and walked with her along the path towards Cliff House School. He was glad of the meeting with Hazel’s sister. For one thing, she would be glad to hear that her brother was in the team going over to Highcliffe on Wednesday. For another, it was in his mind to tell her what the trouble was, and get an opinion from someone outside the Greyfriars Remove. They walked in silence for a few minutes, and then Wharton spoke abruptly. 
  “We’ve got rather a row on, Marjorie. Every man in the Remove is down on me—even my own pals! Looks as if I must be in the wrong, what’” 
  “That depends,” answered Marjorie. “If you care to tell me—” 
  “I want to, if you’ll listen. I don’t think I’m in the wrong— the other fellows don’t know all the facts. And I don’t think I can tell them. Blessed if I know what to do!” said Harry moodily. “Look here, I dare say you’ve heard about a new chap in the Remove named Stacey—” 
  “The boy who is so like you?” 
  Wharton made a slightly irritable movement. He was always annoyed to hear of that resemblance. 
  “Everybody says so.” he muttered. “I can’t see that we’re so fearfully alike, but I suppose we must be, as people have mistaken us for one another.” 
  “I heard something from my brother the other day.” said Marjorie. “I don’t think he likes Stacey much. A Greyfriars master was attacked by a footpad in the wood, and you helped him—and was supposed to be Stacey, because you’re so much alike.” 
  “I was in detention,” explained Wharton. “I cut, and Stacey took my place, and pulled Quelch’s leg. So when Prout got into a row with the footpad, it was supposed to be Stacey who helped him out. It wasn’t his fault, of course—he wasn’t willing to let Quelch know about the trick in the Form-room, so it had to go on, till Bunter got hold of it, and told all the fellows. Stacey looked rather a fool when it came out. Everybody thought he would get a flogging for playing such a trick on Quelch; but he got off somehow.” 
  Wharton’s lips set as he spoke. 
  “I got it hard for cutting detention,” he said. “But Stacey got off. I thought it favouritism. Of course, he did me a good turn—if he meant it for one. But—I never asked him to, and I didn’t want him to—” He paused and flushed. “I dare say you think I’m a disgruntled ass.” 
  “No,” said Marjorie quietly. 
  “The fact is, we bar one another.” said Harry.  “I can’t believe that he really want to do me a good turn; I think he wanted to make me look an ungracious and ungrateful ass to my own friends.  Anyhow, he got clear.  Quelch let him off. Rotten favouritism, I thought it.” 
 “I don’t think that!” said Marjorie. “Mr. Quelch is not a man to make favourites. He may have had good reasons.” 
  “Stacey may have pulled his leg somehow—I shouldn’t wonder. Everybody thought he would be fearfully wild with Stacey; but he wasn’t.  It’s led to no end of trouble—Stacey being so like me.” 
  “He is a relation?” 
  “Only a distant one.” said Harry hastily. “People say we’re almost like twins, but it’s really a distant relationship. I never saw him before last hols, when he turned up at Wharton Lodge. My uncle likes him, but—” 
  “But you do not?” 
  “I think I have reason.” said Harry. “You know that I have been brought up by my uncle, more like a son than a nephew. His home has always been my home, ever since I can remember. Stacey took the line that he had as much right in the house as I had—being a relation. Of course, he never let out a word of that sort before my uncle, but he gave me plenty of it. How could I be friendly with him ?” 
  “It would have been hard.” said Marjorie. 
  “And it seems that his father, Captain Stacey, was an old Greyfriars man, and naturally he was sent to Greyfriars. My uncle hoted that we should be friends at school. But—well, we bar one another. I can’t tell my uncle the rotten things he’s said, and, of course, nunky thinks it’s my fault we’re not friends. And then—there’s the cricket.” 
  Wharton’s face clouded darkly again. 
  “I think I can do him justice there—he’s a simply marvellous cricketer. A bet.er man than I am at the game, and I’m not bad, really.” 
  “I can’t think that.” said Marjorie. 
  “Oh, it’s true! Any man in the Remove could tell you so. We’ve about equal at batting, but he’s a bowler as well, and a wonderful man in the field— as good in all branches of the game as I am in one branch. He has caught and bowled old Wingate at the nets.” 
  Marjorie smiled. 
  “You are doing him justice, at any rate.” she said. 
  She did not mention that her brother, Hazel, had told her that Stacey was a swanking ass, and much over-rated in the Remove. 
  “Well, a chap can’t help admiring his cricket.” said Harry. Honestly, it’s just a wonder. If he’d play the game in other ways—” He paused. “I’ve left him out of the cricket. That’s why we’re all rowing.” 
  “But why——” 
  “A lot of the fellows think I’m jealous of his gane. You wouldn’t think that, Marjorie?” 
  “Of course not! But why—” 
  “Mind, this is rather a secret.” said Harry.”It’s a thing I can’t speak of at Greyfriars. Stacey kicks over the traces sometimes—he’s fearfully careful, and nobody at the school has spotted him—but he plays the goat sometimes, like Smithy; and instead of swanking about it, like the Bounder, he keeps it fearfully dark. I never know till—well, a week or two ago, Quelch spotted a Remove man out of bounds, hanging about that den—the Three Fishers, up the river. He thought it was I.” 
  “Oh!”ejaculated Marjorie. 
  “Stacey got back to the school in time, somehow, and stuffed him. So, as it was either Stacey or I, he thought—” 
  “Harry!” 
  “He gave me the benefit of the doubt.” said Wharton bitterly. “He 
didn’t really think there was any doubt but he left it at that. Of course, he thinks I’ve been taking him in, and he’s been down on me all this term in consequence. The fellows know he’s down on me, and they don’t know why.” 
  “Stacey ought to have owned up—” 
  “So I told him! Lot of good it was, too!” Nobody knows about it,” went on Wharton. “I’ve not told even my friends. What’s the good? There’s no proof either way, and Quelch is against me— that would be good enough for most of the Form. If I said anything, I should simply start a story against myself, and never hear the end of it.” 
  “I think you should tell your friends.” said Marjorie. 
  “What’s the good? They’d try to believe me, I suppose—but I should be asking them to believe that Quelch is an old ass who has let a cunning rascal pull his leg. Stacey said that the less said was the soonest mended, and I think he was right. But—I made up my mind when that happened to have nothing further to do with the fellow in any way whatever—including the cricket! I’ve kept to that ! And—all the fat’s in the fire!” 
  They walked on in silence. Cliff House School was in sight now. Marjorie spoke at last: 
  “Would you like me to advise you?” 
  “That’s exactly what I want” said Harry. “It’s such a rotten tangle, a fellow doesn’t know what to do. Even if I told my own pals about it, I can’t tell all the Remove; and that leaves the thing where it is. I’ve offered to resign the captaincy, but the fellows don’t want that—yet, at any rate, though, I suppose it’s coming.” 
  “It’s not, an easy matter.” said Marjorie softly. “But—I think, if I were you, I should play Stacey in the cricket matches, and keep clear of him in everything else.” 
  “I can’t stand the fellow.” 
  “But mustn’t a cricket captain overcome that sort of feeling where games are concerned?” asked Marjorie quietly. 
  Wharton coloured. 
  “Yes—I know! I’ve played fellows that I was on fighting terms with. But—Stacey’s different. He’s aiming at ousting me—getting in my place. It’s quite plain—in fact, he has as good as told me so. Inside the team he will only think of giving me trouble. Why, if we bat together, he will think more of running me out than of getting runs.” 
  “That makes it harder. But—” 
  Wharton smiled faintly. 
  “You think I’d better give him a chance?” 
  “Well, yes!” said Marjorie. 
  “Perhaps you’re right!” said Harry, with an effort. “I’ve been wondering—I can’t stand the fellow, and perhaps that makes me think him more treacherous than he is. And—and I suppose that business of the Three Fishers isn’t likely to happen again. If it did—” He broke off. “You’re a good sort, Marjorie—I think I’ll take your tip!” 
  They parted at the gate of Cliff House School. 
  Harry Wharton walked pack to Greyfriars—not with a light heart. He had great faith in Marjorie’s judgment; and she was able to take a disinterested view of the matter. It was not pleasant to think of climbing down—of doing what he had declared that he never would do. It was not pleasant to think of Stacey’s sarcastic smile when he was told that he would be wanted for the Highcliffe match after all. But if it was the right thing to do, he was going to do it. 
  His mind was made up when he reached the school—in happy ignorance of what had been happening during his walk on the cliffs. 
  Loder of the Sixth met him as he came into the House. 
  “Oh, here you are!” grunted Loder unamiably. 
  “Yes, here I am, Loder!” anwered Harry. “Am I wanted?” 
  “Go to Wingate’s study.” 
  “ Right!” 
  Wharton proceeded to the Greyfriars captain’s  study, little guessing what awaited him there, and what a difference it would make to his new resolves. 
                           THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
                                         “Six!” 
WINGATE sat in his study armchair with a leg resting across 
another chair. His face was not cheerful or good-tempered, as Wharton presented himself. There was a pain in his ankle, and another in his temper! That  twist in his ankle meant that he would be knocked out of cricket for some days at least, which was more than enough to make Wingate very grim. 
  “Oh, you’ve come in!” he grunted 
  “Loder says you want me, Wingate.” 
  “I do!” 
  Wharton glanced at the extended leg. “Not an accident, I hope, Wingate?”  he said. 
  “You didn’t know about it?” asked Wingate sarcastically. 
  “Eh! How should I know?” asked Harry, in astonishment 
  “Well, you were off the scene pretty quick, but I dare say you knew your friends were going to delay me if they could!” growled the captain of Greyfriars. That young scoundrel, Ponsonby, tripped me, and I got a twist in my ankle when I went down.” 
  “Ponsonby !“ repeated Harry. “The Highcliffe chap?” 
  “You don’t know, of course?” Wingate was still sarcastic. 
  “I don’t know anything about Ponsonby, naturally! He’s no friend of mine.” said Wharton, 
  “You seem to have made friends with him.” 
  “Nothing of the kind! I’m friends with his cousin, Courtenay, at Highcliffe—but I haven’t even seen Pon since we had a scrap a coutle of weeks ago.” 
  Wingate sat up and stared at him. 
  “What’s the good of that, Wharton?” he snapped. “You know as well as I do that I spotted you on Courtfield Common this afternoon.” 
  “I know that I’ve been nowhere near Courtfield Common to-day.” 
  “You’ve been out of gates?”
  “Yes.” 
  “Where have you been?”
  “On the cliffs!” 
 “Any Greyfriars fellows with you?” 
 “No!” 
  “I thought not.” 
  “Wharton’s eyes gleamed. 
  “If that means that you think I’m telling lies, Wingate, you can jolly well think so.” he said. “Please yourself.” 
  Wingate’s grim face grew grimmer. 
  “Is that how you talk to a prefect?” he demanded. 
  “It’s how I’d talk to any man who called me a liar—even the Head himself.” retorted Wharton. “I’ve told you where I’ve been. You’ve a right to ask me as a prefect. You’ve no right to doubt my word.” 
  “I think I’d rather doubt your word than my own eyes!” said the Greyfriars captain. “I happen to have seen you on Courtfield Common with that Highcliffe fellow. 
  “You happen to have seen nothing of the sort. Certainly you weren’t likely to see me with Pon—unless you saw me punching his nose.” 
  “I saw you card-playing with him.” 
  “Rubbish!” 
  “What?” roared Wingate. 
  “Rubbish!” repeated the captain of the Remove fearlessly. “Silly rubbish!” 
  “By gad!” said Wingate, staring at him. This was rather a new kind of talk for a Sixth Form prefect to hear from a Lower Fourth junior. “You’re asking for it, Wharton, no mistake about that.” 
  “Ask any man in the Remove whether I’m friendly with that blackguard or not” snapped Wharton. “You ought to know better. Wingate.” 
  “I suppose you’re going to make out that it was Stacey I saw!” 
  “If you saw a fellow you took for me it was Stacey, of course, as it can’t have been anybody else.” 
  “Well, it turns out that Stacey was not out of gates, and I found him in Quelch’s study when I came in,” said Wingate. “And one of the Highcliffe fellows called out: ‘Hook it, Wharton!’  — I heard him.” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. He realised that it was the Three Fishers episode over again. He had said to Marjorie that that was not likely to happen again, and now it had happened—in slightly different circumstances. He laughed, but it was not a pleasant laugh. 
  “So you think this funny?” said Wingate, glaring at him. “Do you know that you might be sacked from the school for what you’ve done?” 
  “Not for what I’ve done.” corrected Wharton. “There’s no rub at Greyfriars against a fellow taking a walk on the cliffs. If there is, it’s a new rule, and I’ve not heard of it yet.” 
  “It was either you or Stacey, and it seems clear that it was not Stacey.” said the Greyfriars captain. “I know you’ve not been friends with Ponsonby, but neither has Stacey. I’ve heard those young cads ragged him his first week here. One of you has made friends with Ponsonby since.” 
  “I haven’t!” said Wharton curtly. 
