


AS ONE OLD FRIEND TO ANOTHER—

AVE you ever wondersd what life
will be like on this earth In a
hundred years time ? I've just
been reading the amazing pre-

dictions of an. American © professor.

According to him,

TRIPS TO OTHER PLANETS

will be an everyday ooccurrence, for he
reckons that a new chemical fusl will be
discovered before that time, which will
provide enough energy to lift a machine
out of the earth's gravitationsl field.
That ien't the only thing he foresces. He
says that, by means of new ecientific
developments, chickens will grow to the
size of pigs ; pigs will grow to the size of
cows, and cows will be as big as mastodons.
Laundries, however, are going to have a
thin time of it, if this professor is right.
He says that cellulose goods will be so
cheap that it won't bo worth while having
thern washed, and peopls will simply
throw their elothes away whon they
become dirty. Also, no ono will work
mora than two hours a doy, they will live
for a most lengthy period, end there will
be no more colds, influenza. ar suchlike
complaints. Sounds interesting, eh,
chume ?

Here's another idos {rom Fisher T.
Fish's country. Have you ever heard of

HOUSES THAT ** BUTTON-UP ™ ?

Seems curious, doesn’t it, but it's the
latest idea in housing in the United
States. Al you've got to do is to buy &
plot of lIand, and then order your house by
post. Along it comes in a plain van,
made in sections of atesl, aluminium,
asbestos and concrete. It can be erected
in & fow hours, and, although thersa are
no foundationz to it, the manofacturers
claim thet it will resist a wind pressure of
176 milea per hour. If you want a few
more rooms, you smply ' unbuatton ™
the walls, and add the additional rooma.
The main thing about the house is that it
is allelectric. Light, radie, electric
cookers an washing machinea are
provided with it. It s said that 3,000
of these houses have been ordersd
slready.

CROYDON rmender
ask who is

THE STRONGEST MAN
BRITAIN.

wTites Lo

That distinetion belongs to a twenty.
four year old Yorkshireman, who recently
geined the title in the first ** strong man
contost *° which has Leen held in BEritain
for twenty years. His name is Ronald’
Walker. His trade 13 that of a ecarter,
and one day his horse collapsed, and could
not get up, The man dragged it half a
mile to the neareat village | The contest
at which Ronald Walker won his title
was certainly a gruelling ono. It lasted

Tae Maoser Lastry.- Mo, 1,925,

. Come Into the Office,
Boys—and Girls!

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers. Write to him : Editor of the
[T} Mﬂ-ﬂnthﬂ
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
EC.4. A stamped addressed envelope will
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ensure a reply.

for five hours, and during that time he
lifted a total of 1,625 lb. While deoing
8o, he twice broke his own record for the
right hand push. Do you know how many
weight.lifters there are in this country ¥
There are twenty thousand of them—
and some of them are womoen.

— — —

Now for a lew
RAFID-FIRE REPLIES

to several interesting gueries which have
heen put up to me by varions readers :

What is the Isle of Serpents ? (" Curious,”
of Doncaster) : This is & Rumanian island
in the Black Sea. It is uninhabited,
except for & Rumanian patrol, but there
i & lighthouss on it.

How Many Salls dees a Full-rigged 5]15!:
Carry ? (" Nauticus,” of Hristol):

three-masted, full-ripged ship earries no
less than twenly-six different sails. I am
afraid 1 haven't space to give the full list.

What is a Polacea ¢ {J. B., of Cardiff):
A  threa-masted wveasel, used in the
Mediterranean. The fore and main masts
are usually of one piecs, and therefore
do not carry top-caps or cross-teees. It
carries & fore-nnd-aft sail on the mizzon
mast.

When Was Scotland Yard Founded ?
{*" Inquirer,” of Chelmsford}: In the
nineteenth century. It was built on the
site of & palace which belonged to the
kinga of Scotland. The present building
was modelled on the style of the famous
French prison, the Bastille.

ERE is s question which will
interest moat of my readers:

WHAT IS BUNTER?

No, not * Who i1a Dunter '—we all
konow him! The word ** Bunter,” mn
goology, means a brightly coloured varie-
galed sandstone. Bandstones and pebblo-
beda of what is enlled the * New Red
Sondstone "' system in the British Isies
sro commonly known as '* Bunter Beds."

Bo, if I were asked to tell you tho
meaning of Willimin George’s surneme, 1
should probably reply that it meant s
thick-headed youngster who had about ae
much braing as & block of sandatona !

A nautically inclined readee, signing
himself ** Interested,” of Dartford, asks
me to tell him something about

BUOYS AND THEIR MEANINGS,

Buoye, a8 you know, are of various
shapes, and according to their shapes they
convey 8 great deal of information to
gailore. Take, for instance, & conical-
shaped buoy., You will always find these
printed all ono colour. They mark the
starhoard hand of & channel when entering

4 channel [rom seaward. The buoys
which .mark the port—or left hand—
of & channe]l are can-g d. They are
either painted a different colour from the
etarboard band buoys, or are parti-
coloured.

A spherical-shaped buoy marks e shoal
in the middle of a channel. If you should
sew g green-coloused, conical shaped buoy,
this meang that there is & wreck under-
neath it, and ships are advised to give it
& wide berth.

Important chools are marked by Light
Ships, which, in Britain, are painted red,
ond in Ireland, black. They carry their
names in large white letters on their sides.

Have you ever wondered what
AN AIR PILOT'S EARNINGS

smount to per annum ¥ George Jackson,
who cherishes an ambition to become one,
ashs me if I can tell him. Actuslly, it
depends upon the amount of flying the

ilot does. He iz paid a retainer of
E&ﬂﬂ per year, and, in addition to this, he
gets 103, per hour fying pay.

You might be intereated in what other
people earn. Here are some figurea :

A skating professional makes between
£15 and £:§ per week ; a lion-tamer geta
£15 per week; a Mexican bullfighter

ota £1,400 per aflerncon; a Loadon

otel eloak-room attendant gets no wages
—and pays £1,000 per year for the priviloge
of holding his job. This ia because of the
largs tips he receives.

OW, juet to fnizh up my chat, hero
gre a few

THINGS YOU'D HARDLY
BELIEVE 1

The Biggest Tip Ever Paid In London.
An American once gave s hood waiter a
tip of £2501 He did it becauze he had
just * pulled off ” a £45,000 deal during
the lunch he had had.

A Live Dray-horse Is Shet Every Day
at the Londeon Zoo ! Thia ia only one
itemn of food For the animala there,

Wimbledon Tennis Balls are ** Re-
Irigerated ** 1 Before being used in a
tournament, the balls are put into a
refrigerator at & temperature of &3
degreea,

There are 35,000 Film Actorsln England !
All thess ao registered—yet only ten
per cent of them malke a living out of it |

A Fortune for a Few Shillings! A

icture bought at o second-hand shep m
Eluphum for & few shillings has been
examined by the British Museum experts.
It is estimated to be worth thousands of
pounda |

Space is ranning short, chums, so heia

oea for next week's programme. Frank

ichards i at the top of his form, as
usual, in :

“ WHO SHALL BE CAPTAIN ? **

which i8 cerfainly one of the best Grey-
friars yarns I have had the pleasure of
reading. You'll find &Il your popular
charactera playing prominent parts, and
there is just the right proportion of
dramatic situations and humour. B¢
don’t miss’ it—eand tell your chums not
to miss it, sither,

There will be more gripping chapters
of our great adventure yarn: * Mocse
Call 1" and you'll find plenty to make you
grmile in the * Grey(riara Herald *' supple-
ment. In addition, there will be another
Greviriars Interview in wverss by our
clever rhymester,

Cheeria, chums,;

YOUR ENITOR.



OUR POPULAR SCHOOLBOY AUTHOR AT HIS BEST-READ THE GRAND YARN BELOW!

R:lt:HAn.ns

HERO ./ /i: HOUR |

Descrihmg “the hltter feud between HARRY WHARTON and RALPH STACEY,
new boy in the Greyiriars Remove.

the

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Lelt Out!

' EAVE me out, then!”
E “Don't be an ass, Bmithy 17

Harry Wharton's voice was
nuiet, conciliatory. The

Bounder’s was lond and angry.

Smithy was standin%in the doorway
of Study No. 1 in the Remove, Fellows
in the Remove passage could sce him
—and most of them could hear him.
Perhaps Smithy wanted them to hear
him.

A member of the Remove ericket
cleven who came along to rag his
skipper was nobt lkely, as a rale, to
get much sympathy from other fellows
in the Form. DBut on this oceasion the
Bounder knew that he would get
general  support. Herbert Vernon-
=mith did not always bother about
being in the right when he siarfed a
“row,” but fhis time he was in the
right, and all the GreyEriars Remove
agreed with him.

Harry Wharton, sitting at the studr
table, had a paper hefm.g hirm—the
cricket list for the fixbure at Higheliffe.
'lhn: mptam of the Remove had his list
ready for puatmﬁ up in the Rag, and
he Imd completed it te his own satis-
faction, if to nobody else’s

“I mean it!" said the Bounder, his
voice still loud mnd heard aic-ng the

passage. “If you fanecy you've got
Remova crmiml: in  your ocket,
Wharton, you're making o mﬁ‘mﬁ) and

the sooncr you find it out, tha batter !”

“My dear chap—" Wharton, not
always patient, secmed 11IHIFHHIII

{(Copyright in the United States of Amerioa.

patient now. But the Bounder inter-
rupted lein.

* Are you playing Stacer at Highcliffe
to-morrow ¥

i HD 1

The answer was short esnd sharp.
Patient and conciliatory on other
points, the captain of the Remove was
evidently quite decided and determined
about that,

*Then leave me oub, tool"

Fellows came along the passage fo
look on at the aleercation. FHarry
VWharton coloured under the stare of o

For sheer cunning, Ralph Stacey,
Harry Wharton’s poor relation,
has no equal., But he’s not
Iacking in pluck, as you wiil
learn when you read this fip-
fop story of schoolboy adventure.

o o —

pr—

il e

o

crowd of faces behind the Bounder.
Peoter Todd, Tom Brown, Squiff, mem-

bers of t]'m Form eleven, pave him
rather prim locks. Redwing, the
Bounder’s chum, touched him on the
art.

Y Choek i, Smiuthy ! - lie murmared.
“No good makifly matters worse,”

Smithy shook off his hand. He was
excited and angry, and he knew that
all the Form was with him., Smithy
was aiways rather given to insubordina-
tion. Now he was letting himeell go.

“Iallo, hallo, halle

All rights resarvad,

Bob Cherry

aud rsproduction witbhout permission strictly Iorbidden.)

came along from the stairs, Iresh 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
{l:e row was, and his cheery face fell.

“That for Higheliffe*" he asked.

S Yag I

“I hope Stacey's in it.”

-I'i"i,": |u.

“0Oh ! said Bob.

J{:hmn‘ Linll, Hurreo Bingh, and
Frank Nugent had followed Bo up tha

passage. All threa of them looked glum,
and Jolnny gave a grunt, Iven the
Co., Wharton's inseparable comrades,
were against him in this matter. His
position in  the Greyfriare Remove
seetned rathér like that of Ishmael of
old—lis ]mn-:i agamsb cvery man, ancd
cvery man's hand against him.

The Bounder looked round over the
gathering crowd. e read encourage-
went, or, at least, disapproval of
VWharton, in every faco,

For a weelk or more the matter had
Lecen hotly argued in the Remove. It
was well known that the captain of the
Form had definitely made up his mmd
not to play Stacey, his relative, in
Remove matches. He barred Stacey—
m\-'l E;I;n{-n'l.* Larred 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 acknowled ed, but
he had other reasons of w]m:h the
EFemovites knew nothing.

Anyhow, his mind was made up, with
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the firmness of & rock—which rather un-
fortunately appeared to the other
felllnws mors ?iﬁ the obstinacy of a
nule.

“I say, Harry—" began Nugent.
B"Lﬂﬂg hero—" grgnmd ohnny

ull.

“My esteemed and idiotie chum—-"
murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
with & distressed dusky face. .

“Chuck it, Wharton I** said 8 uiff.

“Don't play the goat!' said Peter
Todd, .

Well known as Wharton's determina-
tion 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 scemed that
he was sticking to it. ;

His faco was clouded and worried,
but it was inflexibla. :

“This won't do, Wharton ! said Tem

TOWIL,

“It will have to deo!” s=aid Harry
quietly,. “I ean’t and won't play
Stacey—" y o

“What's the matter with his ericket 1"

“*Nothing I _ _

“0h, lots "’ eaid Skinner, from behind
the crowd. “He can play Wharton's
head off—that's what's the matter with
it 1

Some of tha fellows laughed.
Wharton’s lip  curled. Skinner’s
opinion, at any rate, did not worry him
vory much. : :

“That man Stacey,” said the Bounder,
“plays like o First Eleven man! He's
bowled Wingate at the nets—Wingate
of the Bixth! Caught him, toe, in the
fisld! He's kept his wicket o ainst
Pottor, the best bowler in the Fifth,
And lﬁ'hartc.n. thinks he's not good
enough for cur game,”™ .

“He's good enough =0 far as cricket
goes 1" eaid Harry, = *“We' all know
that,”

“Well, it's cricket we're going to pla
at Highcliffe to-marrow, not hop-scote
or marbles [ said Peter Todd,

_ “For goodness’ sake shove the man
in, Wharton 1" said Bob Cherry.

“(Can’t be donol”

“ Look here~~—" roared the Bounder.

“¥You fellows have the thing. in your
own hands,” said Harry Wharton
quietly. “8o long as I'm skipper I'm
going to do what I think best! DBut
'%u can turn me out a3 s00m as. you
1 &,f

“0h, don’t be an ass!” prunted Dob.
i Hﬂl’:;n-ﬂj wants to turn you out! But

“It would make room for a better
man [ remarked Slanner,

“Bhut up, Skinner 1"

g { wuu]i]é make room for Stacey!”
eaid Wharton contempiuously, “ That's
what the fellow iz aiming at, and youn
Can %i'm him his head a3 soon a3 you
lika
. “Thoe sconer the better, I think!”
snapped Vernon-Smith, .

“Well, if the rest agree, let it go at
that !* said the captamn of the Remove.
“I'll step down, willingly enough, to
make room for a better man.”

B"ﬁ.]h, chuck that!™ growled Jobnny
ull,
Y esiecmed &bsur arton—-—

“M t d absurd Wh "

“A cricket captsin ian’t a little tin
god " said Squif. “You know that
every man hore is against you, Wharton.
You ought to give in.”

"“Wo can_beat Highclife without
Stacey,” said the captain of the
Remove. "“We've beaten them before,
and can do 1t again.”

“The man’as entitled to a show!
Where'a the sense in leaving out a man
wha ecan play all our ﬁﬂnﬁs off {7
demanded Potor Todd. '

Ter Magxer Lipnany.—No. 1,425,

THE MAGNET

~ "“Well, he’s left out.*

“¥ou mean that, Wharton?"’ de-
manded Swmithy, in his most -eggressive
tmtef 1 hat E i

"I generally mean what [ say [’

* Same here, then! Lesve SBtacey out
and you leave me out! Take my name
off that list " snapped the Bounder,

_Wharton picked up hig pencil, His
lips were set. Ho had been patient
with that valuable member of his team,
but his patience wss exhausted now,
Under a crowd of staring eyes, he drew
the pencil through a name on the list—
the name of H. Vernon-Bmith.

“That’s that!" he said.

The Bounder breathed hard and
deep. He had meant what he =aid, ft
it was & hard knock to him, to see his
name crossed off the list. Bmithy was
one of the best cricketers in  the
Remave, and he was very kecen on the
game; very keen, indeed, to display his
powers on the Highcliffe ground. But
1t was done now! That, as Wharton

had said, was that!
. He turned and walked away, with set

lips.

-%ﬂtﬂr 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, undy he went down the
stairs—leaving the Remove passage in

8 buzz, like an angry hive of hees, A
few minutes lator the list was posted
on
friars to sen if they wanted to. a
namo of P. Hazeldene had taken the
Place of H. Vernon-Smith—a change
that no man in the Remové, oven Hazel
himself, could think was for the bebter.
But that was that|

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Wharton, or His Double ¢

INGA'I:E of the Sixth Form,
captain of (Greyiriars, came
to o sudden stop and stared

as if he could hardly believe
- leep their eyes open in his direction.

his eyes, _

He hardly could!

'The Greyiriara 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 ona spot the path lay through a
clump of beeches and willows amid the
ﬁ’rgﬁn grass I-:rE Courtfield common.

ingate, as he came swinging alohg,
was thinking chiefly of nﬁrstg ﬂ!ﬂ're%
cricket, but he cea to think of aven
‘that important subject as he spotted a
group sitting on a grassy bank under
a 5p1-ea.dm§ beech, There were four of
them, and he recognised three as juniors
bﬂinngmé- to Higheliffe School—Pon-
sonby, Gadsby, and Monson of the
Fourth Form there. The fourth was
attting with his back partly turned to
Wingate as ha cama, but his aspect was
quite familiar, and he certainly was not
a Higheliffe junior. He waa a Re-
movite of Greyiriars—and either Harry
Wharton, or Ralph Stacey, of Alr.
Quelch's Form.

Wingate stopped dend and stared.
There was a fallen log in the midst of
the dgmug_ which they were wsing as a
CAT table. In that shady spot,
screcned from all epes unless somebody
came along the footpath, the lknuts of
Highclifie were playing banker—and a
Greyfriars junicor was taking part in the
game., And they were evidently nob
plg.;i;ng for fun, for half-crowns and
shillings lay before them on the log, and
Gadsby was takin
of a notecase, wi
pression on hia f

& currency note cut
a rather glum ex-
at of a loser.

the door of the Rag, for all Gray-

The manners and customs of the
knuts: of Highcliffo had nething to do
with a8 Greyfriars prefect. Wingata
would have passed on unheeding but
for the sight of n Greyfriars man

resent, ‘LThe manmers and customs of

reyfriara juntors had very much to
do with him. His brow darkened and
his e]}-e:a gleamed., As yet the youn
rascals had not seen him, but he ha
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
eaught, And if he ema?mi. A8 Was very
likely, whe was the prefect to roport at
Groyiriars ~— Wharton, or Stacey?
Honestly, he did not know. :

The likeness between Harry Wharton
and his relation whe had come into his
Form at Greyfriars had eaused a lot of
confusion at. various timea,

It was undoubtedly very awkward for
a fallow to have a “double * at school.
. Seen together there was no difficulty
in distinguishing one from the other;
ecen separatcly a second glance, was
needed—and at a distance evén a follow
who knew them well could not bé sure.

Wingate, with a grim brow, stared
bard, If the young rascal would turn
full face to him it would be casier. At
the moment he could only say with cer-
tainty that it was either Wharton or
Sticey. :

The doubt was, perhaps, in favour of
Harry Wharton. He was friendly with
the. cricketing men at Higholiffe, but
on fighting terms with Pon & Co. of
that school. If this was Wharton, he
had made up his long-standing quarrel
with PpusunEi. Only a couple of weeks
ago Wingato had heard that Pon & Co,
had ragged B8tacey 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 ragpers sinee

Wharton gambling with the High-
cliffo_orew ! It did not seem possible.
But Wingste was not ignorant of the
fact that Mr. Quelech had been *“ down.”
on_ Wharten all this term—and had,
indeed, given the prefects a hint to

That locked aa if Wharten had had a
change  for tha worse—possibly with
this result.

“The young sweop ' muttered Win-
gate angrily.

In the ense of any other delinguent
he had only to take his name, but in
this case it was A more difficult matter.
~As head prefect of Greyfriaras le
could not yomlhl'r let it pass. DBut le
could hardly report to Mr. Qualch that
cither Stocey or Wharton had been
“blagging ’* with the Higheliffo ¢rew—
he didn’t know whiech.

He had to know -which.

As he stood at a distance, staring at
the group, Ponsonby's l:clgla.nca fell on
him. The dandy of i[l cliffe started.

But, except for 8 slight start, lia gave
no sign that he had seen the tall figuro
of the captain of Greyiriars,

“EKeep quiet, you men,” murmured
Pon in & low wvoice, “Don’t jump.

hero's a prefect from your school up
the path, Stacey, old bean, and he's got
&n optic on ua.” :

Had Wingate heard that, lia doubt
would hava n resolved on the spaot,
but he was too far off to hear o syllabie.

The junior whe was so strangely like
Harry Wharton started in his turn, He
did not look round, but he moved
elightly to turn the back of his head to
tha senior up path.

Gadshy and Monson grinned at one
another. They were thankful that it
was not 8 Highohffe prefect who had
blown alcm§; ﬁ‘my had nothing to fear
froin a prefect of Greyfriara.



Stacey breathed hard,

IIo was very careful—very careful
indeed—at Greyfriars. Hia relative,
Wharton, knew of the blackguardly
gtrain in him, but ha was very careful
to keep it from gencral f::nnwledg}e.

“Is he coming this way!” he
breathed. . i

“MNe; he's stopped—just starin,

“Who is 167"

“Wingate

“Oh, what rotten luck!” muttered
Stacey. i .

Of all the senior men at Greyfriars,
Wingate was the one upon whom he
most desired to make and keep, & good
impression. Wingate, as captain of the
school, was head of tho games, and
already he had talked very plainly to
Wharton about leaving the new fellow

** Keep guiet, Stacey ! murmured Ponsonby, In a low volce.
““ Is he coming this

“¢ Oh, what roiten luck ! ** mutiered Stacey.

goi an optic on us 1 **

out of Removoe ericket.  Wingate would
be very much leaz keen on backing him
1f he found cut the kind of fellow he
Waa.

“He's seon me, T suppose?™ muttered
Stacey. S

"Jud?in’ by tha jolly old expression
on his faes, ves,” said Pon. As Pon
was sitting with his face towards the
Creyfriars captain up the path he hod
& tloar view of Wingate, though he took
fla;.m not te appear to be loocking ab

1T .

"Cut and run,' suzgested GadEhF.
“You ean cut throvgh the trees; he'll
never gpet you,” i

“IMNot much good if the chap's been
geen,” said Monson,

“Lots of good,” said Ponsonby. *I
faney 1 can guess why the old bean
yonder is watchin' us like & hawk,
mstoad of bargin' in, He wants to spot
who ik i3; he doesn’t know whether 1t's
Stacey or Wharton.™

“0Oh, my hat!" murmured Gadsby.
“I supposs he wouldn't. We didn't
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when we first met you, Stacey, old
thing."

Stacey had already guessed what was
in Wingata's mind, though he had not
logkad at him.

A hard look came over his face.

His likeness to Wharton had served
hiz turn before, and if he could managze
15, 1t was going to serve his turn again.

“ILook here, vou men” he muitered,
“he’s not coming yebI"

iIN-I:I-..”

“Look here. I'll eut. IE he asks you
questions, of course you won't tell lum
anything. And if he cuts after me, stop
him if you can.'

