


AN OPEN INVITATION TO—

expressions still in use in the
English language that are wvery

ing to understand., For

inatanes, have you ever heard of the

EXpression
* WIG3 ON THE GREEN ! "™

Dick Renwick, one of my Hartlepool
readors, asks me what it means, and how
it eriginated. The exprossion means a
gericus Tumpus or scrimimage, and dates
back to the days when people in thia
country wore wigs, YWhen a hoated battle
started on some village green, thoe com-
batants generslly got their wigs knocked
off, as people get their hota knocked off
nowadays. Bo “wigs en the green™
meant trouble—with & capital T |

In the middle of the ﬂigﬂntnem.h conbury
wigs were wvery widely worn in this
country, and thers were thirty or forty
different names for the vaest veristy of
styles. Peopls wore certain wigs according
to their particular station in ﬁ'&, aod tho
wealthieat. persons wore the largest of all.
Hence the expression * bigwig," to denote
‘any prominent person,

lking about ‘wigs, do you know

WHY SAILORS WEAR SQUARE
COLLARS #

This is also & relic of the days whon pigtails
were worn in the Navy. The officers used
to wear wiga, but the sailora merely allowed
their own hair to grow, and then formed it
into & pigtail. These pigtails wore always
kept well-greased to keep them out of the
way. The thiok 0il and grease with which
the sailors plastered their pigtails generally
made a moss of their jumpers, so the m1:mm
collar was introduced 1o protect them.
Naval officers ceased to wear wigs long
before the people ashore did. when
wiga died cut, the ssilors were allowed
to out off their pigtaila. But the collars still
survive !

THERE are BOMO very curious

I came across the other day.
Do you know that

IROK HAS BEEN CUT BY A PENKNIFE ?

Scerns amazing, doean't it, but a little
while ago an experiment was carried
out ta discover what a tremendous effect
rust hes upon iron. A piece of iron was
brought up from the bottom of the sea,
aftor it had been thers for a year and &
half. It was then found possible to cut it
with an ordinary penknife. If it wasn't
for the fact that they are constantly
painted with rust-prevemting mixture,
most of the big iron bridges in the world
would he usaless by now. To keep off
the moisture which causes rust, these
bridges are painted with oil mixed with
paint and boded. The job of painting the
really big bridges of the world nover
:enaes, for as sgon as the painters reach
one end of the bridge they have to start
again nt the other end and do the whole
job over again !
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HERE is an interesting paragraph

Come Into the Office,
Boys—and Girls!

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers.
“ Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
E.C.4. A stamped, addressed envelope will

Write to him : Editor of the

ensure a reply.

Another reader asks me a guestion
concerning anothor old sayinz.  When
wa talk about anyone being rather
peculiar, we sometimes say he has

““BATS IN THE BELFRY."

Thizs comes from an old French saying,

which was transiated as * Rata in the
Gorret.” The curiovs thing is that the
oxpression is commeon in & large number
of countries. An old Bcotch saying, which

meant the same thing, 1a: ' His head is
full of bess,” and the Dualch phrase is:
“He has & mouse’s nest in his head.”

There used to be an old English ides
that if & person was somewhat ont of the
ordinary, he had maggots in his brain,
and the word * maggots™ eventually
camme to mean & whimsical or fanciful
dence tune. It is rather strange that all
these different sayings should oxpress the
same curious idea.

OME time ago 1 gave vyou a littls

g information in this hittle chat of

ming, concerning magnels,  and

thoir effoct on shipa' compasses.

One of my Devonshipe rcaders asks mae
to tell him

MORE ABOUT MAGNETS.

Where, for instance, did they got Lheir
name T From a place eollod Magnoesie, in
Grooes, where magnotic ore waa said to
abound. Thera are, of course, mony
laces in the world where magnetic ore is
cund in large amounts, and in some parts
the deposits of cre are at enough to
affect Eﬁlip&* compasses whenever they are
in thoss particular neighbourhoods. Old-
time travoellera’ teles referred to a mys-
terious place known aa * The Magnetic
Mountain,"” and it was said that its power
wad 80 great that it drew out all the nails
of any wooden ship which approached
within its influence | That was, of course,
an exaggeration ; but, like most of those
old travellors’ tales, it hed ite basia in a
fact. For in those davs, when the science
of navigstion was not so well koown,
it was possible that a ship’s captain, not
realising that his compass was being
affected, allowed his ship to drift from her
course and subsoquently be wreaked.

Now for & few

RAPID-FIRE REPLIES

to vorious gueries {rom reqdeors :

Why are Junlor Boys at Schools Called
“Fags" ? (" Macxer Reader,” of Hove) :
The pressnt word is said to be derived
from * factotum,” meaning one who does
all sorta of servicea for another--ss a
fag does for a senior.

A Cricket Book Query. (" Cricket
Enthusiagt,” West of Seotland): The

ig lpuhﬂah&d by J. Wis-
o

book you aire

den & Co., Ltd., 15, Qroat Newport
Streot, London, W.C.2. The cheapest
edition coats 5a. 8d. post paid, and there

ia o bettor edition at Ha, posi ooid, A

local bookseller, however, will probabiy
be ablile to supply you at the price of Je.
and 73. Gd. respectively.

A Cycling Query. (8. J. P., of Meadows,
Notts): Yes, those particular eyeles are
moede by the ficm you wention. The
manufacture of them was teken over by
the firm about three or four years ago.

Why do 'we Talk about March Hares
Being Mad ? (" Natoralist,” of Chatham) :
Ik 38 said that hares are unusually shy and
wild in Mareh. Another explunation is
that the word should be * maersh,” owing
to the fact that hares which live in maorshes
aro wilder than others,

What were ** Blayney's Bloodhounds "' ?
(Tom Secott, of Bhrewsbury) : This was the
nickname given to the old 84th regimont of
Foobk. 'Yhey were called hloodhoumnds
becanse of their perseverance in hunting
down Trish rebels, and Lord Blayney wuos
their commander.

What does ** To Get the Bird *' Mean ?
[“..'ﬂ.a, of Invérnesa): It 13 o torm used
by actora anul means that the person who
has ** got the bird * has been hissed or
langhed off the stapa,

* OW, in response to many Tueher
mepres from reasders, here i3 a
further seleclion of

SURNAMES AND THEIR MEANINGS :

Couslns : This is a modern form of " la
Cusyn,"” aml means, literally, & consing
Cozena is anothar form of the same ngrae.

Shields waa bestowed upon ita origiiel
bearer because he fought in tournamenis,
and carried o shield. Other nomes which
wers given to those conneefed with
tournnments are ;. Lonoee, Sword, Guunt-
let, Tlagger, oto.

Fuster ia another fomm of Fewstor, anil
means o makor of wooden frames fue
snddles.

Cullabere was orizmally o hunter of
bears. The name means * kill-bear.”

Ihbot is A shortened TFrench form of
Isabel, and the first owner of the surmome
was called aflter his mother's name.
Tbbotaon, Thba, nnd Issot, are other forms
of the same namae.

Marriot ia a surname derived from the
woman's name Mary., (Mher forms are
Marvab and Marigbte.

Bell comea from varions acueces, Tt
too, might have been derived Trom Isohel,
It can mlso mean ' a dweller by the bell,”
or evén have come from an old English
word meaning hendaome.

Burder was originally B jester. The neme
Juaipr comes from & similar souree, but
urilglnnﬂ'f mennt o story-teller.

am sfrad this 15 all the apace |
have at my disposal this week, chums,
a0 if 1 have not yet answered your par-
tieular query, I can only ask you to keep
your ¢ye on this page of mine, and the
angwer will appear i due eourse,

Now & word or two about next week's
programmea.  Firgt comes another tip-
top yarn from the gilted pen of Frank
Richurids, entitled =

“HARRY WHARTON'S TRIUMPH [ ™

This topping story telling of the bitter
feud between Harry Wharton and the
scheming Ralph Stacey abounds in sur.
prises and exelting situations. It will keep
you intevested from the firat chapter to
the lnst, so don’t miss it. Be wise, then,
and order your sopy in good time. You'll
find Harrison Glyn at his very best, In
further gripping chapters of his Canadian
adventure yarn. The'* Greyfriars Herald,"
too, will ha up to standard, not to mention
tho Greyiriars Interview in verse by our
elevor rhymesfer.

Moeet vow again aext woek, chuma.
YOUR EDITOR.



GREAT STORY OF AN AMAZING SCHOOLBOY FEUD !
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Featuring HARRY WHARTON & CO., the World-Famous Chums of Greylriars,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Ink for Skinner !

o LACKER "

Harry Wharion

searlet.

Two or three Remove
fellows, passing the open doorway of
Study No. 1, dropped that word in as
they passcd. o

Wharton was sitting at the table,
writing lines. He had gone to his study
soon after dinner, to grind out that
impot for Mr Queleh, his Form-
master. This term Harry Wharton very
often had lines for Quelch. ‘

Lines on a sunny half-holiday in
June wero not grateful or comforting.
Undoubtedly Wharton would have pre-
ferred to join the fellows g_mﬂF down
to Little Side for cricket, Neither was
there any special hurry for those lines.
In point of fact, Wharton had gone to
hiz study to write them chiefly to keep
out of the way of the other Remove
fellows. '

He rose quietly and shut the door,
and st down to Latin lines again. A
minute later the door was flung open
from outside.

Russell, Ogilvy, and Stacey, from
Study No. 3,Elﬂ-nIccd . Stacey souled,
but didd not speal, Russell and Ogilvy
spoke together:

“Blacker !

And the three passed on, leaving the
door open.

A few minutes later a fabt figure ap-
peared there, wery neavly filling the
doorway. Billy Bunter blinked in
through his big spectacles.

“I aay, Wharton-——>
unter.

flushed

squeaked

Harry looked up impatientiy,

“What 7 he aslked,

“Slacker !¥ grinned Bunter,
lie, he!”

And he rolled on hastile to the stairs
gz Wharton reached for the inkpeot.

Wharten laid down his pen.

It was not much use trving to got
through his lines in these cireumstances.
Ha relinguished the pen in favour of
the inkpor. The next fellow who ealled
that obnoxious word ioto Lis study was
going to get the contents of the inkpot.

When Harry Wharion resigns
the jumior captalney, Grey-
friars sits up and takes notice.
Yet there’s a reason for this
sudden move of Harry Whar-
ton’s, as you will learn when
you read this exciling school

yarn,
The next fellow to sppear was
Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of

Crevfriars. He stopped and locked in,
and Wharton watted grimly. A stream
of ink was ready for Bmithy if Le
uttered the obnoxious word.

But the Bounder did niot utter it.

“Look here, Wharton—" he began.

“Looking !* said Harry.

“You're playing evicket tms afier-
noon.

“I'm not 1™

“I've put vour name down.”

“He,"

“Take it off again®

“And why " demanded the Bounder
Lictiv. “We're playing tha Shell this
afternoon, and we want you. You linow
that. Whet"

“You Lknow why," answered Harry
Vaarton coolly. *I've resigned the
captainey because the fellows want that
new man Skacey in the cleven, and I
won't play in the sane team as him.
VWhen I resigned, I said that I should
ciit ericket. I'm doing it. That's sll.”

“T call it slacking 1

“You can call it what you like—but
net to me ! BShut up and clear [

“xow, look here, don’'t boe & =illy
as5 1" argued the Bounder. * You've been
turfed out of the captainey becaunso yon
kept up vour idiotic fend with Stacev
to the cxtent of keeping him out of the
cricket matehes—an man who could play
vour head off. We clect & new skipper
on Monday-—Quelch has fixed the date
for the election. I've got to carry on as
vice-captain  till then. I've got to
captain the side this afternoon.
Where's the senze of letting me down
Lecanse you bar Stacey i

“Ave vou plaving Stacey "

“¥ou know I am.”