  “Well, it looks as if you have!” Wingate’s face grew grimmer and grimmer. “It looks to me, Wharton, as if you’re kicking over the traces this term, and taking advantage of your likeness to Stacey to get out of the consequences. You’ve worked that once with your Form-master, and now you’re trying to work it with me.” 
  Wharton laughed again. 
  “It’s a bit different this time.” he said. “Last time I was alone on the river in my skiff, and Stacey had a clear run. This time I wasn’t alone.” 
  “You’ve said that no Greyfriars man was with you.” 
  “Quite! But I met somebody who would be perfectly willing to give evidence, if asked.” 
  “Who?” 
  “I’m not going to tell you.” answered Wharton coolly. “It was somebody who isn’t going to be dragged into Greyfriars rags and rows, that’s all.” 
  “That’s hardly good enough.” 
  “It will have to be. You can report me to the Head if you like.” said Harry. “If I’ve seen gambling with a crew of Highcliffe blackguards, I’m not a fit chap to be at a decent school like Greyfriars, and the sooner the Head turns me out the better. Well, get on with it! If it comes to the sack. I’ve got my uncle to think of, and then I’ll call my witness and prove that you’re making a fool of yourself. Short of that I’ll say nothing, and if you want to put another fellow’s rotten games down to me, get on with it!” 
  Wingate glanced at his watch. 
  “It’s just over an hour since I saw you on the common with Ponsonby and his crew.” he said. “Where do you say you were an hour ago?” 
  “On the cliff path, between Pegg and Friardale.” 
  “Five miles from where I saw you.” 
  “From where you didn’t see me.” 
  “Were you alone at that time?” 
  “No.” 
  “Then give me the name of the person you were with.” 
  Wharton did not answer. 
  “Will you give me the name?” 
  Wingate looked at him. Obstinacy like this from a junior naturally roused his ire. But he knew that there was at least a doubt in the matter. He believed that it was Wharton he had seen on the common, but, like Mr. Quelch in the previous case, he had to admit that a doubt existed. Dogged defiance from a follow wrongfully suspected was understandable, if not excusable. And if Wharton was telling the truth— 
  But was he? Certainly his reputation was good. Up to this term his word would have been taken as a matter of course. But Stacey’s reputation was equally good. His Form-master had a high opinion of the new junior. One of them was deceiving Quelch. But which? 
  There was a silence. 
  “I believe,” said Wingate, at last, “that you’re a young rascal, Wharton. I fancy you’ve got into bad company in the holidays, and it has had a bad effect on you. What your people let you do in the hols doesn’t concern us here; but it won’t do for Greyfriars. I suppose there’s a remote chance in your favour, and I don’t want to risk making a serious mistake. You know that, and you’re taking advantage of it.” 
  “Think so if you like.” 
  Wingate’s eyes glinted. 
  He was strongly inclined at that moment to march the rebellious Removite off to the Head and report him, and leave the matter in the hands of Dr. Locke. 
  But there was, as he had said, a chance that he might be doing injustice. Also, if it was true that Wharton had a witness whom he could produce at the last moment, the prefect’s position would be rather awkward. He did not want to pose as a prefect who was deceived by a resemblance, and reported the wrong fellow in an extremely serious matter. 
  He breathed rather hard. 
  “I shall have to let this drop,” he said. “But you’d better take care, Wharton. Next time there mayn’t be one of your shady friends at hand to trip me up, and, by gad, if I get a clear case I’ll see you booted out of Greyfriars so quick it will make your head swim.” 
  “How am I to take care?” asked Wharton mockingly. “Do you want me to watch Stacey, and see what he does and stop him?” 
  “It was not Stacey I saw. It was you!”
  “Nonsense!” 
  Wingate jumped. 
  “Did you say nonsense?” he gasped. 
  “Yes; silly nonsense!” 
  Wingate rose and stood rather uinsteadily on his sound leg. He reached for the cane on his table. 
  “I’m letting you off because there’s a shadow of doubt,” he said. “But there’s no shadow of doubt that you’re cheeking tlie captain of the school. I’m going to give you six for that. Bend over that chair!” 
  Wharton stood facing him with gleaming eyes. It was in his mind to refuse to obey. 
  Fortunately prudence prevailed. The power of the cane was rested in a Sixth Form prefect, precisely the same as in a master. He might as well have disobeyed his own Form-master or the Head. Wharton was in a bitter and rebellious and reckless mood, but luckily not to that extent. He hesitated, but he bent over the chair. 
  It was a bard six. Wingate did not generally lay it on hard, but he laid it on very hard now. Wharton was a little pale when he rose after the caning, though he had uttered no sound. 
  “Now cut!” grunted Wingate. 
  Wharton left the study quietly. He went to his own study in the Remove. He was glad to find nobody there. 
  He had come back to the school, after his talk with Marjorie, in a more reasonable and placable frame of mind. Hie had decided to take her advice and give Stacey a place in the cricket and hope for the best. 
And lie had come back to suspicion and punishment, because Stacey could not act decently, and was willing to let another fellow take the punishment for his rascalities!
  That washed out all his new resolves. Not to save his captaincy, not to save his life, would he have anything to do with the fellow, either in games or anything else. 

                         THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

                               Nothing Daunted! 

THE Co. came up early for prep, and found Wharton in study No. 1. 
Having talked the matter over among themselves, they had decided to remonstrate with him in as friendly a way as possible on the subject of Stacey. At the same time they knew he had had some trouble with Wingate, and hardly expected to find him in a propitious mood. Still, if anything was to be done there was no time to lose as the match was to be played at Highcliffe on the morrow. 
  Stacey went up with them, seemingly in a cheery and pleasant mood. He had made no complaint about seeing his name missing from the cricket list.  He seemed to accept his exclusion from Form cricket with cheerful resignation, and that made the fellows think better of him. Good cricketer as he was, he gave no sign of pushing his claims, but that had the natural result of making other fellows keener on pushing them for him. 
  Wharton was standing in the doorway of Study No. 1, his face very calm and quiet. But his eyes gleamed at Stacey as he came. 
  He made a movement, but checked it. Stacey gave him a careless glance, and walked on to his own study—No. 3. The Co. came into Wharton’s study. 
  “Row with Wingate?” asked Bob, by way of a beginning. “Loder came asking for you in the Rag, and I heard it was Wingate who wanted you.” 
  “Yes,” said Harry briefly. 
  “Not a whopping?” asked Frank Nugent with an uneasy look at his chum. 
  “Yes.” 
  “What on earth for?” asked Bob. 
  “Cheeking Wingate.” 
  “Well, what the thump did you want to cheek Wingate for?’ asked Johnny Bull. “What’s Wingate done, I’d like to know?” 
  “Made a fool of himself.” 
  “My esteemed Wharton! murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, while the other members of the Co. looked at one another in a sort of helpless way. What were they to say to a fellow who talked like that of the captain of the school— the most popular senior at Greyfriars? 
  There was a brief silence. Then, dropping that subject, Bob began again, 
  “About Stacey—“ 
  “Cut that out!” said Harry. 
  “My dear chap.” said Bob patiently. “Do listen to reason! We’re standing by you, even if you make an ass of yourself—” 
  “Thanks.” 
  “But for goodness’ sake, don’t do it! Stacey simply must play for the Remove at Highcliffe to-morrow.” 
  “Not if I do!” 
  “Smithy’s standing out, as a protest, if Stacey’s left out. He did the same in the Courtfield match, and we got licked.” 
  “I’m not responsible for Smithy’s cheek.” 
  “We want to win matches,” said Bob tartly. 
  “I know. We can win without Stacey—and without Smithy, if he’s cad enough to let us down.” 
  “Other fellows are talking about keeping him company.” 
  “Let them!” 
  Bob breathed hard. 
  Again there was a silence. Harry Wharton, leaning on the mantelpiece, looked at his friends thoughtfully. He was thinking of what Marjorie had said—that it was wiser to tell his comrades what he had against Stacey, of which they knew nothing. 
  Perhaps she was right. They had never heard of the Three Fishers affair and if they knew— Surely they would believe his version! But if they did not it meant a break in the Co., he knew that. And he was unwilling to bring such an event within the range of possibility. He decided, at least, to tell them of what happened that afternoon and see the result. 
  “I’ll tell you why I cheeked Wingate,” he said suddenly. “He accused me of card-playing with Ponsonby of Highcliffe.” 
  The four juniors fairly jumped. 
  “Has he gone mad?” exclaimed Nugent. 
  “You’re dreaming!” said Bob blankly. “You can’t have understood him right, Wharton!” 
  “I’ve had a narrow shave of being taken to the Head, and perhaps sacked.” answered Harry. “He saw me, as he thinks, on Courtfield Common this afternoon with that crew. As I was not there, you can guess who it was that he must have seen.” 
  The Co. jumped again. 
  “Stacey!” exclaimed Bob. 
  “Who else?” 
  “But—but Stacey’s not that sort of fellow.” 
  “Am I?” demanded Wharton fiercely. 
  “No, you ass, of course not! But Stacey’s not either, so far as I’ve seen, at any rate.” 
  “Is there anybody but Stacey who could be mistaken for me?” 
  “I—I suppose not.” 
  “No supposing about it. There isn’t!” It was Stacey! Wingate believed he saw me—the fellow stuffed him somehow. I don’t know and don’t care, how.  I got the benefit of it!” 
  The Co. stood silent and dismayed. This was news to them, and an utter surprise. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, remembering something that he had noticed at Wharton Lodge, was not so surprised as the other fellows. But Bob and Frank and Johnny seemed unable to get it down. 
  “But Stacey hardly knows Pon—and he was rowing with him a week or two ago, the only time he’s ever seen him, that I know of.” said Bob. “I—I can’t understand it.” 
  “He’s the kind of fellow to make friends with a cur like Pon!” said Wharton, with a curl of the lip. “Anyhow, he’s done it! Wingate’s a fool, but he’s not fool enough to take a fellow for me if he didn’t look like me.” 
  “Where did you go out of gates?”
  “Up the cliffs.” 
  “If you told Wingate—” 
  “I did.” 
  “Didn’t he believe you?” 
 “If he had I shouldn’t have told him he was talking silly nonsense.” 
  “You—you—you told the captain of the school that he was talking silly nonsense!” said Bob, hardly able to believe his ears. 
  “Why not when he was doing it?” 
  Bob did not answer that. 
  “It’s rotten unlucky you were out alone, Harry.” said Frank Nugent. “If you were able to trove where you were—” 
  “I shan’t take the trouble.” answered Wharton coolly. “If you fellows don’t believe me without proof you’re no friends of mine, and the sooner we chuck up the humbug of being friends, the better” 
  “No use to talk like a goat!” said Johnny Bull. “We believe what you tell us, but, at the same time, I can’t quite get it down about Stacey! Wingate may have made some mistake, and it wasn’t either of you.” 
  “It was one of us, and you can believe it was whichever you like! As for Wingate, he can do the same! I only wish he would report me to the Head! I’d make him look the biggest fool at Greyfriars!” said Wharton savagely. 
  “And how would you do that?” demanded Bob. 
  “By proving where I was this afternoon.” 
  “You could prove it?” exclaimed Nugent. 
  “Easily.” 
  “Then why don’t you?” 
  “Two good reasons. I won’t take the trouble to disprove a rotten accusation that ought never to have been made— and I won’t have a girl dragged into a Greyfriars row!”
  “A girl!” repeated Nugent. 
  “I met Marjorie Hazeldene on the cliff. She was coming back from the village, and I walked to Cliff House with her. At the very time, so far as I can make out, that Wingate was spotting me, five miles off!” said Wharton sarcastically. “But I’m not going to ask her to come to Greyfriars and give evidence for me. I’m not even going to mention the matter to her.” 
  There was another silence. 
  “Well, that lets you out!” said Bob at last “There’s some beastly mistake somewhere. I can’t quite believe that Stacey—” he paused. “No getting any truth out of Ponsonby, I suppose, if a fellow asked him.” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “Hardly! Wingate told me that one of the rotters called out ‘Hook it, Wharton!’ They knew that he took Stacey for me, and helped it on.” 
  The Co. looked at him. 
  Wharton’s face grew harder and more bitter. 
  He was putting their faith in him to a severe strain. It stood the test; but they were troubled, and dismayed, and dubious. 
  What was the use of telling them the Three Fishers episode? They found it hard enough to believe that Wingate of the Sixth had been mistaken and unjust. It would be harder still to swallow that Mr. Quelch also had been mistaken and unjust. Wharton did not speak again, and the silence was long. 
  There was a tramp of feet in the passage. The rest of the Remove were coming up to prep now. 
  “Well,” said Bob, it’s rotten all round, and a fellow hardly knows what to make of it, but after all, it’s got nothing to do with cricket. If that man Stacey is the worm you think him, bar him all you like. But that’s no reason why he shouldn’t play cricket for Greyfriars.” 