“Um ' said Gadshby and Mon:zon,
They were not keen on trying fo stop
so stalwart and hefty a man as George
Wingate of the Greviriars &ixth,

%

** There’s
way ? '’ asked Stacey, an:iuus!gl:

“We'll do our best,” gaid Pon. "I
faney he's waitin’ for you to turn your
head to get s squint st 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 [ ;

Stecey made no answer to that, With
ell his faults, he was far from being so
unserupulous aa the ecad of Higheliffe.
Ho was willing fo take advantago of
the likeness, and leave VWharton to take
hia chance of getting trouble that was
not hig 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,

“Teep vour back to him an' cut™
said Pon.  “Onece through the trees,
vou’ll have & good start, and we'll delay
him all we cam."

“Right-ho! Can't rick this apgain”™
muittered Stacoy. “Thera's too much at
etalta for me to land in trouble at my

schoosl”
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“What about to-morrow 1" asked Pon,
“You were comin’ out with us while
Wharton and_his crew play cricket at
H'ﬁ‘hcliﬁ‘m You're left out, aren't
:I-E ?Jl ]

“Yes—but find a vafer place” said
Stacev., I tell you-I can't run risks.
Is he starting this wayi” He dared not
look round. .

“No; still star-gazin'. Look here,
come along to P-::}f::pez'a Island on_the
river to-morrow afternoon,” said Pon.
“¥on can get a boat, and it will be as
rafo as houses. We'll make & picnic of
it. Na prefeets bargin’ in thers. Now
you'd better cut, f fancy that man's
goettin' tired of gazin' at the back of
vour hend.”

Stacey nodded.

Ho had not moved, zo far, except

"'Ql -.. i
(AN
2

)

i

efeet from your school up the path, and he's
“ No—he's just starin’.

I1i’s Wingate | **

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 dizappesred from sight in a splig
second.

Wingate instantly woke to action.

Evidently, though he had not realised
it g0 far, he had been spotted, and the
junior was in flight. Wingate came on
with a rapid sprint.

“Hook it Wharton!” ghouted Pons
sonby. -

Gadasly and }Monsen stared at him,
amazed for & moment. Then they
chuckled. That shout was intended for
Wingate's benefit.

To help his pal get clear, and at the
game time met in a knock at his old
onemy, seemed to Pon s splendid appor-
tunity of Lkilling two birds with one
stone. :

Wingate heard. He came racing on,
and reacired the spot in less than a
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minute. He wns parsing the Fligheliffe
trio, to dash into the trees after the
cecaping junior, when Ponsonby put a
foot out. The Greyfriars captain
tripped over it and came to the ground
with a crash.

iy n—y

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Not Stacey !

i ERTAINLY, my dear boy!™”
Q said Mr. Quelch benevolenily.
“You sre vory kind, sir,”
said Stacey.
“Not at ell—not at all ¥

Queleh was net always benevolent,
Tn hiz Form he was somewhat likened
to o gargoyle and sometimes to a
gorgon, ~ 2till, he could unbend—and
nothing wsas more calculated to make
 Queleh unbend than to display a thirst
for knowledge.

Thera were fellows in Queleh’s Form
who were keen on acquiring knowledgo,
But, ns in most Forms, they wero few.
Mark Linley and Penfold swotted a
rood deal; fellows like Wharton and
Nugent and Fisld and Peter Todd did
their work ronscientiously. But mast
of the Remove regarded the end of a
leszon as o happier event than the be-
ripnine of one. And some of them, like
Lord Mauleverer and Billy Bunter,
made Queleh wonder whether 8 Form-
master's life was really worth living.

Stacey, the new fellow, seemed to be
guite a fellow after Quelch’s own heart.
Hoe was no "swot ™ or “eap "—for ho
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
seripusly; he was good at i, and evi-
dently wanted to get on. Quelch told
his Form, not once, but many times, that
ho was always willing to give them:
assistance when required out of Form;
they had only to bring their little diff.
cultiea to his study. Kind as this offer
wfaq. few Removitea tock advantage
of 1k

Stacey was one of the few. Now he
had arrived in his Form-master’s study
with a voluma of Livy under his arm.

They did not “do” Livy in the
Remove. Livy was supposed in that
Form to ba able to make a man’s head
acho at forty rods! If a fellow chose
to have & shot at Titus Livius, of course,
it made Virgil como casier, Perhape
that was why Stacey was having a shot |
Or perhaps ha considered it tho casiest
way of pulling Quelch’s benevolent logl

Anvhow, thore he was—with a meeck
requast that Queleh would give him a
little aid with Livy, if he had time.
Which, of course, pleased Quelch.

“Bit down, Stacey!”™ ho said.

Stacey sat down.

He was cool and fresh-locking as
usaal: there was absolutely nothing
about him to indicate that he had only
reached the school five minutes ago,
after o rapid run that would havo left
most fellows with bellows to mend!
Ztacey had ways that ho would not bave
cared for Mr. Quelch to hear of, Lut
there was no doubt that he kept himself
as fit as a fiddle.

The entrancing veolume was opened,
and master and pupil bant their heads
over it. A slacker in elass could not
have deluded Quelch for & moment, but
Stacey was well enough up in Latin to
give eolour to his desire to “have n
shot * at Livy!

It was guite a happy half-hour to
Queleh, whatever it was like to Stacey.
Even if the new junior felt the intercst
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that he affected to feel in the Car-
thaginian War, he could not help think-
ing about Wingate. The Greyiriars
captain certainly had not caught him,
and, =o fur as Stacey had observed, had
not even purzued him from the clump of
trees on the commmon. ‘FPhat was 20 much
io the good, but Wingate had had ample
fime to get 1o, even 1if he walked s!nwlil :
and he had not got in yet. Stacey could
ot help womlering what was gbing to
happen when he got in.  IFrom the open
window of Mr. Queleh’s study he had
a view of the distant gaics, and every
now and then his glance wouderod in
that direction.

He had becn a gaod half-hour in
Queleh’s study when the figure of the
{ireyiriars captain  appearcd in tho
fistant peteway.

He cama in slowly, limping.

Apparently his leg was damaged.

Stacey could see now tho cause of his
late arrival. He wondered whether Pon
& Co. werp respongible for that limp.

“Y hope Wingato has had no acoident,
sir,” said Stacey, interrupting Latin,

* Wingate—what—">" ;

“He has just coma in, sir, and he
seoms huort,” said Stacery.

“Blesa my soull” said Mr. Queleh.
He rozo and stepped to the open window
and locked out. Quelch, like all at Greay-
friars Schoo)., had a high opinion of
Wingate, and he waz quite concerned if
the popular captain of Greyiriars had
mekb with any accident.

His ecyes fixed on the limping SBixth
Former. A g tmany fellows in the
quad looked at him aleo. Gwynne of the
Sixth ran towards him,

Stacey, behind Ar. Quelch, watched
qgquictly, His idea was to let Wingato
see him_ in hiz Form-master's study if
he could wangle it. He hoped that
Quelch would speak to Wingate.

Naturally, Quelch did! Evidently
thera had been an accident of some
zort. Az Winpats came nearer to tha
iﬂausn, tha Romove-master called to
1RONE.

Wingate glanced round,
towards the window.

*An accident, Wingate?™ asked Mr.
Quelch,

Wingate made a grimace.

“Mothing to speak of, sir, but I've
twisted my ankle a bit. A yvoung rascal
tripped me on Courtfield Common, and
I came a purler.”

Then Wingata gave a sztart at the
sight of Stacey in the study, looking out
past his Formanaster.

Face to face at ¢lose quarters ho knew
Stacey, and knew that it was not his
double, the ¢aptain of the Remavo.

“'That's Stacey with you, sir?”
satd.

“Eh? Ves—Stacey of my Form,” an-
swered Mr. Quelch, surprized by the
quastion.

“Haa ha been with you long, sie 1?

“About half an hour, I think, Why
do vou ask, Wingata?”

“1 saw aithor Stacey or Wharton out
of bounds, sir, coming back from Court-
field—at a distance, I can't say which.”

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.

“ How long ago was this, Wingate?™

“Mora than half an hq:rur--ma.a:rar
three-quarters!  I've heen a long time
getting back with this game leg.”

“Staccy has been with me for ot least
half an hour, Wingate—]I think more.”
Quelch turned to the junier. "Whereo
wera you befora you came to my studdy,
Stacey I

“In vy 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 sel Tt can hardly
havo been 2facey {hat you saw oub of

and ecame

he

bounds, Wingata. You had belter ques
tion YYharton.”

“Very good, sir.”

Wingate limped away to the door, and
Mr. Quelch sat down st his table again,
with a frowning brow.

Stucey’s face waa oxpressionless, but
ho felt a twinge. A fellow could not
Lba expected to give himself away io o
beak, he told himself, and tho likencss
botween him and his relative was no
fault of his. As he had told Pon, there
was too much at stake for hum to risk
trouble with the school authorities a
LGroviriars. !

Hoa was dependent on  Wharton's
uncle. Colonel Wharton had in thoe
kindness of his heart ndmitted tha claim
of a very distant relationship, and taken
him up when his futher’'s affaivs ecamo
hopelessly invelved.

But the colonel, kind azs Lo was, ox-
pected the hoy to play up on has side.
It was no light mattér te take chargo
af hiim and send him to o school like
Greyirviars on the same terms as lia
nephew. If the boy threw away his
chances there it waos hiz own look-out.

That knowledge might havae helped
to keep Stacay straight—but it did not.
It did not keep him straight, but it
made him ruthlessly ready to toko
advantago nlf any trickery or !ahuﬂ]iug
1o escape tha consequences of wrong-
doing. He told himself eynically that
Wharton could afford rows—hae ecouldn’t.

Siill, he folt n twiﬂgﬂ when heo sat
down to Livy again with Mr, Quelch.
Ho was glad when the tima at tho
Remove-master’s disposal was exhausted
and he went.

(ilad to have done with Livy, he went
al ta tha Rag. Ha found a crowd of
ﬂ;ﬁemava thara. Some of them weroe
discussing what had happened ta Win-

ate. Billy Bunter had rolled in with

a newa that Wingate had hopped
home on a bandy leg. But most of themn
were discussing the cricket list pinned
on the door, It had becn thero somo
time—Wharton had put it up beforo tea,
and it was long after tea-timoe now. Bub
the intereat of that topic was in-
exhaustible in the Remove.

Stacey glanced quickly round the Hag.

Bob Cherry and Nugent, Hurreo Singh.
snd Johnny Bull were there; but
Wharton was not to be scem. Im his

present unpopular stete, tho captain of
the ove was, perhaps, keeping to
himeelf. Btacey wondered whether ho
had gone out gates, for a sulky tramp
on his own. It would bhe like him. o
play into his hands to that extent. If 16
proved that he had been out of gales
at the time of the affair with Fon & Co.,
Wingate could hardly be left with any
doubt about the identity of the junior
ho had seen in tho card-party undev the
trecs !

Russell and Ogilvy, his study-mates in
Study No. 3, joined Stacey as ho como
into the Rag. They glanced at the bool
under his arm. )

“Bwotting 1™ asked Ilussell, with o
Erimace. -

Stacey laughed lightly, s
i f::h hes been helping mo with
thia,” he pnzwered. ; :

“Tivy—m hat '™ said  Ogilvy.
"Bwot!” 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,” answored Stacey
carelossly. ..

Loder of tho Bixth, lecking in at the
doorway of the Rag, glanced at him, as
he made that remark.

“You, Whartont Oh, no, I sce you're
Stacey | Wharton hera?™

“ Na, Loder [* called back Bob Cherry.

“Know where he is ¥ grunted Loder.

*Jlaven't seen him since {ea”



Loder grunted and walked away,
The Bounder gave & sarcastio laugh.
“Your jolly old relative in another
row, Stacey 17 he asked. i
“Can’t say. ITo doesn't confide his
affairs to me, you Luow,” answered
Stacey, with o smile. T
“Well, if Loder wanis him, it looks
like n row!" muttersd Bob Cherry.
“What the thump has he been doing
uﬁ“,?l? : ;
But the Co. could only shake their
heads. Ilarry Wharton secmed marked
out for trouble that term; and they were
not surprised, only dismayed, to sce that
some fresh trouble was in the ofling.

—_———

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Rather a Problem !

Ll ARRY 1" .
H Marjorie Hazeldene smiled
a little as she spoke. Harry

Whartaon, tramping along the
path over the cliffs, did pot see her as
sho came along, Wharton had his hands
driven deep in his pockets, a wrinkle in
hizs brow, and his eyes were fxed on the
ground, . .

As Btacey had surmizéd, the captain
of the Remove had gone for a tramp on
his own, After the posting of the
ericket list in the Rag, Ie 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.
Hiz awn temper was ruflled; but a row
in the Co. could do no good. When &
fellow feels irritable or despondent,
thera is nothing like 8 good long walk
to pull him round.

Wharton was fecling the benefit of the
fresh air and exercise when he turned to
walk back to GrevIriars, from LVege,

EVERY SATURDAY

over the cliffs, But he was still deep in
troubled thought, and he did not seo the

irlish Rgure that came along from the
ﬁirectiun of Friardale.

But as Marjoric spoke his name, he
stopped, looked up, coloured a little, and
raised his cap.

“ Marjorie I he said. :

“Thinking of a preblem in mathe-
matics for Mr. Lascelles?? asked
Marjorie, with a smile,

“ No—a problen, but not for the maths
master,” said Harry, smiling, too. “We
have ocur Little problems out of ¢lass, you
know.”

“I think T can guess.”

“Try 1" said Harry.

“You are plaving Higheliffe School
to-morrow ! And you have not got the
teamn quite to your satisinction,” said
Marjorie. . .

“Something like that!" said Harry.
“If vou're going back to CLIf Houze
now, Marjorie, may I walk as inr as
your school? I—I'd like to speak to
vou.'”

" “Please do!” said Marjorie.

Wharton turned and walked with her
along the path towards Cliff House
School. He was glad of the mecting
with Hazel's sistor. Tor one thing, she
would be glad to hear that her brother
was in the team going over to Higheliffe
on Wednesday, For another, it was in
his mind o tell her what the froubls
was, and got an opinion from someone
outzide the Greyfriars Remove.  ‘Thex
walked in silence for a few minutes, and
then Wharton spoke abruptly. .

“YWa've got rather a row on, Marjoric !
Lyvery man in the Remove is down on
me—oecven my own pals! Tooks as if I
must be in the wrong, what'” )

“That depends,” answercd Marjorie.
“If you care o bell me——"

“T want to, if vou'll listen. I don’t
think I'm in the wrong— the other
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fellows don't know all the facts. And I
don't think I can tell them. Blessed if K
know what to do ' said Harry moodily.
"Look herg, I dara say you've heard
aboit o pow chap in the Remove named
S Loy —

“The boy who is so like vou?"

Wharton made o slightly irritable
movement. He was always snnoyed to
hear of that resemblance,

“ Lverybody says so," he mutlered. I
can't sco that we're so fearfully alike,
but I suppozo we must be, s people have
mistaken us for one another.™

“1 heard something from my brother

the other day,” said Marjorie. “I don't
think he likes Stacey much. A Grey-
friars master wos nitacked by a footpad
in the weood, and yvou helped him=—and %

was supposed to be Stacey, because you
aro so much alike.”

“I was in detention,” explained Whar-
ton. I cut, and Stacey took my place,
and pulled Quelch’s leg. 3o when Prout
pot into o row with the footpad, it was
supposcd to be Stacey who helped him
out. It wasn't his fsult, of course—he
wasn't willing to let Quelch konow aboub
the trick in the Form-reom, o it had to
go on, till Bunter got hold of it, and told
all the fellows, Stacey looked rather a
fool when it came ont. Evervbody
thought he would get a ﬁﬂﬁgmg for
plaving =uch a trick on Queleh; but he
got off somehow.”

Wharton's lips set as he spolie.

“I got it hard for cutting detention,”
Lo said. ™ But Stacey got off. I thought
it favouritism. Of course, he did ma a
good turn=—if ho meant it for one. But
nover asked him to, and I dida'é
want him to——" He paused and
flushed. “I dare say you think I'm a
cisgruntled ass.” _

“No,"” said Marjorie quict]y.

“Tha fack 15, wo Lear one another,™

(Continued on néxt page.}
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gaid Harry. %I ean't believe that he
really wanted to do me a good turn; I
think ho wanted to make me look an un-
racious and ungrateful ass to my own
viends. Anyhow, he got clear. Quelch
let him off, Rotten favouritism,
thought it." ) o
. “I don’t think that!” said Marjorie.
“Mr, Quelch is not & man to make
favourites. He may have had good
NESEE:;: h lled hia |

o y may have pulled his leg some-
how—I shouldn't wonder. Everybody
thought he would bo fearinlly wild with
Stacey; but he wasn't. I's led to no
end o tmubla—-—Etam;«' being so like me.”

“Ha is a relation "

“Only a distant one,” said Harry
hastily. “People say we're almost like
twins, hut it's :mllﬂ'_ a distant relation-
ship. I never saw him before last hels,
when he turned up at Wharten Lodge.
MH unecle likes him, but—"

But you_do noti” . :

“1 think I havae reason,” said Harry.
“You know that I have been brought up
hy my uneole, more like & son than a
nephew. His home has always been my
liome, ever sinca can remember,
Stacey took the line that he had as much
right in the house as I had—being & rela-
tion. Of course, he never let out & word
of that sort before my uncle, but he gave
me plenty of it. How could
friendly with him " i

“It would have been hard,” said
Marjorie. . i

“ And it seems that his father, Captain
Stacey, was an old Greyiriars man, and
naturally he was sent to Gragiriarm My
uncle hoped that we should be friends at
school. But—well, wa bar one another.
I can't tell my uncle the rotten Lh}nﬁs.
he's said, and, of course, nunky tlunks
it's my fault wa're not friends. And
then—therc's the cricket.” ’

Wharton's face olouded darkly again.

“I think I ¢an do him justice there—
he's a simply marvellous cricketer. A
better man than ¥ am at the game, and
I'm not bad, really.” ) L.

“I can’t think that,” said Marjoric,

“0Oh, it's truel ny men 1 the
Remove could tell you so. We're about
cquel ‘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 hes caught and
bowled old Wingate at the nets.’

Marjorio smiled. . =~ =

“You aro doing him justice, ot any
rate,” she said. :

8he did not mention that her brother,
Hazel, had told her that Statey was a
swanking ass, and much over-rated n
the Remove. I

" 'Well, & dm%mﬁ't heHa admiring his

erickat,” eaid Harry. Honestly, it's
just & wonder. If he'd play the gamea in
other ways——" Ha paused. “I've left
him out of the cricket, That's why
we're all rowing.” .

“But why—"

“A lot of tha fellowe think I'm
jealous of his game.  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 Grayiriars.  Stacey kicks over the
traces sometimes—he'’s fearfully careful,
and nobody at the school has spoltad
him—but he plays the goat sometimes,
like ﬂ:}l:th{; and instead of awankin
about it, like the Bounder, he keeps 1
fearfully dark I never knew till—well,
a wooek or two ago, elch spotted a
Remove man out of nds, hanging
about that den—the Three Fishers, up
the river. He th £ it was L¥

“0Ohl” ejaculated jorie,

" Btacey got back to the school in
time, somehow, and stuffed him. Ho, as
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it was either Stacey or I, he
thought——"
”}farry!”

“Heo pave me the henofit of the
doubt,” said Wharton bitterly. “He
didn’t really think thers was any doubt
hut ha loft it ot that. Of course, he
thinks I've been taking hip in, and he's
been down on me all this term in con-
sequenca. Tha fellows know he's down
on !é‘-e, and t.hi;.y dm;'t. know :.313." o

“ Htacey onght to have owned up—

“80 1 told him! Lot of good it was,
too]l Neobody knows about it,” went on
Wharton, *I'venot told evenmy friends.
What’s the gopd?  There's no proof
either way, and Quelch is against me—
that would be good enough for most of
the Form. If I seid anything, I should
simply start a stovy against inyself, and
never hear the end of 1.”

“I think you should tetl your friends,”
snid Marjorie.

_“What's the good? They'd try to he-
lieve me, I suppuse—but I should be
asking them to E-elie'ra that Quelch ia gn
old ass who has let a cunning rascal pull
hia leg. Stacey said that the least said
was the sooncst mended, and I think
he was right. But—I made up iy mind
wherr that happened to have nothing
further to do with the fellow in any way

whatever—including the ericket! Iye
i;:iap\‘; to that! And—all ths fat's in the
m Ik
They walked on in silence. Cliff

House School was in sight now. Mar-
jorta spoke at last:

“Would you like me to advise you't”

“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 shout it, T can’
tell all the Remove: and that leaves
the thing where it is. I've offered to
resign the captainey, but the fellows
don’t want that—yet, at any rate,
though, I suppose it’s coming.” -
. "It's not an easy matter,” said Mar-
joria softly. “But—I think, if I were
you, I should play Stacey in the ericket
matches, and kecp cloar of him in
ﬂ\’ﬂl‘i'fthing' elan.”

“1 can’t stand the fellow.”

“But mustn't a cricket captain over-
come that sort of feeling whersa games
are concerned "' asked Marjorie quictly.

Wharton coloured,

“Yes—I know! TI've played fellows
that I was on fighting terma with. DBut
—Stacey's different.  He's aiming at
ousting me—getting in my place. TIt's
quite plain—in fact, he has ns good as
told me so. Insido the team he will only
think of giving me troubla. Why, 1if
we bat together, he will think more of
running me out than of getling runs.®

“That makes it harder. But—"

ton smiled faintly.

“¥ou think I'd better give him a
chanee ¥

“Well, yes!” said Marjorie.

" Perhaps you're vight!” said Hairy,
with an effort. “I've been wondering
-1 can't stand the fellow, and perhaps
that makes me think him ‘more
treacherons than he is. And—and I
suppose that hosinesa of the Three
Fishers izn’t likely to happen again.
it did—" He broke off. “You're a
good sort, Marjorie—I think I'll take
your tapl”

Thaf.' parted at the gate of Chif House
School.

Harry Wharton walked hack to Grey-
friars—not with a light heart. He had

eat faith in Marjorie’s judgment; and

was able to take a dismterested view
of the matter,

It was not pleaszant to
think of climbin

down—of doing what
he had declared that he never would
do. It was not pleasant to think of
Htacey's marcastio smila when he was
told that he would be wanted for the

Higheliffe makch alter gll. But if it waw
tim{lght thing to do, he was going to

O 1%,

His mind was made up when he
reached the school—in happy ignorance
of what had been happening during his
walk on the cliffa, _

Loder of the SBixih met him ns ho
cama mlo the House.

“0Oh, here you ave!” prunted Loder

unamiably.
“ Yaon, {lﬂru I am, Lader!™ answered
Harry. * Am I wanted "

“Go {o Wingate's study.”

(£ R.{E:h.tl 1!‘!

Wharton procecded to tha Greyfriars
captain’s  study, little guessing what
awalted him thers, and what a diffee-
ence it would make to his new veselies,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
1] six l ]

INGATE sat in hia study arm-
chair with a leg resting across
another chair. His face was
not  cheerful  or  good-

tempered, as Wharton presentod himself,
¢re was a pain in his ankle, and
ancther in hiz temper! That twist in his
ankle meant that he would bo knocked
out of cricket for some doys at least,
which was more than encugh to make

w{pg&tﬁ very grim.
h, you've come inl" he grunted.

" Loder says you waut me, Wingate,”

L I dl:i PF

Wharten glanced at the extended leg,

“ Not an accident, I hope, Wingate ¥
he said,

“You dida't hnow about i7" asked
Wingate saveasiically.