“Then vou won't play me. Leave moe

alone. I've got lines to do for Queleh.”
“Bother your lines for Quelch!”
roared the Bounder. “Look here,

vou're wanted to play ericket for your
Form. The Shell are too tough for us
unless wo put the best men in. You've
no right to slack in your study and et
us down ¥

Harry Wharton laughed.

“1 like that from you, Bmithy!” he
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said. “You lot me down last Wodnes-

day in the Higholiffe mateh—you and
& {:;I:. mors | a got whopped to the
wide in consequence, Cheeso it [™

“It's different | said Smithy angrily.
“"Wea stoogd- out because you refused to
lay tha  best cricketer that evor
andled a bat at Greyfriors. You'ro
refuain% simply beeause you've got
-?Iuﬁ ?i fy back up! I want to beat the
E LE]

Wharton laughed again. )

“A win to-day would help yow in the
election on ‘Monday—what " he asked
sarcastically, “Stacey 13 counting -on

ueezing tnto my place new he has
edged mo out of it, but you're going to
g_‘iwa him a run for his moneyl Well,

'm not going to help you.”

“You'va said vourself that BStacey
won't be a good eaptain for the Re-
mm:.f" said the Bounder sullenly.

* Meither will you! VYow've tried it
before and madn s hash of it. Theve
are better men than either of yol”

“1f you'ra standing for re-election 1”

“Nothing of the kund! I shan’t éven
vote! Tho Remove can carry on with-
out me ™

“Well, you wouldn't have a dﬂﬁ*a
chanca [ sneered the DBounder. 1
don't believe a man would vote for you
—eavén your own friends! Nugent
might—nobo not even Cherry
or Bull or Fikye>

“ Hadn't you better get down to the
field 1 suggested Wharton,

A ﬁm you coming i

LLs 'u-.l‘l

“8lacker |” roared Vernon-Bmith.

Wharton poised the inkpot.

“T'd rathor not spoil your flannels,
Smithy! I give you one second to get
out of that doorway 1*

Amithy out of the doorway inside
the second. Ha did not want a stream
of ink over his spotless fannels.

Wharton sat frowning when he was
gone His mind was made up; but he
was not %uitn sure that ho was right in
what he hod determined on.

The Shell wera an ¢lder Form than
the Remove, and they had some good
men  That game was a tough one for
the Lower Fourth. Tho fact that
Smithy hoped hﬁ a corickot victory on
Baturday to enhance his chances of
glection on Monday did not reslly

matter very much to the fellow who

had thrown. up the captaincy and was
done with it

Indeed, of tha two, ha would have
roferred Smithy to étnm? as captain
of the Remove. He was wanied in the
game, and ha was not whuﬂ% gatisfied
with playing the part of Achillez—sulk-
ing in his tent,

In that disagreeable mood of doubt
he was interrupted by Skinmer, whose
grinning faco looked in.

“Playing this afternoon i”
Skinner.

“No 1 spapped Wharton,

“Afraid of OSteecy topping your
scorae T

“Better cut I” said Harry,

“Blacker 1" said Skinner.

Skinner had no fannels to spoil—=he
#a3 no cricketer | He had asked for i,
and he got it
- Wharton's erm jerked forward, the
ink streamed from the inkpot, and
lan an Harold Skinner with a horrid

splash.

“Oh 1" gasped Bkinner. “"Ow! Why,
you rotter—— Groooghl Oh crumbs!

SBuddenly transformed into a black
man, with ink running down him in
stresms,; Bkinner staggered in the door-
way of Study No. 1. Bpluttering ink and
rage, he shook an inky fist at the late
capfain of the Remaove,

AE MAGNET LasranT.—No. 1,486
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THE MAGNET

Wharton's hand went up.

“Tha inkpot’s coming after the ink 1
he said, .

Skinner. vanished.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Talked Over |
OB CHERRY grunted.
B “It won't dol” he sanl
“It won't!” agrecd Frank
Nugent.

“Thoe won'tfulness,” eand  Flurreo
Jamset - Ram  Singh  solenmly, "is
terrific I

“Let's go and put it to YWharton!”

said Johmny Bull.

“Um 1 said Bab.

The Co. had met in Study No. 133—Bab
Cherry'a study—to diseuss k. It was
closa on time for the Form mateh Lo
he]g’-irr, and they were worried.

ob and Johnny and Inky were down
to play; but Nugent was as keen as
they were to zee hig ‘best chum in the
team,. though he kad the roversion of
tha place if Wharton persisted in
stundmg out.

“*Tain't as if it was a mateh with the
Fourth,” said Johnny Bull. “Any old
scratech crow could beat Temple and his
fumbling erowd. But we havo to pull
up our zocks to beat the Shell.”

“Wharton’s got to play !” zaid Dob
decidedly. “It’a all rot hia standing
ont of the ericket because that man
Stacey’s playing. We're not going to ot
him do it 1"

“JIt's rotten for him having a fellow
hare who's his relati and as like him
as a twin, whon they ber ono ancther,”
ssid Johnny. “But that's got nothing
te do with cricket. He seoma to think
that Stacey is a bad hat, too—but that
needn’t worry him now he's not skipper
aréy lenger.  SBmithy's ecaptaining tha
side to-day, and he can play any man ha
Iikes—i&'u not for Wharton to pick and

“No good putting it to him like that
a utting 1 im like that,
though,” . mF& ng rucfully. “His
back's up now, no good pubting it

further up. Belter put it tactinlly.”

“The coofulness of tho cstecmed dovo
is the proper caper I” suggested Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, “The soft answer
turna away the stitch in time from a
bird in the bush, as the English proverb
remarks .

The juniors griomed at the English
proverb. ]

" “Well, come on 1 said Bob.

And tha four juniors left Bludy No. 13
and went down the Eemove passago to
Study No. 1. They stared ot & stavtling
ﬁium they met in the passage. It was
Skinner coming away from hia un-
pleasant interview with the late captain
of the Form. ’

“Hallo, hallo, hallot” nﬁas d Bob.
“ Baen lnl{ing a bath in ink, Skinner?”

“Urrrggh 1" gurgled Skinner. “That
rotter arton—urrrggh [

“] dara say you asked for itl"” sajd
Frank HuFent and, passing the inky
Skimmer, the four juniors went on to

Study No. 1. .
Harry Whorton looked up qﬁlmﬂg
Skinner had had the ink; but the ink-
pot was veady for the next man who
called * Blacker * into the study.
But he replaced it on the table at the
sight of his friends.

“Bosy !’ asked Johnny DBull, rather
sarcastically. i

“I've got lines for Quelch!” said
Hayry briefly. =

“Well, never_mind lines for Quelch
just now,™ said Bob. " Lines for Quelch
can wait while wa're beating the Shell®

“ No need
playing ™ ]
“ ¥ou are }” said Bob.

Wharton shook his head.

for them to wait. I'in Dot

“Look here——"" bosted Johnny Bull.
“1 believe they've 'pit.ﬂh_-; the
stpimps,” sxid Harry. * Hadno't you mén
hotter cut along i
" Naot yet,” aaid Frank. “I'm wanted,
if you'rn not playing, Harry."

“ ¥You'ra not chan =

“1 don't want to change. I want you
to change.”

“Nothing doing, old man.” Whar-
ton’s answer was in the negative, but his
ione was very soft. Ha knew, better
than anyone elss, how keen Frank was
te get on in the cricket.  Plenty of
fellows in Frank's place would have
been glad enough to sce him standing
ont, in the circumstances.

"I con guess why you chucked that
ink at 8kinner,” said Nugent. “I've
heard some of the fellows yelping into
the study. Dut, look here, Harry, if
:.'DF don’t play, you jolly well deservo
it i

Wharton coloured.

“You know my reasons '™ he snapped.
“That cod Stacey——"

“Never mind whether hoe's a oad or
not |  Most fellows seem to think him
decent cnough.  But, admitting you're
right, it's for the skipper to pick out
the men—and Btacey’s not the only man
in Em tean: you're on ecrapping terins
witl."”

“He’s the only man who's so like ma
that we're mistaken for one another,
and the only man at Greyfriars mean
enouygh to land me with the trouble
when he plays tho roiten blackguard1”
said Wharton bitterly. “What is

ueich down on me this term for—and
old Wingsate, and all the prefects?
Becanse I'm supposed to have done
rotton things that that rank gutsider has
done [

The Co. were silent and uncomfort
able. Thoro was a differeneo of opinion
in the Co. on that point, and they could
not take Wharton's -view., If-he was
right, Stacey was a fellow as deep as &
well, and as cunmng as 8 fox; but he
did not Jook the part, -and they could not
believe it of him,.

- Weall,” said Nugent, after a pauss
“never mind that now——"

#1 gan't gquite help it

“It's got nothing to do with oricket
Look here, Harry!® said Nugent
earnestly. “We're your friends, and we
don't want to seo you lat yvourself down.
Can't you take our advice in this and
act on it
~Harry Wharton sat silent,
from fzce to face, and
them tho same thought.
were against him'in this.
swayed in doubt,
pausa. .

Wharton broke it at last.

“Mind, I don't think you've right”™
he said, “Dut I'm not going to stand
out against tha lot of you. T'1l play, if
Smithy hasn’t changed his mind by this
timo, But—1 believe it will lead te
mora tronble if I do.”

“1 don't see why it should,” said Dob.
“ As slkipper you'd have had to deal
with Stacey—as simply another member
of the team jou can keep as clear of
him as you like.” ]

“If he will let me [¥ said Harry.

You've only got te keep yow
temper,” said Johnny Bull, )

“Shut up, old man!” murnmred Bol

Wharton laughed sarcastically.

“Well, I'll try to keep my temper,
rotten ‘a8 it 18," he andwered. "We'll
sgco how it works, I'll go and change.”

And he went.

Five minutes later he walked down to
Little Side with his friends. In spito of
his doubts and misgivings, he waa glad
to find himasslf thore, on the green gracs,

He looked
read in all of
All his friends
And his mind
Thaers was o long



dotted with white-clad figures. Vernon-
Smith, with & scowling face, was speal-
ing of him to the other cricketers—not
in & complimentary strain. But he broke
coff, and his face cleared at the sight of
the late captain of the Remove coming
on the ground in flannels,

“You're plaving?” he called out,
turning to T&hartqu.

“1f vou want me, Smithy.”

“You know 1 do, you silly ass! All
serene, then ! :

Ralph Btacey gave his relative and
double s glance.

Stacey looked wery handsome and fit
in Aannels, and more like Wharton than
ever. When they were together it was
easy to tell ono from the other, but
apart, it was just as easy to make n
mistalke.

Porhaps that very likeness was one
cause n?ﬁ the deep antipathy between

“ You've asked for it, Skinner, and now you're golng fo get it ! ** said Wharton angrily.

sireamed Irom the inkpot, and landed on Hatold Skinner with a horrid splash.

them. Certainly it was annoving to
both ; though Btacey, at least, had found
it useful on some oecasions. There wasa
mocking glimmer in his eves, which
Wharton noted, though he was not look-
st him, and made it a point to ignore
his presence.

Stacey called to him:

“(lad you're playing, Wharton."

Then Wharton gave him a look.

“Thank you for mnothing!”
answered, and turned his back.