  “I wouldn’t be found dead in the same team with him.” said Wharton. “The fellow makes me sick! If you want to know, I’d made up my mind to give him a show—and then this happens! The fellow can’t be decent, and I will have nothing to do with him. If the fellows want him, let them have him, and I’ll stand out of the cricket. I won’t play in the same team !” 
  “Better get along to prep, I think!” grunted Johnny Bull. 
  Three members of the Co. left the study. 
  Nugent sorted out his books in silence and sat down at the table. 
  Wharton, sitting opposite, looked across at him. 
  “Am I to take it that you believe what I’ve said, Frank?” he asked, very quietly. 
  “You know that!” answered Nugent curtly. 
  “Then it follows that you believe that Stacey is a rotten blackguard, taking advantage of his likeness to me to shove it off on me.” 
  Nugent was silent. 
  “I want an answer to that Frank.” 
  Nugent looked at him steadily. 
  “I can’t quite believe that of Stacey, Harry.” he answered. “He seems to me a decent chap, in most ways. I believe every word you’ve said, and you know I do, but as for the rest, I can’t get it down. It beats me.” 
  “Lot of good telling the rest of the Form, then, if you take it like that!” said Wharton bitterly. 
  “Better tell them nothing.” said Nugent quickly. “Plenty of fellows 
would take Stacey’s side, now you’ve put everybody’s back up. It’s a queer business, and the less said about it the better.” 
  Peter Todd, coming up to prep, put his head in at Study No. 1. 
  “Just a word, Wharton.” he said. 
  “Two; if you like.” 
  “Are you playing at Highcliffe without either Smithy or Stacey?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “You won’t think it over again?” 
  “No!” 
  Peter breathed hard. 
  “Then you can leave me out, too!” he said. “I’m fed-up with this Great Panjandrum business, Wharton!” 
  “Right!” 
  Wharton shot that monosyllable over his shoulder as he propped up a volume against the inkstand. Toddy, rather taken aback, glared at the back of his head, snorted, and tramped on to Study No. 7. 
                        THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                                  Hard Pressed! 
THE Bounder scowled at the list on the door of the Rag after 
prep that evening. 
  Certainly, he had asked to have his name taken out—or, rather, demanded it. Nevertheless, it felt rather like having a tooth out!”
  Smithy was a scapegrace; but lie was no slacker, and he was keen on the Higluiliffo match. He did not want to “rot” about while less able hands upheld the Greyfriars colours at Highclifle on the morrow. He sneered savagely at Hazel’s name in the list. He remarked to Redwing that Hazel’s claim to a place in the eleven was based on the fact that he was Marjorie Hazeldene’s brother; it couldn’t be on his cricket! Which was hardly fair, as the Bounder had left his skipper no choice about having a place to fill. 
  “Look here, old man, call it off!” advised Redwing. “Wharton will be glad to play you—he will jump at the chance!” 
  “And eat my own words!” snarled the Bounder.. 
  “Oh, that’s rot! I wish I had a chance to play for the school—I wouldn’t chuck it away like that!” 
  The Bounder gave his chum a dark took. 
  “If Wharton asks you—” he began. “That’s not likely! Anyhow, he’s shoved Hazel into your place.” 
  “There’ll be more places to fill if he doesn’t climb, down! Some of the fellows are going to follow my example.” 
  “I hope not.” 
  “It may bring the cheeky fool to his senses!” said Vernon-Smith savagely. “He can’t be fool enough to take a team of hopeless duds over to Highcliffe to play an eleven like Courtenay’s.” 
  “The men ought to stand by him so long as he’s captain.” said Redwing. “They can drop him if they like—he’s offered—” 
  “Oh, rot!” 
  Wharton came into the Rag—greeted by a black scowl from the Bounder. He stopped at the cricket notice, drew a pencil through the name of P. Todd, and wrote F. Nugent under it. 
  “Chance for you to play your pal at last!” sneered the Bounder. 
  Wharton glanced at him. 
  “Yes; Toddy wants to stand out.” he answered. 
 “He doesn’t want to.” 
  Wharton shrugged his shoulders. 
  “Do you think you’ll get away with this high-handed bizney, Wharton?” asked Smithy, between his teeth. 
  “Yes!” answered Wharton coolly. And he walked across the room, picked up a book, and sat down. 
  The Bounder breathed hard and deep. “We’ll make the cheeky rotter toe the line!” he muttered. And when the other fellows came into the Rag after prep, the Bounder’s bitter tongue was not silent. 
  The Co. gathered by their leader, not in a happy mood. 
  What Wharton had told them in the study had puzzled them rather than convinced them. They had to believe him; yet, looking at Stacey, it was hard to believe that he was the “rotter” his relative took him to be. 
  Stacey, handsome and cheerful, had quite a crowd of fellows round him. His cricket, at least, had won him golden opinions in the Form; and he contrived to make himself generally agreeable to everyone but his “double.” 
  Skinner & Co. backed him, as a matter of course, simply because he was opposed to the captain of the Remove— but better fellows than Skinner & Co. were taking the same line. Anyone looking into the Rag would have seen at a glance which of the “doubles” was the popular one in the Form. 
  Billy Bunter rolled over to the Co. with a fat grin on his face. 
“I say, you fellows, they’re holding a jolly old council of war.” said the fat Owl of the Remove. “I fancy you’ll have to climb down, Wharton.” 
  “Mind shutting up?” asked Harry. 
  Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “If you’re asking to be kicked——” 
  “Beast!” 
  Ogilvy and Russell detached themselves from the other group, and came over to the Famous Five. They were Stacey’s study-mates, and very friendly with the new fellow. Both looked red and angry. 
  “Look here, Wharton—” began Ogilvy. The Scottish junior was in the team for Highcliffe. 
  “Looking!” answered Harry. 
  “We all want Stacey in the eleven, and—” 
  “Sorry!” 
  “Smithy and Toddy are standing out, if you leave him out. I’m going to do the same!”
  “Just as you like.” 
  “And you needn’t offer the place to me!” said Russell.” 
  “Right—I won’t!” 
  “Is that all you’ve got to say?” demanded Ogilvy. 
  Wharton raised his eyebrows. 
  “Is there anything more to say?” he murmured. “It you enjoy my conversation, I’ll run on! What do you want me to say?” 
  “Well, I think you’re a cheeky rotter!” roared Ogilvy. 
  “Thanks!” 
  “And a swanking ass!” 
  “Speech may be taken as read. Hook it!” 
  Ogilvy and Russell walked back to the opposing group. Wharton called out as they went: 
  “Scratch your name out of the list, Oggy, if you don’t want it there. Save me getting up.” 
  “I say, you fellows—”
  “Shut up, Bunter!” 
  “I say, Wharton, if you want a good man to-morrow, I shouldn’t mind playing!” said Bunter. “They stand you a rather decent tea at Highcliffe—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at! You can put my name down, if you like, Wharton.”
  “Much obliged,” said Harry laughing. “But we’re going to play cricket, old fat bean—we’re not going over simply for tea!” 
  “Yah!” 
  The Rag now was occupied by two different and opposing groups—the Famous Five at one end, the rest of the Form at the other, in an excited crowd. Lord Mauleverer, when he came in, glanced round and joined the five. He gave the captain of the Form a cheery nod and grin as he sat down in the easiest chair he could find. 
  “Row on?” he asked. 
  “Something like it.” said Harry. “You’re at the unpopular end of the room, Mauly.” 
  “Yaas; I noticed that!” agreed his lordship, and he settled down. 
From the excited group at the other end two fellows detached themselves and shot across to Wharton. They were Tom Brown and Squiff. It was evident that these two members of the eleven had been prevailed upon to back up the Bounder in the line he had taken. 
  Smithy, in fact, had only one chance of figuring in the cricket, if he was not going to eat his words. Wharton had to be forced to yield the point. A heap of resignations from the team might work the oracle. 
  “Now, don’t go off at the deep end, Wharton.” said Squff pacifically; We’re your friends, as you know—”
  “I don’t bite! Go ahead!” 
  “We want Stacey at Highcliffe to-morrow.” said the Australian junior. “Will you give it another think, old chap?” 
  “Next time we go over to Highcliffe to play them at nap, or banker, or pitch-and-toss, I’ll play Stacey! Not at cricket!” 
  “What the thump do you mean?” exclaimed Tom Brown. “That’s a rather rotten thing to say about Stacey!” 
  “Not so rotten as the fellow himself!” said Wharton coolly. 
  “Well nobody but you seems to think that he’s rotten!” said Squiff hotly. “Will you play him to-morrow?” 
  “No!” 
  “Take my name off the list, then!” 
      
  “And mine!” said Tom Brown. 
  “Look here—” began Bob Cherry. 
  But Squiff and Tom Brown walked away without listening. 
  “That’s five men out of the team.” said Bob dismally. “What sort of a game are we going to put up at Highcliffe?” 
  “We shall fill the places.” said Harry. If he was dismayed at the prospect, he gave no sign of it. “Mauly’s a good man if he wakes up! Will you stay awake to-morrow afternoon, Mauly, and play cricket?” 
  Lord Mauleverer grinned. 
  “Yaas!” he answered. 
  The Co. did not look enthusiastic. They liked old Mauly no end; but they did not admire his cricket fearfully. 
  “That leaves two places.” said Bob. He glanced along the room at the opposite party. “Looks as if there won’t be a lot of fellows keen on filling them, either.” 
  Wharton did not reply. Five men were out of the team; two of them being replaced by Hazel and Nugent, another by Mauleverer; but two places remained to be filled—even if there were no more resignations. 
  The Bounder was pushing his campaign hard; no doubt counting on the captain of the Remove giving in, rather than going over to Highcliffe with a team made up of odds and ends, as it were. It was hard pressure. 
But there was no thought of surrender in Harry Wharton’s mind. His determination was rather intensified than otherwise. 
  When the Remove went up to their dormitory, he spoke to Wibley on the stairs. William Wibley was rather keen on cricket, but no great exponent of the game. Still, keenness was something. 
  “Room for you to-morrow, Wib!” said Harry. 
  Wibley coloured. 
  “Thanks!” he answered. “But—” 
  “Don’t you want it?” 
  “Not in the circumstances!” 
  Wharton shrugged his shoulders and went into the dormitory. When the Remove turned in that night two places still remained vacant in the eleven, and the captain of the Form had rather a problem to think out before he went to sleep.  
                          THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 
                        A Thing ot Shreds and Patches! 
HAZELDENE came up to Wharton in break the following morning. The captain of the Remove gave him a cheery nod. 
  Hazel had been put into the eleven in place of the first member to resign— Herbert Vernon-Smith. Even Hazel did not believe that he was a patch on Smithy at cricket; still, he was a good man on his day. 
  Lately he had been rather keen at the nets, and in the depleted state of his team Wharton was relying a good deal on him. It was true that he was glad to give Marjorie’s brother a chance in the matches though that was by no means Hazel’s only claim, as some of the fellows declared. Hazel had certainly been very bucked at finding his name in the list—having sulked a good deal at the idea of being left out of it. 
  Now, however, as he came up to his Form captain, there was a certain hang-dog air about Hazel which was not reassuring. 
  Wharton affected not to see it. 
  “Looks like a ripping day for the match!” he remarked. “There will be a good wicket at Highcliffe.” 
  “Oh, yes!” said Hazel slowly. 
  “I hope you’re at the top of your form, Hazel!” 
  “All right, I suppose.” muttered Hazel. “But it was rather a surprise seeing my name in the list yesterday. You said I shouldn’t be wanted.” 
  Wharton compressed his lips. 
  “That was before Smithy chucked it.” he said. 
  “Well, that’s all very well.” mumbled Hazel. “But I don’t see hanging about on another fellow! I suppose if Smithy changed his mind after all, you’d turf me out again, and then where should I be?”
  “No!” answered Harry. 
  “Oh!” mumbled Hazel. 
  It was clear that he had expected an answer in the affirmative, which would have supplied him with a grievance. 
  “We can’t chop and change like that!” said Harry. “Smithy’s standing out of his own accord, and that’s that! Nothing would make me take him back for this match.” 
  “Well, you won’t have the chance, anyhow, from what Smithy says.” said Hazel, with a half-sneer. 
  “Then that’s all right, and nothing to worry about!” said Wharton, determined not to take offence if he could help it. Hazel was not a very valuable man, but as matters stood he had his value; likewise, he was Marjorie’s brother, for which reason Wharton was often very patient with him. Marjorie was always glad to know that her brother was in the games, instead of hanging about idly getting into mischief. 
  “Well, look here.” said Hazel, colouring. “Everybody thinks that Stacey ought to be playing—”
  “That’s all settled!” 
  “The fellows think—” 
  “I’ve heard what they think—and what you think, too!” said Wharton, with a touch of scorn. “You said a good many times that Stacey had a lot of luck, and that you’re as good a man as he is any day!” 
  Hazel flushed. It was rather awkward for him at the moment to be reminded of his boastful words. 
  “That’s all very well.” he mumbled. “But look here, Smithy says—” 
  “I’ve heard all I want to hear from Smithy, thanks!” 