“Eh! How should I know?” asked
Harry, in astonishment.

“Well, you were off the scene pretly
uick, but I dare say you knew wyour
renda ware ?ai to delay me if they
could!” growled the caplain of Groy-
friars. " That young scoundrel, Pon-
sonby, tripped me, and I got a twist in
my ankle when I went down.”

Y Ponsonby !" repeated Harry., “The
Highcliffe chapi”

“You don't know, of courso?” Win-
galo was still sarcastic.

1 don't know anything albout Pon-
sonby, naturally!  He's no friend of
mitte,” said Wharton,
h“”:‘.;ﬂu secin to have made friends with

i’ : )

“ Nothing of the kind! I'm friends
with hiz consin, Courtenay, at High-
cliffe—hbut I haven't even seen Pon sinco
we had a scrap a couple of weeks ago”

Wingate sat up and stared at him.

“What's the gpood of that, Wharton
he snapped. * ¥Yeu know as well as I
do that I spatted you on Courtfield
Common thiz afternoon.””

“I know that I've heon nowhere near
Courtfield Common to-day.”

“You've been out of gatezi”

't Yﬂ-ﬁa”

“YWhere have vou been?”

“On the cliffs!”

".ﬂ.n¥ Greyfriara fellow with youi¥

e Nﬂ‘ jer :

o] thm;qh!: not. "’

Wharton's eyes gleamed.

“If that means that you think I'm
telling lies, Wingate, you can jolly well
think s0,” he said. ™ Please yourself.”

Wingate's grim face grew grimmer.

“Is that how vou talk Lo a prefect?”
he demanded.

“It's how I'd talk to any man who
called me a liar—even the Head him-
gelf,” retorted Wharton. *I've told yon
where I've been,. You've a right to osk
me as a prefect. You've no nght to
doubt my word.”

“T think I'd rather donubt your word
than my own eyes!” said the Greyiriara
captain. “I happen to have seen you



““ We want Stacey at Highcliffe to-morrow,’® sald Squif.
heliffe to play them at nap or banker, I'll play Stacey ! ** sald Wharton.
a rotten thing to say about the [ellow ! ** said Brown.

we go over fo Hig

on Courtfield Common with that High-
cliffe caew.

“You h n to have seen nothin
the sort. rtainly you wercen’t hialy
to see me with Pen—unless you saw mo
punching his nose.”

“1 saw yon card-playing with him.”

* Rubbish [

. “"What!” roared Wingate.

“ Rubbish I repeated the captain of
the Remove fearlessly. " Billy rubbish t™

“ By ﬂl.‘.”" said Wingate, staring at
him. s was rather a new kind of
talk -for a Sixzth 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, Wlngam.”

*1 suppose you're gmng m make ont
that it was Stacey I saw!”

“If you saw & E]lﬂ\? you took for me
it was Stacey, of course, as it can't
have bean anyﬁmdy else.’

“Well, it turns out that Stacey was
not out of gates, and I found him in
%m’l::h‘a study when I came in,” said

ingate. “ And one of the Highcliffe
fellows enlled out: © Hook it, Wharton!'
—I heard him."

Harry Wharton laughed. He realised
that it was the Three Fishers epi
over ﬁ: He had snid to Marjorie
that that was not likely to happen
egain, and now it had happened—in
slightly different circumstances. Hae
I.':m hed, but it was not a pleasant laugh.

o you think this funny t” nmd
Wingate, glaring at him. *Do you
irnow that you might be sacked from the
school for what you've done?"

“Not for what I've done,” corrected
Wharton, ““There's no rule at Grey-
friasrs against o fellow taking & walk on
the oliffs. If there is, it's a new rule,
and I've not lieard of it vet.”

ap
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"'I?uns either you or Stacey, ﬂnd it
scom¥ clear that it was not Stacey,” said
the QCreyfriara captain. “I  know
‘on've not been friends with Poasonby,
ut neither has Stacey. I've heard those
immg cads ragged him his first week
ero. One of you has made friends with
Ponsonby since.”

“I haven't!" said Wharton curtly.

“Well, it looks as if you havel”
Wingate's face grew grimmer and
grimmer. “ It looks to me, Wharten, as

if you're Lkicking over the iraces this
term, and taking advantage of wour
likeness to Etace;r,' to get out of the con-
pequences. yYou've worked that olice
with your Form-master, and now you're
trying to work it with me,”

Vharton langhed again.

"Ita s bit different this time,” he
said. “Last time I was alone on the
river in my skiff, and Stacey hml a ¢lear
run, This time I wasn't alone.”

“You’ve said that no Greyfriars man
was with you.”

“Quite! But I met somelody whe

would be perfectly willing to give
evidence, if asked.”

HWhn aF

“T'm not going to tell you,” answerad

Wharton coo Ig “It was somebody who
isn’t going to be dragged into Greyfriars
rags and rows, ﬂmt g all.”

“That’s hardly good enough.”

“It will have to be. You can report
e to the Head, i#f you like,” said
Harry. “If I'va heen gnmblmg with &
crow of Higheliffe blackguards, I'm not
a fit chap to bo at a decent school like
Greyiriars, and the sconer the Head
turns me out, the better. Well, get on
with it] If it comes to the Ear:k, I'va
gut my uncle to think of, and then I'll

all my witness and prove that you're
rna’lr.mg s fool of yoursclf. Short of that
I'll say nothing, and if you want to put

“ WIill you give it another think, old ch

f / ﬁ%"ﬁ” “n

? 3 ] 111 HBII -“mﬂ

** But not af cricket 1" ‘' That's

** Not so rotten as the fellow himsell ! " sald Wharton coolly.

another fellow’s rotten games down lo
me, get on with it ("

Wingate glanced at his walch,

“It's just over an hour sinee I saw you
on the common with Fonsonby and his
crew,” hoe snid, " Where do you say yon
were an hour ago "

“On the chlf path, between Peoge and
Frigrdale.”

“That's five miles from where I saw
you.™

“¥rom where you didn't see me.’

"1'? ere you alone at that time?”

ol L1

“Phen give me the name of the person
vou wers with.”

Wharton did not answer.

“}.:thi’ you give me the name ?™

Wingate locked at him. Obstinacy
like this from & junior naturally roused
hiz ire. But he knew that thero was at

least a doubt in the matter. He believed

that it was Wharton he had scen on the
common, but, like Mr. Eualch in the pre-
vious case, he had to admit that a doubt
existed. Dogged defiance from a fellow
wrongfully suspected was understand
able, if not excusable. And if Wharton
was telling the truth—

But maa he? Certainly his reputation
Was 5 Up to this term his word
woul h:l]-'ﬂ’ﬂ beon taken as a matter of
course. But. Btacey's reputation was
equally good. Hl.u Form-master hm‘l a
high opinion of the new junior., One of
them was deceiving Quelch, But which?

There was a rilenca.

i ! halmve * said Wingate, at [last,

“that you' re a young rascal, Whartun
I f&nc ‘on've got into bad compan m
the hn njrs nrﬁi it has had a bad

on you. What your people let you du m

the hols doesn't concern us here; but it
won't do for Greyiriars, 1 nuppma
(Continued on page 11.)
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tharc'a a remote chance inm your favour,
dand I don't want to risk making a
gerious mistake. You know that, and
you're taking advantage of it.™

“T'hink so if you like.”

Wingate's eyes glinted,

Hoe was stroogly inclined st that
monent  to march  the rebellious
Eemovite 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
chanes that he might be deing injustice.
Also, If it was true that Wharton had &
witness whem he ecould produce at the
last moment, the prefect’s position would
bo rather awkward. Ee did not want to
pose az a prefect who was deceived by
a resemblance, and reported the wrong
fellow in an exiremely serious matter.

He breathed rather hard.

“I shall have to let this drop,” he
gntd,  “But wvou'd better take care,
Wharton! Noxt time there mayn't be
one of your shady friends st hand to
trip me up, and, by gad, if I got & clear
ease I'll seo you booted out of Greyfriars
go quick it will make your head swim."

“Hew em I to toke carei” asked
Wharton mockingly. “ Do you want me
to watch EtﬂﬂE’F, and see what he does
and stop him 7

“it wos nobt Stacey I saw—it was
you |"

“ Nonsense |V

Wingate jumped.

“Ind you say nonsense T he gasped.

“"Xes; silly nonsense [

Wingate rese and stood rather un-
steadily on his sound leg. Ho reached
for the cane on his table,

“I'm letting you off becavse there's a
shadow of doubt,” he said. *“ But there's
no shadow of doubt that you're cheeking
the captain of the schoal. I'm going to
g;lx*q you gix for that. Bend over that
chair " :

- Wharton stood facing him with gleam-
ing cyes. It was in his mind to refuse
to ol-ey.

_Fortunately prudence prevailed, The

ower of the cane was rested in a Sixth
Form prefect, preciscly the same as in a
master. He might as well have dis-
obeyed his own Form-maoster, or the
Head., Wharton was in o bitter and
rebellious and reckless mood, but luckily
not to that extent. He hesitated, but he
bent over tho chair,

It was a hard six. Wingnte did not
generally lay it on hard, but he Jaid it
on very hard now. Wharton was a
littla Eule when he rose after the caning,

though he had uttered no sound,

“Now eut [¥ grunted Wingate,
Wharton left the study quietly. He
the Remove,

went to his own study n
He was glad to find ncﬁmd}' thera.

e had come back to the school, after
his talk with Marjorie, in & more
reasonable and placable frame of mind.
He had decided to take her adviea and
give Stacey a place in the cricket and
hope for the best.

And he had come back to suspicion
end punishment, because Stacey could
not act decently, and was willing to let
another fellow toke the punishment for
lhis rascalities !

That washed out all his new resolves.
Not to save his captainey, not io save his
lifa, would he have u;‘:;,'titling to do with
tIItE fellow, either in gonmes or anything
else.

e —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Daunted !

HE Co. came up early for prop,

E ﬁ'-d lfmmd Wharton 1in Sptutﬂ'
o, 1.

Having talled the matter over

-among themselves, they had decided to
remonsirate with him in as friendly a

EVERY SATURDAY

way as possible on the  subject of
Stacey. At the same time they knew he
had bad some trouble with Wingate, and
hardly expected to find him in o pro-
B;tmua mood. Still, if anything was fo
done there was no time to lose, as
the match was to be played at ngim'hffe
on the morrow,
~ Stacey went up with them, seemingl
e & cheery znd F]Eﬂmnt maood. He ha
made no cnm{p aint abopt seeing his
name missing from the cricket list, He
seemed to accept his exelusion from
Form ericket with cheerful resignation,
&nd that made the fellows think better of
him. Good cricketer as he was, he gava
ne sign of nushing his elaims, but that
had the natural result of making other
fellows keoner on pushing them for him.

Wharton was standing in the doorway

of Btudy No. 1, his face very calm and
quiet. But his eyes gleamed ot Btacey
a5 he came.

He made o movement, but checked it
Btacey gave him & carcless gianue. and

walked on to his own study—No, 3, The -

Co. cama into Wharton"s study,

“Row with Wingate?” asked Bob, by
way of & beginning. “Loder came ack-
ing for you in the Rag, and I heard it
was Wingate who wanted you.”

“¥Yes," gaid Harry briefly,

R —— s —
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“Not & whopping?” asked Frank
Nugent, with an uneasy look at his

“Yes "

“What on earth for " asked Bob.

“Cheeking Wingate.”

“Waell, what the thump did vou want
to cheek Wingate for?” asked Johnny
Bull. *"What’s Wingate done, I'd like
to lLinow 7" i

“Made o fool of himself.”

“My esteemed Wharton ! murmured
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh, while the
other members of tho Co. looked at one
amnother in a sort of belpless way., What
were they fo say to a fellow who talked
like thait of the captain of the school—
the most populur senior at Greyfriars?

There was a brief silence.  Then,
dropping that subject. Bob began again,
“About Btacey——"

“"Cut that out!” sard Harrw.

“ My dear chap,” said Bob patiently.
“Do listen to teasonl Weo're standing
by you, even if you make an ass of your-
self—"

“Thanks.™

“But for goodness' sake, don't do it!
Stacey simply must play for the Remove
st Highelitfe to-morrow.™

"Waot if T dot” "

T Bmithy's standing ont, as o protest,
if Stacey’s left out. Hp did the satne
in the Courtfield wmatch, and we got
Licked.”

“I'm not responsibla for
chieel.”

Smithr’s

g

“We want to win mafches,” said Bob
tartly.

“1 know. Wa can win without Stacey
—and without 8mithy, if° he's cad
cnough to let us down.”

“ Other fellows sre talking about keep-

ing him company.”

EI_eani: tlnean'El "

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 com-

fades what he had against Stacey, of
which they knew nothing.
Perhaps she was right. They had

never heard of the Thres Fishers afinir.
and if they knew-—BSurely they would
believe his version! But if they did
not 1t moant & break in the Co., he knew
that. And he was unwilling to bring
sich an event within (he range of pos-
sibility. He decided, at least, to tell
them of what happened that afternoon
and see the result.

“I'll tell you why T cheeked Win-
gate,” he said suddenly. “He ocoused
me of card-playing with Ponsonby of
Higheliffe,”

The four juniors fairly jumped.

“Has hs gone madi” exclaimed
MNugent. _

“YFou're dreaming!” said Bob
blankly. “You c¢an't have mncerstood

him right, Wharton I'"

“I've had a narrow ghave of being
talken to the Head, and perhaps
sacked,” answered Harry. “ e gaw me,
as he thinkes, on Courtfeld Common
this afterncon with that crew. As I
was not there, you can guess who 1t was
that he must have seen.”

The Co _!umpmi; BEAIN.

“Btacey ¥ exclaimed Bob.

“Who else ™

“But—but Stacey’s not that sovt of
fellow."

“Am I7" demanded Wharton fiercelr.

“No, you ass, of coursa notl But
Stacey’'s not, either, so far as I've secn.
abt any rate.”

“Is there anybody but Stacey who
could be mistaken for me?"

*[—I suppose not.” i

“ No supposing about it. There isn't!
It was Btacey! Wingate believed ho
saw me—ihe fellow stuffed him some-
how. I don't know, and don't care,
how. I got the benefit of it 1’

The Co. stood .silent ond dismayed.
This was nows to them, and an utter
surprise. Hurree Jamset Ram S8ingh,
remembering something that he had
noticed at Wharton Lodge, was not so
surprised as the other fellows. But Bob
andp Frank and Johnny seemed unable
to get it down. °

“Put Stacey hardly knows Pon—and
he was rowing with him & week or
two ago, the only time he's ever scen
him, that I know of,” said Bob. “I—I
‘can't understand it.”

“He's the kind of fellow to make
fricnds with s eur like Panl” 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 hlke
mﬁn"

“Where did you go out of gatesi”

“1p the ﬂ!iﬂ;g.”

:if %uﬂmid Wingate—>"

i

“Didn't he believe you?” .

“1f he had I shouldn't have told him
he was talking silly nonsense.”

“ You—you— told the captain of
the school that he was talking silly non-
sense 1 said Bob, herdly sble to believo
hiz ears. L

“Yhy mnot, when he was dumi it "
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Bob did not answer that.

“It's rotten wunlucky you were out
alone, Harry,” said Frank Nugent, *“1f
you wera able to prove where you
werg—" ’ :

“1 shan't take the trouble,” answared
Wharton coolly, “If you fellows don't
Lelieve me without proof you're no
friends of mine, and the sooner wea chuck
up the humbug. of being friends, the
better.” '

“No need to talk like a goat!” said
Johnoy Bull, *“We belisve what you
tall us, but, at the game time, I can's
quite get it down abouk Btagey ! Win-
gate may bhave made some mistake, and
it wasn't either of you.” s
. "It was one of us, and you can believe
it was whichever you like! As for Win-
ﬁ&tﬂ, he can do the sams! I only wish

e would report me to the Headl I'd
make him look the biggest fool at Grey-
friaral” said Wharton savagely.

“And how would you do that?” de-
manded Bob. i

F _B_T proving where I was this after-
“¥on could prove 1

o cou prove 1@V
Nugent.

exclaimed

£ 3 F.l.l'

“Then whg don’t you

“Two good ressons. I won't take the
trouble to disprove a rotten acousation
that cught never to have been made—
and I won't have a girl dragged into a
Greyfriara row !”

“A girll” repeated Nugent,

“I met M
cliff. Bhe was coming back from the
village, and I walked to Clif House
with her. At the very time, so far
as 1 con make out, that Wingate wag
spotting mae, five miles off | said Whar-
ton sarcastically. "“But I'm not gning
to ask her to come to Greyfriars an
give evidence for me. I'm not even
going to mention the matter to her.”

There was another silence.

“Well, that lata you out,” said Bob

at last *“There's some beastly mis-
take somewhere. I can't quite Eelimra
that Btacey—" He paused. “No

getting eny truth out of Ponsonby, I
5U , it o fellow asked him.”
arry 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.

Ho was putting their faith in him
te & severs strain. It stood the test;
but they were troubled, and dismayed,
and dubious,

t was the use of telling them
the Three Fishers episode? They found
it hard enough to believe that ‘k{‘ing&te
of the Sixth had been mistaken and un-
just. Tt would be harder still to swallow
that Mr. Quelch also had been mistaken
and_unjust. . Wharton did pot spesk
again, end the gilence was long.

There was s tramp of feet in the
passage. The rest of the Remove wera

coming up to noWw.

“Well,’ la.ic’[.jfr Bﬁﬂ “it's rotten all
round, and a fellow hardly knows what
to make of it, but, after all, it's got
nothing to do wt}: cricket., If EEE‘;]:
man Stacey 18 the worm you thin
him, bar him all you like. But that’s

ne reason why he shouldn’t
cricket for Greyfriars.™ : blay
“1 wouldn’t

game team with him,” said arton,

“Tha fellow makes me sick] If you
want to Imow, I'd made up my mind to
give him a show—and then this hap-

ns! The fellow can’t be decent, and
will have nothing to do with him.

If the fellows want him, let them have
Tie Magser Lisriary.—No. 1,425,
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him, and I'll stand out of the cricket,
I won't play in the samae team |

“Bettor 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 st 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
eurtly.

“Then it follows that you believe that
Stacey is & rotten blackgusrd, taking
advantage of hia 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 Staecy,
Harry,” he answered. “He seems to
me & decent chap, in most ways,
believe every word you've said, and
you know I do, but as for the rest, I
can't get it down. Tt beats me™

“Lot of good telling the rest of the
Form, then, if you take it like that!”
eaid Wharton bitterly.

" Better tell them nothing,” said
Nugent quickly., " Plenty of fellows
would take Btaccy’s side, now you've
put everybody's back up. It's a queer
business, and the less seid about it the
botter.”

Potor Todd, coming up to pre ut
his head in at studga:wf 7 MERE

“Just & word, Wharton,” he said,

“Two, if you like.”

“Are you playing at Highcliffe with-
out either Smithy or Stacey i

“Yes™

" ¥You won't think it over againl®

LNO II‘.’

Peter breathed hard.

“Then you can leave me out, too!”
he said, “I'm fed-up with this Great
Panﬁqndrum business, Wharton 17

£ ]Eht 11:!

‘Wharton shot that monosyllable over
his shoulder as he propped vp & volume
ageinst the inkstand. Toddy, rather
taken sback, glared at the back of his
R?ad:i snorted, and tramped on to Study

o. T.

 r—r———r—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Hard Pressed !

y HE Bounder scowled at the Hist
ont the door of the Rag alter
prep that evening.
_ Certainly, he had asked to
have his name taken out—or, rather, de-

manded it, Nevertheless, it folt rather

like having a tooth out|

Smithy was a scapegrace; but he was
no slacker, and he was keen on the
Highcliffo match. He did not want to

rot * about while less able hands up-
held the Groeyfriars colours at Highcliffa
on the morrow, He sneered savagely at
Hazel's name in the list. He remarked
to Redwing that Hazel's claim to a
Flaca in the eleven was based on the
act that he was Marjoria Hazeldens's
brother; it couldn't be on -his eripket |
Whick was hardly fair, as the Bounder
had left his skipper no choice about
having a ]]131111}5 to fill,

“Look here, old man, eall it off 1" ad-
vised Redwing, “Wharton will be glad
to play you—he will jump at the
chﬁz-i:aé" e

nd eat my own words!® snarled
the Bounder.

“(Oh, that's rotl I wish I had =
chance to play for the school—I wouldn't
chuck it away like that 1"

1 and wrote T.

; '].;:ha Bounder gave hiz chum o dark
ook,

“1f Wharton asks you—"" ha began.

“That's not likelyl Anyhow, he'a
shoved Hazel into your place,”

“There'll be more places to £ill if he
doesn’t climb. down! Some of the
fellows ara .guing to follow my example.”

“1 hope not.” .

“It may bring the cheeky fool to hia
senses 1" said Vernon-Smith savagely.
“Ho can't be fool enough to tske a
teamn of hopeless duds over to High-
clife to play an eleven like
Courtenay's.”

"The men ought to stand by him so
l-m:g as he's captain,’” said Redwing.
“They can drop him if they like—he's
offered—-" .

“Oh, rot1™

Wharton came into the Rag—greeted
by a black scowl from the Bounder.
He stopped at the cricket notice, drew
8 penca t.hmuglh the name of P. Todd,

ugent under it.

“Chanca for you to play your pal et
last 1" speered tha Bounder.

Wharton glanced at him,

“¥Yes; Toddy wants to stand out,™ he
answered.

“*He doesn't want to.”

Wharten ahrixiged liis shoulders,

“Do you think you'll get away with
this highshanded bizney, Wharton1”
asked Smithy, between his teath.

“Yes!" answered Wharton coolly.
And he walked across the room, picked
up a book, and sat down.

The Bounder breathed hard and deep.
C“We'll mako the cheeky rotter tos 'I:Ea
line'l” he muttered. And when the cther
fellows came into the Rag after prep,
the Bounder’s bitter tongue was not
gilent. : :

Thae 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 beliave
him; yet, looking at Stacey, it was hard
to beliove that he was the *“rotter ™ his
relative took him to be.

Stacey, handsome and cheerful, head
quite a ecrowd of fellows round him.
His ericket, st loast, had won him
golden opinions in the Form: and he
contrived to make himself genarailg
agreeable to everyons but his “double.

Skinner & Co. backed him, 23 & matter
of comrse, aimply because he was
opposed to the captain of the Romove—
but better fellows than Bkinner & Co.
were taking the same line. Anyone
locking 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 & fat grin on his face,

“1 say, you fellows, they'ra holding a
jolly old council of war,” .said the fat
Owl of the Romove. “I1 fancy wou'll
have to elimb down, Wharton.”

“Mind shutting up?** asked Harry.

“(Oh, really, Wharton—="

“If you're asking to bo kicked—"

“Beast 1"

Ogilvy and Russell detached them-
selves from the other group, and came
over to the Famous IFiva, Thay wers
Btacey’s study-mates, and very giﬁndly
with the new fellow. DBoth looked red
and miry.

“Look here, Wharton—" began
Ogilvy. The Bceottish junior was in the
team for Highcliffe.

“ Looking 1" answered Hnrﬁ.