“Grumptious blighter I murmured
Ergilvid—nﬂb the only fellow present who
thought so. ;

“"Beautiful manners!”
Stacey, unmoved, .

“Don't d]mu men begin ragging 1™ said
the Bounder gharply. “ Why the thump
can't you keep quiet, Stacey?” The
Bounder was no fool, and he was not
blind to the fact that Stacey’s object
was precisely to make the other fellows
think that Wharten was, as Ogilvy

he

drawled

EVERY SATURDAY

expressed it, a " grumptious blighter.”

“Mustn't & man epeak?’ drawled
Stacey. ,

“Oh, dry up! We're here to play
cricket, not to jaw. Here comes
Hobby 1™ ;

Smithy proceeded to toss with the
captain of the Bhell, and, having per-
formed that first duty of a cricket cap-
tain, winning the toss, he clected to
take first knock. And he went in him-
self with Stacev.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Run Out !
& LLL hit!™
w “Cood man. Stacev!™
“By gum, that man can
hit!™

{1

“The hitfulness i3 truly terrifie
Harry Wharton's elouded face cleared

5

Hobby & Co., as Bhell fellows—almost
senrore 1n their own estimation, wera o
tough packet for tha Bemove to tackle,
They were older and bigger, and they
played geod cricket.

Only with its very best team in the
field could the Remove hope to keep
their’ end up. And Stacey- was casily
the best man they eould have put in.

Had Harry Wharton remained eap
tain of the Remove, that remarkable
player would not have figured in the
match. Which guite consoled the Re-
movites for the loss of their captain—
especially as they still had him, as 1t
turned out, as o member of the team.

Even Wharton reslised, as he looked
on, that the fellows ecould not be
cxpected to take his deeision patiently.
Btacey, at the top of his form, was

laying a game that some of the Grey-
Priﬂrﬁ rst eleven could not have bheaten.

bl

you roiter—grooogh ! ©Oh, erumbs !

83 he stood at the pavilion with the
other waiting batsmen and watched the
innings. The Bounder was
before Btacey had come to Greyfriars
had been considered as good a bat as
sny man in the Remove. But at his
very best, he was nowhere near Stacey's
form,

Wharton, as he watched, almost for-

b his dislike and distrust of the fellow
in admiration of his cricket.

There was no doubt that Ralph Stace
was a wonderful man &t the game. e
had an easy, almost careless way, yet he
always “pgot there.)”” There was just a
trace of playing to the gallery, and
sometimes he took what looked like
rishke—yet thevy alwavs seemed to como
off. Some of the 3hell bowling was
very good, and in the field they werae
very ganﬂ’ indecd.  Hobson kept his
men well up to hard practice in that
line. But neither bowlers nor ficldsmen
seamed dangerous to Stacey. -

i L
A

| ”
I :_;_f;fqunii'a:{

od—nand.

b
[ToalY 1

His arm jerked- forward, the ink

: Oh ! * gasped Skioner, *“*Ow! Why,

Hobbr & Co. knew the kind of man
they had to deal with. They were
accustomed to taking a rather lofty
attitude towards Remove cricket; but
now they were very scrious and attentive
to business, It was obvious to all, that
the Remove had a prize-packet in the
new man. .

Smithy came out after scoring twenty
—which was not bad, though it was
about a third of what lie had hoped to
notch. Smithy was not looking agree-
able -as he came back to the pavilion;
the Bounder was not a good loser. Re
had “rowed” with Wharion, and even
stood cut of the Highclife mateh as a
Emtest against Stacey's exclusion, buot

e was not pleased at being out-done
himself on tha pitch. The result of
that match was guite likely to aflect
the captain’s election on Monday, and
Smithy had hoped for sixty,  and
dreamed of a century. Now he had, at
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least, the credit of a captain who was
willing to play a better man than him-
self—but that was not wholly gratifying
to.a fellow like the Bounder.,

“Man in, Wharton,” be said tartly.
Disappointment always affected the
Bounder’s temper for WOorsa,

Wharton finished buckling hiz pads
quietly. Stacey had knocked up GOfty
while the Bounder was itaking his
twenty. The score stood at 70 for onc
wicket—not very  encouraging for
Hobson & Co. And Wharton, unless
he had lost his form, eould be countcd
on for more than twenty. ]

His faco was quietly determined os
Ko went on. He hated partnering
Stacey at the wickets, but 1t was un-
avoidablo as he was third on the list
to bat, snd if he bad been fifth or
sixth, 15 would have come to the same
thing, for the ncw man’ was obviously
st

He was not free from a suspicion that
hiz rival and ecnemy might play him
some rotlen trick, though ha tried not
to think of that. Stacey looked like a
cricketer, born and bred; but good as
hiz cricket was, Wharton had only too
much reason to know that in other
‘yespects he did not play the gamo. -

mithy had gone out at the second
hall of the over, so Wharton had four
to take from Stewart of the Shell
Stowart was as good a man with the
leather as the Shell could put on, and
his bowling was not casy to handle.
Wharton Eand’ieﬂ it well, however,
knocking away the ball for 2, then for
2 apgain, and then for 3.

e had tho temptation to leave tho
ihird hit at two, in order to keep the
bowling for the remainder of the over.
But he took the run, and the batting
Eaﬁ handed over to ﬁtamy for the last

ihhls
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Stowart sent it down. Stewart pub
all he knew into bowling to Stacey.
knowing what to cxpect from that
partinuﬁalr batsman. Stacey, with his
nsual manner of almost indolent care-
lessness, snicked it away and ran.

Wharton seemed glued to his wicket.

There was simply no chance of a run
—whether that fack was visible to the
pavilion crowd or net, it was plainly
visible to Wharton, ,

He would not have expected Billy
Bunter, or Coker of the #Fifth to
atteropt to bag a single off that hit
No fellow who could play ericket would
have taken the chanco at the risk of
vunning his partner out—nao fellow,
unless ho had other than cricket
purposes to serve. i £

Wharton, in fact, knowing that there
was na run, was not ready to make
tho attempt, and Stacey was half-way
along the pitch before he realized that
the fellow roally was runming at all

Then he made a desperate spurt.

“Move, for goodness’ sake!” Stacey
jerked out in passing, near Wharton's
wicket, far from the one he had so
recklessly abandoned.

Wharton covered the ground as he
had never covered ground before. IHe
was almostomad with rage, but he was
not going to let the scheming rascal
run him out if he could help it.

But it was, of course, futile. His hat
was yards from the crease when the
came 1, smashing the wicket.

“Iow's that?” chirruped somebody
in the Shell. ] _

Wharton stood buring with fury.

It was no crror of an inexperience
batsman—Stacey was anything but that.
Even Bunter would have known better
—Cloker would have known botter

Stacey had deliberately run him out;
caring absolutely nothing foz the loss

All Scotland Yard hunted
the elusive cracksman
who called himself " The
March Hare.” But enly
his own Japanese mane
servant knew that Sir
Anthony Charters and
the March Hare were one
and the same! Here's
a real thriller, packed
with excitement and
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of a wicket to his side, so long as ho
scored over an cnemy.

That was the man tho Remove were
so eager to play in matches—for whose
sake they had discarded their skipper—
a fellow who was not decent cnough to
play in a Borstal side. Wharton stood
crimson. He turned to look at the other
batsman, and caught the maocking
glimmer in hiz c¢yes—and made ono

stride back along the pitch., What he
intended to do he hardly know—but
fortunately he controlled himsell, ond
walked off. '

Heo went unsteadily back to tho
pavilion. BStacoy had given the field
that chanee intentionally: ha could

havo lfted the hall to the bovndary
had he liked. With cosl unserupulous-
ness ho had turned Wharton out of the
game.

“Man in!” znarled the Bounder, and
Poter Todd, with rather a quecr look
at Wharten's burning faece, went in.

“Hard luck, old man,” said Bob

Cherry.
Wharton locked at him, without
speaking, Had these fellows missed

what was plain enough for a blind man
to st

“ Putrid, to boe ruon out!” said Tom
Brown, the New Zealand junior, who
was next on the list. “Shouldr't have
thought it of you—or Stacey.”

“Stacey's a bt recliless,” said Frank
Nugent. "I shouldn't have thonght
there was a run there.” '

TRt got it I'* remarked Linley.

“ ¥Yes—but—"'

“Pash it all, Wharton, havo yon been
sticking gum on your shoes, or what "
exclaim tha Dounder irritably.
“Might na well have lcit you iz your
etudy at this rate.”

Wharton choked.

No man likes being run out atb the
vory best of times, It 8 the sort of
mischance that the victim thinks ought
not to happen. But a mistake, »
blunder, even an idiotio bungle, can bo
more or less forgiven. But this was no
mistake, no blunder, no bungle. It
waa deliberate treacheryl And these
fellows could not see it!

Frank touched his chum lightly on the
arm. He could understand Iarry's
feelings, but he was slarmed at the
gxpression on his face.

“Rotten luck, old chap I”
Frank. “But—"

Wharton found his wvoice.

“It waes not rotten luck ! ho eaid,
and his voice was loud and clear, heard
by averybud;r., “Staccy ran me oub
lnyflt_ti:siunallml; o Z

arry, old chap—

Al Whal?;;un &

“Don't talk rotl” spapped tho
Bounder. “ Bad cnough to throw away
a wicket, without whining like a fag in
the Second.”

Wharton's eves Bamed.

“If you couldn't sea it, Smithy, you'ra
a fool, and not fit to captain a side of
rabbita1” ho roared.

“Look here, you checky ass—"

“That treacherows cur ran nc ont
on purpose! That's the sort of rascal
you're plny:r&g‘ for tho Removel”

“For ness’ sake, chuck it1”
breathed b Chorry. "It wazs a bit
thick, but what's the good of saying
any—" Bob's honest mind simply
could not grasp such triulmrg*

Wharton flung down his bat with a
crosh.

i I'm finished here ! he exclaimed.

“Haold on, you hot-headed fool!™
roared the Bounder, “ Wa shall have o
bat a second time, after vour rotten
show—no chance of pulling it off by an
innings now.” ;

“You'll bat without me! I won’t
What's tho

murniuroed

play again with that cur!



shouted Wharton savagelr.
‘Do ¥ou want to see me run oub in
the second innings, too? What's the
good of my going to the wickets at all
if that hound is going to run me out
ﬁrﬂs cdh:ime! I’Lq EE; t a]d+hate.'l: i

nd leavin is ying where 1
fell, Harrv Wharton walked off the
cricket field.

od "

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
In the Wrong Hands !

“? LD on, sir!”
O Harry Wharton'
round angrily,

He was still in_flanncls.
[lo had left the ericket feld without
a backward plance, too 55,1-'&;{2[3{1 Bngry
to caro what the fellows were thinking
or sBying. :

He went out of gates—dons with
ericket for the day, whether be was
wanted in the second innings or not.
That, certainly, was not the right line
for any fellow to take; on the other
hand, he knew that he eould not have
gone on the pitch with Stacey in his

resent mood, without knocking the
ellow gpinning—so perhaps it was Just
as well, .

Anyhow, he was done with the Eamvﬂ.
and he tramped away from the school—
with a look ‘on his face that made
Giosling, the porter, blink at him a
gecond time ‘as he passed, )

He tramcfed away by the river, rolling
bright and rippling 1n the June sun-
shine. As he tramped up tho towpath
he came in sight of the gate of the
Three Fishers. That disreputable inn,
where prize-fights sometimes took place,
and the worst characters in tha county

athered, was severely out of bounds for
Er&yfriam fellows—but anvone going up
the towpath had to ‘pass the gate.