  “If you won’t let a fellow speak—” exclaimed Hazel. 
  He was going to do a mean thing, and it was easier to do it in a temper. So he was glad of a chance to be offended. 
  Wharton breathed hard. He could see what was coming—the Bounder had got at Hazeldene. But he coutrolled has rismg anger. 
  “You’re wanted in the game, Hazel.” he said quietly. “It’s a chance for you to play for school. Don’t let Smithy pull your leg.” 
  “I’m not a fellow to have his leg pulled. I hope,” said Hazel sullenly.   “But Smithy says we’re going over to Highcliffo to be licked, and it looks like it to me. What’s the good of making out that a dud like Mauleverer can stand up to Highcliffe bowling, for instance?” 
  Wharton had to suppress his feelings. Mauly was no great cricketer but he was at least as good as Hazel if he chose to exert himself. And he was loyal and true, which Hazel was not. Knowing that his skipper was in difficulties, it was certain that Mauleverer would put his beef into the game, go all out to do his very best, and forget that he was a constitutional slacker. Mauly was a pal that any man might have liked to have in a tight corner. It would have been difficult to say the same of Marjorie’s brother. 
“And Nugent, too!” went on Hazel. “I dare say you’re glad to play your best pal, but what’s the good of him at Highcliffe?” 
  “Twice as good as you, at all events!” snapped Wharton. 
  There was a limit to forbearance. 
  Hazel’s eyes flashed. He was hunting for offence, to give colour to what he had already resolved to do. Now he had what he wanted. 
  “Well, if I’m such a dud, you don’t want me!” he said hotly. “You may as well take my name out of the list, along with the others.” 
  “I’d rather keep it in, Hazel!” said Wharton quietly. “Whether we win or not, we shall get a good game.” 
  Hazel shifted uncomfortably. 
  “Well, a fellow can’t stand out against all the Form!” he said. “Everybody’s down on you, Wharton, for handling the cricket as you’re doing. You’ll have to chuck the captaincy if you keep it up!” 
  “Never mind that now.” 
  “I don’t see going over to Highcliffe to make fools of ourselves!” said Hazel sulkily. “Smithy says—” 
  “Never mind Smithy!” said Harry. “Stick to the game!” 
  “I’ve promised Smithy!” Hazel blurted out at last, “He’s making up a party for this afternoon to go in a car and I’m going with him.” 
  “You’re letting me down—for that?”
  “Well, you’ve let a lot of fellows down! I don’t see going over to Highcliffe to get mopped up. We can’t win——”
  “If you’ve made up your mind, Hazel, there’s nothing more to be said!” interrupted Wharton. “This means that you don’t get another chance; I suppose you know that.” 
  Hazel did not answer. He was red and uncomfortable; but he had made up his mind. He was as wax in the Bounder’s hands. 
  “You weak-kneed fool!” Wharton restrained his anger and scorn no longer. “Smithy’s game is to drive me to give in. If I did he would come back into the team and let you down fast enough. But don’t say any more— you’re out of the game and you can go and eat coke !” 
  Hazel walked away. 
  Wharton went into the House. The cricket list had been completed that morning. Kipps and Micky Desmond had been put down to fill the two vacant places. Now there was another place to fill. Wharton looked for Monty Newland, and found him in the Rag. 
  “Play this afternoon?” he asked tersely. 
  Newland grinned. 
  “Want a man?”
  “Yes.” 
  “Glad to!” 
  “Right!”
  M. Newland” was written down in the place of “P. Hazeldene.” Once more the eleven was made up. But the tribulations of the cricket captain were not yet over. As he turned away from that alteration in the list, Dick Penfold tapped him on the arm. 
  “I’ve been thinking it over, Wharton—” began Pen. 
  Wharton’s lip curled. 
  “Has Smithy pulled your leg, too?” he asked sarcastically. 
  “I haven’t spoken to Smithy.” 
  “What’s the row, then?” 
  “As I said, I’ve been thinking it over.” said Pen quietly. “I don’t know, and don’t want to know, what your trouble is with your relation, Stacey, but it’s led to your scrapping half the team! It’s no good taking a team of shreds and patches over to Highcliffe against bats like Courtenay and bowlers like the Caterpillar. I wish you’d think it over again.’ 
  “No use!” 
  “Well, what’s good enough for fellows like Toddy and Squiff and Brown and Ogilvy is good enough for me! I’m standing in with them !” 
  “‘Nuff said!” 
  Wharton crossed Penfold’s name out of the list. Pen looked worried, but he was firm. His motives were quite different from Hazel’s, but it came to the same thing for the captain of the Remove. 
  Again he was a man short. He had to look for another recruit. Morgan refused: Bolsover major and Dutton followed their example. Wharton was rather loath to ask Redwing, as, if he accepted, it meant a row for him with his chum, Smithy But it was a ease of any port in a storm, and he asked Redwing, who assented at once. Reddy did not want a row with the Bounder, and he did not approve of Wharton’s methods, but he considered it his duty to stand by his skipper, and he did. So when the bell went for third school, the Remove cricket list again contained eleven names. 
  But after so many changes, that list had rather a dilapidated look, and the most hopeful members of it could not help wondering what was going to happen when it got going at Highcliffe. There was no doubt that it was a thing of shreds and patches. 
                         THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                              Nothing for Bunter! 

RALPH STACEY smiled when he looked at the cricket list in the Rag after morning school. 
  A number of other fellows looked at it, but they did not smile; they scowled. 
  Blackest of all was the brow of the Bounder. 
He had not, as he had hoped, driven his skipper to surrender. Wharton was carrying on. All that Smithy had succeeded in doing was in weakening the team to such an extent that a Highcliffe victory was practically a foregone conclusion. 
  That was not in the least what Smith had wanted. But it was what he had done, and there it was. 
  Stacey read down the names, and smiled. In his campaign against the captain of the Remove he had hardly needed to make a move himself. The headstrong Bounder had played his game for him. 
  The list now ran: 

  H.  Wharton, R. Cherry, J. Bull, Hurree Singh, F. Nugent, Mauleverer, 
M. Desmond, O. Kipps, M. Newland, M. Linley, T. Redwing. 

  There were five good men in it— Wharton, Bob, Johnny, the nabob, and Mark Linley. Nugent was fairly good, and so was Redwing. The rest Smithy scornfully described as “rabbits.” They were not rabbits by any means, but their best friends would not have maintained that they were up to Highcliffe form. 
  “Five of these men can play cricket,” said the Bounder. “Highcliffe will be two to one, and one over.” 
  “Might as well make them a present of the match!” remarked Ogilvy. 
  “Just as well!” 
  The Bounder’s blackest look was directed at his chum’s name in the hat. He chose to regard Redwing as letting him down by backing up Wharton. He had argued long and angrily with Tom on the subject. But Redwing, who generally gave in to him, was hard as nails in this case. Smithy’s only solace, such as it was, was the probability that his chum would bag a duck in each innings. 
  “They say Highcliffe are in great form, toot” remarked Russell. “Taking a team like that over there is simply asking for it I” 
  “Oh, what do the matches matter, so long as the Great Panjandrum has his way?” asked Skinner. 
  “I wonder he hasn’t put Bunter in!” remarked Stacey. 
  And there was a scoffing laugh from the Removites. 
  “Every man ought to stand down!” growled Vernon-Smith. “That would bring the cheeky fool to his senses! Look here, Linley, why don’t you stand out?” 
  Mark shook his head. 
  “Can’t let my skipper down.” he answered. 
  “I’m standing out!” 
  “You can please yourself, Smithy, but I can’t do the same.” said the Lancashire junior mildly. 
  “Well, you’re a rotter!” 
  “I think that compliment is rather due to a man who lets the team down, if you ask me!” answered Mark cheerfully. 
  “Oh, chuck it!” exclaimed Peter Todd hotly. “We’ve stood out to bring Wharton to his senses!” 
  “Blessed if I know whether it was a good idea, though 1” said Squiff. “We want to beat Highcliffe.” 
  “Not much good wanting that now!” said Skinner. 
  “Anybody going over to Highcliffe to see the massacre?” jeered the Bounder. 
  “No fear!” 
  “Well, one thing’s jolly certain.” said Tom Brown. “Wharton may pull it off with that patchy crew. But if he doesn’t, we shall turn him out!” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  Stacey strolled away, smiling. He was keen to play for the Remove but not so keen on that as in giving Wharton a fall. His time was coming. Wharton was straining the patience of the Remove to breaking point. 
  If there was an overwhelming defeat at Highcliffe that day, it looked as if Wharton’s game was up. And who was going to succeed him as captain of the Form? Stacey had his own ideas about that. 
  Wingate of the Sixth came to look at the list in the Rag. The juniors eyed him curiously as he did so. ‘The Greyfriars captain made no remark, but he was frowning as he went out. 
  He looked for Harry Wharton, and found him in the quad. 
  “I spoke to you the other day, Wharton, about Stacey!” he said gruffly. 
  “I remember.” assented Wharton. 
  “It seems that you’re not playing him?” 
  “No.” 
  “I gather that most of the fellows in your Form have got their backs up about it.  ” 
  “I shouldn’t wonder.” 
  Wingate drew a deep breath. Wharton’s reply was not exactly “cheeky,” but it verged very nearly on it. Neither of them had forgotten the “six” in Wingate’s study the previous day. 
  “Well,” said Wingate, “this kind of thing won’t do, Wharton!” 
  “No!” said Wharton politely. 
  “I shan’t at the moment give you an order,” said the Greyfriars captain, his eyes glowing, “but I advise you to play Stacey!” 
  “I’m sorry I can’t take your advice.” Advice from the head of the games was tantamount to a command. Still, it was not exactly a command. 
  “Very well!” said Wingate, compressing his lips. “We’ll let it go at that— for the moment! Carry on!” 
  And he walked away. A cheeky young sweep and a disreputable blackguard—that was Wingate’s present opinion of the captain of the Remove. Wharton at the moment was indifferent to it. 
  Had Wharton given in to the advice of Wingate and the general feeling in the Form, Stacey would have found it a little awkward. He wanted Wharton to “dish” himself; likewise, he had already fixed up his arrangements for that afternoon, and did not want to alter them. While the cricketers were at Highcliffe, Stacey was booked for Popper’s Island with Pon & Co.—and a very different game. But he counted correctly on the obstinacy of the captain of the Remove. 
  After dinner Billy Bunter sought out the captain of the Form. He gave him a serious blink through his big spectacles. 
  “I offered you my services at Highcliffe, Wharton,” he said. “I’m still willing. ‘Yes,’ or ‘ No ’?” 
  “No!” said Harry. 
  “Better think it over.” said Bunter. “You’ve got a lot of duds—”
  “One more wouldn’t help!” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton! Well, look here, I’m not so jolly keen on tea-ing at Highcliffe, if you come to that—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at! I shall go with Stacey!” said Bunter. “I’d rather come to Highcliffe; but, after all, a picnic is all right. So you can go and eat coke, and be blowed to you!” 
  And Bunter, with a scornful blink, rolled away, and looked into Study No. 3 for Stacey. Bunter’s eyes—and spectacles—had been on that youth. He found the new fellow in his study, packing a small picnic basket. 
  “I say, Stacey, old chap!” said the fat Owl. “I’ve turned Wharton down ! Like me to come with you this afternoon? 
  “No.” said Stacey. 
  Bunter coughed. 
  “I say, old chap, you’re going on a picnic! I know Russell and Ogilvy ain’t going with you. “They’re going out on their bikes with Toddy. You don’t want a picnic on your own.” 
  “I do.” 
  “Well, you’re rather a pig.” said Bunter, in disgust. 
  “Shut the door after you.” 
  Bunter blinked at him. He had had an eye on Stacey making certain purchases at the school shop, and noted that he had borrowed that lunch-basket. Few things of that kind escaped Bunter’s attention. He would have preferred to join the cricket team for Highcliffe— where tea was certain. Stacey’s picnic was uncertain—for Bunter. But his valuable services having been rejected by the cricket captain, there was only Stacey left. The Bounder had refused emphatically to include Bunter in the party that was going out in the car. 
  “Stacey, old chap 
  “Cut!” 
  “Where are you going, old fellow?” 
  “Find out!” 
  “Beast!” 
  Bunter rolled away and left Stacey to finish packing his basket. A good many fellows gathered to see the cricketers start for Highcliffe—some of them making uncomplimentary remarks. But Bunter was not interested in the cricket team. He was interested in Stacey. He loafed at the gates, waiting for Wharton’s double to go out. 
  The idea of a fellow packing a basket to picnic on his own filled Billy Bunter with disgust. It did not occur to his fat mind that Stacey was meeting some other fellows from another school. Greedy pig was Bunter’s opinion. And it was in the fat Owl’s fat mind to track Stacey to his lair, so to speak, and roll in when the basket was opened. 
  So when Stacey came out of gates, and walked away with the basket in his hand, a fat figure rolled after him. 
  Stacey walked down to the boathouse. 