“We all want Stacey in the eleven,
snd—'I.
“Eurrti =
“*Bmithy and Toddy are standing out,
if you leave him out. I'm going to do
the same |

“Just as you like,*2
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Ponsonby took careful alm, and the biscult-tin whizzed. Crash ! It hit Bunter on the side of his plump face. ** Duunréagh b
¥

gasped the fat junlor. He staggered and fell over the edge of the steep bank.

“And you needn't offer the place to
me ! said Russell,

Right—I won't 1"

“Is that all you've got to say?" de-
manded Ogilvy.

Wharton raised his eyobrows,
~ “Is there anything more to say?” he
inguired, “If you enjoy my conversi-
tion, I'll run on! What do you want
e to say i’

“Well, T think wyou'ra a cheeky
rotber 1" roared Ogilvy.
“Thanks 1™

*1
!

“And a swanking ass

“Bpecch may be taken as read. Hook
it 1”

Ogilvy and Russell walked back to tha
opposing group. YWharton called out as
they went:

“Heratch your name out of tho list,
Qgzy, if you don’t want it there. Save
we getting up.”

“1 say, you fellows——"

“®hut up, Bunter !’

“1 say, Wharton, if you want a good
man_to-morrow, I shouldn't mind play-
ing,” said Bunter. “They stand vou a
rather decent tea at Higheliffe—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessod if I soo anyvthing to cackle
at! ¥You can put my name down, if you
like, Wharton.” :

“Much obliged,” said Harry laugh-
ing, "“DBut we're going to play cricket,
old fat bean—we're not going over
simply for tea!"

(] -&h !H-

The Rag now was cccupicd by two
different and opposing groups—the
Famous Five &t one end, the rost of the
Vorm at the other, in an excited erowd,
Lord Mauleverer, when he came in,

lanced round and joined the HAve.

e gave the captain of the Form a
cheery nod and grin as he sat Jdown in
the easiest chair he could hnd.

“Row on " he asked.

"Bomething like it," s&aid MHaery,

peering Irom ihe island opposite.

“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 8quiff. 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 ericket, if he was not
going to cat his words, Wharton had
to be forced to yield the point. A heap
of resignations from the toam might
work the oracle.

“Now, don't go off at the deep e¢nd,
Wharton,” said  Squiff ucigcnllj',
“We're your {riends, as you know——"

“I don't bite! Go abead ™

“Wo want Stacey at Highclifie to-
morrow,” said the Australian junior,
“Will you give it another think, old
chap "

“Next time we go over to Higheliffe
to ﬁla}' 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 1M

“Not so rotten as the fellow himseclf "
aald Wharton coolly.

“Well, nobody but vou scems to think
that he's rotten|” said Squiff hotly.
“HFil %’ﬂll play him to-morrow "

i Nﬂ LR )

" Take my name off the list, then !™

““And mine |” said Tom Brown.

* Lool: here——"" began Bob Cherry.

But Squiff and Tom Brown walimd
away without listening, -

“That’s five men out of the team,”
said Bob dismally. “What sort of =
game are we going to pub up at High-
cliffe T

** Ha, ba, ha ! *" chuckled the Hig

"'We shall fill the places,” said Harry,
If he was cdismaved at the prospect, he
gave no sign of it. *Mauly’'s a good
man if he wakes up! Wilf you sktay
awake to-morrow afterncon, Mauly, and
play cricket 17

Lord Maulevercr grinned.

“ ¥aas ! he answered.

The Co. did net 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 eppo-
eite party. “"Looks as if there won't be
& lot of fellows keen on filling them,
either,” s

Wharton did not reply. Five men
were oub of the team; two of thom
being replaced by Hazel and Nugent,
another by Mauleverer; but two places
remained to be filled—even if there
were no more resigonations,

The Bounder was pushing his cam-
paign hard; no doubt counting on the
captain of the Remove iving ity, rather
thar going over to Higheliffe with a
teamn made up of odds and ends, as it
were. It was hard pressure.

. Bui there was no th::ru_ght of surrender
in Harry Wharton's mind. His deter-
mination was ratlier intensificd than
otherwise.

When the Romove 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. 8till, keenness was something.

“Room for you to-morrow, Wih!™
said Harry.

Wibley coloured.

“Thanke [* he answerad.

“Don’t you want iti”

“Wot in the circumstances |

Wharton ﬂhrugdged his shoulders and
went into the dormitory. When the
Remove turned in that night two places

{Centenuned on poge 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

etill remained vacant in the eleven, and
the captain of the Form had rather a
pimbir:m to think out before ho went to
sleap.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Thing of Shreds and Patches !

AZELDENE came up to- Whar-
ton in break the following
morning. The captain of the
Hemove gave him a cheery nod.

- Hazel had been put into the eleven
in place of tha first member to resign—
Herbert Vernon-S8mith. Even Hazel
did not believe that he was a pateh on
Bmithy at ericket; still, he was a g
man on his :i:iy.

Liately 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 matﬂhesi though that was by no
means Hazel's only claim, as some of
the fellows declared. Hazel had cor-
tainly been very bucked at finding his
name in the list—having sulked a good
deal at the ides of being left ont Gf it.

Now, however, na camo up to his
Form captain, there was a certain hang-
dog &ir about Hazel which was mnot

reassuring.

Wharton affected not to zeo it.

“Looks like a ripping day for the
match 1” he remarked. “There will be
& good wicket at Higheliffe.”

b :i[}hﬁ yes 1" said M:ll:t slowly, i

o oure at the top o ur

farm, HE:;J " 1 Y

“All riﬁht:, . I suppose,” muttered
Hazel. “But.it was rather a surprise

geeing my name in the list yestorday,
You said I shouldn't be wanted.”

Wharton compressad his 1

* That was before Smithy nﬁﬂked at,”
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
m&ﬂ out again, and then where should I

“No I" answerad Harry,

“0h 1" mumbled Hazol.

It waa clear that he had expected an
answer in the affirmative, whiech wonld
have supplied him with & grievance.

“We  can't chop and change like
that1” said Harry. “8mithy's standing
out of his own accord, and that's thatl
Nothing would make me take him back
for this match.”

“Well, you won't have the chance,
anvhow, from what Smithy says.” said
Hazel, with a holf-meer.

“Then that's all right, and nothing
to worry about|* a&i-:? Wharton, deter-
mined not to take offonce if 'he dould
help it. Hazel was not & very valuable
man, but ss mattera stood he had his
value: likewise, was_ Marjorie's
brother, for which reason Wharton was
often very. patient with him. Marjoria

Tue Macyer Lisraey.—No. 1,425,
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was slways glad to kunow that her
brother was in the games, instead of
hangﬁn idly getting into
mischief,

“Well, look here,” =aid Hauzel, colour-
“Everybody thinks that Stacey
ought to be playing——"

“That's all settled 1*

“Thao follows think——*

“I've heard what they think—and
what* you think, too!* =zaid Wharton,
with & touch of scorn. “You said a

about

good many times that Stacey had a lot

of luck, and that you're as good & man
as he is any day "

Hazel flushed. It was rather awkward
far him at the moment to be reminded
of his boastiul words.

C #hat's all very well,” he mumbled.
“*HBut lock here, BEmithy says—"
“Y've heard all I want to hear from
Smithy, thanks!”

“If you won't let a fellow spoak—"
cxclaimed Hazcl.

He was going to do a mean thing, and
it was easler to do it in & temper. So
he was plad of a chance to be offended.

Wharton breathed hard. He could
sea what was coming—the Bounder had

ot at Hazeldene, But he controlled
s rising anger.

“You're wan in the game, Hazel,”
ho said quietly. “It's & chenee for you
{o {)In_? for School. Don't let Smithy
pull vour leg.”

“I'm wot a fellow to have hia leg
pulled, I hope,” ssid Hazel sullenly.
*But Smithy says we're going over to
ITigheliffe to be licked, and it looks like
it to me.  What's the ﬁmd of making
out that a dud like Mauleverer can
stand up to Higheliffe bowling, for

instance

Wharion had ta suppress his feelings.
Meuly was no great cricketer, but ho
was st least as good as Hazel if he
chose to exert lhamself. And he was
layval and true, which Hazel was not.
Knowing that his skipper was in diffi-
culttes, 1t was ecrtain that Mauleverer
would put his beef into the game, go
all out to do his very best, and forget
that he was & 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
stime of Marjorie’s brother.

“And Nugent, too!” went on Hazel
“1 daro say you're glad to play your
best pal, but what's the good of him at
Higlmliﬂﬂ?”

“Twire az good as you, at all events [
snapped Wharton,

Thera was & limit to forbearance.

Hazel's eyes flashed. He was hunting
for offence, to give eolour to what he
had already resolved to do. Now ha
had what he wanted.

“Well, if I'm such a dud. vou don't
want me [ ha said hotly. “You may as
well take my name out of the list, along
with the others.”

“T'd rather keep it in, Hazel !" said
Wharton ?ll]ﬂﬂ:.l'. “Whether we win or

5

lose, we shall get &' good gpame.”

Hazel Ehifte:? unmmfﬂrtﬁﬂy*

“Well, a [fellow can’t atand out
against all the Form!” he ssid.
" Everybody's down on you, Whartan,
for hendling the cricket as you're
‘doing. Youwll have to chuck the cap-

tatney if you keep it up I

" Never mind that now."

“I don't sce going over to Higheliffe
to make fools of ourselves 1™ said Hasel
sulkily. “Smithy says—"

“Never mind Smithy ¥ said Harry.
“&tick to the gpame ¥ :

“I'va promised BSmithy!” azel
blurted out at last, “He's making up
a party for this afternoon to go in &
car, and I'm going with him.*

*You're letting me down—for that "

“Well, you've let & lot of fellows

. happen when it got going at

downl I den't see gﬁing over to
l'ldlghﬂll!-fﬁ to get mopped up, We can't
Win=—— :

“If you'vo made up your mind,
Hazel, there's nothing more to bo said 17
intorrupted Wharton.  * This means that
you don't get another chance; I supposc
vou know thab”™

Hazel did not anzwer. He was red
and voeomfortable; but he had made
up his mind. He was as wax in the

untder’s hands.

“You weak-kneed foal!” Wharton
restrammed  his anger and secorn no
longer. “8mithy’s game ia to drive me
to give m. I I did he would come
back into the tcam and let you down
fast enough, But don't say any more—
youw'ra out of the game, and you ecan
go and cab coke 1

Hazel walked awary.

Wharton went mto the House,. The
cricket list had been compleied that
morning, Ripps and Micky Desmond
had heen put down to £ll the two
vacant places. Now there was another
%Inc-a- to Bll. Wharton leoked for Monty

ewland, and found him in the Rag.

“Play this afternoon?™ he asked
torsely.

Newland grinned.

“Want a mant”

' 1-‘-'.?3&”

“Glad to ®

“Right 1"

M. Newland " was written down in
the place of “P. MHazeldene.” Once
more the oleven was made up. But the
tribulations of tho cricket ceptain were

not yot over. As he turned away fromn
that alteration in the list, Dick Fenfold
tapped him on the arm.

- “I've been thinking it over,
Wharton—-——" began Pen.

Wharton's lip curled.

“Hes Bmithy pulled your leg, tooI”
he asked sarcastically. ;

“1 haven't spoken to 8mithy,”

“What'a 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 i3 with your relation, Btacoy,
but it’s led to your scrapping half the
team ! It's no ﬁr::c-cl taking a team of
shreds and patches over fo Higheliffe
ngeinst bats like Courtenay and bowlers
like the Caterpillar. I wish you'd think
it over again.”

“ No usel” -

M Well, what's good encugh for fellows

like Toddy and Squiff and Brown and
Ogilvy is good enough for me! I'm
standing in with them ™

“INuff saild 1

Wharton crossed Penfold's name ont
of tho list. Pen locked 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
Remaove.

Again he was a man short. He had

Morgan

to look for another recruit.
refused : Bolsover major: and Duiton
followed hia example. YWharton was
rather loath to ask Redwing, as, if he
accepted, it meant a row for him with
his ¢ham, Smithy. But it was 8 case
of any port in & storm, and he asked
Redwing, who assented at once. Reddy
did not want & row with the Bounder,
and he did not approve of Wharten's
methods, but he considered it his duty
to stand b&hu skipper, and he did. 8o
when the oell went for third school, the
Remove cricket list again contained
eleven names. )
But after so miany changes, that list
had rather a dilapidated look, and the
most hopeful members of it could net
help wondering what was going to
: ighcliffe,
There was no doubt that 1t was a thing
of shreds and patches.



THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Nothing for Bunter !

ALPH S8TACEY smiled when he
R 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 S8mithy had sue-
ceeded in doing was in weakening the
team to such an extent that s Higholiffo
victory was practically a foregone con-
clusion. .

That was not in the least what *Emltha
hed wanted. But it was what he ha
done, and there it was.

Stacey read down the names, and
smiled. In his campmin 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 rany

II. Wharton, R. Cherry, J. Bull,
Hurreo Ein%h, F. Nugent, Mauleverer,
M. Desmond, ©. Kipps, M. Newland,
M. Linley, T. Redwing.

There were five good men in it—
Wharton, Bob, Jobnny, the nabob, snd
Mark Linley. Nugent was fairly good,
and so was Redwing. The rest Smithy
scornfully described as “rabbits,” They
were not robbits by any means, but
their best friends would not have main-
}a-.ined that they were up to Higheliffe
orm.

“Tive of these men can play cricket,”
said the Bounder. “Highelife will be
twa to one, and one over.”

“Might as well make them a present
of the match I remarked Ogilvy.

*Just as well I

The DBounder's blackest look was
directed at his chum’s name in the list.
Hao chose to regard Redwing as letting
him down by bucking up Wharton. He
had argued long and angrily with Tom
on the subject, But Re winﬁ, who
generally gave in to him, was hard as
nails in this case. Bmithy's 'I:I-I'J-fi'_ solace,
such as it was, was the probability that
his_chum would bag & duck in each
innings. :

“They say Hlihﬂﬁﬁ'ﬂ are in_great
form, too,"” remarked Russell. *Taking
& team hke that over there is simply
asking for it 1"

“(Oh, what do the matches matter, so
long a3 the Great Panjandrum bas las
way 7 asked Bkinner. :

I wander he hasn’t put Bunter in ¥
remarked Stacey.

And thera waa a scolling laugh from
the Removites.

“Every man ought to stand down I

owled Vernen-S8mith. “That would

ring the cheeky fool te his senses|
Lﬂu;t here, Linley, why don't you stand
out

Mark shook his head.

“Can't lot my skipper down,” he
BIISWE . .

“ I'm standing out 1™

“You can please yvourself, Smithy, but
I can’t do the same™ sai the
Lancashire junior mildly.

“Woll, you're a rotter 1”

“1 think that compliment is rather

due to o man who lets the team down,
if ﬁ'uu ask me|"” answered Mark cheer-
fully.
“E}h, chuck it | exclaimed Peter Todd
hotly. “We've stood out' to bring
Wharton to his senses 1" .

“Blessed if I know whether it was a
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good idea, though!” said Squiff. “We
want to beat Highcliffe.”

* Not much good wanting thal now 1”
szid Skinner.

* Anybody gnin%' over ta Highcliffa to
tea tha massacre I jeared the Bounder.

“No fear ; i :

“Wall, one thinﬁ'a jolly certain,” eaid
Tom Brown. * Wharton may pull it off
with that patchy crew. ut if he
doesn’t, we shall turn him out 1*

“Hesr, hear!” -

Stacey strolled away, smiling. He
was keen to play for the Remove, but
not so keen on_ that as on giving
Wharton a fall. His time was ¢oming.
Wharton was straining the patience of
the Remove to bresking point.

If there was an overwhelming defeat

17

at Highclifa that day, it locked as if

Wharton's game was up, And who was

going to succeed him as captain of the

t]i ormi Btacey had his own ideas about
at.

Wingate_of the 8ixth came to lock
at the list in the Rag. The juniors eyed
him curiously as he did so. The Groy-
friars captain made no remark, but he
was frowning as he went out.

e looked for Harry Wharton, and
found him in the quad.

“1 spoke to you the other day,
Whaﬂﬂnn, gbout Stacey!” he said
grufidy.

“J remember,” pssented Wharton.

“Jt" seems that you're not playing
him 1"

(Continued on néxt page.)

(1)
And now, in mg List alphabetlo.
1 Bnd I must Interview ona

Who's not in the slightest athietic,
Who never becomes energetio,

Except where thera®s tuck to be won I
That's ﬁunt-ur, the podglest Friar |

The fellow who makes us all howi !
That's W. Bunter, Esqulre,

The famous {or inlamous) Owl |

er w
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To Greyfriars, then, 1 procesded,
The tuckshop I visited first 1
That visit was all that was needed,
For Bunter was there, and he pleaded
For tuck tili 1 thought he would
bursi |
Dame Mimble remained stony-hearted,
I coughed and asked Bunter to talk !
** I'm expecting a—"" That’s how he

started 1
I thought T would go for a walk |

To put ln this
I heard of sach

That Quale
1 naver

ll#l"

{7
At looter mo player was grander,

He knew the Inside of the game,
At ericket, a brilliant righi-bapder,
He told me (with excellent eandour)

He put all the others to shame |
JBui what I eonsldered the oddest

Ol all his remarks was, to Wi,
That he was so bashful and modest

th " Imntﬂn’t bear boasilng =

The next *“man’ to coms under the facile

the fatuous fat hoy of thé Rémove Form.

first-class,
“ But whers I3 the willing con- B

The ground which the Bunter-bird

champion chump of the |

Consumes everything be lays bands
And bellows tor mors, as a rule 1

(%)
And then I obtalned informailon

Great men of magpificent station,

His standard of work was 3o hi
exclaimed @

This boy knows more Latin than %

" OF all the gluttors 1've aver met,
There's nong like—*

pen of tha Crayfriars Rhymester s

WILLIAM GEORQGE BUNTER,

2)

All Greyfriars, and every boarder
From the Head to the Inklast fag,
Has heard of the great ** postal-order,”

Whioch somehow the podgy defraudse
Has never yet managed to bag 1

It's always a:ﬂvln‘; ** {o-morrow ** !
That's ** never,”* the proverbs declare,

Atnd Bunter has found o his zorrow
The proverbs are right enough there |

(3}

riters, with humonur,
posltion ls sound,
says the

where one ean ba

(6)
Sald 1, *“*’'Hulf of thatl Noibing
duf'ﬂg H
I'm stony mymlf; worse the luck |1
Lat’s start on this 'ere Interviewlng,
1 warn you I'm hopeless for serewing
Up money to spend upon tuck '’
I saw tha (a1 bounder devising
Some scheme to Induce me fo part,
And then (which was rather sur-
nrising)
He started npon a jam-iart |

speclal report ;
titled m!aﬂun’,
Who stayed ai his house, Bunter ¥
Court

! gathered that Bunter was clovet,

Pwd,

(8}
At this [ thought ** Bunter ueods
muzzling '

If that®s how he talks all the day 1 *
Moanwhile, he’d been steadlly guzcling,
And gs be went oui (whish was puzzling)

He made no endeavour to pay !

1 soon understood what a ketile

Of fsh 1 was In throngh his tricks,
For he told Mrs. Mimble I'd settle—

Anl?:l}m asked me for thirtesen-and-

e e —— e Y T P
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] No.”

“I gather that most of the fellows in
your Form have got their backs up
about it

"1 shouldn’t wonder.”

Wingate drew s deop. breath. Whar-
ton's reply wes not exactly “cheeky,”
but it verged vory nearly on itk
Neither of them had forgdgtten the
;;six * in Wingate's study the previous

ay. 2 7

“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
eves glowing, “but I advise you to play
Btacey "

“I'tn sorry I can't toke vour advice”

Advice from the head of the grmes
was tantanmount to a8 command. Still,
rt was not exactly & command.

_ “Very well I said Wingate, compress-
ing his lips. “We'll let it go at that—
for the moment! Corry on !

And ho walked away. A cheeky
young sweep and a disreputable black-
guard—that was Wingate's present
opinton of the captain of the Remove.
:. llirtun at the moment was indifferent
o it.

Had Wharton given in to the advice

Wingate and the general feeling in

the Form, Stacey would have found it
8 littlo awkward. He wanted Wharton
to “dish * himself; likewize, he had
already fixed up his arrangements for
that afternoon, snd did not want to
alter them. While the ericketers were
at Highecliffo, Stacey was booked for
Popper’s Island with Pon & Co.—and a
very different game. PBEut he counted
correctly on the obstinacy of the captain
of the Remoave.

After dinner Bill}g Bunter sought out
the captain of the Form. He gave him
& serious blink through his big spee-
“ﬂ?}.ﬁ

o ered you my sorvices at High-
cliffe, Wharton,” he said. “I'm still
willing. * ¥es,” or * No'f”

“No " said Harry,

" Better think it over,” said Bunter,
“Yon've got & lot of duds—"

“One more wouldn't help 1

“Oh, really, Wharton! Well, lock
here, I'm not so jolly keen on tea-ing at
Higheliffe, if you come to that—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! T shell go with Stacey!” eaid
Bunter. “I'd rather come to High-
cliffe; but, after all, a picnio is all
right. Bo you can go and eat coke, end
be blowed to you

And Dunter, with o scornful blink,
rolled away, and loocked imto Stud
No. 3 for Btacey. Bunter's eye.s—ang
spectacles—had been on that youth. He
found the new fellow in his study, pack-
ing a =mall picnic basket.

“1 say, Stacey, old chap!™ saia tha
fat Owl. “I've turned Wharton down |
Like me to come with you this after-
noon "’ :

“No,” said Stacay.

Bimtm‘ 'L‘Jﬂi.l hii-l:_L '

1 say, old chap, youre going on a
pienic! I know Russell and L%;lli‘j’ ain't
going with you. They'ro going out on
their bikes with Toeddy. ¥You don't
wanb & picnic on your own,”

“T 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 ccrtain pur-
chases at the school shop, and noted that
he had borvowed that lunch-basket, Iew
thinga of that kind escaped Bunter's
aticntion. He would have preferred to
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join the cricket team, for ITizheliffe—
where tea was cerfain.” Btacey's picnio
was uncertain—for Bunter. But his
valuable services having been rejected
by the cricket captmin, there was only
Stacey left., 'The Bounder had refused
emphatically to include Bunter in the
party that was going out in the car.

“otacey, old ¢hap—"~

“Cutl’ :

“Whera are you going, old fellow?™

“Tind out 1”

" Beast ™

Bunter rolled away, and left Stacey
to finish Pnﬂ:mg his basket. A pood
many fellows pgathered to see  the
ericleters start for Highclife—somo of
them making uncomplimentary remarks.
But Bunter was not interested in the
cricket team, He was interssted in
Stacey. Ho loafed at the gates, waiting
for Wharton's double to go out.

The idea of a follow ]Tacku]ﬁ n_basket
ta picnio on his own filled Billy Bunter
with disgust, It did not occur to his
fat mind that Stacey was meeting some
other {fellows from ancther school
Greedy pig was Bunter's opinion. And
it was in the fat Owl's fat mind to track
Stacey to his lair, 5o to speak, and roll
in when the basket was opencd.

S0 when Stacey came out of gates,
and walked away with the basket in his
hand, a fat figore rolled after him.

Stacey wallked down to the boathouse.

After him rolled Bunter.