It was there a few weeks ago that Mr.
Quelch had seen Stacey—and believed
that he had seen Wharton, owing to the
unfortunate  likeness  between  the
“doubles * of the Remove.

Wharton was not thinking of that as
he passed; and he did noet even notice
4 man on the inner side of the gate who
looked at him very hard. But when ha
had passed, the man came out of the

ate and hurried up the towpath after
i,

As he spoke Wharton locked round.

He did not want any company. just
then—least of all that of 3 man in a
spotted neck-cloth, who smelt of
tobacco and spirits.

He had never seen the man before so
far as he knew, and had no idea what
the fellow wanted with him.

To his amazement the fellow winked
" Spotted ing, sir!” ho snid

" Bpott o passing, sir!” he satd.
“You ain't gaan roundd lately.”

Wharton could enly stare. As he had
not noticed tha man at all, he did not
even know that he had come out of the
Threa Fishers,

“Looking for a chance to ‘and you
this note, sir!”

“ N pnt&_"‘
L1 What ix

“'"Bra you are, sir
16 man oxtracted a rather grub
envelope from his pocket, and passed it
inte the astonished junior's hand.

Wharton tock 1t mechanically.

The man touched his battered bowler,
and went back to the gate of tha river-
gidle inn. -

The Greyfriars junior stood with the
letter in hia hand, staring after him.

SBomeone might have sent him a note,
even by this frowsy-looking messenger.
It was not until he saw the man enter
the gate and walk up the path towards

stared

repeated  Wharton.
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the inn that lay back from the towpath

that he understood. ;
His testh came together with a snap.
It was a frowsy hanger-on of the
Thres Fishers who had had that note,
locking for a chance to deliver it. A
message from such a place, to a Grey-

friare fellow, had ta delivered wilh
caution | :

Obviously now, it was not for Whar-
ton. Hae fmd no connection with that
disreputable den. But he knew that
Btacey had. ;

The man had mistaken him for Stacey.

Ha crushed the nole in s hand, his
face almost white with rage.

Twice Stacey of the Remove had been
seen in questionable circumsiances—
oncea by Mr. Quelch, once by Wingate
of the Sixth. Xach time he had con.
trived to make it appear that he had
not been on the spot—with the inevit-
able result that Form-master and prefect
believed that it was Wharton that they
had seen. .

Stacey perhaps bhad not .

lanned that; but in proving an " alibi
or himself, he had no choice but to
leave his * doubls ¥ to bear the brunt.

And now a note from some dingy
bookmaker, obviously intended for
Etac';y, bad been slipped into Wharlon's

nd,
He trembled with rage.
Crumpling it there, he made o stride
back—but it was useless to think of
flinging the missive ab the head of the

exactl
bi 7

messenger. - The man had gone back
into the public houss.

Wharton stopped st the gate. Be-
yond that gate was ‘'out bounds ™

even if he had thought of rootin
through & disreputable den in search o
the beery loafer who had handed him
the note.

He turned towards the shining river,
his next thought being to throw the
letter into the water.

But he restrained himself! A savage
smile came over hizs face. That note
}L'::Ls for Btacey—well, Stacey should have
| 1 A

He should have it in the presence of
all the Form, many of whom were keen
on voling him in as captain of the
Remove on Monday. It was Stacey's
property, and he should receive it.

There was no superscription on the
envelope. But there could be no doubt
for whom it was intended—as it had
been handed to a fellow mistaken on
his looks for Stacey!  Wharton could
not heve been mistaken for anyone else.

He thrust the lettér into hiz pocket,
and continued his walk.

The man had said that he had not
been round lately—no doubt Stacey had
been piving the place a wide berth since
the day 5uei¢h had seen him thers.
Tleckless raseal as he was, he was as
cunning as o fox. The letter, probably,
was from Mr. Baunks, who, as Wharton
knew, had dealings with some of the
sporting ‘set at Creyfriars—the Bounder
and Skinner, and Hilton, of the Fifth,

No doubt Stacey wos now on the list
of Mr. " Banks' “clients ¥-—and Mr,
Banks was anxious to get in touch again
with a profitable customer. Stacey had
os generous an allowsance from Colonel
Wharton aa the old colonel's own
nephew. He was quite worth Mr. Banks'
while!

This was the fallow his unels wanted
him to be friends with—blamed hum for
not making friends with! What would
Colonel Wharton have thought of this?
What would Mr. Quelch have thought?

¥harton knew perfectly well that
Stacey, in his place, would have made
unscrupulous use of that letter. Such
an “idea Wharton wdould have spurned
from him with seorn. Neither the
colonel, nor Mr. Quelch, was going to

1

know an thinﬁlnhuut it—he was no tell-
tale, ut the Remove fellows were
going to see it handed to the owner, and
3116‘#*:9 between them.

eary ot last with his walk, Harry
Wharton stopped at the bun-shop in
Courtfield for fea; and then walked back
to the school. It was close on' calling-
over when he reached Greylriars. -

[ —_——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Face to Face !

RANK NUGENT sIIEp&& hiz arm
through his chum's when he
came . Irank woas waiting at
the gates for him. They went to

Hall together.

“It’s all right!” said Nugent.

"“What's all nght?” i

“I mesn, we did not have to bat
again, 80 it didn’t matter about your
clearing off.™

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

“ 5o Smithy pulled it off #"* he asked.

" Yes, rather—an innings to spare!
Stacey——" :

ey course, Btacey covered himself
with glory,” said Wharton sarcastically.
"He was not out, for 110! said
Nugent. " Every other man came and
went while he was at the wickets. He's
a wonderful ericketer, Harry.”

“I know that!"

* The fellows are making no end of a
fuss of him.” Nugent amiled faintly.
“May nz well keop clear of the Rag
after call-over. Stacey's going to be
ralher lionised, I hear.”

Wharton smiled grimly.

“Not at_all; l‘ﬁr be present. Why
not? Besides, I've something for him.”

“Don't get into a row with
Harry."

“T'm not going to! T happen fo have
somothing that belongs to E‘iaiﬂ, and I
want to hand it to him in public. While
they're doing the lionimng will be o
good opportunity. Did he run any other
man cut "

L1 ] Hﬂ :H

“No? He keeps thess favours for
me! Well, he'll never have any other
chance—I was a fool to play in the sama
towm with the cur; I might have known
what to expect.”

Nugent scemed to swallow something.
t;ﬂnu—jnu atill think——" he hes:-
a L]

“I don't think--I know! The fellow's
ag treachercus as a snake,” said Whar-
ton coolly. " He will make capital out
of this at homie—he’s trying to cut me
out with my uncle as !fa*n cutting me
out in the Removel I cant stop him—
I couldn’t stop him without being the
kind f cunning cad that he is, and I'm

lad I'm 13031 th rlat!wr gn:-d r.:ng.':?E than

cep my end up by lving and trickery.

“%-’niaudj thinks, of hﬁn like that but
you, Harry.”

“ Nobody knows him so well ga I do.”

Nugent said no more, but his face was
clonded. When they went into Hall it
was easy to see how Stacey had jumped
into new popularity,

That unfortunate run-out was a spot
on his glory pa;haps-—thuu_gh nobody
took Wharton's view of it. But for the
rest, Slacey had eémls up a show seldom
or never equalled in Junior cricket at
Greviriars School.

A 110 runs off his own bat was a
remarkable score: centuries were few
and far between in junior cricket. And
he had taken six wicketz in bowling—
including the *“hat trick ¥ in one over,
and made good catches in the field. The
Shell had had to follow their innings—
& new experience for Hobson & Co. in
playiq% the Hemove—but their total
gcore for both innings came nowhers

Tie MacKer Lispary.—No. 1,426.
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near the Remove score for once. Which
was, of course, a glorious triumph for

the Remove—and a sort hala
hﬂﬂ({“t

round Stacey's .
Ogilvy anﬁ Rusgell, his study-mates,
were in proud esgion of hera of

tha hour, shining with reflected glory.
Yverybody seemed to want to make
much of him—with few exceptions.
The Bounder was one. Smithy waa
up a8 a candidate for election on Mon-
day; bub he realised that he had little
rhance against the present overwhelm-
ing popularity of Stacey. Stacey was
up, end his friende—now many in
number—were expecting rather & walk-
aver for him when it cama to the ‘-‘ptinﬁ'.
3o far, no third candidate had appeared,
though there was still time for ancther
to put up his name if so-disposed.
Wharton's intention had been to cut
the election entirely. It was useless to
stand for re-election himself, even if ha
had thought of i, which he did not.
Stacey he regarded as the worst possible
selection; and the Bounder had many
serious drawbacks. But the former cap-
tain of the Remove was thinking the
mattar over. =
In his peculiar fend with Etaﬂedj ho
liad no chance of keeping his end up,
simiply because he could not descend to
the methoda used by his enemy. In
the Forms mateh that day he had been
made to look like a captiouns, disgruntled
ass, while Blacey coverad faiaelf with
glory. But he would not have changed
places with Stacey at the cost of acting
a3 he had done. Better to go down
with honour than to win by treachery.
But that was no reason for giving his
rival & free run. Tt might still be pos-
sible to put “paid " to his ambition of
becoming captain of the Form.
There were plenty of men in the Re-
move fit for the place. Bguiff and Tom
Brown for instance. Both of them wero
good cricketers; decent fellows, and
could have captained the Remove with
credit. Either was a very much better
eclection than Stacey or Vernon-Smith,
And with the Bounder, whe had his
own following, splitting the vote, it was

possible that a third candidate might
t home, ich would be a good
ing for the Remove, who—whether

they knew it or not—did not want &
Form esptain, whose name was on the
list of Mr, Banks' clients at the Threo
Fishers, and who would run out o fellow
he dishiked 1n a cricket match,

After roll-call the Co. gathered round
Wharton, and went to the Rag with
him. Wharton’s wrong-headed obstinacy
in dealing with Btacey, as most oi the
fellowa regarded it, had aliensted most
of the Remove; but the Co. were still
sticking to him loyslly. In the psiter
of Stacey, certainly, they were against
him like the rest, but now that he was
no longer skipper that diffculty was
cdone wath.

The Rag was crowded,

All the %enw-m wera there, and when
the Famous Five cama in, many ecyes
turned on Ilarry Whartonh—not with
favour or approval.

Had the Remove taken a second
knock Wharton would have been wanted
—and he would not have been there.
Which led a good many fellows to re-
mark that it was just as well that ho
was cutting Form ecricket, or Form
cricket would have had to cut him.

Stacey came in o little later. .

The Bounder watched him with & =ar-
castic gneer when he came, guessing that
he had delayed a little ta get all the
Torm assembled for the expected
ovation, As he walked in there was a
lond outburst of cheering.

Stacey smiled and nngdeéi'.

He looked very handsome and very
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good humoured, and iresh as paint afte¥
a. game that might have tired an
fallow. No one, looking at him, woul
have been surprised by hia popularity
in the Form. ;
Wharton, glaneing round over man
faces, smiled rather sarcasticall
a8 the Bounder. Most of the Form
cheored Stacey with hearty spontaneity.
He had played a splendid game, and
they were willing to let all Greyfriars
licar what they thought of it, and him.
gtill, there were exceptions, Skinner
Co. were snecring. So long as Harry
Wharten had been top dog, Skinner
had been against him in ém'nmpla. Now
Wharton was down, and Stacey looked
like becoming top dog, zo S8kinner with-
drew his valuable suppert from the new
arrival. Skinner an Enmi sneered ;
Stott giunted: Fisher T. Fish shrugge
his bunf shoulders, Hazeldene scow ed,
heing chielly afflicted by jealousy of the
new fellow's cricket. guisnver major
snorted. Nobody: toock much heed of
the slackers and duds and frowsters of
the Form. 8till, they all had votes
when the clection came.
Stacey was standing in an admiring
group, when Wharton left his friends
and walked over to him.