  After him rolled Bunter. 
  Stacey pushed a skiff into the water, dropped the basket into it, and stepped in. Bunter watched him in dismay. 
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter. 
  He rushed across the raft. 
  “Hold on, Stacey, old chap!” he yelled. 
  Stacey stared at him, laughed, and pulled away. Billy Bunter was left standing on the school raft, glaring after him with a glare that almost cracked his spectacles. 
  “Beast!” he roared. “Think I want to come to your rotten picnic? Yah! Beast!” 
  Stacey, laughing, disappeared up the river. 
                          THE TENTH CHAPTER 
                                   Outclassed! 
“OUR knock.” said Harry Wharton. 
  Wharton had won the toss, and elected to go in first. 
Courtenay, the junior captain of Highcliffe, led his men into the field. 
  His chum De Courcy, the Caterpillar, glanced over the Greyfriars men with a rather curious eye. A less keen eye than the Caterpillar would have noted that there was something a little amiss with the visiting team. 
  It was by no means as strong a team as the Highcliffe men had expected to see. And it did not look very cheery. Every man there was going to do his best, but the knowledge that they were not up to Highcliffe form had its natural effect. The Highcliffe match required the best men that could be put in the field against them, and even then the result was on the knees of the gods. Nothing is so likely to take the grit out of a team as the knowledge that it has an uphill fight with an almost certain defeat at the end. A man who goes in expecting to lose his wicket is very likely indeed to lose it. And one failure makes many. 
  Some of the fellows thought Wharton would have done more wisely to send Highcliffe in first. But in the depleted team there was only one good bowler— Hurree Singh. And there were half a dozen good bats. With himself at one end, Bob Cherry at the other, Wharton hoped to make a good beginning, and a good start gives heart to a team. 
  Half a dozen good bats might knock up a useful score before the “tail” came on to be massacred, and a good score might inspire the tail to unusual prowess. No doubt Wharton was right, but the luck of the game was not with him. 
  For the Caterpillar was at the top of his bowling form. Wharton took three 2’s off his bowling; and then came a ball which looked like a wide, but wasn’t. Wharton breathed a long, long breath when his bails went down. It was cruel luck—the exact reverse of what was wanted. He went back to the pavilion with 6 to his credit. He had hoped for about 60. 
  Glum looks greeted him there. 
  If the captain of the team, and its best bat, had started like this, what were the others to expect? Wharton realised that he was not in his best form—the worries and tribulations of the past few days did not conduce to that. He had been anxious—perhaps a little too anxious—to set the game going in good style. This was the result. The Caterpillar was a tricky bowler. But he read the thought of every man there—that Stacey would not have gone out to that ball. Neither would Wharton at the top of his form. 
  Next man in was Johnny Bull, and Johnny went on, knowing that he had to face a bowler who had knocked out a better bat than himself. 
  Johnny played cautiously—perhaps too cautiously. He stopped one, and snicked the next away into Courtenay’s hands at point. 
  The Highcliffe skipper held up the bat! 
  “Out!” 
  Johnny came marching home. 
  “Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Nugent involuntarily. 
  Mark Linley went on, and Bob took the bowling from Yates, Highcliffe’s second best. Now the runs began to come; but it booted not, for at the last ball of the over Bob was caught out by the Caterpillar—40 to his credit. 
  Wharton compressed his hips. 
  “Man in!” he said quietly. 
  Frank Nugent went on. Mark Linley ran a 3, and brought Frank to the batting end. Nobody was surprised to see him capture a duck. 
  Grim depression had settled now on the Greyfriars men. They had known at the start that they were outclassed. Now they knew that the were overwhelmingly outclassed. Highcliffe were at top notch; they were on the lowest rung. 
  “Sorry, old man!” said Nugent, flushing as he came back to the pavilion. 
  Wharton nodded. 
  “Man in, Mauly!” he said. 
  Lord Mnuleverer’s movements were leisurely. But he got to the pitch at last. To the surprise of the Grefriars men, and the relief of Wharton, Mauly survived the over, though he took no runs. 
  Runs came slowly, Mark Linley adding a few. But Mark, steady man as he was, was affected by the general feeling of the team, and he was not at his best. He was out for 10. 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh took his place. 
  The Nabob of Bhanipur was a wonderful bowler, and a reliable bat. But his reliability was rather wanting on this occasion when it was needed most. He was out for 6. 
  “Redwing!” muttered Wharton. 
  In spite of himself, the captain of the Remove could not keep the gloom out of his face. He could take a beating with any man, but this was too utterly rotten. His captaincy, in all probability, depended on the result of that match and only by uncommon luck could he have hoped to pull the game out of the fire. And the luck was on the other side. “Rot” seemed to have set in in his team. A big innings to begin with might have worked the oracle, but that big innings had not materialised. 
  Every fellow was thinking how the game might have been going had the good men been there—especially Stacey. If only Stacey bad been there! Wharton’s own fronds were thinking so. Indeed, ho was thinking so himself. Confidence was at zero. 
  Surprisingly, Lord Mauleverer did not go out for a duck. Every Greyfriars man expected to see his wicket turned into skittles when the Caterpillar bowled to him. Instead of which Mauly stood up to it easy and graceful, and stopped the deadliest shots, and even stole a run. Redwing, at the other end, was playing a steady game. The “rot” seemed to have stopped for a time. 
  But a catch in the field disposed of Redwing for 8. Three wickets remained to fall, the three weakest of the lot. 
  Then came a flash in the pan. Micky Desmond joined Mauly at the wickets, and displayed uncommon form. A lucky boundary put Micky in good heart, and gave him a feeling that he was master of the bowling. He proceeded to hit out at everything. 
  He had some phenomenal escapes, and hit a couple of 2’s. His cheery, ruddy face was gleeful. 
  Then the bowling came to Lord Mauleverer again. 
  Again the Greyfriars men looked for a tumble. Instead of which his lazy lordship—not looking at all lazy now— kept his end up in great style. 
  He drove the leather for a 2, a 2, and a 3. Harry Wharton’s face brightened. 
  “Good old Mauly!” he exclaimed. 
  Mauly smiled cheerfully. 
  His personal taste at a cricket match ran rather to a bag of cherries than a bat. But he was playing up in great stile now. It was Mauly all over—a friend in a tight corner was the only earthly thing that could make Mauly exert himself. 
  But Mauly, unexpectedly good as he was, could not work wonders. His three brought Micky to the batting end, and Micky, still manfully hitting out at everything, hit out, not wisely, but too well. 
  He slashed the ball so handsomely into the hands of the Caterpillar that Rupert de Courcy, taking it easily with his left, placed his right on his heart and bowed to the batsman as if in grateful acknowledgment—an absurd action which caused a ripple of laughter to run round the field, and set Micky grinning as he walked back to the pavilion. 
  Two balls remained to the over and they materialised in a duck each for Newland and Kipps. 
  Total: 56 for the innings, Mauly not out for 8. It was not so bad as might have been expected; but it was no use at Highcliffe. All the fellows knew that it was as good as over—a depressing knowledge, But when the Highcliffe men went on and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh started by taking Courtenay’s wicket for 6, there was a glimpse of hope. 
  It was only a glimpse. Hurree Singh was first-class, and dangerous all the time; but the change bowlers were nowhere and there was little luck in the field, and the score jumped and jumped. At 112—precisely double the visitors’ score for five wickets Courtenay declared, and they adjourned for tea. All the Greyfriars men felt that it was futile to bat again, and that the Highcliffians were finished bailing. And that feeling alone was enough to make it so! 

                      THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                                Bunter Begs for It! 
“What the deuce—” said Ponsonby. 
  “Hi!” 
  “Is that a keeper?” asked Gadsby uneasily. 
  “Hi!” 
  “Somebody knows we’re here!” said Monson. 
  “Absolutely!” murmured Vavasour. 
  “Hi!” came the yell again. “Hi!” 
  Stacey set his lips. 
  Four Highcliffians had come down the Sark in a boat, while Stacey had pulled up from Greyfriars. They had all landed on Popper’s Island, in the river, and concealed their craft in the willows; out of observation from the bank. Sir Hilton Popper was away from Popper Court, but his keepers had instructions to keep trespassers off his island, though in the absence of the lord of Popper Court they were perhaps a little slack in regarding his lordly instructions. With the boats hidden, and themselves thickly screened by the trees and bushes on the island, the picnickers felt safe enough. 
  But that loud howl from the bank seemed to hint that somebody knew they were there. 
  Pon & Co. did not want trouble with keepers. Stacey was still more concerned, for the island was out of school bounds; a matter upon which they were more particular at Greyfriars than at Highcliffe. 
  The picnic was over, and it was followed by cigarettes and nap. Stacey was the only one of the party who was not smoking. He could play nap without spoiling his wind for games; but cigarettes were another matter. He was as keen on the card-playing as any of the young rascals of Highcliffe. The howl from the bank came as a very annoying interruption. 
  “Hi, hi, hi!” 
  “If we’re spotted here it means a row at the school!” muttered Stacey. “Who the dickens—” 
  “I say, Stacey! Hi! I know you’re there!”
  “Bunter!” ejaculated Stacey. 
 “That fat Greyfriars porker!” said Ponsonby. “Thank goodness it’s not a keeper!” 
  “There will jolly soon be a keeper on the scene, if that howling ass goes on howling!” said Gadsby. 
  “Absolutely!” said Vavasour. 
  “Hi, hi, hi!”
  “Sheer him off, Stacey!” said Ponsonby. “Look here, I’ll cut across and handle him——” 
  “Hold on!” said Stacey. “Don’t let him see you fellows. I don’t want this tattled up and down Greyfriars.” 
  Ponsonby chuckled. 
  “No, I suppose not. Well, get him clear, somehow, before he brings all Popper Court on the scene.” 
  Stacey nodded, and went through the trees towards the edge of the little island. The channel was narrow on the side towards the Popper Court bank, where the towpath ran. 
  Pon & Co. followed him, but they kept in cover. 
  Stacey did not want the fat Owl to inform all Greyfriars that he had seen them together. If it had reached Wingate’s ears, it would have put new thoughts into his mind about what had happened on Courtfield common the day before. 
  As Stacey emerged from the thickets he spotted a fat figure on the towpath opposite, and scowled at it. 
Billy Bunter waved a fat hand at him and grinned. 
  “I jolly well knew you were there!” he bawled. 
  “You fat idiot!” 
  “Oh, really, Stacey—” 
“What do you want?” snarled Stacey. 
  He hardly needed to ask the question. Evidently Bunter, seeing him depart in a boat, had guessed his destination, and had followed along the towpath, to be in at the death, as it were. 
  It was a long walk, especially for the fat and lazy Owl of the Remove but he had arrived at last, and there he was. 
  Obviously, he did not know that anybody was on the island with Stacey. Stacey was very keen to keep him from discovering. 
  “I say, old chap, pull across, and give me a lift!” called out Bunter. “I say, you don’t want a picnic all on your own. Don’t be a pig!” 
  “If I pull across, I’ll bang your silly head on a tree, and duck you in the water!” snapped Stacey. 
  “Beast!” 
  “Now shut up and clear off!” 
  Stacey stopped back into the thickets. He was keen to resume the interrupted game, and he hoped that he was done with Bunter. 
  That hope was unfounded. 
  “Hi!” roared Bunter. “Hi!” 
  Stacey stepped out again, almost pale with rage. 
  “Will you shut up?” He shouted. He was in fear every moment of seeing a man in velveteens emerge from the woods along the river bank. 
  Bunter blinked at him through his big spectacles. He was red with the exertion of the walk; he was tired; the June sunshine made him thirsty, and he was, of course, hungry. He was prepared to be friendly, indeed pally, if he was invited to share the picnic.  Otherwise, not. 
  “No!” retorted the Owl of the Remove “I won’t! You’re out of bounds on old Popper’s island, Stacey.” 
  “No bizney of yours, you fat freak!” 
  “There’ll be a row if the keepers spot you! I believe there’s one in the wood now.” 
  “Then clear off and shut up!” 
  “Shan’t!” said Bunter independently. “I don’t want any of your picnic—keep your rotten picnic!” But I can jolly well stay here if I like ! Yah!” 
  If looks could have slain, the fat Owl of the Remove would have been in deadly peril at the moment. It was clear that Bunter, tired and hungry and irritable, was going to make himself as unpleasant as he could. 
  If he persisted in remaining on the bank and yelling, it was certain that attention would be drawn to the spot sooner or later. Being well aware of that, Bunter felt that he was rather master of the situation. 
Stacey, indeed, might have settled the matter, by ferrying him across. and giving him the run of what remained in the picnic basket. But that was impossible if Bunter was not to see him with Pon & Co. 
  “I wonder what Quelch would say if he knew you were out of bounds!” jeered Bunter. “Like him to know?” 
  “Will you get out?” hissed Stacey. 
  “No,” answered Bunter, “I won’t!”
  Stacey stepped back again. Immediately the exasperating Owl of the Remove recommenced. 