Stacey pushed a skiff into tha water
dropped the basket into it, and stepped
in. Bunter watched him 1 dismay,

“0Oh crikey ' gasped Bunter,

He rushed across the zaft,

“Heold on, &tacey, old chapl!” 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 spectacies.

“Beepst ' he roared. *Think I want
to come to your rotten pienic? Yah!
Beast [

_Bfacey, laughing, disappeared up the
civet.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Outelassed 1
13 UR  knock,” eaid 'Harry
Wharton.

YWharton had won tho toss,

and ¢lected to po in first,

Courteney, the junior eaptain of High-
cliffe, led his men into ﬁm field.

His chum De Courey, the- Caterpillar,
glanced over the Greyfriars men with
& rather curious eyo. A less keen eye
than the Caterpillar’s would have
noted that thera was something a little
amiss with the visiting team.

It was by no means as strong s team
-4 the Higheliffe men had expected to
gce. And it did not look very cheery.
Every man there was going to do his

est, but tho knowledge that they were
not up to Higheliffe form had ita natural
effect. The Iighcliffe match required
the best men that could be put in the
field against them, snd even then the
result was on the kneez of the gods.
Nothing is so likely to fake the grit
out of o team as the knowledge that it
has en uphill fight with an almost cer-
tain defeat at the end. A man who goes
in expeeting to lose his wicket is very
likely indeed to lose ik, And one failure
makos many.

. Somae of the fellows thought Wharton
wotuld havo done more wisely to send
Higheliffe in first. But in the depleted
tearn there was only one good bowler—
Hurreo Singh. And there were half a
dozen pood bats. With himself at ono
end, Bob Cherry at the other, Wharton

hoped to makoe a pood beginning, and s
pood atart gives heart to sny team.
" Half a dozen good bats might knock
up a useful score boefors tho “tail”’
came on to bo massacred, and a good
score might inspire the tail to unusual
rowess. INo doubt Wharton was right,
Iglt the luck of the game was not with
1im.

For the Caterpillar was at the top of
his bowling formm. Wharton took thrce
2's off his bowling: and then came a
ball which lmkui like & wide, but
wasn't. Wharton breathed a long, l::-nlg
breath when his bails went down. i
waa eruel Juck—the exaet roverse of
what was wanted. Has went back to the

avilion with 6 to his credit. He had
wped for about &,

lum looks grected him there.

1f the captain of the team, and its
best bat, had started like this, what
wors the others to oxpect? Wharton
roalised that he waa not in his best
form—the worriea and tribulations of
the past few days did not conduce to
that. He had beon gnxicus—perhaps o
little too anxious—to set the game going
in gemd style, This was the result. The
Caterpillar v.as 8 tricky bowler. But
he read the thought of every man thero
—that Stacey would not have gore out
to that ball. Neithor would Wharton,
at ths top of his form.

Next man in was Johnny Ball, and
Johnny went on, knowing that he had
to face a bowler who had knocked out
s better bat than himself.

Johnny played mutmuggf—murlmpa
too cautiouzly. He stopped one, and
snicked the next away into Courtenay's
hands at point.
b'ﬁhﬂ Higheliffe skipper held up the

ﬂ- *

“ Ot 1”
Johnny came marching home.
“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Nugent

involuntarily.

Mark Linley went on, and Bob took
the bowling from Yates, Higheliffe's
gecond hest. Now the runs an to
come: but it booted not, for at tho last
ball of the over Bob was caught out by
tha- Caterpillar—10 to his credit.

Wharton compressed his lips,

“Man in{"* he said quietly.

Frank Nugent went on, Mark Linley
rart & 5, and brought Frank to the bat-
ting 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 outeclassed.
Now they knew that they were over-
whelmingly outclassed. Higheliffe were
at top notel; they wers on the lowest
rung.

. “Borry, old man!” said Nugent, fush-
ing as he came back to the pavilion.
gr'hartcm nodded.

“"Man in, Mauly I he said.

"“Yaas."

Lord DMauleverer's movements wore
leisurely. But he got to the pitch at
last. To the surprise of the Greyfriars
men, and the rolief of Wharton, Mauly
survived the over, thoough he took no
runs, -

Runs came slowly, Mark Linley add-
ing a few. DBut Mark, steady man as
he was, was affected by the general
fooling of the team, and he was not as
his best, Ho was out for 1.

Hurrce Jamset Bam Singh tock his
place, 3

The Nabob of Bhanipur was a wonder-
ful bowler, and a reliable bat. But
his reliability’ was rather wanting on
this occasion when 1t was necded most,
He was out for

“Redwing "’ muttered Whart....

In spite of himself, the captain of the
Remove could not keep the gloom out
of his face. e counld talke a beating
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“ My hat [ ** panted Wingate.
the new junior by the collar.

with any man, but this was too utterly
rotten.  His eaptainey, in all rpru:th-
sbility, 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
gaime might have bue:n__gm_nﬁ_haﬂ the
T){:d men been there—cspecially Btacey,
f only Stacey had been there! Whar-
ton's own friends were thinking so.
Indecd, he was thinking so himself.
Confidence was abt zero. ‘

Surprisingly, Lord Mauleverer did
not go out for a duck, Every Greyfriars
man cxpected to see his wicket turned
into  skittles when the Caterpillar
bowled to him, Instead of which ﬁuulg
gtood up to it, easy and graceful, an
stopped the deadliest shots, and even
stole & run. Redwing, st the other
end, was playing a steady game. The
“rot " scemed to have stopped for a
time,

But a catch in the Beld disposed of
Redwing for 8. 'Three wickets remained
ta fall, the three weakest of the lot.

Then came & flash in the pan. Micky
Desmond joined Mauly at the wickets,
and displayed uncommon form.
lucky boundary put Micky in good
heart, and gave him a feeling that he
was master of the bowling, He pro-
ceeded 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 come to Lord Maul-
evorar OZan,

_ Again the Greyfriars men looked for
& tumble. Instead of which his lazy

“Quick I ™
Stacey, still holding Bunter, was dragged into the boat, and the fat Owl after him.

lordship—not looking at all lazy now—
kept his end up in great style,

{e drove the leather for a 2, a 2, and
a 3. Harry Wharton's face brightened,

“Hood 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
style mow. It was Mauly all over—a
friend in a tight corner was the only

earthly thing that could make Mauly
oxert imsaelf

But Mauly, unexpectedly good as he
was, could not work wonders, His

three brought Micky to the batting end,
and Micky, still manfully hittmg out at
ev?fything, hit out, not wisely, but too
wiell.

He slashed the ball se 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
MNewland and Kipps.

Total: 56 for the innings, Mauly not
out for 8. It waa not g0 bad as mght
have been expected; but it was no use
at Higheliffe. All the fellows knew that
it was as good as over—a depressin
knowledge. But when the Highcliffe
men went on_and Hurree Jamset Ham
Singh started by taking Courtenay's
wicket for 6, there was a glimpse of
haopa,

It was only a glimpse. Hurree Singh
was first-class, and dangerous all the
time: but the change bowlers were

The boat shot through the water, and Wingate reached over and grasped

nowhere, and there was little luck in
tho ﬁc[é, and the scors jumped and
jumped. At 112—precisely double the
visitdrs’ seore  for  Bve  wickets
Courtenay declared, and they Hd;uurne&
for tea. All the Greylriars men folf
that it was futile to bat again, and that
the Highcliffinns were finished batling.
And that feeling alone was enough to
make it sol

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunfer Begs for Ii !

¢ I i
H *“What the deuce—=" said
Ponsonby.

“Hij ¥
“Is that a kecper?" asked Gadsby
uHE‘ﬂ‘??EE-I“

*Zomebody Lknows we're here!” said
Monszon,

“ Ahsolutely I” murmured Vavasour.

“Hi!” cama thée yell again. “Hil"

Stacey et his lips,

Four Higheliffians had come down the
Sark in a t, while Stacey had pulled
up from Greyfriars. They had all
landad on Ptép]:mr:a Island, in the river,
and concealed their craft in the willows;
out of observation from the bank. Sie
Hilton Pupﬁar was away from Popper
Court, but his keepers had instructiona
to keep traspassers off his island, though
in the sbsence of the lord of Popper
Court they were perhaps a littlo slack in
regarding his lordly instructions, With
the boata hidden, and themsslves thickly
sereened by the trees and bushes on the
island, the pienickers felt-safe enough.

But that loud howl from the bank
seamed to hint that somebody knew they
were thora,

Tag Magyer Linrary.—No. 1,425
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Pon & Co. did not want trouble with
keepers, Btacey was still more con-
cerned, for the island wes out of zchool
bounds; a matter upon which they were
wmore particular at Greyiriars than at
Higheliffo, :

Thoe pienic was over, and it was fol-
lowed by cigarettes and nap. Stacey
was the only ono of the party who was
not =moking. He could play nap with-
out spoiling his wind for games; but
cigarcttes ware another matter. He was
as keen on the eard-playing as any of
the young rascals of Highelifie. 'The
imwl& from the bank came az a very an-
noying interruption,

ki, ha, ™

“If we're spotted here it means o row
at the school 1" muttered Stacey. ™ Who
the dickens——"

Hi!

“I say, Stacey!
theeet Hit"

“Tunter I cjaculated Stacey.

“I'wot fat Greviriars porker!” said
FPonsonby, “Thank goodness it's not o
Leeper 1™

“There will jolly soon be a keeper on
the scene, 1f that howling ass goes on
howling 1 said Gadsby.,

* Absolutely I said Vavasour.

“I1t, hi, h11™

“Sheer him off, Stacey!"” said Pon-
sonby.  fLook here, I'll cut across and

bandle him—-"

“Hold on!” said Stacey. “Don't let
bim scoe you fellows. I don't want this
tattled up and down Greyfriars.”

Tansonby chuckled,

“No, I suppose not. Well, get him
stear, somehow, before he brings all
Popper Court on the scene™

Btacey nodded, and went through the
trees towards the edge of tho little
island, The channel was narrow on the
side towards the Popper Ceourt barl,
whera the towpath ran.

I know you'ro

THE MAGNET

_ Pon & Co. followed him, bub they kept
i Dyl L

Stacey did net want the fat Owl to in-
form oll Greyfriars that he had seen
ihem together, If it had resched Win-
gate’s ears, it would have pub new
thoughts into his mind about what had
happened on Courtfield common the day
betore.

Az Stacey emerged from the thickets
he spotted a fat figure on the towpath
upﬁmita, and scowled at it. _

illy Bunter wa¥ed a fat hand at him
and grinned.

“1 jolly well kraw you were thoere
he bawled,

“You fat idiot!”

“0Oh, really, Stacoy—"

"“What do you want?" snarled Stacey.

I.l'l

Ha hardly needed to ask the question..

Evidently Bunter, seeing him depart in
a boat, hind guessed his destinotion, and
had fnﬂﬂwa:f along the towpath, to bo
in at the death, as it were.

It was o long walk, especially for the
fat and lazy Owl of the Remove; but he
had arrived at last, and there he was.

Obviously, ho did not know that any-
body was on the island with Stacey.
Stacey was very keen to koep him from
discovering.

“I sav, old chap, pull neross, and give
me 3 lift!"” called out Bunter. ™I say,
vou don't want a picnie all on your own.
Don't be a pig!t” :

“If I pull across, I'll bang your silly
hoad on a tree, and dock you in tho
water!” snapped Stacey.

“ Boast I
*Naow shut up and clear off [
Stacey stopped back into the thickets,

Ho was kean to resume the i.m;errugted
game, and he hoped that he was done
with Bunter.

Thal hope was unfounded.

“Hil" roaved Bunter. “Hi!”

"POP O
THE CIRCUS!”

Forced to give up his job in a
circus, Cecill Popper, a boy acrobat,
comes to Greyfriars—and never has
that school such an amazing
new boy! For “Pop" 15 unable to
resist the call of the sawdust ring,
s0 he deliberately sets out to get
himself *sacked™ from school!
Here's a great yarn of school and
circus adventure, featuring Harr
Wharton & Co., that every boy will
delight in.
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jeered

Stacey stepped out againg almost pals
with rage.

“Will you shut up?” he shouted. Ele
was in fear every moment of seeing n
man in velveleens crerge from the
woods slong the river-bank,

EBunter blinked at him through his big
spectacles. He was red with the excr.
tion of the walk; he was tired ; the Juno
sunshine made him thirsty, and he was,
of course, hungry. Ho was prepared fo
be friendly, indeed pally, if he was iu-
vited to share the pienie. Otherwise,
not.

“No!” retorted the Owl of the Re-
move, T won't! You're out of bounds
on old Popper's island, Stacey.”’

“No himﬂ of youra, you fat freak!™

“There'll be & row if the keepers spob
vou! I believo there's ono in the wood
now, ™ '

“Then clear off and shut up!*

“Bhan’t I’ said Bunter independently,
“I don't want any of your picnic—keepn
your rotten pienic! But I can jolly well
stay hero if I like! ¥ah!™

If looks could have slain, the fat Ownl
of the Ilemove would have becn in
deadly peril at the moment. It was
clear that Bunter, tired and hungry and
irritable, was ﬁm'ng* to make himself as
unlplcauant a3 he could.

[ he persisted in remaining on the
bank and yelling, it was certain that at-
tention would bo drawn to the spot
sooner or later. Being well awara of
that, Bunter felt that he was rather
master of the situation.

Stacey, indeed, might have settled tho
matter, by ferrying him across, and
giving him the run of what romainerd
in tho picnic basket. But that was im-
possible if Bunter was not to see lLim
with Pon & Co.

“I wonder what Quelech wounld sa
he krew you were out of boun
_Bunter. *"Like him to Lnow 1"

“Will you get out?” hissed Stacoy.

“No,” answered Bunter, “I won’t!”

Stacey stepped back agein., Imme-
diately tho exasperating Owl of the Re-
move recommenced.

“Hil!  On_ the islond, thero! I
u-a.%, Stacey ' Hil(" .

tacey looked at fhe Higheliffians
among the trees. It looked as if tho
merry party would have to break up.

“Leave him to mel” muttered Pon-’
gonby, with & vicious gleam in his
oyes, - : ;

“Don't let kim see you!'™ said Stacey
hastily.

“That's all right."

Keeping carefally in  cover, Pon
crept towards the cdge of the island,
with an emapty biscuit-tin in his hand.

Peering through screeping willows,
he marked Bunter, and took aim with
that rether dangerous missile.

The other fellows grinned. Pon's
idea was that if Bunter got that
biscuittin hard, it would make him
tired of hanginz about on the tow-
path oppoaite the island.

“1 gay, Stacoy !” Bunter was yclling.
He came to the very edge of the hauﬁ,
where it dmﬂliad 5I;en;i}ly to the water,
and yelled : say | ”

“Let him have itI”
Mongon.

Bunter wex an cxcellent target on
the edge of the bank. Pon took care-
ful aim, and the biscuit-tin whizzed.

Crash |

It hit Bunter on the
plump face

“Dooogh ! gasped Bunter.

Ho staggered and then fell off tho
edga of the steep bank. There was &
:su“:%}au 5p1§sll':;

rer

“FHa, Eg,_ ha 1* chuckled the High-
?Hﬂh:ﬂnﬂ.* peering from the frees on the
island,

if

i

murmured

side of his



That was an unexpected outcome of
Fon's shot. .

Stacey grinned. After that duckin
thero was little donbt that tho fat Ow
ﬂit:F the Remove would be glad te clear
off.

Ha watched to sce Buonter clamber
out of the water.

The grin faded from his face.

A fat faea camo glimmering up from
the water—a podgy hand was thrown
up. 'Then both dizappeered again.

“Can't thas fat fool swimfi”
exclaimed Ponsonby, in alarm.

“0Oh pad!” gasped Monson.

“Good heavena!® Btagey rushed to
the water's edge * Bunter—"'

Tho fat hand eame up ngain, clawing
the air wildly, a dozen fect out from
the bank. There was a fast current in
the channel between the island and the
towpath, and it was sweeping the help-
less Owl out into the wide river. The
four Highelifiana stood transfixed with
horror and dismay. Comedy had
changed suddenly to tragedy.

Stacey threw down his cap and
Jacket.

Thera was another splazh in the Sark
ns dived With strokes of almost
ineredible  swiftness, ha cleaved the
ﬁhinin@hwatnr, and hia grasp closed on
Billy Bunter and dragged him up.
Pon & Co., staring with white faces,
saw Bunter's spectacles glimmer in the
eun, and knew that Btacey had him-—

then both were swept out of sight on ]

tho rapid current.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
Whopped fo the Wide !

ARD luck1” said Courtenay.
Havry Wharton nodded.

Hea felt as if he conld not
speak.

It waa not :m!;y

i

bard lucl—it was
alzolutely putrid The tale of dis-
pster wag told—and seldom or never
had the Greyfriars fellows had such a
whopping.

At the best they had hardly hoped
to win. DBut such & defecat as this was
the limit,

Tt conld not be helped. A weak and
discontented feam were np against an
cleven at the top of their form, well
led. The knowledgo that they were
heaten mada 8 beating inevitable.
Tha Greyfriars second innings was
simply & tale of woe.

Tho “rot™ had set in with a wven-
gﬂﬂ;ﬂﬂﬂ. Evon batsmen like Bob

‘herery and Mark Linlay yielded to the
general gloom and depression, an
ﬁ'ia.yﬂd like rabbits, KEven Wharton

imself failed dismally. The only man
in the Remove eleven who kept per-
factly cool and noenchalant waa Lord
-Maulevarer.

His lordship scemed iﬂ':Fm‘ﬁqua to
the 1ufluencs ot the “rot.™ In the
eccond junings Mauly took twelve—
and it was the biggest total! Ducks-
cges wore cheap! Balemen whe went
to the wickets as if they were going to
execption, had only one fate to expect
—axesution s ;

And the Higheliffe bowlers excented
them at a rapid rata

Generally, m a Higﬁmhﬂ‘c match, the
result had either to be decided by the
first innings, or else play went on to
the stroke of time.

Un tiis gceasion the game was over
very cearly; thers was no need to worry
about the time fixed for drawin
stumps, or whether the light woul
last | Harery Wharton conld hardly
beliove that Greyfriars were all down
in twenty-five minutes for a total of
twenty, Buot- ther weral It was not a
dofeat—it was a massacre. And every
uran in the tcam did net doubt that he

d concentrated on Stacoy.
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conld put his finger on the ecouse—
Wharton |

. This was the outeomo of Great Fan-
jandrum methods |

Certrinly, Emith% and the others
ought not to have let the team down.
But why had they done so? Becauso

the captain rofnsed to play tha best
Junior cricketer st Greyfrviaral

With Smithy and the rest in the
team, forees would have been balanced
—with Btacey in it, victory would have
been as certzin as anything in erickey
could be. Instoad of which, Highclhiffe
hed won easily by an innings, with
thirty-six runs to spare The ericketers
expected to get hooted when they got
home. They [felt that they deserved it
—at least, that their captain didl

The Co. shared the general feeling.
Even Frank Hu%ent was silent and
depressed  He had taken a duele in
each innings—that was the result of
giving him Toddy’s place. DBut for the
rotten state of the team, however, he
knew thar he could have dono better
than that. But where the best men
were mowed down, what were the
second-hest to expect? ‘The general
“rot * affected them all—the weaker
%!nfers more than the stronger.

rank was feeling as if he daved not
show his face in the Hag after that
performance.

The Greyiriars men wero glad to %ft'
away from Highcliffe. Bome of the
woma team were amiling, Courtenay

Co. had been locking forward to a
tough struggle, and it had been a walk-
over. The second innings had been
merely comie.

The bus rolled away with a  diz-
gruntled erowd. angry with them-
gelves, angry with their skipper, uneasy
about what would be sms to them
when they pot back to Greyfriars
Only Mauly presarved his placid calm
—and did no' add hizs wvoice to the
general grumbling and grousing,

Wharton sat silent and gloomy. ]

Marjorie’s advics 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 eame thing.
Right or wrong he could mnot and
would not stand Btacey in the team!
Neither was there any occasion for this
crushing defeat, if the other fallows
had not let him down. He had |
s team quite capable of beating High-
cliffe, or at least of holding their awn.

i3 feclings towards the deserters were
grim enough. But all liz bitternesa
The whole
thing was Stacey’s doing from begin-
ning to end. '

Had the fellow been decont—com-
monly decent—he would have been
glad to play himm. He would have
weleomed such a ericketer into  the
cleven with open srms  He could say
that with a clear conscience. DBut the
fellow was his enemy—his insidious
enemy, Through that fellow’s mije-
decds ho was in disgrace at his school
—distrusted by  his Form-master, sus-
pected by the prefacta.

“I'm fed-up with thiz for one!” aaid
Bob Cherry at last. “No good playing
another match hike that!” ;

“The goodifulmess iz not terrific!™
%uilli Hurree Jamset Ram Enlgh FlLg-
ully.

”ﬁedud. I wonder what ghey'll say
to us when we get in!"’ gaid Micky
Deamond.

“Oh, they'th expect to hear soma-
thing of the sort!” said Johuny Bull,
“We'vo asked for it, and got it] Are
you satistied now. Wharton 1"

Harry locked at him. ]

“No good ragging!” said Nugent
hastily. * Shut up, Johuny, old mant™

iy
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Johnny Bull gruotea. i

“One  swallow doesn’t make =
summer,” said Mark lLinloy, as cheer-
fully as he could. “We've got all the
ecason beforo us” *

“That's neither here nor thero!” said
Johnny. " We've got a pretty prospect
ahead of us—with a team of rabbitsl”

“Thankse!” said Nugent dryly.

“¥ou haven't dons so r:ggxtfulfy
well, Bulll” said Kipps. * You baggoed
n duck in tho first innings, and twe in
the second! Is that a fearful lot to
write home about?” L

“I want to know this!™ said Johnny
Bull. “Are we going on like this?
Becsuse, if we are, I'm standing out of
the ericket, same £s Smithy.”

“Pleasas  yourself 1"  said IHarry
curtly. et

“W ell, look here, Wharton,” said Bob
quiatl;g} “wyou cen sca for yourself that

it won't do! Stacey will have to play
in_the next hxture.” .

Wharton's eyes flashed. In lhis
present mood that remark hed the
offcet of a red rag on a bull.

“Don't talk to me about Stacey ! ho
said, betweon his teeth, * Stand in with
the rest, if you like, and chuck me
out! You're welcomo to do that! Dut
so long as I'm captain of the Remove,
that cur won't play in the matches!
I'll eut ericket for tho whole sunumer,
rather than play in the same team wit
that blackguard.™

He ross to hiz feet.

“Shove my bag in when you get
back, Nugent,” he said, “I'll drop off
and walk. You can talk this over
botter without me. If you want a new
skipper, therc’s Stacey ready to jump
at the chance—it's what he's plotting
for, and you can let him have it as
goon as you like "

1] HHITPF . 11

“Look here, Wharton—="

Without answerini.“ Harry Wharton
dropped from tho bus, It rolled on
without him to Greyfriars, and the cap-
tain of the Remove, with a black brow,

framped  awa aeross  Courtficld
Common. And the other fellows, as
they rolled on  their homoward war,

looked ns if they were very strongly
inclined to takoe him at his word,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape!

ILLY RUNTER gurgled wildly.
B He hardly knew what was
happening.