There was a thrill in the Rag at onee,
Most of the fellows expected that a row
Wwas coming.

Stacey expected it, too. and he smiled,
He was not wanting in courage, and 1if
Wharton chose to make himse;f look o
bigger fool than ever, by picking =
quarrel with him, nothing could have
spited him better.

But that was not Wharton’s intention.
His manner was quite calm and polite.
He slipped his hand into his pocket,
and took out a grubby letter.

“This belongs to you, Stacey,” he said
in a clear voice, distinet 1n every corner
of the Rag, in the hush that had fallen.
“At least, I think it does.”

Stacey stared at him in blank surprise,

“What do you mean?"”’ he snapped.

“I'll explain,” said Harry, apparently
unconscions of the fact that every
follow in the Ra& was staring at him,
and listening with deep attention., “X
passed the Three Fizshers on the river
this afternoon, and a serubby loafer eut
after mo from there, and put this note
in my hand.”

Dead mlence!

Stacey’s face changed. With all hie
nerve ho was hard hit by the surprise.

He guessed instantly that a mistake

of i1dentity had occurred—that = note
intended for him had been handed to
Wharton. If it was secn—

He braced himself against the shock,
But the change in his face was unmis-
takable; and it caused fellows to look
at him, and at ono another rather
queerly.

Btacey stretched oot hie hand eagerly
for the note. To get hold of it, to get
it away, to get it out of sight, was his
immediate thought.

. But Wharton was in no hurry to hand
it over.

He stepped back 8 pace: and Stacey's
hand, having remained outstretched for
a moment or twao, dropped.

“No hurry,"” said _ngartan coolly. I
sald that I think this note was intended
for you, because 1t certainly cannot
have been intended for me. I have no
friends at the Threo Fishers,”

“0Oh, my hat!” grinmed Vernon-
Smith,

Skinner & Co. listened with rapt
attention; other fellowsz stared.

*There’s no name or address on_the
outside, and no name was mentioned by
tho frowsy blighter who shoved it into
my hand,” went on Wharton. “I con-
clude that it is for you, becauge I must
have been taken for youw™

a3 well

“Harry "' exclaimed Nugent.
B"bWhartau, old man—" murmured

oh.

Harry glanced at his friends.

“I'm speaking out plainly befora all

the Form intentionally,” said,
“Stacey has played the rotten black-
uard since he's been at Greylriars, and
¢ has wangled it to put it down to
me. I ean’t tell Quelch, and I ean’t tell
the prefects, but I can tell my own
Form, so that they will know the truth
from the lies next time a mistake is
made, or if I get taken up for the sack
for something that Btacey has donc.
Ono of us two iz a blackguard, and I
want the Hemove to know which, I
think I'm entitled to that.”

“Rubbish | snapped Peter Todd.
“Whatever you may claim to be,
Stacey's nothing of the kind. A fellow
who plays cricket as he does—*

“You're dreaming, Wharton!" said
Tom Brown. “I've always been a
iritend of yours; but I think you're
treating Stacey rottenly. If all this is
becausa he ran ﬁnu out to-day—"

“You're not showing up well, What-
tor,”’ said Bquiff. “I'd advise you to
chuck it."

A dozen voices spoke one after
another, or all et once, Harry Whar-
ton stood cool and calm waiting till
they had fnished. The grubby lstter
was still in his hand, firmly held, for
he knew that Stacey would have
enatehed it, given a chapce,

Stacey's face was almost white now.
Giving him away to masters or pre-
fects, he knew, was not in Wharton's
thoughts, though it might have been
in his own in similar c¢ircumstances.
But a shuwug before all the Remove
was a hoavy blow.

He had been careful—very careful,
He wanted to keep in with the best get,
the decent set—the fellows who had been
Wharton's friends, and were now
estranged from him, Smithy, Skinner,
Hazel, might think none the worse of
him for his din sdventures outside
the echool; but the best fellows, the
cricketing fellows, would take & very
differant view.

He came a littla nearer Wharton, his
eyes burning.

“Give mo that letter!™ he breathed,

Wharton laughed mockingly. Again
and agein he had had to lgu down
before the cunning of his rival. But he
had the upper hand now.

“No hurry, as I've said,” he retorted,
“If it is your letter, you shall have
it fast encugh. But—-

“You've said it's for me!™ hissed
Stacey. .

“I believe it is for you, becauso it
was given ma by s loafer at the Three
Fizhers, who must hava mistaken me
for you. 1 believe it is from some dis-
graceful bookmaking sharper like old
Banks, or somebody of the kind. Do
vou claim the letter—under that
deseription 1

Stacey's lips set in & bitter line,

Every eye in the IRlag was on him—
hl'eathlessi) 3

If he claimed the letter as hiz after
that, he was admitting what ho was—
throwing away the careful reputation ho
had built up in the Remove—as a decent
honourable fellow, with ne shady secrets
to keap.

“By gum !" breathed Bob Cherry.

“The gumfulness is terrific!” mur-
mured Hurree Jamsot Ram Singh.

There was a brief silance.

“If that letter's what yvou deseribe,
it's not for Stacey,” said Tom Brown.
The New Zealand junior’s eyes flashed
with scorn. “¥You can’t mako out here
that Stacey’s that kind of rotter, Whar-
ton., That letter's not for him."

“Of course it 1an't 1" said Squuff,



Wharion fAung down his bat wilth a crash.
roared the Bounder.
now."

“Utter rot 1 asid Mork Linley.

“ Btacey doesn't want Fyour private
fiotes from vour bookies, Wharton !
said Micky Desmond; and some of tho
fellowa laughed. _

Wharton smiled grimly.

“Let Stacey speak for himself |” he
said. “I've said that I think the letter
13 for him; but I may mistaken.
Wo bar one another, and perhaps I
don’t do him justice.”

“No perhaps nbout that!” snapped
Tom Brown. i T

“Very well! If I'm doing him in-
justiee, the letter is not for him, and I
shall not bung it at him. Let him
speak. You know now, Stacey, whers

got thie letter, and what L think is
in it If it's yours, from & pal at the
Three Tishera, I'll hand it to you. Is
it ?

The whole room hung on Btacey’s
reply. His lips were dry; the colour
wavering in his cheeks. But he
nnsw-arag—-thﬂ only answer he could
make if ho was not to admit that he
was the double-depling rotter Wharton
nceunsed him of being.

“"No! It's not mine! Keep it["

THE 5(XTH CHAPTER.
Yes or No?

i EEP it!" snapped Stacey con-
K tcmﬁtuwsl:ﬁ
There was a deep-drawn
breath in tho Rag.
Stacey's friends—the !
fraternity—looked relieved. They di
not, and could not beliave this accusa-
tion—but his look and manner had
cansed sirange doubts to rise in their
minda.
“That's that 1” said Tom Brown.
“For goodoess’ sake chuek the rotten
rubbish away " said Bok Cherry.
Tue Migxer Lisrany.—No. 1,425,
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Harry Wharton laughed.

“I'm not finished yet!” he answered,

“You're fpished with me,” said
Stacoy, between his teeth. *1 wani to
have nothing to say to youn, Harry
Wharton! And I don't think my
friends will listen to rotten, lying
acousations.” g

“No fear!” said Peter Todd.

“Chuek it, Wherton I” )

“ Find something else " said Wibley.
“That chicken won't fight ™

“Don’t you believe what Stacey snys,
Wharton " exclaimed Squiff angrily.

“Not a word!” answered Wharton
coolly, “But he's told me to keep this
letter, and that it's not his. If he's tell-
ing the truth—" .

‘Take that as read!” said Toddy.

“I'm bound tol” assented Wharton,
with grim mockery. “I can't give the
letter to Stacey, a3 he declares himself
not the owner. ['m certainly not going
to keep itl I'm going to hand it over
to my Form-maaster, and ask him o seo
to the matter.”

Stacey’s face whitened again.

“I've told you what happened,” went
on Harry, “I was stopped on the tow-
ath by a dingy lout, who shoved this
etter into my hand. I might have been
seen taking it. I can’t go to the Three
Fishers, huntin

for him. Queleh ecan
scnd tha letter thera and explain

that 1t was handed to the wrong

person'’ : .
“Well, that's a jolly gwl thing to

do with it,” said Peter Todd., “If you

might have been seen taking it, that's
what you'd better do—or it certainly
might ba eupposed that you'd got
friends thers.”

“That's right |” agreed Tom Mrown.

“Blessed if I can seo what you're
meaking such & song and dance sbout i%
for,” said Squiff,” “Why ecan't you
hand it to Quelch and say no more
about it?"”

“I"'m finished here ! " he exclaimed.
** We shall have to bat a second time alter your rotten show—no change of
“ You'll bat without me | ** sald Wharton. *' I refuse to play with that cur, Stacey |

* Hold on, you hot-headed fool ! *
pulling it off Iﬂr an Innings

“For this reasson,” &aid Wharton
quictly and distinetly. I don't want
to give a Remove man away for the
sack, though he's not been o particular
in dealing with me. I'm going to give
Stacey every chance of owning up that

the lettor’s his; but he's got to do it
before all the Remove. He dare not
Ict this flnttar go to Quelch.”
!
“ Rubbish 1"

“ rammon "

“Chuck it 1™ ; .

The Bounder grinned with sheer én-
joyment of the scene.

He was keener than most of the
juniors, and he could see at onco that
¥harton held ell the cards in his hand.
That lotter, if not intended for Wharton
Limself, could anl,}' be intended for hia
double; and the facts spoke for them-
selves, SR

Immediately it came into Smithy s
mind how thiz exposure would help his
chances in the slection on Monday.

His own * mui{e” reputation was
against bim; tlia move did not want
a “pub-haunter  to captain the ¥orm.

If Stacey's reputation beoames equally
“Juicy,” it was a leg-up the
Bounder, It put them on on equal
footing, in that respect, at least. And

the Bounder knew alrcady what the
other fellows did not yet realise, that
Wharton had his rival in & cleft stick—
that Stacey dared not let that letter
reach Quelch i ' _

Stacey, with all his nerve, all his cun-
ning, all his wary resource, stood
utterly at a loss,

He knew, of course, that the letter
was for him—given to his double by
mistake. What was in it? If Banka
had written coutiously, mentioning no
names, referring to nothing thet might
identify him, it was all right—the
letter could be pinned up on the school

Tag Muweyer Lisgasy.—No. 1,420,
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notico-board for sll he cared, in that
casg, But had Mr. ks been so care-
ful as all thatt

He did nét know—he could r.ot tell.
Unless ho know he dared not let that
migsiva  reacli his Form-master—he

dared not let it meet the eyes of

sithority. He knew that only too well.

Wharton's cool, mocking look did not
change. He had suffered too much ot
liis enemy’s hands to spare him now.
Twice Btacey's misdeeds had been put
down to him. With masters and pre-
facts, ha could not set the maticr right;
but he could prevent a similar error
being made inlilia own Form! And he

was going to. ¢ .

Many eyes fixed on Stacey's pale,
hunted face. Again the fellows ex-
changed queer glances.

What was" the matter with Stacey?