  “Hi! On the island, there! I say, Stacey! Hi!” 
  Stacey looked at the Highcliffians among the trees. It looked as if the merry party would have to break up. 
  “Leave him to me!” muttered Ponsonby, with a vicious gleam in his eyes. 
  “Don’t let him see you!” said Stacey hastily. 
  “That’s all right.” 
  Keeping carefully in cover, Pon crept towards the edge the of the island, with an empty biscuit-tin in his hand. 
  Peering through screening willows, he marked Bunter, and took aim with that rather dangerous missile. 
  The other fellows grinned. Pon’s idea was that if Bunter got that biscuit-tin hard, it would make him tired of hanging about on the towpath opposite the island. 
  “I say, Stacey!” Bunter was yelling. He came to the very edge of the bank, where it dropped steeply to the water, and yelled: “I say! Hi!” 
  “Let him have it!” murmured Monson. 
  Bunter was an excellent target on the edge of the bank. Pon took careful aim, and the biscuit-tin whizzed. 
  Crash!” 
  It hit Bunter on the side of his plump face.     
  “Oooogh!” gasped Bunter. 
  He staggered and then fell off the edge of the steep bank. There was a sudden splash. 
  “Urrrggh!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” chuckled the Highcliffians, peering from the trees on the island. 

  That was an unexpected outcome of Pon’s shot 
  Stacey grinned. After that ducking there was little doubt that the fat Owl of the Remove would be glad to clear off. 
  He watched to see Bunter clamber out of the water. 
The grin faded from his face. 
  A fat face came glimmering up from the water—a podgy hand was thrown up. Then both disappeared again. 
  “Can’t that fat fool swim?” exclaimed Ponsonby, in alarm. 
  “Oh gad!” gasped Monson. 
  “Good heavens!” Stacey rushed to the water’s edge. “Bunter—”
  The fat hand come up again, clawing the air wildly, a dozen fept out from the bank. There was a fast current in the channel between the island and the towpath, and it was sweeping the helpless Owl out into the wide river. The four Highcliffians stood transfixed with horror and dismay. Comedy had changed suddenly to tragedy. 
  Stacey threw down his cap and jacket. 
  There was another splash in the Sark as he dived With strokes of almost incredible swiftness he cleaved the shining water, and his grasp closed on Billy Bunter and dragged him up. Pon & Co., staring with white faces Bunter’s spectacles glimmer in the sun, and knew that Stacey had him— then both were swept out of sight on the rapid current. 
            THE TWELFTH CHAPTER 
                Whopped to the Wide! 
“HARD luck!” said Courtenay. 
  Harry Wharton nodded. 
  He felt as if he could not speak. 
  It was not only hard luck—it was absolutely putrid! The tale of disaster was told—and seldom or never had the Greyfriars fellows had such whopping. 
  At the best they had hardly hoped to win. But such a defeat as this was the limit. 
  It could not be helped. A weak and discontented team were up against an eleven at the top of their form, well led. The knowledge that they were beaten made a beating inevitable. The Greyfriars second innings was simply a tale of woe. 
  The “rot” had set in with a vengeance. Even batsnen like Bob Cherry and Mark Linley yielded to the general gloom and depression, and played like rabbits.  Even Wharton himself failed dismally. The only man in the Remove eleven who kept perfectly cool and nonchalant was Lord Mauleverer. 
  His lordship seemed impervious to the influence ot the “rot.’ In the second innings Mauly took twelve—and it was the biggest total!” Ducks eggs were cheap! Batstmen who went to the wicket as if they were going to execution, had only one fate to expect—execution! 
  And the Highcliffe bowlers executed them at a rapid rate. 
  Generally, in a Highcliffe match, the result had either to be decided by the first innings, or else play went on to the stroke of time. 
  On this occasion the game was over very early; there was no need to worry about the time fixed for drawing stumps, or whether the light would last! Harry Wharton could hardly believe that Greylriars were all down in twenty-five minutes for a total of twenty. But they were! It was not a defeat—it was a massacre. And every man in the team did not doubt that he could put hs finger on the cause— Wharton! 
  This was the outcome of Great Panjandrum methods! 
  Certainly, Smithy and the others ought not to have let the team down. But why had they done so? Because the captain refused to play the best junior cricketer at Greyfriars!
  With Smithy and the rest in the team, forces would have been balanced—with Stacey in it, victory would have been as certain as anything in cricket could be. Instead of which, Highcliffe had won easily by an innings, with thirty-six runs to spare. The cricketers expected to get hooted when they got home. They felt that they deserved it—at least, that their captain did! 
  The Co. shared the general feeling. Even Frank Nugent was silent and depressed. He had taken a duolc in each innings—that was the result of giving him Toddy’s place. But for the rotten state of the team, however, he knew that he could have done better than that. But where the best men were mowed down, what were the second-best to expect? The general “rot” affected them all—the weaker players more than the stronger. Frank was feeling as if he dared not show his face in the Rag after that performance. 
  The Greyfriars men were glad to get away from Highcliffe. Some of the home team were smiling. Courtenay & Co. had been looking forward to a tough struggle, and it had been a walkover. The second innings had been merely comic. 
  The bus rolled away with a disgruntled crowd angry with themselves, angry with their skipper, uneasy about what would be said to them when they got back to Greyfriars. Only Mauly preserved his placid calm—and did not add his voice to the general grumbling and grousing. 
  Wharton sat silent and gloomy. 
  Marjorie’s advice came back into his mind. Perhaps she had been right, after all. And yet— 
  He knew that if it was to happen over again he would do that same thing. Right or wrong he could not and would not stand Stacey in the team! Neither was there any occasion for this crushing defeat, if the other fellows had not let him down. He had had a team quite capable of beating Highcliffe, or at least of holding their own. His feelings towards the deserters were grin enough.  But all his bitterness was concentrated on Stacey. The whole thing was Stacey’s doing from beginning to end. 
  Had the fellow been decent—commonly decent—he would have been glad to play him. He would have welcomed such a cricketer into the eleven with open arms. He could say that with a clear conscience. But the fellow was his enemy—his insidious enemy. Through that fellow’s misdeeds he was in disgrace at his school—distrusted by his Form-master, suspected by the prefects. 
  “I’m fed-up with this for one!” said Bob Cherry at last. “No good playing another match like that!” 
  “The goodfulness is not terrific!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh ruefully. 
  “Bedad, I wonder what they’ll say to us when we get in!” said Micky Desmond. 
  “Oh, they’ll expect to hear something of the sort!” said Johnny Bull. “We’ve asked for it, and got it!” Are you satisfied now, Wharton?” 
  Harry looked at him. 
  “No good ragging!” said Nugent hastily. “Shut up, Johnny, old man!” 
  Johnny Bull grunted. 
  “One swallow doesn’t make a summer.” said Mark Linley, as cheerfully as he could. “We’ve got all the season before us.” 
  “That’s neither here nor there!” said Johnny. “We’ve got a pretty prospect ahead of us—with a team of rabbits!” 
  “Thanks!” said Nugent dryly. 
  “You haven’t done so frightfully well, Bull!” said Kipps. “You bagged a duck in the first innings, and two in the second! Is that a fearful lot to write home about?” 
  “I want to know this!” said Johnny Bull “Are we going on like this? Because, if we are, I’m standing out of the cricket, same as Smithy.” 
  “Please yourself!” said Harry curtly. 
  “Well, look here, Wharton.” said Bob quietly, “you on see for yourself that it won’t do! Stacey will have to play in the next fixture.” 
  Wharton’s eyes flashed. In his present mood that remark had the effect of a red rag on a bull. 
  “Don’t talk to me about Stacey!” he said, between his teeth. “Stand in with the rest, if you like, and chuck me out! You’re welcome to do that! But so long as I’m captain of the Remove that cur won’t play in the matches! I’ll cut cricket for the whole summer, rather than play in the same team as that blackguard” 
  He rose to his feet. 
  “Shove my bag in when you get back, Nugent.” he said. “I’ll drop off and walk. You can talk this over better without me. If you want a new skipper, there’s Stacey ready to jump at the chance—it’s what he’s plotting for, and you can let him have it as soon as you like!” 
  “Harry—” 
  “Look here, Wharton!” 
  Without answering, Harry Wharton dropped from the bus. It rolled on without him to Greyfriars, and the captain of the Remove, with a black brow, tramped away across Courtfield Common. And the other fellows, as they rolled on their homeward way, looked as if they were very strongly inclined to take him at his word. 
             THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                       A Narrow Escape! 
BILLY BUNTER gurgled wildly. He hardly knew what was happening. 
  A few seconds ago he had been standing on the grassy bank of the Sark, thinking chiefly of getting a “whack” in Stacey’s picnic basket, or otherwise of making himself as obnoxious as possible to the juniors on the island. Now he was whirling in the middle of the river, utterly unable to help himself, with the Sark washing over his fat face, blinding and deafening him. He did not even know what was dragging him up from the depths, though he dimly realised that something was. 
  He gurgled, spluttered, and choked. 
  His fat hand clawed Stacey and held. The new junior in the Remove was swimming strongly. But Bunter was a heavy and helpless burden, and good and strong swimmer as he was, he had plenty of work on his hands. 
  As he cast a glance round in the blazing June sunshine the bank seemed terribly far away. The current was strong, and there were eddies and swirls in it. Stacey had plunged in for Bunter without an up realising how hefty a task he had set himself. But he did not think of letting go the fat junior. 
  “Ooooogh!” came faintly from Bunter. 
  Stacey swam! Twice he neared the bank, and twice a whirl of the current swept him out again. 
  He set his teeth. It was not easy for an unburdened swimmer to swim the Sark. And he was heavily burdened. 
  A backward flash of his eyes showed that the island was out of sight behind him. Only tree tops along the river, against a sky of blue, met his eyes. 
  Again he fought his way to the bank; again he was eddied out. Strong as he was, the struggle told on him hard. 
   On a half-holiday he might have hoped to see Greyfriars boats on the river. But he saw none. Cricket was on—the Remove men at Highcliffe, and the Fourth had a Form match with the Shell. Pon & Co., surely, would get after him in their boat from the island and help. But he remembered that the Highcliffe boat had been carefully hidden and tied up in the willows—it would take time to get it out and get it round the island—and the Highcliffe knuts were not quick or handy men with boats. There was little hope from Pon & Co. 
  After some minutes it flashed into Stacey’s mind that he was in danger. At first it had seemed only an uncomfortable swim in his clothes—now, as his wet clothes cumbered him and dragged him, he realised that he would be a lucky man if he got out of the river alive. Yet it did not come into his mind to let go Bunter. 
  It was strange enough, for he was, and he knew he was, a selfish and unscrupulous fellow. Cool, calculating selfishness was a part of his nature; that was at the bottom of his feud with Wharton—and he cynically admitted it to himself in his own private thoughts. He disliked his relative, and considered that he had reason to dislike him, but the real cause of the feud was that he coveted what belonged to Wharton, both at school and at home. Yet, in danger of his life, he clung to the fat and irritating Owl, and faced death rather than leave him to his fate. 
  Bunter, half-senseless, blinked at him. He understood now that it was Stacey who was holding him up. 
  “Get me out!” gurgled Bunter. “I say, you beast, get me out. Do you hear? Urrgh! I’m drowning! It’s all your fault! Urrgh I” 
  Stacey did not heed him. 
  He lifted his head for a despairing glance at the bank. It seemed fading away from him. The opposite bank was farther still. There was no help! 
Suddenly he spotted a figure on the towpath. It was a tall, angular figure —that of Mr. Quelch, his Form-master. Quelch was taking a walk by the Sark. 
  It was in taking such a walk by the river, a few weeks ago, that he had seen Stacey at the gate of the Three Fishers, and supposed that he saw Wharton. Now he saw him again—in very different circumstances. 
He fairly jumped to the edge of the bank, his eyes almost popping from his head as he saw the junior far out on the shining river, struggling for his life—and Bunter’s life. 
  He shouted, but Stacey did not distinguish the words. 
  The current swept him on, still with his own head, and Bunter’s head, above water. Quelch’a long legs raced along the bank, his white face turned towards the river as he kept pace. 
  He was shouting, or rather screeching, in his alarm and excitement. Stacey did not know that the Form- master on the bank had spotted a boat on the river, lower down, near the Greyfriars boathouse. Wingate and Gwynne of the Sixth were in it, and Mr. Quelch yelled and roared and waved to them, to draw their attention. 
  They sighted him, and stared. 
  “What the thump’s the matter with Quelch?” exclaimed Wingate, in astonishment. 
  “Something wrong,” said Gwynne. “Oh, look!” He saw the object in the water at which Mr. Quelch was wildly pointing. 
  “My hat!” panted Wingate. “Quick!” 
  The boat shot through the water. 
  It surged past Stacey and Bunter, and Wingate reached over and grasped the new junior by the collar. 
  Stacey, still holding Bunter, was dragged in, and the fat Owl after him. 