K few seconds age he had
been_ standing on the Eras';?' bank of
tho Sark, thinking chiefly of getting =
“whack ¥ in Stacey’s picnic hasket, or
otherwise of making himself as
obnoxious as possible to the junior on
the izland. Wow 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 cven know
what was dragggzg him wp from the
depths, though dimly realised thab
something was.

Hs gurgled, splutterad, 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 hia hands.

As he cast a glance round in the
blazing Juno sunshine, the bank secmed
terribly far away. The current was
strong, and there wera eddies-and swirls
in it. Staeey had Elun ed in for Bunter
without realising how hefty a task he
had sot himself. Dut he realised it now.
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But he did not think of letting go the
fat jumor, )
“Doooogh |* came faintly from
Baunter.

Stacey swam! Twice ha neared the
bank, and twice a whirl of the current
swept him out again.

e zet hia teeth. It was not easy for
an unburdened ewimmer to swim the
Sark. And ho was heavily burdenecd.

A backward flash of his eyes showed
that Popper’s Island was out of sight
behind him. Only tree-tops along the
river, against & sky of blue, met his
eyes,

Again he fought his way to tha bank;
again he was eddied out. Stromg as he
was, the struggle told on him hard.

On_a halt-holiday he might have
hoped to see Greyiriars boats on the
river, But he saw nona. Cricket was
on—the Remove men at Highcliffe, and
the Fourth had & 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 geot
it round the island—and the Highclifie
knutz were not quick or handy men
with boats. There was little hope from
Fon & Co. : : y

After some minutes it fashed into
Btacey's mind that he was in danger.
At first it had seermed only an uncom-
fortable swim in his clothes—now, as
his wet clothes cumbered him and
dragged him, be realised that he would
be a lucky man if he got out of the
river nlive. Yet it did not come into
hiz mind to let go Bunter.

It was strange enough, for he was,
and he knew he was, 8 selfish and un-
scrupulous  fellow.  Cool, caleulating
solfishness wvas a part of his nature ; that
was at the bottom of his fead 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 Wiarten, both
st school and at home, Yet, in danger
of his life, he clung to the fat and
irritating Owl, s&nd faced death rather
than leave him to his fate.

Bunter, half-senseless, blinked at him.
He understond now that it was Stacey
who was holding him up.

“(Gef me out!” gurgled DBunter, “I
sy, you beast, get me oubk! Do you
fiear? TUrrgh! 'm drowning! It's
all your fault! Urrght™

Stacey did not heed him.

He lifted his head for o despairing
glancs at the bank. It seemed fading
away from him., The opposite bank
was farther still. There was no help!

suddenly he spotted a fgure on the
towpath., It was a tall, angular figurse
~that of Mr. Quelch, his Form-master.

Queleh was taking & walk by the Sark.
It was 1n taking such s walk by the
river, & few wechks 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.

Ha fairly jumped to the edge of the
bank, his eyes almost popping from
his head as he saw the junior far out on
tha shining river, struggling for his
life—and Bunter's life.

 He shouted, but Stacey did not dis-
tinguish the words.

The current swept him on, still with
his own head, and Bunter’s head, above
water. Queleh’s long legs rackd alon
the bank, his white face turned towards
the river as he kept pace.

Tue Migyer Lisrary.—No. 1,425,
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_ He was shouting, or rather sereech.
ing, in_ his alarm and excitement.
Stacey did not know that the Form-
master on the bank had spotted & boat
on the river, lower down, near the
Greyfriars . boathouse. Wingate and
Gwynne of the Bixth were in it, and
Mr. Quelch ‘velled and roared and
waved to them, to draw their attention.

They eighted him, and stared.

“What the thump's the matter with
Quelch ' execlaimed Wingate, in
astonishment. .

“Homething wrong,” said Gwynne.
“Oh, look " He saw the object in the
water at which Mr. Quelch was wildly
potnting.

Ny hat 1™
“ Quick 1"

The boat shot through the water.

It surged past Stacey and Bunter, and
Wingate reached over and grasped the
new junior hy the collar.

Stacey, still holding DBunter, was
dragged in, and the fot Owl after him.

“Urrggh !" gurgled Bunter, as he col-
lapsed 1n the Eilsnt-tum of the boat in a

ool of water. *“Wurrgh!

rrgh |

Stacey sank down, panting. Ho was
almost at the end al‘p his tether. Hao
breathed almost in eobs,

The twe sentors pulled for the bank.

Mr. Quelch was awaiting them there,
with & pale and anxious face. Tha
boat rocked in, and Gwynne held on
to the bank

“ Are they safe " panted the Remove
master, !

“Hoth all right, sic!” answered Win-
gate. “"Bunter must have tumbled n,
and this kid—"

“Wharton—"

panted  Wingate.

I'm wet!

“Wharton's at Higheliffa playing
ericket, sir! This is Stacey!”
“Oh! Yes! It is you, Stacey! Let

me help rou ashore, my dear boy [ Did
you go in for Bunter?”

“Yes, mir!” panted Stacey, as he
stepped, dripping, on the towpath.
* Bunter fell in—"''

Urrgh?! I was
gurrggly-—=—" .

el Bunter ashore, Wingate!
Please Ir:llr.-Ip him to the school”
“ Cortainly, sir.”
“Where's my specs?

Lnocked over—

I say, I want

my specs! TLook here—7 :
“Here they are,” said Wingate,
grinning. “Now, out you go! You're

safe now, kid.”

Bunter rolled ashore. He staggered
ot the towpath and collapsed. Gwynne
fied up the boat and joined Wingate, to
help the fat junior to tho school They
took n fat arm each and half-led, hali-
carried Bunter away., Mr. Quelch
followed with Stacery. _

Ten minutes later Billy Dunter was
fucked 1m bed 1n  the Remove
dormitory,

Btacey dried and changed, and though
he was tired out, weary to thoe very
bone, he came down, and got away as
soon as he could from the crowd of
follows who wanted to know all about
it

His =kiff was still at Popper's Island,
and he had left & jacket and cap there,
Hea was anxious to retrieve his property,
and to keep it dark, if he could, that
hoe had beon on Popper’s Island at all
Weary as he was, there was a smile on
his face as he slipped out of the school
and tramped away to the river.

Stacey had looked rather an asg in
the Remoye when it came out that ik
was Wharton, and not he, wha had
rescued Mr., Prout from the footpad,
after he had been givenw the eredit of it.
What had happened now would have
the effect of washing out the memory
of that rather unfortunate affair. Qnee

more Stacer was figuring in the publie
eye in &n heroic light; and this time
wre was no mistake about it!

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Hero of the Hour !

k ALLO, halle, halle
H “What's up?™

The cricketers, relurning

from Elighcliffe, saw at ance

that eomething was “up,” when they

srrived  at  Greyfriars. They had

returned unexpectedly early. Tho Form

mateh, Fourth and Shell, was still going

on in Little 8ide ot Groyfriars. But a

crowd of fellows were discussing the
latest topie,

Billy Bunter was still in bed in the
Heniove dormitory. Perhaps he needed
a rest; but the fat Owl of the Remove
was the fellow to take one whether ho
neaded it or not.

But everyone knew what had hap-

pened.  Stacey's name was on every
tongue, The Bounder, who had come
back from his motor trip, was full of it

He regarded it as “one up ™ apgainst
Wharton, towards whom, for the pre-
gent, Bmithy was fecling very bitter.

“Anything happened? asked
Nugent. :

A dozen voices supplied information.

“ Stacey—""

“That fat ass, DBunter, fell in the
Sark—"

“Stacer wont in for him—"

“Might have becn drowned if Win-
gate hadn't turned uwp in & boab—*

“Jolly well would have becn—="

“ Stacoy—plucky chap

Y No end plucky—
~ “Quelch saw it, and brought him
!n 3r

“Where's Wharton?” demanded tha
Bounder. “Hasn't Wharton come back
with youf? Wharton would like to hear
about this—I don't think ™ '

“It waen't Wharton this time, as it
was with old Prout " prinned Skinner,

1

“This was Stacoy——

" Genuine this time, what?” ached
Johnny Bull, with a gruut.

# Where's Wharton 77

“He's walking,” answered Bob.

*“You're back carly I sneered Vornon-
Smith. “1I needn't ask you how the
gama wentl You don't look like
wintiers.”

“Wo've been beaten ™

“The beatfulness was terrific I”

“What did wou expecti” jeersd the
Bounder.

“Well, vou needn't jaw, after Iettinlg
uz down ¥ growled Johnny Bull, *If
vou'd ’Piare up, like a decent
W g

“Oh, rats!”

“PDoesn’t YWharton want to faee the
rausic ! asked Hazeldene, with a laugh,
“What did they mop you up by? An
innings T

“Yeas; and some over.”

“Yeo podsl”

“Lot’'s hopo that Wharton iz satisfied
now 1" sneered Bmithy., “ DBut perhaps
he would like the saine thing e happen
at Rookwood. It will, unless we get o
new skippor

“Whera's Stacey?” asked Bob.

“Blessad if I know!  Cleared
gomoewhore I

“And Bunter

“In tha dorm1”

Some of the cricketers went up to s7o
Bunter. They found the fat Owl
propped up on pillows. He was devour-
ing fruit and foffces, doubtless pre-
gented by some sympathiser,

“Halle, hallo, hallo! You never lost
vour appelite in the river, what?"
grinned Bob Cherry.

chap,

off
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The raere thought of being defested by his rival was enraging, almost maddening to Slacey. He would not, he could not,

be beaten—that was oo bitier to think of.

¢ say, yvou fellows, I'm feeling fear-
fully bad,” said Bunter, *“I shall be too
ill for class to-morrow. I'm going to
tell Quelch z0.”

Bunter, ovidently, had been thinking
out how to make the most of bhis
adventure,

Bob chuckled.

. “If yvou're too ill for olass, old fat
Lbean, they'll stick you in sanny,” he
said. “Tgeg put you on diet in sanny |
No jam—

“T'm mot go i1l as all that” =aid
Runter hastily “MNot 1ll enough for
sanny, but too ill for clasa! Heed"

“1 geal” assented Bob. “Let's hope
that Quelch will seg, tool You never
know your leck, ‘What did you fall
inte the Sark for? Trying to get that
wash you've neoded all the term?”

“Beast] I mover fell inl¥ yapped
Bunter. I was knocked over by a
biseuit tin—-"

“Ha, ha, hal” ‘

“ Blessed if I gee anything to ecackle
atl ‘I'hat beast Stacey——"

“What1” roared Bob. L.
“That rotler Stacey chucked a biseuit
tin at me from Popper’s Island, ﬂm]j;i_:_nr
because he fancied I wanted soms of his
rotten pieniol As 3f I did, you koowl
You {cilows know whether 1'm the chap
to butt inte a follow’s pilenic 1

“ Oh, mg' hat ™

“And the rotten boast—-*

“Is that how you talk about a fellow
who pulled you out of the river?” asked
Lob, staring at the fat Owl.

“He dido't—Wingate did! DBesides,
he ought to have come in for me, after
making me fall in! The silly idiot
,,mr{? lost my specs—"

“ Wha-a-at 1™ ;

“1 thought they were gone; but it
was all riﬁlt; they were in the boat. I
they'd been gone, I'd jolly well have
made Stacey pay for them 1™

have taken quietiy.

“Oh evumbs I eald Frank Nugent.
“ Bunter, you fat villaip—"

“(h, really, Nugent —"

“Is that how you thanked Stacey for
pulling you oub? asked Redwing.

“Bunter's  brand gratitude 1”
chuckled Micky Desmond.

“Well, T got all wet, and I'm fear-
fully ill,” said Bunter. “Much too ill
for class to-morrow—anyhow, for pre
to-night I Even that beast Quelch will
Iet me off prep, I supposel! I say, you
fellows, got any choes? eal na if
goma choes would do me good.”

U Feel too il to get up ! asked Lord
Mauleverer. .

“ Yes, rather! Can't move a_limb

“ Thaen it's no good tellin’ you I've got

a cake in my study—"

L] Eh le ]

“And a bag of jam tarts—"

“Tha fact is, I'm feeling better,
Mauly, old chap! Aluch  better |

Where's my trousevs i

‘““Ha, ha, ha I*

“Gimme my bagal I never was a
fellow to nlm:i, aa you know!l I say,
vou fellows, whero's my trousera?™

Billy Bunter found that he could iﬁ"’t*
up—and he did! _The prospect of o
cake and a bag of jam tarts in Mauly's
study had a wonderfully reviving effect.
And it was always possible to have a
rela in tima for prop; to touch
Querﬂxﬁ’s stony heart ! :

The resened Owl did nob scem to be
suffering from auy overpowcring feel-
ings of gratitnde towards his rescuer.
Indeed, did not secem to comsider

that Stacey hed done anything much |

But the rest of the Removoe took quite
another view of the matter.

Stacey, in point of fact, had risked
hias lifo to get Bunter out of the river,
and overybody but Bunter realised it.

Ha stood gjgher than ever in tho
esteemn of his Form-master, Quelch.
And Wingate and Gwynne had been

Desperately he stood up to Whartom, taking punishment that few fellows could

heard to deseribe him as & splendidle
plucky kid! And the Remove were [ull
of his praises. He had been reparded
83 having been treated badly by thoe
captain of the Remove in tho matter of
tho ericket matches.

Now, - while Wharton was losing a
mateh at Higheliffie, Stacey was risking
his life to save & lellow from drowning.
Hu.rd!%eanythini could have put Stacey
in & better light, and Wharton in o
WOrsg Qe e Remova men could
admire pluck: and there was no doubb
1hlntl Stacey lind dlsplayed plenty of
plueclk. :

“And that's the follow that Wharton
wonldn't be found dead in the eanio
teamy with 1 said tho Bounder, in the
Hag., “That's the fellow who would
win matches for the Remove, i the
Great Panjandrum would let him.”

“We'ro going to put it plain to
Wharton when he comes in!” growled
Peter Todd. “I'm fed-up with his vot,
right up to the chin1” ]

“He's not in o hurey to ecome in,”
remarked Hazel, “1 fancy wo shan't
gee him bofore call-over.”

“Rotton funk, afraid to face the
music ¥ said Skinner.

“Zhut up, Skinner!” growled Dob

Orry.

"WEII, why deczn’t ho eome in??
sneered Skinner,

The Co. wera wondering about that,
ton, That Wharton was afraid to facy
the musie, his friends did not believe
for & moment. ¥t would have becn
moro Jike him to face an sngry and
resentful erowd with a disdainiul amile
on his face. Still he did net come. And
the Co. went down to the gates to wait
for him, leaving the Rag w a buzz of
voices, discussing the rivals of the
Remova.

Wharton's ]%epulmit in the Form was
ab 1la mﬂi’hmm“ ebb—and oven his
Tue Magwer LiBmaRT.—No. 1,425,
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loyal chuma wersa dubious how much
further they could stand by him. And
bad a3 matters already were, there was
worse to come |

——

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Hand to Hanpd !

v 0T " misttered Harry Wharton,

He had been t ink;ngk of

Qtacey. That face, so disliked

‘hough so. like his own, bad

been before his mind's eye, and now,

looking up suddenly, he saw it beford
him,

After leaving the returning party of
cricketers, t-hagmptnin of.the Eemove
had tramped across the green, sunny
common, caring little whither his foot
eteps led him, But he had headed for
the river, in which direction he could
reach the school by following the tow-

ath, :

PHEI wanted to ba alone—away from
friends as well as fops. kis mood was
black and bitter. g

Everything had gone wrong this term
—in school, in games, even with his
uncle at home, all was at sixes and
gevens, And there was one cause—his
relative and rival, Ralph Stacey.

He had done nothing to the fellow—
nothing till ha was driven into enmity,
Envy was at the bottom of it. He knew
it, and hoe 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 ngh-
¢liffe. He did not shrink from 1t, but
he did not know what to do. )

Pride urged him to throw in his
rosignation of the eaptainey; fo out
ericket 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 1o t0 an un-
ecrupulous rival, making Stacey o
present of that for which he was schem-
ing and plotting.  Ef he stood out it was
only top likely that Stacey would step
in. It would be putting power into
Lands that would wuse it ruthlessly
ngainst nm, : _

Te tried to banish the thought of him-
self from his mind, and think of the
Remove But would Stacey make a good
captain of the Fgrm? " A fellow who

ambled. for money with cards, and
threw his disgracté on another fellow's
shouldera to evade punishment! He
could play cricket, there was no doubt
about that; but cricket was not every-
thing, though some of the fellows seemed
to think that it was. ]

But the way he was going on, Stacky
risked getting sacked. How would the
Remove like their precious eaptain
sacked? If, indeed, Wharton did not
got sacked in his Elﬂﬂﬂ, B victim to the
likeness and to Stacey’s unscrupulous
trading on itl Already he was in dis-
grace with Wingate, and with his Form-
master, on that account and that account
alone

Hea tramped miles on the common, and
went down the towpath at last to get
back to Greyiriars. He had left him-
self none too much time to get in for
roll-call, and he did not want mora
tronbla with Quelch. But he reflected
bitterly that whether he wanted it or
not, ho was likely to get it if Stacey
remained at Greyfriars.

As he come in sight of the Greyiriars
tnouse, a skiff came shooting down

the river, but with his eves gloomily on
the ground, he did not ses it

Stagey, in the skiff, glanced at him
and smiled mazaliciously. _

He was surprised to see Wharton alone
thers, but it was easy for him to guess
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what had happened. A crushing defeat,
kigh words with the other cricketers,
end a partin

Stacoy had found Pon & Co, on
Popper's Island, greatly relieved to hear
how the matter had ended. They had
ﬁaaaed a very uncomfortable hour. Pon

ad brought his skiff across to the bank,
and Stacey pulled down with the current
to the school—tired out, but very setis-
fied with the %{ﬁuu of the afternoon.
The sight of arton's clouded face,
and the unusuasl droop in his shoulders
as ho walked, gave an added zest to that
satisfaction, It wam a defeated enemy af
whom he glanced from the skiff,

Hg landed at the school raft and put
up his craft. Wharton was still at a
littla distance up the towpath, and
Btacey could easily have avoided a
rmeeting 1:3 gﬂiﬂi irect to the schosl.
But ha did not choose to do so.

As Wharton turned from the river to
walk up to the echool, he becamo aware
of him, and looked up to sce the face of
which he had been thinking—to see it
with & mocking smile on 1it. And he
ejaculated “ You " and stopped, a blaza
Ieal%fng into his eves.

“You " he repeated,.
Get out of my way?

Stacey did not move. )

He had o catlike way of tormentin
the fellow he disliked, and he coul
elways kecp cool, which Wharton could
not always do.

“Musin't a fellow ask you how the
game went ¥ he drawled. “Even o man
who's not allowed to play may be
allowed to inquire the result, surely.”

“You cur! You can guess how it
went [? eaid Wharton bitterly, “You
fooled half my team into lefiing me
down, and vou know what-the result
would bel {Ve!l rreyiriars has had a
record licking, if that's any sutisfaction
to youn.™

Stacey langhed.

“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 hiz hands.

“You rotter|” he repeated. " ¥ou'll
be safer to keep your distance from me,
Htacey.” )

“I'm not fearfully alarmed!” said
Stacey, langhing apain. “I've no doubt
I could beat vou as easily with the
gloves as at cricket [

“We had a sorap the day you came.
Quelch stopped us.. You've more than
once talked of Fmishi'n? it," muttered
Wharton, his eyes smouldering,. "I'va
trded to kees clear of that, but —hs
got 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 acrcss his
face with =«ll the dp-entaup bitterness of
weeks in that sounding smack.

Stacey staggered back.

HNMNow \:Put up your hands, you cur!"
exclaimed Wharton, his eyes flashing.
“Whether you con beat me at cricket or
not, you can beat me at lying and
shuffling and trickery. Let's sea 1f 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
Eemove.

Wharton met him half-way,

He had honestly tried to keep clear
of an actual serap with Stacey. It was
bad ¢nough to “bar™ n relative at
school, without fighting with him.

“You rotter!

‘match for

he thought of his unele, too, who wanted
them to be friends, and who need not
know, at least, that they were bitter
foes. Dut Lo had :em::hei the limit of
endurgnce, end now that it had come to
a fght he was giad of it

ith knitted brow and set teeth, he
Eﬂaﬂsed kis oppoment hard, hitting
ercely, and giving little attention to
guarding.

Btacey stood up to him -courageously
enough. Whether hp was a8 mafch for
Wharton was a moot point, but rather
too lata he realised that he was no
m him at the present moment.
That almost farcical game at Higheliffe
had not tired the ecaptain of the
Remove: but tha ar:rugg:'la in the river,
and the walk to Popper’s Island follow-
ing ik, had tired Stacey to tho wvery
bone. He had forgoten it, in the amuse-
ment of taunting hts rival, but he had 1o
remember it now that he was facing his
rival's lashing fists.

Ha gave ground—savagely, reluctantly
—but he had to do it. But he contested
ﬂ'l.'n:sr]y; inch, fighting hard.

Wharton, of course, know nothing of
what had happencd on the Sark thas
afternoon. ﬁi&d he been eware of it,
certainly he would not have been drawn
into a fight with Stacey, hard as it
would have been to bear f{ua taunts, So
far as ho lnew. the fellow had been
loafing about idly that afternoon, and
nothing else. It did not cccur to him
for one moment that he was beating o
EGILGW who was in no state to put up o

eht.

" And Stacey, t‘m.:fi\!: a3 he was !crrla
erce scrap, put mto it every ounce he
had left. il . 2

Many times he had thought of this,
knowing that it must come, soconer 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, bo
boaten. That was too bitter to think of.

Desperately Lie stood up to the captain
of the Remove, taking punishment that
few fellows could have taken quietly.
Wharton did not come off unscathed,

either., DBut his damages were a3
nothing to Btacey's. Twice the fellow
went down, hard and heavy; but cach

time he leaped up again and renewed
the ficht with samge etermination.

It was o fierce fight, without gloves,
without rests; hammer and tongs from
_ It lasted long
minutes, and it ended with Stacey on
hiz back in the grass, so thoroughly
beaten that he could not secramble to Ins
fect. He made an effort to rise, and
sanlk back again, panting. -

Wharton looked down at him, penting,
too. The fight had told on him, l;hnug%l
he could have gone on sasily enough.

Btacey's eyes burned at ﬁim. -

“You rotter I” 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.

begwmning to end.

hallo 1

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

The Finish I
] H1 Here you ars ™
O “Halls, halloe,

Been serapping ™

The Co. were at the gates

when Harry Wharton arrived there. It

was only too plain, at a glance, that he

had been scrapping. Opne of hiz eyes

had a dark shede under it; he was



dabbing red from his nese. Ilis com-
rades eyed him very uneasily.

“¥es,” sard Harry briefly.

They guessed, knowing that Staccy
was out of gates! PBut Bob Cherry
asked hopefully:

“Happened on Pon ™

i Nn_u

“Not Stocey ™V asked I'rank Nugent,
in o low voice,

T N

“0h 1 gaid Frank,

In silenca they walked towards the
House. Wharton gave his nose another
dab and put o red-spotted handkerclief
away.