Wharton went on guietly: :

“¥ou men know that Quelch has pecn
down on me this texm! You don't
know why! I'll tell you now—I
couldn't prove it before—now I can!
Quelch saw & Remove fellow at the
Thres Fisherzs and took him for mo”

“If hoe took him for you, it was jou
growled Sguwff. ; ;

“Wa shall sea! Another time, Win-
Fato spotted & fellow ho took for me,
card-playing with Pon & Co.; of High-
cliffe, That’s why I'm in Wingate's
Liack books.™ .

“¥You shouldn’t have done it!" sug-
gosted Russell,

“Well, my point is that I didn’t—and
Stacey did! And all the Form is going
to know the truth—ready for the next
time he lands his rascalities on me [

“0Oh, rot!"

“Cheesa it 1"

“Shut up [*

“Well, I'm_done!™ said Wharton
lightly. “I will give Stacey this letter
from the Threo 'Eiﬁh{:r! if he_claims it
as his before all the Form. Otherwise,
as it has no owner, I shall hand it to
QLIEi D )

3 ﬂf;ﬂ 53 _Erit.h it and
ETOW uifl. . .

“8hut up, anyhow ” said Ogilvy.

Wharton put the lotter into nis
ﬁﬂ'ﬂkﬂh He turned towsards the door.

o was porfectly well aware that Btacey
dared not let him get out of the R
with it, after hia declared intention o
handing 1t to the Ramove master

Stacey canght his breath,

For a moment more he hesitated. To
claim the letter was to admit every-
thing—to cover himself with shame and
ignominy.

It was no question of punishment;
the matter would not come before the
Head or his Form-master. It was a

uestion of admitting the truth to the

shut up "

‘orm—of E.hﬂ'nriﬂ% himself up in his true

colours, to the fellows who trusted nim,
whe repudiated the accusation cn his
aceount in their trust,

: Wharton walked to the door. :
Nugent cut after him, and ‘caught him
by the arm. Btacey pauscd. -

“Harry " panted Nugent. “If it's as
you think, you can’t get a man sacked
—your own relation, tog,”

“If it's as I think, Ffﬁtl‘!-: Nugent, the
owner of this letter can havo it by ad-
mitting that he ia the owner | answered
Harry Wharton coolly. “If Stacey, as
he says, is not the owner, he need fear
nothing from Quel_uh seeing it.”

“By gum, he's got the cad on toast!”
murinurad the Bounder to Tem ERed-

Wang- :

wi did, with a cloyded face.
ﬁ‘"ﬁlipﬁﬂhﬁ .#8 the Bounder be-
liecved—indeed, a# very many of the fel-
lows were. coming  to heﬁuvﬂ. The

hunted look in Stacey’s face was hardly
to ba mistaken.
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“But, I say—" stammered Nugent,

“ You needn’t say anything, Nugent!
A loafer from a pub has bunged a letter
on me, and I've & right to hand it to
my Form-master, and explain that it
doesn’t belong to me.™

- “Well, yes; but——" .

Wharton shook off Nugent's detainng
hand and went to tho door.

As he put his hand ‘on the door-
handlo, Stacey cut after him. Every-
thing had to bo thrown aside, rather
than allgw that letter to reach Alr.
Quelch’s study. ; :

Staceyv's face was white, his eyes burn-
ing. o prasped Wharton by the

shoulder and dragged him back from

tha door. :
Wharton spun round and knocked his
hand away with an angry blow, his own
eyes fHashing. ]
“ Don't touch me, vou outsider ! he

snapped.
“Give me that letter ™
* Btacey w shouted Ogilvy blankly..
“3tacey, ol chap—" pga:ped
Russell. -

Ho did not heed them, ‘

“(Give me that letter, you rotic
he panted. ] .

Wharton put his hand into his pocket
for the letter, There was a buzz, or
rather, a roar, in the Hag.

T

“1 say, yon fellows, it's Stavey’'s
lettor, nfter alll”™ csqueaked Billy
Bunter, his little round eyes almost
popping through his big round spectacles
in  his  excitement. I say, you
fellows—"

“ Gtacey I shonted Squiff. “Are yeu
potty?  What——"

Stacey’s hand was outstretched for the
letter.

“Give it me!” ho hissed. =

“T'll give 1t to you, if you claim it as
vours I'*  =aid arry Wharton iecily.
“JIf vou claim this letter from a boozy
waster at the Three Fishers, I'll hand
it to yon. DBut you've goi to say so out
plain. I'm not giving you & letter which
you've said belongs to somebody else.

"'m m}t.'lemringl;;ml a hole to erawl out
of, you worm | Is it yeur leiter or not?
Yes or no?"

“Give it ma ™ "

“Yes or no--if yon want the letter.

Stacey almost choked, ;

“Ves!” ho hissed, white with fury.

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared the Bounder.

But nobody else laughed. There was
gurprise, amazement, disgust, in almost
avery face.

“Py gad!” said Lord Mauleverer.
“What a dashed worm ! What?"

Harry Wharton, without another
word, handed the letter over to Stacey!

With searlet flooding his face, Btacey
hurried out of the Rag with it. With
all his nerve, all his effrontery, he eould
not meet the eyes of his=Form-fellows
just then.

THBE SEVENTH CHAFTER.
The Third Man !

FTER that evening Harxry
A Whargﬂrgpwent along to Study
No. 2 in the Remove. .

. Tom Bruwndnnd Haiim]deﬁn
wera leaving to go down when he
arrived :?;. He tapped thae New
Zealand junior on the arm, .

“ Just a word, Browney ! he said.

Tom Brown looked at him rather
uncertainly. .
the Form, he had been against Wharton
in the matter of Stacey. DBut the
strangs ecena in the Rag had rather
altered his views.

All the Hemove knew, that
Stacey was a scapegrace on the same
lines as the Bounder—with the added

Now,

Like all the cricketors of

vice of hypoerisy. Wild and reckless
as  Smithy was,” he had no humbug
about him—he never pretended to. be
better than he reslly was. Stacey had
pretended, and had got away with the
pretence—so farl Now he was shown
up,  Driven fairly to the wall, he had
lied and shuffled, and finally owned u
to the truth—and the Bounder, with all
his wild ways, showed up very favour-
ably in comparison. - And that Wharton
ha ood reason for barring his
“ double * could hardly now be doubted.

Tom aterm:I back inlo the study, and
Wharton followed him in, Hazel going
downstairs

“Well 1 said Tom bricfly.

" Aboit the election on '."rfr:';mdaj',” said

Iiu;;y.
“You'ra standh:g?" gzsked Tom.

Wharton shook his head.

" Nothing of thé kind,” he answered.
“I'm not thinking of that. I'm thinl-
ing of tha Femove. I think most of
the fellows are agreed that Smithy isn't
the skipper that's wanted, for s lot of
reasony we needn’t go into, though, por-
sonally, I'd prefer him to Stacey.”

Tom Brown made g pritace.

“I think I should—mow !I" he said
slowly., *Btill, you ean’t get away from
the fact that Stacey's a wonderful
crigketer, and wili have to play for the
Remove—whatever else he may happen
to he, ”

“Quite! As I shall never play again
in the same team with him, I can’t
wut up as captain of the Form again.

ut you can.

“11" ojeculated Tom Brown.

“¥es, you! You're ps good & man
as any in the Form——~"

“Thanks " said Tom, with a grin

"1 was going to cut the election,”
went on Harry. " Buat if you stand I
shall vota for wyou, and soma of the
follows, at least, will follow my lead.
I'm not making any secret of the faet
that I want to keep Stacey out; but 1
think s good many fellows will admit
now that he's not the kind of man that's
wanted,” :

“Blessed if 1 can make the chap
at alll” ¢onfessed Tom Brown.
thought you were just a disgruntled ass,
barring him as you doj t—but—
Dash it all he <az telling downright
the Hag about that letter, and
thick for you being
taken for him by his shady pals out-
side the school. ight get you into a
row with the beaks somo doy.”

“It has salready,” answered Harry.
“One of us will be up for the sack one
of those days. Never mind that. Will
vou pot ud:- {cur name 1

Tom reflected a few moments

“Well, a fow houra ago I'd have said
no,” ha answered. “ I was going to back
Stacey all along the line. Bul—I'm not
hacking him now I think I'll put up
my name. If the fellows woant a pub-
haunter az skipper, they can vote for
him or Smithy—if they don't, they can
vote for me.”

“Geod 1" said Harry.

Ten minutes later the name of the
New Zealand junior was added to the
lict of candidates for the Remove
oa t.a;inc;,f.

That's
x’ﬁrdlﬁt

“The votefulness will bo terrific I sdid
Hurrea Jamset Ram’ Emgh

“Good egg!” agresd Johnhy Bull.

The Buuncﬁ:,— was not pleased. '

Harry Wharton, though gquite unin-
tentionally, had been playing his Ta.ma
for him in the scens in the Rag. FPlent
of fellows who, lika Tem Brown, ha
intended to back BStacey, had changed

out
Wi I

lieg in f
—and=—it's preti

ood I was Bob Cherry's
“Vote for cld Browney, you

‘their minds ‘since then.

Even if they did not vote for Bmithy



their vofea would be lost to his rival—
which conmted in his favour, But the
introduction of a third candidate
changed tho situation again

The Famoux Five were going to back -
tha New  Fealand junior. They had &
great desl of influence in the Form,
and & good many were following their,
lead. And Brown, honest and- good-
natuced, and a good cricketer, was very
popular in the Hemove. The Bounder,
as a sporting man, would have bet two
to_one on Browney's chanceal

Howaver, he was still determined to
try _hia Inck—and he hed bis own fol-
lowing, thouvgh it was not a following
of wélmh he was, perhaps, particularly
proud, :

Bkinner, and Snoop, and Stott, backed
him simply becauss he was rather a
black slleeg, and they were tarred with
the samre brush. DBolsover major and
Hazeldene were his aup§mter5. pringi-
pally from jealonsy of Stacey’s powers
as_n cricketer. L,

Billy Buater was enthusiastic in his.
cause--liopes being held out to Bunter
of s magnificent spread if the Bounder
got in!  Fisher Fish was ancther
supporter—lor business reasons. ishy
would not have bothered to vote at all
for any other reasons. Fishy had a
wateh that he had bought from some
hard-up fellow for half-a-crown. Smithy
was going to give him ten shillings for
it—alter he was elected!

This was so_near to bribery and cor-
ruption that it would have required a
powerful microscope to detect the differ-
enco. Buot neither the Bounder nor the
husiness man of. the Remove cared s
boiled bean for that.

Redwing  was  backing  his _chum,
though with a doubtful mind. Wibley
wans backing him, owing to a sudden
intercst  and  enthusiasm  that  Smithy
had displayed in the Bemove Dramatic
Society, of which Wibley waas the head.
ﬂnl'lthat subject Wib's leg was easy to
pull.

With nearly every fellow in the Form
living, moving and breathing ericket, it
was 8 sheer plessure to William Wibley
to find a chap like the Bounder fear-
fully keen on amateur theatricals. It
was probabla that the Bounder's *keon-
ness on that subject would diminish—
after the clection!

Elliott war another supporter. Hoe
owed the Bounder 2 pound, which debt
was poing to be washed out by the new
captain of the Remove—if the new
captain was Herbert Vernon8mith.

Bupport of this kind was not likely to
s2e B candidate through; but Bmithy
hoped for the best—or for tho worst, as
other fellowa might have regarded it.

It was not a happy evening for
Stacey. At Y Bunday prep " that even-
i in Study No. 5 thera was an
awhward silence between him and his
gtudy-mates, Russell and Ogilvy. Ounlya
few hours ago they had been proud of
being seen with him—but they were not
feeling proud of him now.