  “Urrggh!” gurgled Bunter, as he collapsed in the bottom of the boat in a pool of water. “Wurrgh! I’m wet! Urrgh!” 
  Stacey sank down, panting. He was almost at the end of his tether. He breathed almost in sobs. 
  The two seniors pulled for the bank.
  Mr. Quelch was awaiting them there, with a pale and anxious face. The boat rocked in, and Gwynne held on to the bank 
  “Are they safe?” panted the Remove master. 
  “Both all right, sir!” answered Wingate. “Bunter must have tumbled in, and this kid—” 
  “Wharton—”
  “Wharton’s at Highcliffe playing cricket, sir! This is Stacey!” 
  “Oh! Yes! It is Stacey! Let me help you ashore, my dear boy! Did you go in for Bunter?” 
  “Yes, sir!” panted Stacey, as he stepped, dripping, on the towpath. “Bunter fell in. 
  “Urrgh! I was knocked over— gurrggh—”
  “Help Bunter ashore, Wingate!” Please help him to the school.” 
  “Certainly, sir!” 
  “Where’s my specs? I say, I want my specs! Look here—” 
  “Here they are.” said Wingate, grinning. “Now, out you go! You’re safe now, kid.” 
  Bunter rolled ashore. He staggered on the towpath and collapsed. Gwynne tied up the boat and joined Wingate to help the fat junior to the school. They took a fat arm each and half-led, half-carried Bunter away. Mr. Quelch followed with Stacey. 
  Ten minutes later Billy Bunter was tucked in bed in the Remove dormitory. 
  Stacey dried and changed, and though he was tired out, weary to the very bone, he came down, and got away as soon as he could from the crowd of fellows who wanted to know all about it. 
  His skiff was still at Popper’s Island, and he had left a jacket and cap there. He was anxious to retrieve his property, and to keep at dark, if he could, that he had been on Popper’s Island at all. Weary as he was, there was a smile on his face as he slipped out of the schooI and tramped away to the river. 
  Stacey had looked rather an ass in the Remove when it came out that it was Wharton, and not he, who had rescued Mr. Prout from the footpad, after he had been given the credit of it. What had happened now would have the effect of washing out the memory of that rather unfortunate affair. Once more Stacey was figuring in the public eye in an heroic light; and this time there was no mistake about it! 
             THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                    The Hero of the Hour! 
“HALLO, hallo, hallo!” 
 “What’s up?” 
  The cricketers, returning from Highcliffe, saw at once that something was “up,” when they arrived at Greyfriars. They had returned unexpectedly early. The Form match, Fourth and Shell, was still going on in Little Side at Greyfriars, but a crowd of fellows were discussing the latest topic. 
  Billy Bunter was still in bed in the Remove dormitory. Perhaps he needed a rest; but the fat Owl of the Remove was the fellow to take one whether he needed it or not. 
  But everyone knew what had happened. Stacey’s name was on every tongue. The Bounder, who had come back from his motor trip, was full of it. He regarded at as “one up” against Wharton, towards whom, for the present, Smithy was feeling very bitter. 
  “Anything happened?” asked Nugent. 
  A dozen voices supplied information. 
  “Stacey—” 
  “That fat ass, Bunter, fell in the Sark—” 
  “Stacey went in for him—” 
  “Might have been drowned if Wingate hadn’t turned up in a boat—” 
  “Jolly well would have been—” 
  “Stacey—plucky chap!” 
  “No end plucky—” 
  “Quelch saw it, and brought him in—” 
  “Where’s Wharton?” demanded the Bounder.   “Hasn’t Wharton come back with you? Wharton would like to hear about this—I don’t think!” 
  “It wasn’t Wharton this time, as it was with old Prout!” grinned Skinner. “This was Stacey—” 
  “Genuine this time, what?” asked Johnny Bull, with a grunt. “Where’s Wharton?” 
  “He’s walking.” answered Bob. 
  “You’re back early!” sneered Vernon-Smith. “I needn’t ask you how the game went! You don’t look like winners.” 
  “We’ve been beaten.” 
  “The beatfulness was terrific!” 
  “What did you expect?” jeered the Bounder. 
  “Well, you needn’t jaw, after letting us down I” growled Johnny Bull. “If you’d played up, like a decent chap, we—” 
  “Oh, rats!” 
  “Doesn’t Wharton want to face the music?” asked Hazeldene, with a laugh. “What did they mop you up by? An innings?” 
  “Yes; and some over.” 
  “Ye gods!”
  “Let’s hope that Wharton is satisfied now!” sneered Smithy. “But perhaps he would like the s same thing to happen at Rookwood. It will, unless we get a new skipper!” 
  “Where’s Stacey?” asked Bob. 
  “Blessed if I know! Cleared off somewhere!” 
  “And Bunter?” 
  “In the dorm!” 
  Some of the cricketers went up to see Bunter. They found the fat Owl propped up on pillows. He was devouring fruit and toffees, doubtless presented by some sympathiser. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! You never lost your appetite in the river, what?” grinned Bob Cherry. 
  “I say, you fellows, I’m feeling fearfully bad.” said Bunter. “I shall be too ill for class tomorrow. I’m going to tell Quelch so.” 
  Bunter, evidently, had been thinking out how to make the most of his adventure. 
  Bob chuckled 
  “If you’re too ill for class, old fat bean, they’ll stick you in sanny,” he said. “They put you on diet in sanny. No jam—” 
  “I’m not so ill as all that,” said Bunter hastily “Not ill enough for sanny, but too ill for class! See?” 
  “I see!” assented Bob. “Let’s hope that Quelch will see, too! You  never know your luck. What did you fall into the Sark for? Trying to get that wash you’ve needed all the term?” 
  “Beast!” I never fell in!” yapped Bunter. “I was knocked over by a biscuit tin—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at!” That beast Stacey—”     
  “What?” roared Bob. 
  “That rotter Stacey chucked a biscuit tin at me from Popper’s Island, simply because he fancied I wanted some of his rotten picnic ! As if I did, you know! You fellows know whether I’m the chap to butt into a fellow’s picnic—” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “And the rotten beast—” 
  “Is that how you talk about a fellow who pulled you out of the river ?” asked Bo this three, staring at the fat Owl. 
  “He didn’t—Wingate did! Besides, he ought to have come in for me, after making me fall in! The silly idiot nearly lost my specs—”
  “Wha-a-a-at!” 
  “I thought they were gone; but it was all right; they were in the boat. If they’d been gone I’d jolly well have made Stacey pay for them!” 
  “Oh crumbs!” said Frank Nugent. “Bunter, you fat villain—” 
  “Oh, really, Nugent—”
  “Is that how you thanked Stacey for pulling you out?” asked Redwing. 
  “Bunter’s brand of gratitude!” chuckled Micky Desmond. 
  “Well, I got all wet, and I’m fearfully ill.” said Bunter. “Much too ill for class to-morrow—anyhow, for prep to-night! Even that beast Quelch will let me off prep, I suppose! I say, you fellows, got any chocs? I feel as if some chocs would do me good.” 
  “Feel too ill to get up?” asked Lord Mauleverer. 
  “Yes, rather! Can’t move a limb!” 
  “Then it’s no good tellin’ you I’ve got a cake in my study” 
“And a bag of jam tarts—” 
  “The fact is. I’m feeling bettor, Mauly, old chap!” Much better! Where’s my trousers?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Gimme my bags! I never was a fellow to slack, as you know! I say, you fellows, where’s my trousers?” 
  Billy Bunter found that he could get up—and he did!” The prospect of a cake and a bag of jam tarts in Mauly’s study had a wonderfully reviving effect. And it was always possible to have a relapse in time for prep; to touch Quelch’s stony heart? 
  The rescued Owl did not seem to be suffering from any overpowering feelings of gratitude towards his rescuer. Indeed, he did not seem to consider that Stacey had done anything much! But the rest of the Remove took quite another view of the matter. 
Stacey, in point of fact, had risked his life to get Bunter out of the river, and everybody but Bunter realised it. 
  He stood higher than ever in the esteem of his Form-master, Quelch. And Wingate and Gwynn had been heard to describe him as a splendidly plucky kid! And the Remove were full of his praises. He had been regarded as having been treated badly by the captain of the Remove in the matter of the cricket matches. 
  Now, while Wharton was losing a match at Highcliffe, Stacey was risking his life to save a fellow from drowning. Hardly anything could have put Stacey in a better light, and Wharton in a worse one The Remove men could admire pluck: and there was no doubt that Stacey had displayed plenty of pluck. 
  “And that’s the fellow that Wharton wouldn’t be found dead in the same team with said the Bounder, in the Rag. “That’s the fellow who would win matches for the Remove, if the Great Panjandrum would let him.” 
  “We’re going to put it plain to Wharton when he comes in!” growled Peter Todd. “I’m fed-up with his rot, right up to the chin!” 
“He’s not in a hurry to come in.” remarked Hazel. “I fancy we shan’t 
see him before call-over.” 
  “Rotton funk, afraid to face the music!” said Skinner. 
 “Shut up, Skinner!” growled Bob Cherry. 
  “Well, why doesn’t he come in?” sneered Skinner. 
  The Co. were wondering about that. That Wharton was afraid to face the music, his friends did not believe for a moment. It would have been more like him to face an angry and resentful crowd with a disdainful smile on his face. Still he did not cone. And the Co. went down to the gates to wait for him, leaving the Rag in a buzz of voices, discussing the rivals of the Remove. 
  Wharton’s popularity in the Form was at its very lowest ebb—and even his loyal churns were dubious how much further they could stand by him. And bad as matters already were, there was worse to come!  
                    THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                              Hand to Hand! 
“YOU!” muttered Harry Wharton. 
  He had been thinking of Stacey. That face so disliked, though so like his own, had been before his mind’s eye, and now, looking up suddenly, he saw it before hin. 
  After leaving the returning party ot cricketers, the captain of the Remove had tramped across the green, sunny common caring little whither his footsteps led him. But he had headed for the river, in which direction he could reach the school by following the tow-path. 
  He wanted to be alone—away from friends as well as foes. His nood was black and bitter. 
  Everything had gone wrong this term —in school, in games, even with his uncle at home, all was at sixes and sevens. And there was one cause—his relative and rival, Ralph Stacey. 
  He had done nothing to the follow— nothing till he was driven into enmity, Envy was at the bottom of it. He knew it, and he believed that Stacey knew it himself, and did not care. 
  Now things were coming to a head. Trouble awaited him at the school as a result of that disastrous defeat at Highcliffe. He did not shrink from it, but he did not know what to do. 
  Pride urged him to throw in his resignation of the captaincy; to cut cricket and leave it at that. If the fellows did not want him, he was not the man to hang on unwanted. 
  But that meant giving in to an unscrupulous rival, making Stacey a present of that for which he was scheming and plotting. If he stood out it was only too likely that Stacey would step in. It would be putting power into hands that would use it ruthlessly against him. 
He tried to banish the thought of himself from his mind, and think of the Remove. But would Stacey make a good captain of the Form? A fellow who gambled for money with cards, and threw his disgrace on another fellow’s shoulders to evade punishment! He could play cricket, there was no doubt about that; but cricket was not everything, though some of the fellows seemed to think that it was. 
  But the way he was going on, Stacey risked getting sacked. How would the Remove like their precious captain sacked? If, indeed, Wharton did not get sacked in his place, a victim to the likeness and to Stacey’s unscrupulous trading on it! Already he was in disgrace with Wingate, and with his Form-master, on that account and that account alone 
  He tramped miles on the common, and went down the towpath at last to get back to Greyfriars. He had left himself none too much time to get in for roll-call, and he did not want more trouble with Quelch. But he reflected bitterly that whether he wanted it or not, he was likely to get it if Stacey remained at Greyfriars. 
  As he came in sight of the Greyfriars boathouse, a skiff came shooting down the river, but with his eyes gloomily on the ground, he did not see it. 
  Stacey, in the skiff, glanced at him and smiled maliciously. 
He was surprised to see Wharton alone there, but it was easy for him to guess what had happened. A crushing defeat, high words with the other cricketers, and a parting.
  Stacey had found Pon & Co. on Popper’s Island, greatly relieved to hear how the matter had ended. They had passed a very uncomfortable hour. Pon had brought his skiff across to the bank, and Stacey pulled down with the current to the school—tired out, but very satisfied with the events of the afternoon. The sight of Wharton’s clouded face and the unusual droop in his shoulders as he walked, gave an added zest to that satisfaction. It was a defeated enemy at whom he glanced from the skiff. 
  He landed at the school raft, and put up his craft. Wharton was still at a little distance up the towpath and Stacey could easily have avoided a meeting by going direct to the school. But he did not choose to do so. 
  As Wharton turned from the river to walk up to the school, he became aware of him, and looked up to see the face of which he had been thinking—to see it with a mocking smile on it. And he ejaculated “You!” and stopped, a blaze leaping into his eyes. 
  “You!” he repeated. “You rotter! Get out of my way!”
  Stacey did not move. 