He had won the fight. Ha had beaten
the fellow who had caused him so much
injury and distress, but thore was little
satisfaction in it. He was tired and de-
pressed.  And ho could not understand
tha looks of his friends. They knew—
they mmst have known—that it would
coma to blows between the rivals of the
Remove, sooner or later. Did they
Llame him?

“Well, what's the row " asked Whar-
ton, at fength. “Am I expected to lot
that cad insult me to my face withouk
teaching him manners?” ]

“1 51:&;34:55 vou licked him?” mut-
tered Bo _

“¥o had encugh, cortainly.”

“It's rather rotten.”

“I don't ses it. He's given me more
than one hint thet he was ready to
carry on with tha row that Quelch
stopped, and that ha 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 troubla
with another footpad, and is Stacey pre-
tending to have vescued him, as he did
befora ™

-“Ha got Bunter out of tho river,”
said Frank gquietly, * “The fat duffer
seems tg have fallen in, somewhere up
the Sark, and Btacey went in for him
and got him out. They might both
havo been drowned if Wingate hadn't
coma along in a boat.”

“Gammeon, as before, very likely,”
said Whearton coolly. * After the affair
of Prout, I thould want ta ses it with
my own oyes before I belisved in
Stacey’s heroio 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 & deep, growling voice.

“* There's no doubt about it this time,”
said Frank., “Wingate and Gwynne
were there, in a boat, and Quelch wags
on tha bemk, too. Stacey did a joll
plucky thing. You went into the éar
znurnﬂlt for & man last summer, you

now. yhat it's like.”

arlon was silent.

o ﬂ\i{* ware both pretty far pgone
when Wingate fished them out, from
what I hear,” daid Nugent.  “ And
Smmy.—_._u_ll‘

Ha broke off.

“If he wasn't fit, why did he stop me
and pick & row?" asked Wharton, “1I
tell you I'd have kept clear of him
if T could. Y don't want my uncle to
know that we scrap, I tell you ho gave
mea no choica 1

His chirns did not answer that. The
had a preﬁ;{ clear idea of the mo
Wharton had been in, and did not think
that he had neceded much provocation.

They went into the Housze in zilence.

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 ecrowd of Gragfriare fellows going
into Hall.

EVERY SATURDAY

3 was among them.

He also had bathed his face, but he
had not been able to remove the signs
of damage Hae looked as if ha had been
very severely through if—as indced he
had. Russell and Ogilvy walked on
either side of him, and both of them
locked at Wharton grimly as he jeincd
tho Removites. BEvidently, they had
heard of what had happened. And the
looks of the other fellows showed that

many of them had heard, too.

1 think that puts the lid on, you
fellows1” Wharton ecaught Skinner's
sneering voice, " Btacey can't have had
g8 dog's chance, after what he'd heen
through. Dear old Wharton knows how
tn" hiz tima f-::;r_ a scrap”

~ Awlul rotter [V said Snoop. _

I say, you fellows, Whartons just
behind you I* grinned Billy Bunter,
Bkinner and Snoop spun reund in
alarm.
They - had & glimpse of a ﬂaming
face; then their collars were grabbe
and their heads banged together.
Bang |
There was a simultaneous yell from
Skinner and Snoop.
Oy M
* Wow 1
“The dear man’s come homs on the
warpath I jeered the Bounder. " Hadn't
vou better tackle a man that can stand
up to you, Wharton 7
ik arton tfurned on him with flashing
E,r "
“¥You're one, Smithy " he said. “ And
you can take that for a beginning 1*
He struck 4t the Bounder’s face.
Bob 16T rasped his srm and
dﬂ?%fﬂ him back.
"That'a enough of that!” said DBob
eurtly. “¥You can shut up, Smithy!
Wharton never knew anything about
Stacey having been in the river when he
serapped wit.ﬁ him.” ;
“He's kept clear of him pretty care-
fully until to-dey I” sneered the Bounder.
" A eoincidence, I suppose.”™
“Let go my arm, Bob!” said Wharton
thickly.
“Rot! Get into Haell”
Bob fairly dragged him into Hall.
_ Wharton’s face, which had been fam-
ing, was pale now. He could sec the im-
F{fﬂmn that was getting abroad in the

movo—that he had tackled his rival
at a time when Stacey was in no state to
do himself justice. Buch an impression
showed to how low an ebb his popularity
in tha Remove had sunk. Skinner was
the fellow to helieve such a thing; but
he would not have expected it from
Smithy, But the fact probably was that
the Remove men wero so fed up with
him that any stick was considered good
encugh to beat him with.

_Quelch was calling roll; and hiz oye
lingered on two faces in the Remove.
Yaw things escaped Queld's gimlet oye.
Wharton was told to go to Lhis 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.

"1 need nqt 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 rela-
tiva, Btacoy.”

Wharton did not speak. Two of them
had been 'ﬁghhng ; one of thém was
called over the coals,

“ Havea ﬁnu nothing to say, Wharton 1"
Eﬂg[ﬁ:ed Mr. Qu

air ¥

“1I think that you might have avoidad
such conduct, Wharton, on the very day
that your relative has risked hia life td

save a Form-fellow from the river,” said
Mr. Quelch, in.his most cutting tone.
“¥ou seem this term to have no sense of
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right conduck whatever. You will take
two hundred lines,”

Wharton’s lip curled.

“®hall I tell Stacey he is to take two
hundred lines, too, sir?™ he asked.

“What! How dare you, Wharton !
thundered Mr. Quelch, -

“I don't sce why you should take it
for granted that I was to blame,” said
Harry bitterly,

“On that point, Wharten, I have not
the slightest doubt. Your continual
quarreliing with El,p,:mjr‘ has kept tho
Hemove in & fg:nmt this term; and I
am not blind t# tho fact that the whole
Form lays the blame on you. I have
the hlﬁ'hest opinion of Btacey, especially
aftor his gallant act this afternoon, and
I am sorry to say that I have lost the
good Dﬁinmn I once had of you. Leove
my study,”

Wharton left the Etud{,'

His feelings ware too bitter for words.
Mr. Quelch &ertainly did not intend to
ba unjust, but that was littla consolation
to & fellow eonseious of injustice. X

Outside the door of the Rag his
friends met him. They wera waiting
for him there, and from within the
room came the buzz of Ioud and excited
YVOIOEE,

 Com E\l':P to the atuﬂﬁv * gaid Nugent.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Do "yvou think I am afrsid to face
thom ?” he asked contemptuously,

“Wall, lock here, you'd better kLos
out of the Ragi” said Johnny Bull.
“All the fellowa are wild.”

“What do I care?”

“Thera'll be a row,” said Bob Cherry
uneasily.

“I may survive it I"* said Wharton sar-
castically. “T'll try.” :

“My esteemed snd idiotic Whar-
ton—" murmured Hurrea Jamsct Ram

Singh.
Biat mae pass ™

The captain of the HRemove pushed
through the dismayed Co., and strode
into the crowded Ig Thera was an
excited squeak from Hilly Bunter.

“Y say, you fellows, here’s Wharton !

There wasg a roar,

Wharton stood coolly, his hands in his
Eﬂckets, facing the an crowd of

emavites. Even Skinner had to admit
that the eaptain of the Remove showed
no sign of fearing to face the musie,
There waz a contempiuocus smile on his
face which irritated hia friends as well
‘as his anemics.

" Hera ha iz !" shonted the Bounder.

“Yes, here I aml" said Harry
Wharton, “I've got a fow words to say,
if you'll shut up & minute end let me
speak. First of all, I resign the cap-
taincy of the Form; and you can get on
ﬁ: alﬁ-chng a new captain as spon 45 you
te.’

There was a hush.

“That's that I’ sard Harry, “Bo long
as I'm captain, that rotten cur, Stacey,
won't play. ericket for the Removel You
want him—and you don't want mel
Now's your chanca. Get on with eleet-
ing him—and keep him $ill he's sacked
from Greyfriars, as he ought to havo
bebn before he had been in the school a
waek | If he squeezes into my shoes, I
won't give him the trouble he's given
me. m going to cut cricket! 1at's
tha lot.™

And, leaving the crowd in the Rag
silent, Harry arton walked ocut. An
axcl buze broko out again as soon as
he was gone. The die was cast now.
Harry Wharton was neo’longer captain
of the Greyiriars Remaqyel

- END

THE u
(Don't fail to read the nexe exciting
yarn +n thes il periea; UTWHO
SHALL BE CAPTAIN?" To miss thia
t2 Lo ®miss a fréad, #0 order Your copy
eariy )
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CONTINUING OUR ALL-THRILLING STORY OF CANADIAN ADVENTURE !

“MOOSLE CALLY

wWrAT'S GONE BEFORE.

SEehweyn Gore and his  younger
Liother, Colin, lcarn from Foac
SEnuggor, ¢ Tomahaiek solicifor, that
ifecir Uncle Amyas, a gold prospector,
hias been murdered. Determined to
gettle aocounts with the murderera,
the fwo brothers leave for Canada in
company with Srugger. Following
fieo unsuccessful atiempls upon their
Jives in Tomahowk, the trio sct ont
for Mooge Call, where Amyez Gore
find build his shocok, found hiz gold,
mul then died. En route, they mmeet
Mountain Lion, a Sioux Indian ami
friend of Amypas Gore, who informs
fhewy that he has buried a mcessage
jfrom the prospector wwhere none cai
find {¢. The pariy arrive ai Moose
Call to find everything in disorder.
‘I We must find the message,”’ soys
Selwyn, addressing Mountain Lion,
“ pnd see what gy uncle says.*’

{ Note read on.)

—

Suspicious Characters !
HE Sioux eved Selwyn gravely.

i * Mountain Lion can find,” he
said. “Amyss Gore wrote the
message befora Indian go into

Tomahawlk to fetch Snugger. lle told
me it was to be given to you after yon
came here; but if you did not come it
was to ba destroyed.”

“ ¥ou can't read and
it to Mr. Sougger,”™
reproachfully.

Tha Siouxr Indian
stolidly.

“The snow had fallen. Mountain
Lion bury the message in o canister
before he go to fetch white man
Snugger. Besides, Amyas say: P Give it
to my two nephews when they come.'
He did not say: *Show it to Mr
Snugger.”

Selwyn felt properly rebuked.

“Well, supposing you dig it up now
and we see what it says?” he asked.

Mountain Lion rosa without a word
and left thea shack. He crossed to the
shed in which the tocla had all been
reploced and selected a pick and a
shovel. Armed with these, he crossed to
the vegetable garden, where ho walked
up and down, as if taking his bearings.

SBelwyn, Snugger, and Colin joined

im.

“My Uncle Amyas iz buried here,”
said Selwyn, speaking softly.

The Sion peinted to & belb of firs s
dislanco away.

“Not horo—there,” he corrected. ** Ha
lies in & coffin we found in the shed.
Amyas, the white man, brought it here.
E‘Drﬁnm he guessed he was abouk to

e,

The two brothers shivered and ox-
changed glances. Again they were con-
acious of a nervous thrill. In spite of
the golden sunlight of the early spring
day, Moose Call waos the loneliest place
they had ever seen., The pme woods
looked black. The mountains Dblack.
Dark shadowe lay everywhere.

“But you buried the canister here?”
satd Selwyn, with an effort.
¢ " I‘}. this patch—yes. I think it was—

era.

Mountain Lion swang the pick and
bmﬁhh the point down heavily on the
caked soil. But the long frost had

1 did not show
gnid Selwyn

regarded him

By
HARRISON GLYN

The two villainous-looking rascals stalked towards the shack, {heir rifles raised

ahove their heads.

“ Gome right Info the

open,’ commanded Snugger, ¢ and

lei’s have a look at you, whoever you are [ *

turned the carth into iron and it scarcely
made impression. As he repeated the
alrokes, chunks of soil began to fly. He
loosened the sides of the hole he made
and then got to work with the shovel,
Leaping up the loose earth.

When he had made a big hole, he
stopped with 2 grunt of disappointment,

1t is not the place,” he said.

Leaning upon the handle of the pick,
he surveyed the patch, counting the
rows of cabbage stumps and the dead
gtalks. Then he dug another hole, but
only to meet with further disappoint-
ment.

Mountain Lion's third attempt, hoar-
ever, wa3d more successful, for after di;i:
ging for soveral minutes the pick strock
a stone slab. He dug round this shab
and lifted it out, Then, with pick and
shovel, he =et to work again until he
Lrought to light a tin canister which
seemingly had once contained eoffee.

He held it up with a grunt of satisfac-
tion.

“The message is here,” he said,

Selwyn took the canister and tried to
open the lid. Bub it was rusted tight,
and he could not move it.

The trio waited while Mountain Lion
filled in the holes he had made, and
then they returned to the shack

tﬂ&leﬂmr,

here Selwyn found a tool with which
he was oble to prise off the lid of the
canister. Inside the canister ha found a
folded paper. Selwyn drew the p:ﬁmr
out, and, ss the light waa fnding, they

-
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went outside and sat down on the door
slep.

E:Fale'n opened out the paper and the
others looked over his shoulders. The
message had been scrawled with a
shaking hand, but the letters wera clear,
as  was the signature. Tt ran &3
follows:

“To my nephews, Selwyn and Colin
Eﬁﬁu, should they come out to Moose

“As I am about to die, I hersby con-
firm the other will and testament which
friend,
Tsane Snrugger, lawyer, of Tomahawk.
I lenve this shack, tgn monevs I have in
the banks at Temahawk and Edmenten,
together with my gold claim and all
my other wordly possassions, -: horses,
dogs, and the like, to my said neghews,
Selwyn and Colin Gore. If they .should
not come out to Moose Call, IBEelg that
thia paper ha E]astmied. My triend,
Isanc Snugger, can then deal with my
will just as it may please him., I add
one last request; that when the short
gsutnimer comes my body shall be taken
from the place wherein it lies and hbe
borne by my nephews up the Sunrise
hMountains to a p?zma well known to the
Sioux Indian, Mountain Lion, for many

ears my friend and brother. It 1s
Engwn nf the Great Chief's Head. I
wish to be interned in the place hehind
the great rock.

“Auvas Gope.”

The signature straggled just as if the
writer had tired knowing that his task
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was at an end. The “Y 2 of Amyas
ended in a blot.

Selwyn read the message aloud so that
all- should hear. Then he glanced st
the Indian. The SBioux’s face was ex-
pressionless.  DBut his black eyes had
turned towards the Sunrise Mountains.

“There!” he murmured simply.

faaac Bnugger broke in upon liIrﬁm.

“Injun, ﬁ-} you know this place
Amyas calls the Great Chief's Head ™

“¥es. I knew it when I was a boy.
I ran away and hid there for many days.
I showed it to Amyas, tha white man.
It lies over there.”

He pointed, but nothing like a head
showed upon the smooth outline of the
mountain at which hiz finger aimed.

“The Great Chief's Head iz behind,
The trail is diffieult. Only thoze whe
know could ever find it.”

“And Uncle Amyas wanis us to bear
his coffin up there and bury him in a
lonaly place?” said Selwyn.

“*He will be nearer the sun. Hea
loved the mountaing and solitude,” said
the Sicux Indian. * Amyas Gorve, the
white man, was a great man. Let his
wish be fulfilled.”

Belwyn read the paper through again.

“Oh, I would not thwart his wishes
for anything,” he said. “But it is &
leng way. How can we get the coflin
thera?"”

** Ponies. Mountain Lion will get
ihem,” said the Red Indian. *Soon f]m
earth will be soft, and we can dig, The
warm sun will shine the day long., It
is well.”

At that moment the nine sledge dogs
began a furious barking, and camo
hugtling into view with brsiling backs
and bared fangs. They shot round the
end of the house and vanished from view
in & flash. Their strangled yappings

told that semething  uwuusual  had
happened.
Selwyn thrust the paper into his

Eﬂck«et, and, leaping inside, seized the
WV inchestor. Tsaae Bnugger followed
him and grabbed his long rifle. Colin
bared his revelver. The Bled Indian
seizad his gun, and, examining it to
make sure that it was loaded, followed
the trio out into the open.

Twilight was shutting down, and the
sky was streaked with red and gold
above the Sunrise Mountains, In the
elade sombre shadows lurked.
~ As they maoved, the shrieking, j‘ﬂéﬂ*
L, harﬁmg dogs came racing back,
turning their heads uncertainly. Some-
Ol W&S CONng.

Selwyn led the way round the shack.

At first he could see nothing. Then,
ns he turned his eyes towerds the line
of forest trees, he saw two shadows
moving there.  They came furtively.
Guns were dangling from their droop-
ing arms.

untain Lion brought his gun UF to
hia sfoulder, while SBelwyn looked along
the %hta of his.

“Hdurn it] See me drive a bullet
clean thmth ‘em 1”  yelped Isamsc
Snugger, as he pressed the clumsy butt
of s long rifle to his shoulder.

Clalin stood ready with his rovelver.

Seeing that they were discovered, the
men came stalking towards the shack,
their hands held up above their heads,
their rifles ra‘zed.

“Come mnight inte the open!”™ com-
manded Isaac Snugger. " Btand right
thar and let's have a look at you, who-
ever you are ™

The two men came on. They wore
fur caps, heavy fur jackets, -and thick
corded broeches tucked into long heavy
haoots. Beneath their open cgats showed
belts, with holsters attached, and gun-
butta ready to hand, the flaps of the
holsters being free.

Thev stopped within ten paces, and

EVERY SATURDAY

as ne looked at them, Selwyn thought
they were the most villainous-locking
pair of rascals he hed ever seen.

Their tanned faces were lined and
seamed with wrinkles and dirt; their
eyes cthowed white, and glittered
wickedly. One man had a thick black
beard and long hair; his companion
wag fair to carroty and had a straggly
besrd. The latter’s cars stuck out like
sails, and he had scarcely any eyebrows,
and no ?iyelashea; his eyes were rimmed
with red, and they locked like pig’s
cyes,

. " Now, whe are you? How kem you
in these parts? And what have you kem

to see us for?"” demand Isaac
Elluﬁ ar.

“Wea own that new shack over thar,”
answered- the black-bearded rascal.

“We feel kind of lopely, and we kem

over, seeing strangers wera hyar. We
thought yow'd Jike to be kinder
neighbourly.”

Isaac covered lum with his gun.

“Mot with the likes of you and your
pal,’’ he answered. " I['ll give you ten
seconds to clear off. Now, seram ™

Nothing Doing !

HE barly, hlack-bearded rascal
leered at Isagze SBnugger, then
rinned as he looked at the
ong-barrelled rifle which
Enu%gﬂr levelled at him.

Selwyn caught his breath as he noted
tho gquick, evil gleam of the fellow's
eyes,

“{One, two, three, four——" Iznaan
began to count with measured emphasis;
and the black-bearded vazeal rapped out
an oath,

“ Kinder neighbourly, ain’t yer?" he
said. “What hev we done that you
sh'd eut up rough? I want ver to mect
my pal Sauin Wilmot; but if you wanta
be really pally, call him Musty, That's
his nickname. My name's Majoe—John
Maioe—but vou can eall me Jack if
you like—or, better still, Black.”

Tha copl, studied insolence of tha man
made Selwyn's blood boil. The raseal
wag laughing at Isaae Snugger, and the
fair-haired scoundrel’s shifty face spread
in a mocking gzin.

Mountain Liorn had ealled the dogs
away, and they sat in a half-circle,
jaws gaping, eves fixed on the tweo
strangers.

Iranc Snugger was so faken aback by
the chaek of tho two men that he
stopped counting and began to argue,
at once weakening his position,

“T teld you to seram!' he aaid.
“And out in the wilds I never tell a
man twice. Wa don't care who you are.
You baat it—an® gquick 1"

“Why 7™ asked the fair-haired, piggy-
eved man. “We've only just kem to
live hyar. Built the shack over thar
hocauze thera’s gold 1n these parts.
Thia ia Amyes Gore's shack, ain’t i7"

“Amyas Gore is dead,” said Isame.

%S0 we heerd. But he found geld in
these rta, didn’t he? That's what
we've kem to find—gold.”

I:nac E““E?Er,,"" inger_itched to pull
the trigger of his gun. Mountlain Lion
stood rigid, his dark eyes set upon the
two men, his face as expressionless as
a mask.

“Built the shack yourselves, didn't
vou?" said Tsaac, fishing.

“8ure! Laid the foundation and druv
in the main posta before the bad
weather kem, The snows and the
severe frosts druv us out, but we kem
back and finished her a while ago.”

“Yeah!"” said Smlgfﬂ'r sceptically.
“Where did you go to from hyar when
the weather broke "
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 Heaver Creck.”

“1 s'pose you've never bin into
Tomahawk '
“MNever, Hate the sound of the

lace,” said the black-bearded rascal,
owering his Winchester.,

“Didn't happen to be in Tomahawk
the other might "' said Snugger. " You
didn't fire at these two boys, 1 suppose 1

The black-bearded ruffian appeared to
be hurt by the question.

“ Mo fire on & man |” he said reproach-
fully,. “I'm a man of peace; I am.
Say, let's be pals. 1 like the locks of

ore Injun friend and yore twe white

ys hyar. We're all out gold-huntin’,
I take it. Then why not mll work teo-
gether in "armony T

Tsaac ignored the suggestion.

“"You warn't here }'{ssterda?r*" ha
satd. " How did you get here ™

*“A pal was going to Tomahawk from
Beaver Creck by car,”' said the black-
bearded rascal, ™ and he guv us & [t
as fur as the Moose Call road. The
snow was meltin' and_the going fuml'
We kem in on foot, draggin’ a sledge
with our pervisions on it; can't afford a
dc‘%.teum."

he man was Iying, Seclwyn knew,
and while he was ﬂﬁeakinga his eyes
went roaming over the repaired shack
and the outbuildings.

“IDidn't heppen to be n]ﬂn% the
Moose Call road when the snow fell?”
asked Snugper. “ You didn't burn up
our tent and our car, did you?"

“Us?” cried Musty in horror. *Have
8 heart, stranger!- Do we lock them
Lind of puys?”

“You look to me like a couple of
murderars [ snapped Isaac. “I've
never met you before, but I hate the
sight of you, Are you the two blood-
thirsty willains who killed and robbed
Amyas Gore last fall 7"

John Majoe looked hurt, s

“Do we look like that?” he whined.
“ Pal, we've bin prospectin’ along the
Rockies from Kootenay to Hunter's
Peak: we spent one summer workin’
the washed-up Klondyke, an' we only
kem this way in the fall. Wa thought
of wintering around Beaver Creck, and
mokin’ for the Tanana River this
spring; only we heerd of Amyas Gore
cashin’ in—murdered after he'd made a
hig strike somewhere in ihe Bunrise
Hills—and so we staved and built that
shack., Thought we might sirike gold,

too,

The black-bearded rascal's face ex-
Emmd malevolent eunning all the time

a wag speaking. ; .

Selwyn fancied he was making signals
through his slita of eyes to his com-

anion; and the fair-haired tough, who
Ead long ago lowered his gun, swung it
raund o that the barrel covered the
Sioux Indian, ;

Mountain Lion scemed nol 1o notice
it.

Selwyn could not rid himself of the
notion that these two men were plan-
ning something. Did they intend to
shoot Mountain Lion and Ysaac Snugger
withont warning, and then take a chance
with him and his brother Colin? If so,
Selwyn vowed that he would fire at the
first “alarm, and he meant to get the
black-bearded villain.