When ther went down afier
Stacey remained alone in the etudy.

He did not care to show up in the
Rag.

His ericket that day had covered him
with glory. He had counted, with
hardly a doubt on success in Monday's
election.  Buccess had been within his
grasp. Even the miserable trick he had

layed or. Wharton in the Form malch

ad not told n.pfgms-t hima—it had made
his rival look like a fellow who could
E:ltd keep his temper on the ericket
Wharton wns down and out, and he
could afford to disregard him. Ha- had
twice . or thrico the chances of the
Boundor, ‘Ha was going fo win hands
down—and alread> he was gloating over

rep of
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his anticipated triumph! But now—

Nothing could have been more unfor-
tunate for the fellow whose scheming had
coma to the very edge of success.

With cool, ruthless unscrupulousness
he had scored over his rival again and
again, and now the whole thing was
knocked to piecea like a house .of cards.

Btacey paced up and down his study
with clenched hands and gleaming eyes,
his heart full of bitterncss. .

His strangoe rcsemblance to Wharton
had served his turn; twice it had saved
him from the consequences of his mis-
deeds. 'That it had brought his relative
into undeserved disgrace ho.did not cara
a straw, Now thet lilkeness had worked
against him, and Wharton had hit back
—hard | hrfundny’a election, instead of
& cortainty, was now very doubtful,

It waa more doubtful than he realised,
for, remaining in his study, he was un-
aware of tho new development, and that
& candidate mors popular than tho
Bounder had put up against him.

Nob' till the Remove went to their
dormitory that evening did Stacey
learn that Tom Brown was “up,” then
he learned it from the talk of the other
fellowa,

He glanced at Wharton, who met his
eyes with &8 m-:mkin? smile, He had
never even thought of the Now Zealand
junior as a T?OEEI le rival: and he knew
who had pulled the strings, He turned
in in silence, with black bitterness in
his heart. Hia luck, for onee, had
failed him, and he was learning that
the way of the transgressor was hard.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Qusted !

s HARTON 1
w B
* Kindly remain.'*

*Yory well, siv.”

It was the end of second lesson on
Monday, The Remove were dismissed
for break, when the head boy was told
to remain.

As head boy of tho Form, it was not
uncoramen for Wherton to be told to
remain after the Form went out, but
on this occasion all the Hemove knew
that it was no Form business that was
to be discussed as usual.

Wharton was in his Form-master’s
black books that term—to such an extent
that it ﬂu?riﬁe_d many of the fellows
that he had been allowed to retdin his
official position,

Captain of the Remove was elected
by the Form, and with that Quelch had
nothing to do, except to confirm the
olection when decided.

Head boy was quite a different
matter. Head boy was appointed by a
Form-master at Groyfriara. The posi-
tion did not depend on being top of the
clasa—though, of course, & head boy had
to have 8 good place in the Form. It
was rather like the position of head
the Houze in a school divided into
Houses, Head boy of a Greyfriars
Form was somewhat like & headmaster’s
prepostor. : .
arton had filled the position quite
aatiafantﬂril{l
Grogfriars, but no fellow in the Remove
expected that he would keep it through
that term.

Many of the fellows E :
at Harry as he stood Defore his Form-
maoster’s desk .and the rest filed out;
some of them guessed what was to comne,

Wharton himself guessed it, and thera
wad a hardly concealed eneer on his
face. Once more he was going to suffer
for the sins of his double.

‘The loock oo his face did not please
Mr. Quelch, In Wharton's present

before Stacey came to.

lanced curiously

1

mood, he cared Little whether Quelch
was pleased or not.

The Remove-master did not speak till
the rest of the Form were gonie, but hia
face hardened grimly.

“Now, Wharton," ha said, when thoy
were left alone, “1 think it is probable
that you can guess what I am going tu
E.I}j"“——”

“Quite, air,"” said Harry coolly.

“I am’ not satisfied with you this term,
“Il'lﬂ.rﬁﬂ ¥ - .

“1 koow.”

o Ygu have given me much eause for
disaatisfaction—"

“Not at all, sir.”

Mr. Quelch breathed hard.

*Allow me to finish speaking, Whar-
tonl On two occasions you have becn
seen  in  very | questionable cireum-
stances. Owing to the unfortunate re-
semblanee between you and your rela-
tive, Stacey, thero exists n possibility.
of error, and you have been given the
benefit of the doubt. I have considercd
the matter very carefully, and taken my
timo to do s0, and I have come to the
conclusion that you cannot be allowed
to retain the position of head boy of my
Form."

. “That is for you to decide, of course,
HIT.

“You are dismissed from tha position,
Wharton {” rapped Mr. Quelch sharply.

“Very well, atr.”

“I shall appoint Stacey
placa.”

“I thought g0.”

“You had reason to think so, Whay-
ton, as Btacey is a boy in whom I ean
place trust!" snap Mr, Quelch, “I
am sorry to say that I ¢an no longer
placa it in you, You have l:hn.l:'l‘ﬁﬁd very
much for the worse this term, Wharton.
I fear that you must have come under
goma bad infuence during the Easter
holidays.”

“1 did not meot Stacey till the last
day of the holidays, sir, and he has no
influence over me whatever,” said
Wharton.

Mr. Quelch stared at him.

hatever he might have expected
Wharton to answer, certainly he had
not ex d an answer like that.

He breathed hard and desep.

“You are adding insolence to your
other faults, Wharton,” he said, after a
long pause. "I warn you to take care!

ou may go.'

Wharton went,

Heo was smiling, not a pleasant smile,
a3 he came out of the Honse. His
friends were waiting for him rather
anxiously in the quad.

*Another row?"” asked Bob Chorry
uneasily.

_“0Oh, nothing!” anawered Wharton
lightly, “Fm seacked from head boy,
and Stacey’s shoved in. I expected it.”
“ Rotten |” said Nugent. " But

qu)I)oaa—" ) ) .

've seen 1t comung,'" said Harry.
" Btacey's been working, for that, as well
a3 fo cust me from the captaincy. He's
succeeded with Quelch, but I don't think
he will get away with the captain's
election this afternoon.” He laughed.
“That frowsy blighter from the reo
Fishers who gave me the note for him
dished him in the election.”

He laughed agsin,

* Quelch has timed this well,” he said.
“Hoad boy of the Remove just beforo
the election—that' to let the Form
know what Quelch thinks on the sub-
ject. It will be rather a knock for the
old bean if Btaccy gets left at the poll.”

“It's rotten oll round,” said Johnny
Bull glowly. “I'd rever have belicved
it of Stacey, only it seems clear encugh
sfter what happened on Saturday.”

“Well, I suppose it’s the fellow’s own
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bizney what he does outside the scnool,”
said Bob,

“Oh, quite I angworcd Harry, “We
all iiﬁé“%m‘rthi; Thhggh'wa don’t want
him to captain the Form: and we all
know that he kicks over the tracéds afid
swanks about it. T dara say Stacey’s no
worse, "But Smithy doesn’t tell rotten
lies about it, at least, and Smithy vwould
be sacked a dozen times over before he
woitld land his gruol on another man.
Tf the beaks got a man in mistake for
lnim, Bmithy would own up like & sheot™

“Any fellow would,” esaid Nugent—
“any decent fellow.”

“ Btacey hasn't ™

The Co. were silent.

“What has Queleh just kicked mo out
fov ¥ said Wharton savagely, " Becanss
Stacey’s been geen ;;:}:.ri the goat, and
he's eunning endugh to’ get it put down
to mo., You know it now s well a8 I
do—now you know that he gets letters
from a sharper at the Threa Fichera!
He would have made out that that
loiter wasn't for huim, only he dared not
lot Quelch see it. My hat! It would
have opened Quelch's:eyes about his
praciois new head boy if he had 137

“The fellow's an awfu'!ﬁ.-humhuﬂ;
ﬂgmi Nugent. “He's taken in the whole
Form, a8 well as Quelch, Bome of the
fellows are sticking te him, though.”

Wharton Jaughed scornfully,

“0Oh, I dare say he will make up
some sort of an explanation’ when he
hias time to think over & [resh siring of
lies I e answered. “He wants to keep
i with the di_e.unh get in the Bemove
if he éan. I dare say it will blow over
m & week or {wo, especially 1f he wina
come more cricket matches for the
Form, Luckily, the election’s to-day,
and it can’t be put off. . Quelch is
booked for o disappointment.” '

In third echool that morning Mr.
Quelch mada his official announcement
regarding Stacey. Many of the {ellowa
surmised, like Wharton, that Quelch
bhad timed the annovncement ss a hint
to the Form of his personal wishes in
ihe matter of the captain's election,

Certainly it would have had a pood
deal of influence in the Form, but for
what had happened in the Rag on
Saturday, :

If Stacey was going to regain the

osition he had lost in the opinion of the

emove it was a mabier of time and
patience., At present the matter was
fresh in every mind, and the juniors,
instead of being influenced by Mr.

elch's obvious wish, were only won-
dering what Quelch would have thought
if he had known about that letter from
tha Three Fishers, \

“Like the mean's cheek ! was the
Bounder's comment. “He can make
Billy Bunter head bay if he likes: hut
wa'ra going to auit ourselves about our
- Farm captainl  Quélch has given us a
hint that he wants Stace
I advise every man in the Remove to

ive Quelch a hint to ‘mind his cwn

nsmess.”” .

There was brisk canvassing for votes
that morning. The Famous Five wers
very keen in the cause of Tom Brown
the Bounder was very keen in his own
cause; and Stacey waa not idle, though
he econld not Hatter himseli that he
could count on a large vote,

The Remove wa3 a numerous Form;
but & number of the fellows declared
their ‘intention of not votimg at all
Dgilvy and Russell were among this
number—they eould not quite make u
their minds to turn against Sfacey, an
at the same time did not want to back
ihe fellow whom Slinner had already
nicknamed the "Three Fishers candi-
data’ -«

(OMften, in & Form election, the vating
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was very close, -and, volers Were
whipped up to tlie last*man ; but on this
occasion  there: “werd: hkely to be
ahsentees. . i

in'  aftornoon  echool™ the Ramove
fellows - were® mostly' thinking -more
about the election then - about the
instruction they were  Teceiving from

AMr. Quelch.
In tho Latin hour papers had to be
dona by, tha juniors, which were

collected by the head boy and teken to
tha master’s desk.
Btacey,” instead
formed this task, figuring as hea
for tho first time in the Remove-room.
Wharton, certainly, was net keen on
going round the Form eollecting Latin
papers; but his brow was dark as he
watched thea suecessful rival who had

This was last leszcon, after which the
Form would be dismissed; and the elee-
tion, which was to take place in the
fag, was the next businesa on hand.
AN the candiddtes and their supporters
wera keen 1o get to it.

“Dismisg ™

Tha Remove marched ouk leavin

Stacey with the papers. Mr, Quelch
wag going t3 mark those papers at his
leisure. * As the jumiors departed, the

piunhp fgure of Mr. Irout loomed up in
the doorway, - :

“Y¥ou ara here, Quelch ™ asked the
master of the Fifth.

“1'am here, Prout!™

“Tha Head desires to spealk to you
in his study. ™

“Thank wou, Mr. Prout; I will go
at once.”

Prout rolled away. _

“Leava the papers on my  desk,
Stacey,” said AMr..Quelch, as ho left the
Form-room, "or, rather, take them to
my study, my boy;
over when I Jeava the Head”

“Certainly, sir ! said Stacey.