  He had a catlike way of tormenting the fellow he disliked, and he coul always keep cool, which Wharton could not always do. 
  “Mustn’t a fellow ask you how the game went?” he drawled. “Even a man who’s not allowed to play may be allowed to inquire the result, surely.” 
  “You cur! You can guess how it went!” said Wharton bitterly. “You fooled half my team into letting me down and you knew what the result would be! Well, Greyfriars has had a record licking, if’ that’s any satisfaction to you.” 
  Stacey laughed. 
  “You’d better let me win the next match for you!” he remarked. “I fancy even your friends are getting fed up with you, old bean. You’d better—” 
  Wharton clenched his hands. 
  “You rotter!” he repeated. “You’ll be safer to keep your distance from me, Stacey.” 
  “I’m not fearfully alarmed!” said Stacey, laughing again. “I’ve no doubt I could beat you as easily with the gloves as at cricket I” 
  “We had a scrap the day you came. Quelch stopped us. You’ve more than once talked of finishing it.” muttered Wharton, his eyes smouldering. “I’ve tried to keep clear of that, but”—he set his teeth—“you’re asking for it, Stacey It’s not easy to keep my hands off you.” 
  “Don’t try.” said Stacey. “Quelch saved you from a licking that time; he’s not here to barge in now. Get on with it as soon as you like. What’s stopping you—cold feet?” 
  Smack! 
  Wharton’s open hand came across his face with all the peont-up bitterness of weeks in that sounding smack. 
  Stacey staggered back. 
  “Now put up your hands, you cur!” exclaimed Wharton, his eyes flashing. “Whether you can beat me at cricket or not, you can beat me at lying and shuffling and trickery. Let’s see if you can beat me with your hands, too.” 
  Stacey did not need asking twice. 
  He stood for a moment or two pant ing then, with his hands up and clenched, he came at the captain of the Remove. 
  Wharton met him half-way. 
  He had honestly tried to keep clear of an actual scrap with Stacey. It was bad enough to “bar” a relative at school, without fighting with him. And he thought of his uncle, too, who wanted them to be friends, and who need not know, at least, that they were bitter foes. But he had reached the limit of endurance, and now that it had come to a fight he was glad of it. 
  With knitted brow and set teeth, he pressed his opponent hard, hitting fiercely, and giving little attention to guarding. 
  Stacey stood up to him courageously enough. Whether he was a match for Wharton was a moot point, but rather too late he realised that he was no match for him at the present moment. That almost farcical game at Highcliffe had not tired the captain of the Remove; but the struggle in the river, and the walk to Popper’s Island following it, had tired Stacey to the very bone. He had forgotten it, in the amusement of taunting his rival, but he had to remember it now that he was facing his rival’s lashing fists. 
  
  He gave ground—savagely, reluctantly—but he had to do it. But lie contested every inch, fighting hard. 
  Wharton, of course, knew nothing of what had happened on the Sark that afternoon. Had he been aware of it, certainly he would not have been drawn into a fight with Stacey hard as it would have been to bear his taunts. So far as he knew, the fellow had been loafing about idly that afternoon, and nothing else. It did not occur to him for one moment that he was beating a fellow who was in no state to put up a fight. 
  And Stacey, unfit as he was for a fierce scrap, put into it every ounce he had left. 
  Many times he had thought of this, knowing that it must come, sooner or later, and envisaging the sight of Wharton going down defeated under his hands. The mere thought of being defeated himself, beaten by his rival, was enraging, almost maddening, to him. He would not, he could not, be beaten. That was too bitter to think of. 
   Desperately he stood up to the captain of the Remove, taking punishment that few fellows could have taken quietly. Wharton did not come off unscathed, either. But his damages were as nothing to Stacey’s. Twice the fellow went down, hard and heavy; but each time he leaped up again and renewed the fight with savage determination. 
  It was a fierce fight, without gloves, without rests; hammer and tongs from beginning to end. It lasted long minutes, and it ended with Stacey on his back in the grass, so thoroughly beaten that he could not scramble to his feet. He made an effort to rise, and sank back again, panting. 
Wharton looked down at him, panting, too. The fight had told on him, though he could have gone on easily enough. 
Stacey’s eyes burned at him. 
  “You rotter!” he said faintly. “We’ll try this again—some day when I’m more fit!” 
  Wharton shrugged his shoulders, and, without replying, walked on to the school. It was ten minutes later that Stacey dragged wearily to his feet and almost tottered after him. 

                  THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                               The Finish! 

“OH! Here you are!” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Been scrapping?” 
  The Co. were at the gates when Harry Wharton arrived there. It was only too plain, at a glance, that he had been scrapping. One of his eyes had a dark shade under it; he was dabbing red from his nose: His comrades eyed him very uneasily. 
  “Yes.  ” said Harry briefly. 
  They guessed, knowing that Stacey was out of gates! But Bob Cherry asked hopefully: 
  “Happened on Pon?” 
  “No.” 
  “Not Stacey?” asked Frank Nugent, in a low voice. 
  “Yes.” 
  “Oh!” said Frank. 
  In silence they walked towards the House. Wharton gave his nose another dab and put a red-spotted handkerchief away. 
  He had won the fight. He had beaten the fellow who had caused him so much injury and distress, but there was little satisfaction in it. He was tired and depressed. And he could not understand the looks of his friends. They know— they must have known—that it would come to blows between the rivals of the Remove, sooner or later. Did they blame him? 
  “Well what’s the row?” asked Wharton, at length. “Am I expected to let that cad insult me to my face without teaching him manners?” 
  “I suppose you licked him?” muttered Bob. 
  “He had enough, certainly.” 
  “It’s rather rotten.” 
  “I don’t see it. He’s given me more than one hint that he was ready to carry on with the row that Quelch stopped, and that he fancied I funked him, too!” said Wharton savagely. 
  “I wish you hadn’t met him.” said Nugent. “After what he’s done —” 
  “I’m waiting to hear what he’s done. Has old Prout been finding trouble with another footpad, and is Stacey pretending to have rescued him, as he did before?” 
  “He got Bunter out of the river.” said Frank quietly. “The fat duffor seems to have fallen in, somewhere up the Sark, and Stacey went in for him and got him out. They might both have been drowned if Wingate hadn’t come along in a boat.” 
  “Gammon, as before, very likely.” said Wharton coolly. “After the affair of Prout, I should want to see it with my own eyes before I believed in Stacey’s heroic stunts. Perhaps some other fellow did it, and he’s bagging the credit. That’s rather in his line.” 
  “Look here—” began Johnny Bull, in a deep, growling voice. 
  “There’s no doubt about it this time.” said Frank. “Wingate and Gwynne were there, in a boat, and Quelch was on the bank, too. Stacey did a jolly plucky thing. You went into the Sark yourself for a man last summer, you know what it’s like.” 
was silent. 
  “They were both pretty far gone when Wingate fished them out, from what I hear.” said Nugent. “And Stacey—”
  He broke off. 
  “If he wasn’t fit, why did he stop me and pick a row?”, asked Wharton. “I tell you I’d have kept clear of him if I could. I don’t want my uncle to know that we scrap. I tell you he gave me no choice!” 
  His chums did not answer that. They had a pretty clear idea of the mood Wharton had been in, and did not think that he had needed much provocation. 
  They went into the House in silence. Wharton went in to bathe his face, which needed it badly. 
  He was not seen again till the bell rang for calling-over. Then he joined the crowd of Greyfriars fellows going into Hall. 
  Stacey was among them. 
  He also had bathed his face, but he had not been able to remove the signs of damage.  He looked as if he had been very severely through it—as indeed he had. Russell and Ogilvy walked on either side of him, and both of them looked at Wharton grimly as he joined the Removites. Evidently, they had heard of what had happened. And the looks of the other fellows showed that many of them had heard, too. 
  “I think that puts the lid on, you fellows!” Wharton caught Skinner’s sneering voice. “Stacey can’t have had a dog’s chance, after what he’d been through. Dear old Wharton knows how to choose his time for a scrap.” 
  “Awful rotter!” said Snoop. 
  “I say, you fellows, Wharton’s just behind you!” grinned Billy Bunter. 
  Skinner and Snoop spun round in alarm. 
  They had a glimpse of a flaming face; then their collars were grabbed and their heads banged together. 
  Bang! 
  There was a simultaneous yell from Skinner and Snoop. 
  “Ow!”
  “Wow!” 
  “The dear man’s come home on the warpath!” jeered the Bounder. “Hadn’t you better tackle a man that can stand up to you, Wharton?” 
  Wharton turned on him with flashing eye. 
  “You’re one, Smithy!” he said. “And you can take that for a beginning!” 
  He struck at the Bounder’s face. 
  Bob Cherry grasped his arm and dragged him back. 
  “That’s enough of that!” said Bob curtly. “You can shut up, Smithy ! Wharton never knew anything about Staccy having been in the river when he scrapped with him.” 
  “He’s kept clear of him pretty carefully until to-day!” sneered the Bounder. “A coincidence, I suppose.” 
  “Let go my arm, Bob!” said Wharton thickly. 
  “Rot! Get into Hall.” 
  Bob fairly dragged him into Hall. 
  Wharton’s face, which had been flaming, was pale now. He could see the impression that was getting abroad in the Remove—that he had tackled his rival at a time when Stacey was in no state to do himself justice. Such an impression showed to how low an ebb his popularity in the Remove had sunk. Skinner was the fellow to believe such a thing; but he would not have expected it from Smithy. But the fact probably was that the Remove men were so fed up with him that any stick was considered good enough to beat him with. 
  Quelch was calling roll; and his eye lingered on two faces in the Remove. 
  Few things escaped Quelch’s gimlet eye. Wharton was told to go to his study after roll. 
  He had to wait there a few minutes for the Remove master. When he came in, his face was hard and grim. 
  “I need not ask you if you have been fighting.” he said curtly. “Neither, I think need I ask who was to blame. You have been fighting with your relative, Stacey.” 
  Wharton did not speak. Two of them had been fighting; one of them was called over the coals. 
  “Have you nothing to say, Wharton?” snapped Mr. Quelch. 
 “No, sir!” 
  “I think that you might have avoided such conduct, Wharton, on the very day that your relative has risked his life to save a Form-fellow from the river.” said Mr. Quelch, m his most cutting tone. “You seem this term to have no sense of right conduct whatever. You will take two hundred lines.” 
  Wharton’s lip curled. 
  “Shall I tell Stacey he has to take two hundred lines too, sir?” he asked. 
  “What? How dare you, Wharton!” thundered Mr. Quelch. 
  “I don’t see why you should take it for granted that I was to blame.” said Harry bitterly. 
  “On that point, Wharton, I have not the slightest doubt. Your continual quarrelling with Stacey has kept the Remove in a ferment this term; and I am not blind to the fact that the whole Form lays the blame on you. I have the highest opinion of Stacey, especially after his gallant act this afternoon, and I am sorry to say that I have lost the good opinion I once had of you. Leave my study.” 
  Wharton left the study. 
  His feelings were too bitter for words. Mr. Quelch certainly did not intend to be unjust, but that was little consolation to a fellow conscious of injustice. 
  Outside the door of the Rag his friends met him. They were waiting for him there, and from within the room came the buzz of loud and excited voices. 
  “Come up to the study!” said Nugent. 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “Do you think I am afraid to face them?” he asked contemptuously. 
  “Well, look here, you’d better keep out of the Rag!” said Johnny Bull. “All the fellows are wild.” 
  “What do I care?” 
  “There’ll be a row,” said Bob Cherry uneasily. 
  “I may survive it!” said Wharton sarcastically. “I’ll try.” 
  “My esteemed and idiotic Wharton—” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Let me pass!” 
  The captain of the Remove pushed through the dismayed Co., and strode into the crowded Rag. There was an excited squeak from Billy Bunter. 
  “I say, you fellows, here’s Wharton!” 
  There was a roar. 
  Wharton stood coolly, his hands in his pockets, facing the angry crowd of Removites. Even Skinner had to admit that the captain of the Remove showed no sign of fearing to face the music. There was a contemptuous smile on his face which irritated his friends as well as his enemies. 
  “Here he is!” shouted the Bounder. 
  “Yes, here I am!” said Harry Wharton. “I’ve got a few words to say, if you’ll shut up a minute and let me speak. First of all, I resign the captaincy of the Form; and you can get on to electing a new captain as soon as you like.” 
  There was a hush. 
  “That’s that!” said Harry. “So long as I’m captain, that rotten cur, Stacey, won’t play cricket for the Remove! You want him—and you don’t want me! Now’s your chance. Get on with electing him—and keep him till he’s sacked from Greyfriars, as he ought to have been before he had been in the school a week! If he squeezes into my shoes, I won’t give him the trouble he’s given me. I’m going to cut cricket! That’s the lot!” 
  And, leaving the crowd in the Rag silent, Harry Wharton walked out. An excited buzz broke out again as soon as he was gone. The die was cast now. Harry Wharton was no longer captain of the Greyfriars Remove! 
THE END. 
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