He took a pace backward and found
himseli next to Colin. o

“Take that pig-faced ruffian, Colin, if
there’'s any trouble,” he whispered.
“The other one’s my meat.” i

Isanc SBnugger interrupted with a
burat of abuse, his voice shaking with
angar. )

“Ho you thought you'd iry and strike
gold in the Sunrise Mountains, did
rou T roared. “Well, I  don't

clieve one word of your lyin’ tale. You

Tue Macrer Lisrary.—No. 1,425,
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two never buill your shack without help.
Mebbe, you're the two nmrderin’,
thieving rascals who killed Amyas Gore.
Mobbe it wuz you two who sneaked
down on our camp the other night and
lit up our tent and our car. And who
wrecked Gore's shack and turned the
{J’]r_ILE'E.' upside down if you two didn't?

e make prls with you. Not likely. 1
iold you to seram. Now beat it, or—"

Snugger's tone maddened the f{wo
men. But befora theiv conld use ilheir
ﬁuns. Isaac had the long rifle pressed

ard to his shoulder again, and they
thought better of it.

“1 give you ten seconds to get out,”
said Isaac. “"And if you and your Fq_g.l
ever cross the boundary line of this
property again, you'll be shol on sight.”

Selwyn saw the fair-haired villain edge
away and bring his Winchester round as
if he weir abowr to shoot. DBefore he
could pull the trigger, Mountgin™Tion’s
gun barked and Musty swayed back on
his heals” dropping his gun, the top of
his left ear shot away.

Hearmng the report, Isaac, too, pnlled
trigger. But as he did so, Selwyn struck
his” left arm, and the missile whistled
over Majoe's head. ‘

Selwyn then covered Lhe man with
his revolver. )

“Pat up your hands!” he said steroly.
“Drop that rifle! Drop i, I say!”

Grating his teeth, Majoe obeyed. his
‘L‘f_ilnchester thudding into the thawing
EOil.

“Isaae,” said Selwyn indignanily, 1
believe Wilmot would have shot you if
Mountain Lion had not beaten him to
it. But T couldn't let you kill in cold
bleod. What are we going to do with
these two villains 17
" “Shoot thern,” said Mmmﬁ.in Lion, as

e stooped and picked n ajoo’s gun.
“That bad whit&pimnn w::ijuld have kﬁ?ed
vou, white man from Tomahawk, buk
I was waiching.”

Bam Wilmot was holding his wounded
ear, a trickle_of crimson rummng from
it down Lis cheek and neck.

“T1 have tho law agin you for Lhis,
vou dirty, waller-skinned Injun,” he
howlagd at the Sioux. “ You ean’t go
émug{] shootin® honest white men this
war™

“Honest! Bah! said Mountain Lion.
He picked wp Wilmot's gun opened the
rugazine and wnloaded 1k, “ You keep
away from here. My dogs keep a pood

uatd, - The next time you come wa
shoot without warning. Now, vamoosel”

“(ive. me my gin,” yelled John
Mujoe, glaring round at the four friends,
but holding his hands up high. " You
can't rob us of our rifles.”

“You can have it—unloaded,” said
Wountaimn Lion, stepping up to him and

hapding - back the : Jihﬂh&&‘tﬂ-‘!‘. . As
Majoe took it, the Bioux ‘l.ﬂl:lrgwe_ﬂ the
twp revolvers the rascal carried in his

holsters, emptied the cartridges of both
inta his hamd, and gave them back again
with o deep grunt of satisfaction, Selwyn
keoping the ruffian covered the while.

Colin  stepped up to Musly and
treated him the same.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

Isaac Bnugger then ﬁm-e ithe two
raseala the order to march.

“Got!™ he cried. “ And if you're wise
you'll ryn 1"

“O.K.I" jeered John Majoe. “I'rom
now on, then, it’'s war to the knife be-

tween us. You can't BAy We didn't try
and make pals, We don't want to kem
nigh yore dirty property; and vou mund

you don't kem nigh ours. We'll drive a
post in where our land begins, and
anyone of vou as passes it will die in
his boots, ‘ceptin’ that dirty polecat
Injun, and he'll cash in in hia
moceasing ™

The taunt did not anger the Sioux,
for he was smiling as hoe whipped out hia
throwing knife OIrom itz case and
threatened Majoe with it

“Beram!” roared Isnac apgain.

With & shrug of his broad shoulders,
the black-bearded giant pulled hisa part-
net along the trail that led them home.

*“ Amyas Goro's dead,” jeered Majoe,
swinging round and looking back after
he'd gone a hundred wyards, “ And
nobody knows whar his clom 1. But
thar's plenty gold up in the Sunrise
Mountaine, and ¥ou see what happens if
you try and prevent me and Muosty find.
g it.”

%fhe four companions trudged on uniil
lthey came to the spot where Mounfain
Lion had dug up the canister.

Selwyn saw Majoe point at the broken
ground, and then swing round with an
msulting gesture and laugh. _

“Boys,” said Isaac Snugger, “did I
do right ™™

Betore either Selwwyn or Colin could
answer, the Sioux Indian broke-n with

a grunt.
“White man. you dil indeed do
right. Under pretence of friendship,

bad white moen eome bo Eill.  DMountain
Lion will leave the dogs out to-might
and keep wateh,”

“Wwe'll all take turn and furn about,”
saidd Snugger, as they made their way
pack fo the shack. “The thaw still
holds - it maght to be warm to-maorrow,
Think we might venture up the SBunrize
Mountains amd try do find the Great
Chief’'s Hodd '™

The Indian felt the ground Leneath his
feot, peered up at the twinkling stars,
and then glanced at the deepening
shadows of the woods, now ebony black,

“It should be safe,” he said. “To-
morrow wo o'’

L] L ¥ L]

The morning was ushered in with &
burst of glorious sunshine, -

Selwyn peoped out of doors and saw
the mountain-tops standing out sharp
and clear against tho bluest sky lie had
CYCT S00TL

The party began at onece their pre-
parations for the trip, each carrving a
pack upon his back, The Bioux Indian
took with him quite & store of thimes, as
did Isaae Bnogger. They packed a
plentiful  supply  of  ammunition,
Snugger also packed some sticks of
dynansie with fuses attached.

*What do vou reckon you're going to
blow up?" asked Selwyn. -

“We may hev to blast a way through
the rocks,” answered Snugger. *‘Abny-
way, it don't take up much reem; and
it goes.”

Mountain Lion made the dogs carry
their own rations of dried meat and
hard bisenit, which was stored in packs,

Before leaving, they ate & hearty meal
washed down with coffee served with
canned milk, then shut up the shack and
the outer buildings.

The way led through the elearing to
the foothills, the dogs taking the lead,
bounding on, then halting, looking back
and waiting for the men to overiake
them, and racing on once more,

After journcying a milg, the party
began to climb, and soon the foothills
rose steeply up. They followed winding
paths worn by the rain and melting
snows of many years. Snugger with
cnthusiasm pointed out the different
varieties of trees as they passed.

The sun was up, and the c¢limb made
them so hot that perspiration poured
down their faces. The dogs ran with
tongues lolling, yet liking 1it. Up and
up they rose, the tracks winding and
turning about so that, although they
had been climbing for hours, when they
paused at a gap which overlooked the
valley they saw the shack they had left,
looking like a toy shelter, nestling in
thie clearing among the pines ;

Although the (‘{E}in recently built Ly
Muosty Wilmot and Black Aajoe was
noar to it, they could not see it for the
screent of pines, .

Mountain Lion, who acted as gnide,
now turned off the main trall and kept
along a ledge which wound round and
about the face of the hills

Suddenly, witheut warning, they
skirted a boshe-clad spot and cmerged on
to 8 ledge from which the ¢hiff dropped
sheor down te some rocks nearly one
hundeed feet below,

Mountain Lion pointed and grunted.

“Is this the place, Bioux?" asked
Isaac Snugrer cagorly. )

“Yah ! replied the Indian, " This =
the place. T found Awyas Gove lying
crushed and broken down there on the
rocks. “I'he bad white men hurled him
down. First they shot him—here,” and
he"stamped the heel of his moceasim ntoe
the soil that eovered the ledge, leaving
an tmprint, for the thaw had taken all
the bone ont of the frozen ground by
oW,

Locking dewn at the imprint of the
heel, " Selwyn was surprised to find the
ground besprinkled with yellow par-
ticles and flecks of metal varyving from
mere dust bo the size of a pea, but
irregular in shape.

He bent o look cleser, and picked up
some of the little picces, turning them
over and over in lis palm.

“Look, Colin!™ he said exeitedly, it
looks like gold dust!”

(Phere will be further gripping cfup.
ters of this great adventure yurn in mexf
week’s tssue of the Macner, boysh
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BUCKING UP

BIRCHEMALL!

By DICKY NUGENT

17 E-'rl.l.h'ﬂ a bm‘i?__:r

" Hear—hear | * :

* A creeping, erawling viper——=

£l Whnt"‘ O I ]

* A tretcherous tirant who should never have been
made Head of this grate skool] Jentlemen, why
don't we put our feot down and say we won't put
up with it *

“Hooray ! "

Dr. Crule, tha new headmaster of S5t. Sam’s,
pawsed on the threshold of the Junier Common-
room 88 thess worda fell on his ears. A f{eendish
¢ggspression came into his face,

*Jolly 17 he roared.

But Jack Jolly, the kaptin of the Fourth, who was
addressing the meeting, didn’t hear him and went om ;

“ Tentlernon, it's time we raised the standard
of rovolt if we want to raise the siandard of our
headmasters ! Up the rabbels | The hour has struclk !
Why shouldn’t we strike, too 7"

“ Hooray ! ; s

“ Whils wa'vp been toking tirrany and injustisa
lying down, there is one wlmgimﬂ stood by his rights
and mads the tiraut sit up ! eride Jael Jolly in
ringing tonea. ‘' Jentlemen, there's no need for me
to toll you who I'm talking about ; bub Il tell you
all the same. It's our dismissed headmaster—
Doetor Alfred Birchemall "

* Hear—hear ! *

“ Good old Birchy 1" ;

“ Birchemall has been an egpzample to us,” said
Jack Jolly., * When this beastly booly was put in
his place, he refused to go—he barred himselt cut !
Jentlemen, why shouldn't we back him up and join
the berring-out ourselves 77

“ Jolly good idea ! "

“ Just what I think myself! Up the rebbels and
down with——"

S ETOP 1™

It was & bellowing wveice from the doorway—a
voice the juniora reclernised instantly.,

“ The Head ! * they wispered.

At the sight of the dreaded tirant, some of the
Fourth felt as weak as water and several fellows
turned pail. But Jack Jolly faced him with oyes
that fashed defiance.

“* Eve's droppers never hear good of {hemselves,
gir ! he eride, " You herd what I said 1%

“Yes, I did—and I'm going to make vou sorry
vou eaid it !" roared Dr. Crule.

te my study and fetoh the catter-nine-taila out of
the cuphoard 1"

‘* Shan't 1 ** shouted Frank Fearless.

117 T"‘hﬂtl 1 ¥

“ Go and eat coke!™ .

“ M.m.my hat 1" gasped Dr, Crule, eyeing Fearless
almost dazedly. " You refuss to carry out your
%‘al?dmaﬁter’a orders § Why, I'll slawter youl

Words failed him. He made a rush at the offending
Fearless. _

Fearless dodged despritly. ] ;

Dr, Crule, grasping ouly the empiy air, lost his

balanee. The next instant his feat flew up in the air
and his prominent nose hit the foor—hard !

Bang !

. "ﬂfmwuu 177 howled the new Head.,  Ow, by
dose ! "'

“ Berves you right!” said Frank Fearless breth-
lessly. * Now let's atart that barring-out, you chaps !
Wo may as well be hung for a sheep as a lamb 1 ™

“ Hear—hear! We'll go along and offer our
gervices to Doctor Birchemall | eride Jaeck Jolly.
* Thiz way, you fellows! Let's got out quick and
we'll lock himin 1 ¥ _

With ringing cheers the Fourth marched out
of the Common-room. There were no faint hearts
now in the ranx of the rebbels. Fearlega had given
thom inspiretion by his recliless defiance of the
boolying Head, and they were all eager for the fray |
White with anger and flushed with eggsitement,
they trooped off to interview the reblel Head—
and Dr, o wna too bizzily engaged in counting
atara to 2ay them neigh !

When the last ot the rebhels had quitted the
Common.-room, Jack Joily turned the key in the lock
and put it in his pocket. Then he led the way to
Dr. Birchemall's study. Reaching that sellybrated
apartment, he rapped sharply on ihe door.

“ It's me—Jack Jolly !" he yelled through the
keyvhole. * We want to join your barring-out, sir.
Can we come in "’

The juniors herd an eppsclamation of serprize

“ Fearless] Go | from their old Head. Then the door opened and

=  WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

Dr. Birchemall appmred—-—ma.jemmiﬂ in gown and
mortar-board, despite his long-bi

“ Wow then, what's all this hem ¥ he asked.

Jack Jolly eggeplained. Dut’'wiks hio had finished,
to the juniors’ disappointmeontsy tks Head only shook
his head. :

' No, Jolly ; I cannot axxdpt swour-help,” he eaid
his barring-out i3 my own privato
bizziness."

“Oh, cromal ™

‘* But on second thoughts,” @dced Dr. Birchemall,
with a slite coff, * a9 you all irsst, I'll stretch a
point on thia cecaston and latsyo1 join my barring-

The juniors gasped ; then theyemiled again,

“ Now for plans of campaign
mall briskly. * To begin with, the scene of the
barring-out musat he shifted. ' Thare's hardly room
to swing & eab in my study, let ales house a rebbel
army | Has an}'hud;.r a sujiestionto make 7 "

* The tucksho

Iir. Birchemall nodded approvigly.

“That is an eggsellent snjjesiion, Barrell!™ hao
“ An army, a3 Juliug Semer or esomebody
remarled, marches on its stormack, and there s food
enuff in the tuckshop to last us ior weeha, To the
tuclkshop, then ! ™

“ Eggseuse a bloke!™ broke iia coarse, vulgar
wvoioe at that moment. ** Can anywme tell us where
to find & gent wot Doector Crule ars; ns to sling out 7™

Turning round, the serprized -:bbels eaw boforo
them a geng of feerce-looking
at once who the
the tirant Hea )
barring-out and threw him out or s neclk.
had a sudden branevave.
d the man you wanim a room down-
stairs marked *Junior Common<pomi’'" he seid.
“ Haro'a the key. Go straight in sd collar him end
throw him out | ™

“I,1,8mr!

Jeck Joll
" You'll

You leava "im to wl™ leered the tuff,
And he and his followers tramped uﬁ‘—ignnmnt
of the fact that they were going tpassault &

man who had hired them !

Five minnita later the rebbels aw the result of
Jack Jolly’s strategy. Looking ogt from the upper
winders of tho tuckshop, they sat:the tuffs rushing
down to the gates, carrying. as ling figger
which they recliernised as Dui Ol i

tea, Dr. Crule's captora s

orwerds three times, then herled Mim atross the road
into a fearfully mud ]

“ First blud to tho rebbels{” chortled Dr. Bir-
* And now, boys, lat's \wmicade the tuel.
shop and prepare for the bigpst barnug-out in

the rebbels gladly did so !
(Don't miss next week's * cggociting® yarn, * The
Battle of 8t. Sam’s / "—EIL).

chemall.

ing.ont 1

1" gaid Dr. Birche-

1" cride Tubby Barrell eagerly.

. They realised
were—deaprit gangstors hired by

to emash ugp'Dr. Birchemall's

8 VOry

aching the
an backwards and

diteh. Thenthey walked away.

FISH LANDS WHALE
—THEN WAILS

By “SQUIFFE.”

Fish in 1his one.horse country
ara nothing like the fish they pet
in the great Yewnited States.
This was the opinion of Fisher T.
Fizh when he went fishing in
the Bark the other day.

“QOver there I pot catchea
worth wyawping obout — yes,
siren ! * Lo said, as he flung in
his line. “ But hyer it's diff-
erent. Anything bigger than
a sardine ia looked on as s
phenomenon, I guess." .

But Figh was i Jor a big
surprise,

e had hardly finished spealk-
ing belore he felt & tug at hia
hook. When he tried to wind
in, he found he had got a bite
that was going to give him a
rare old tussle. Whatever it

Let Me B
Your Uncle

" Turn your goods into cash
and have them back any time
you like on Bc[l)u.yment of the
amount loan plus a small
amount for ‘interest.—UNCLE
FISH, Study No, 14, Remove,

(NBE—THE “"SMALL"™
AMOUNT FOR INTEREST
15 TUSUALLY ABOUT 100
PELR CENT !'—ED.)

LLIT S — p—m—_ .

Guard Against
Night Starvation

Join Bulstrode’s AMidnizht
CGrub Club and be sure of a feed
at any time at ‘‘ bedrock
pricea! TFor partica. a

{after ]i%ltﬂ out) to G, BUL-
STRODE, Remove Dormitory.

We Can’t Allow This!

Thore's a proposal mooted to Leep the
echool gates open till 9 pm. As pals of
the school porter, we'd like to say right away
that wa're going to oppose it strenuously.

Why, if old Gosling iz denied the pleasurs
of locking up early snough to make chaps
late for calling-over, the shock will probabey
be fatal to him,

- =ars -

T—

Answer to Correspondent

“UNDECIDED " (Third): * Can I brealk
the ﬁrﬂmﬂnnt 1 Eigned with Fish to tie up 100
parcols for him §'!

‘Fraid yon can't; our Legal Expert tells
us it's & * binding ?* eontract !

eropper !  The .
were *f hoarse ¥ with Imughfer [ sea dog,

Harry Wharton iz an acpom- Tom Redwiog won 8rst prize
plished horseman, baving learned st a Courtfleld ezbibition with &
to ride during vacations, He can scale model of an old tes clipper,
take bis mount over a fricky itz migging accurate
jump, too. )
ing Wharton Lodge, insisted on the sea at Fegg Bay has
riling, he very soon came a relinguished ity bold on his
Famous Five imagmation, evidently ! Once a
always a ges dogl

Whan Bunter, visit= detail. Redwing's early life

Smarting safter a leking from Elndly

Lader of the Sixth, Dicky Nogent Bsmove v. Upper Fourth mateh,
nto tha prefect’s room Hr
daring the night and sprinkled
tin-tacks on the Hoor. When
Loder found them ** bareloot ™.
he was wild with wrath at the!

in every

¥ harataced **
just bad to grin and *“ bear ** i1~ Yes, it was a

acling &8s wumpirsa in a
Pront was locky to escape

a ball round unexpectedly h ]
g, Mr. Prout went over fime te ity manulacturs, to the
watds to ayoid it. He lost
prank, But heab dignity, but “ I:agt hig head.’* school

pundary |

was ab the other end of the line,
it seemed to weigh & ton !

Kish exerted all his strength
to keop his rod ahove water.
Hia hat fell off his head and his
glasees slipped off his prominent
nosa.

Without thosa glasses he
couldn't seo very clearly. But
he could sce clearly enough to
recopgnise that a very large object
wad emerging from the -water.
And the size and shape of that

e .
fogi” 7
VR

...

I_n"

object made him utter s yoll of
exattamont.

“O'm on along, you guys,
an’' see what I've caught!?”
he howled. “ I'll tell the world
I've hoolied & whale 1™

And it did look like it for a
moment.  But it vwasn’t a whale,
after all.

As a matter of fact, it was
Mr. FProut taking his first dip
ﬂfbthehaﬂumn '::; Anl;i ho wasn't
a bit happy about being caught
by Fish, either !

From what we saw of if

Iy | afterwards, Fishy's expedition

brought him more WAILS then

WHALES !

BUNTER’S LITTLE

BLUNDER
By TOM BROWN

Bunter was waxy—eand not without reason.
It's bad enough for a chap to be locked out of hia
own study, but it's a ed sight worse when he
knows it's because his study-mnate has shut himsslf
up inside for the purpose of ha a solo feed 1

Bunter hadn't the slightest doubt that that wnas
the reason for Peter Todd's locking himself up in
Study No. 7, anyway. Tho noises that were pro-
ceeding from within the etudy were conclusive, so
far as Bunter waa concerned.

* Hark at the besst | ** he moaned to the interested
crowd of idlers that gathered to watch., ** Cracking
nuts by the ecore to wolf himself—and he knows jolly
well how I like nuts 1 ™

“How do you kunow he's eracking nuts %' asked
Frank Nugent,

“ Because I eon jolly well hear him ! Listen for
yourself, if vou doubt 1t1* snorted Bunter.

We had to admit that it sounded very much as if
nuta were being cracked in Study No. 7—hundreds
of them, by the sound of it. We were rather eur-
prised. It was unlike Peter Todd to indulge in an
orgy of nut-cating.

unter, infuriated by the continued noizses of
nut-cracking, attacked the door more energetically
than ever, yelling : " Lemme in, you rotter! "

At last, Feter Todd deigned to notice his existenco.
The door was unlocked, end Peter looked out, glaring.

 What is it 7™ he snapped. * An earthqufilio ? ™

Bunter, red with indignation, n-xpla.ina@. Ha
didn’t mince matters, He told Poter in plain lan-
guage just what he thought of a fellow who locked
his old pal out of the study while he had ate.

Peter scemed surprised at firat.

“* Nuts ! " he repeated blenkly, * Cracking nuta 7
What the moerry thump 1™

Then he laughed.

“ Oh, my hat| Of course! Ha, ha, ha!?

“ Nothing funny in it that I ece ! said Bunter
crogaly, %lmp who gorges himself on hia own is a
greedy rotter and no mistalke about it! "

“ Just where you're wrong!l' chuckled Peter.
t There is a mistale about 61 I wasn’t cracking
kg !’

“Eh? Well, what were you doing, then ¥ "

“ Studying Russian!” grinned Peter. " I've gob
hold of some gramophone record lessons in Russian,
and I've just heen putlting them on. Ha, ha, hint
That was what you heard—gramophone records of
the Russian language, not nuts being cracked 1 ™

And it wos g0 !

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT! = — - S

has devoted most of

A *dab ' al Irslwork, in ad-
dition to his poetic penchant, Dick
FPenfold bes completed an at-
molition when Bob Cherry tractive book-shell. Aa Panfold
- his spare

defnilely *“'on fhe shell,”

e

books have remained yacht rods to salety. Neither
juniors bad the “*wmd up' |

Enjoying a trip in Mr, Veroon-
Smmith’s yacht last vac., ** Smithy’
and. bis chum, Tom Redwing,
wera overtaken by a squall
Bedwing took the helm like &

pxclusion of his  prep,” his Eﬁﬂi;;anﬁfﬁ "?gﬂ w:tﬂ!;ﬂﬂ‘mizﬁ It beats us how Groyfriars games eritics

Amply Confirmed!

Whilat disporting himself in the wuter at
Pegr Doy a?wing ithe recent Regatta, Mv,
I'rout was taken for one of the winning-poat 5.

Thia confirms an oft-repeated statement—
that Mr. Prout is ono of the * buoys ™ |

_—

Quite a Mistake!

Manleverer tells va that on ono occasgion
Bunter inficted thimself on Mauleverer
Towera for a whole month.

aftor. that can still say that Bunter hes no
“ staying ** powers |