Queleh went away to zea Dr. Locke.
Tha Remove had gone gut into  the
quad. Stacey was left with the pile of
Latin papers, '

Brr——

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Unexpected |

{3 O0RS2 like a win for
remarked Bob Cherry.

The Famouz Five were in

the Bagy, where most of the

Remove had gathered very soon after
school waa dismissed. ]

Erank Nugent Lhad a list of names in
his hand., It was s list of twelve, and
included most of the members of the
Form eleven; the cricketers who, a day
or two apo, had been =20 keen on
Stacey, |

Wharton looked at it and smiled—a
rather grim emile. That scene in the
Rag on Baturday was producing its
cifeck, : i !

Horry Wharton's object at the time
had simply been to make it clear to
1"1’5’ Form how matiers stoad batvmgn
hima and his double; to put Stacey in
his true colours and prevent him from
%*et.tmg away with further trickery
ounded on thoe likeness between them.
In thet, ne doubt, he had been suceess-
ful: and his success had gone farther.
A ecrowd of Removites who had fully
intended to back Btacey had dropped
away from him.

They would not havae backed the
Bounder. But now that there was a
third candidate, a man with whoem no
fault waa to he found, they plumped
for him. It was Wharton who head
induced Tom Brown to stand; and in
doing g0 he had practically assured the
defeat of his enemg

The list was headed by the names of

us 1

of Whartaon B
ad ]Eeﬂj '

I will look them'

the Famous Five, followed by those of
Lord Maulaverer, Fisld; Poter Todd,
Dutton, Newland, Vivian and Mark
Linley. It was s tofal of twelve assured
voters, and’ there might be others. A
dozen voters would-not have been very
useful if tha candidates had been only
two; but with three in the field it was
very likely to make a majnritiy for
thera were hardly three dozen etlows
e hall bost, S

. wa shall brat Stacey, at any rpte
satd Harry. “We've got masg of his

men here,”

‘The Co. nodded with satisfaction.
Tom  Brown had saved them from
doubts and . difficulties in the matter of
the election  Whether any of them
might have voted for Stecey, it was
now unnecessary to considdr; they did
not think of deing so for a moment
when the New Zealand junior entered
the field.

“Hallo, hallo, halle, Smithy!®
E'hﬁ.ifd Bob. “ITow many h::'la ::::uu
g0

The Bounder was standing Ly the
window, with a paper in his hand. Ha
lagked up with a grin. :

~Oh, dozens!” he snswered airily.

‘Make it hundreds!” grinned Bob.

The Bounder laughed gnd did not

answar. As a matter of fact, he had

fem names of promised supportcrs on
hiig list.

They were not all present, however.
Skinner and Sncop end Stott  had
turned wp; Bolsover major ecame in
with Hazeldeno; and Fisher T. Fish
came in with his jerky steps in good
timo. Redwing was there, but Tlliott,

Wibley, and Bunter were not to be
ST,

Smithy was unwilling to leava the
Rag, and he \*lusperedg to Redwing :

“Cut off and get those men-—there’s
three to comel Mind they don't get
in late; the door's to be locked when
Wingate comos at five to count the
votes.™

Redwing nodded, and left the Rag.

Stacey was not present yet, He had
remained 1n the HRemove Form-room
after” the rest left; but that waz half
an hour ago, and it was not likely that
he was thera still. But be had not yot
come into the Rag.

Brown’s supporters wera present
Lord Mauleverer having been hooked off
his study sofa, and reminded of the
election, which he had, of courze, for-
gotten,

Redwing cama back with Elliott ond
Wibley, The former bad been doing
lines; the latter sccupied with sorting
over theatrical "props” in his study.
Redwing marched them into the Rag in
goad time for voting. It was only half-
past four as yetb. :

“Where's Dunter i
Bounder.

“Can't And him anywhere,” answered
ﬂedwinrm

* Looked in the tuckshop?™

“¥es,” Redwin laughed. *I'va
asked Gosling, and he thinks he saw him
o out of gates after elass.”

The Bounder snapped his teeth.

“The fat fool! 'hat’s he gone cut
of gates for? Haz the blithering idict
forgotten tho election I

illy Bunter, whose unimportance was
usially infinite, was important for once;
his vota counted. But it looked as if tha
Bounder had lost that valuabls sup-
porter—1f the Owl of the Hemove hnd
gono oul of gates,

“Hallo, here's the fat freal—no, it's
Trotter ! What the thump does he want
hera?” snapped the Bounder, as the
House page put e chubby face in at the
doorway.

aslied thao



EVERY SATURDAY

;

A |.|:||' "

;1!‘ %.' '-:: i
I

i

|

* | believe this letter Is for you, Stacey, because it was given me by a loafer at the Three Fishers, who must have mistaken

me for you ! sald Wharton.

“ I .belisve it's from some disgraceful bookmaker.

Do you claim the letler under that

description ? ' Stacey’s lips set In & Ditter line. Many eyes in the Rag were on him-breathlessly.

“Masler  Wharton  here?"  asked
Trotter, staring round over the crowd
af juniors,

Wharton leoked round.

“"Hera '™ he answered.

_“Mr. Quelel wants you in his study,
ar.

Wharton's lips set.

“What the thump does the old ass
want now ! he muttered.

“Don’t cheek him, for goodness'
gake | sawd Nugent. you get &
delention. Browny loses your vote'

Tk, T'll be jolly eareful!” said
Harrv. *Perhans that's what Quelch
wants—he  knows I'm against his
favourite.”

“Oh, don't be an ass!”
Johnny Bull.:

Wharton shrugged his shoulders and
left the Bag. Stacey passed Inm coming
im. Yharion fook no notice of him,
but he caught s glimmer in Stacey's
o¥0s 1IN PASSITE. .
t}EIﬂ. proceeded to his Form-master's
stucly,

Myr. Queich was sitting at his table
with a ]!}II'B of Latin papers before him.
Fridently he had been going through
that pile of pepors. He locked uip as
Wharton presented himself, with e
frowning Bbrow nnd o glinting oye.

“You sent for me, eir,” seid Harry
guietly. He could see that treuble wag
coming, but for the life of him lLe could
not guess why., So far as he was aware,
he had piven no new cause of offence.

“Yes, Whartonl This morning you
were removed from wour position as
head bor of the Remove. Is that the
cause of the slovenly carelessness you
have displayed in your Latin paperi”

“I haven't—" 2

“Your paper is & disgrace to the
Form! It would be a dis'ﬁmca to a boy
in the Third Form!® thundered Mr.
Quelch,

Wharton looked at him eteadily.

grunted

1t was perhaps true that that, torm
Wharton had not worked so well as of
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old in the Form-room. A sense of in-
justice was diseouraging. Buot he had
not been slovenly, and he had not been
careless in his Latin paper, and he know
it. It was not so good a paper as
Linley’s or Peter Todd's, perhaps, but
it wal a befter paper than most in the
Form, and at least as a3 a dozen
others,

The junior stood silent, with intense
bitterncss in hia heart. DBany of the
apers must have been worse, even if
s was bad—such as  Bunter's,
dkinner’s, Snoop’s, Fisl’s. ¥et only he
was sent for,

“1 have warned yon,” went on Mr.
Queleh, “ that I am dissatisfied with vou,
Wharton! Soch a paper as this from
Bunier T might expect—but from you, I
can only regard it as an act of infen.
tional impertinence. You will not be
allowed to display your arrogance in
my Form-room, Wharton. What yon
have done 1= intentional, and 15 intended
a3 & defiance to me personally, I shall
not tolerato this”

Wharton said nothing,

“You will be detained wuntil six
o'clock, and Wwrite another paper,” said
Mr. Quelch. “Go to the Form-room.”

Wharton caught his breath.

“There's a Form election, sip—m"

“1f vou desired to be present at the

Formi election, Wharton, you should not
have been guilty of this 1m?ni'tinenc{a !
sald Mr. Quelch harshly. “Go to the

Form-room this instant. In fact, T will
take you there” .

He rose from his chair,

In Dbitter "silence Wharton followed
him to the Remove-reom, where he sat
gt hiz deslk, with another Latin paper
befora lim. Mr. Quelch gave him o

grim, etern lock as he went out.

“I shall mention to the prefects that
you are in detention, Wharton,'" he said
at the door. “If you leave this Form-
room before six o'clock, wout will take
the consequences—and 1 Warn you that
they will be severe.”

Ha shut the door.

YWharton set his teeth.

It had beon in his mind to cut and
ei'et- back to the Rag; but Quelch evi-
dently had thought of that. Wingato
and Gwynne, of the Sixth, wera to ba

resent ot tho election, and they would

now thdt Lie had cot detention and
would certainly not allow him ‘to be
present. The Vamous Five's candidato
had lost hiz chief supporter—and onc
cortrin vote. And Wharton, knowinpg
that there was no reasonable fault to ba
found with his Latin paper, could onl
think one bitter thought—that Quelch
wasg doing this to help on the chances of
his favourite in the eaptain’s election.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Captain’s Election !

INGATE of the Sixth came into
w the Raog, followed by Gwynne
of that Form,

The two Sixth-Form prefects
wera to be in charge of the election and
keep order—somelimes very necessary
on such oeeasions. ive o'clock was
striking from the cloek tower, »

“All here " ashked Wingate, looking
round with a smile, .

“Wharton hasn't come back, Win.
gate,” said Frank Nugent. “He had
to go and see Quelch—lie's been a jolly
long time—=" :

“He won't be here,”" anawered Win-
gate.  “I've heard from your Form-
master that hie's in.detention.™ )

“0Oh, my hat!” The Co, looked dis-
mayed, .

“ AN the rest here ™ Wingato locked
round again. i .

" Bunter said Vernon -Smith.
“Bunter waz coming-—""

“Well, we'll allow five minutes® grace
for late comers,” sald the ecrptam of

(Continued on page 16.)
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{(Continued from page.13.)
Groyfrinrs.  “ After that the "door will
be locked.” : B

:Varnon-3mith went to the door and
ldoked out. Never had he felt'so strong
a desire to kick the fat Owl of the
Remove. .

‘He had eleven names on his list now;
Kipps had joined up in support "of the
Founder, ut' ‘if Bunter : continued
missing, the vléven werae reduced to ten;
Smithy had nd doubt of beating Stacey,
but it was cerfain_to be close voting
with the Brownites.- Every vota told;
Bunter’s as much as anyonae’s;" Bat thero
wais no sign of a fat figure rolling up
the passage as the minutes ticked away.

Smithy wag as puzzled as B.l!ﬁr}’.' Ho
had prﬂmlﬁa? Bunter a splendid spread
if he got ino,. a3 ﬂl'ij:ai_n, and Bunter
would have voted for his worst enemy,
with a. a[.ifaad iw -prospect. It was
amazing thet the Hwl of the Remove
was throwing over wpch a prospect.

Yernon-3mith gave Stacey & sus-
picipus glare,: 8 euspected at once
that that yalusble voter hed been “got
at. v

Wharton’s detention eame as a wind-
fall to the Bounder: it was ona vote
gone from Tom Brown's list. Smithy,
at least, had been glad to hear that
Whatton had got detained; and he had
a- suspicion that the new head- bov -of
the Remove had had &:finger in the pie
somehow.. Mot that he cared; Stacey

was waloome to play his Eungey fon him, -

if hoe liked. It improved hiz chances,
but he wanted avuﬁ vote he -::q-i]ld_get-
and he stered a glared along the
passage for Bunter—staring and glaring
n V?Iﬂ. - : .

Wingata looked at his wateh,

“Time's up!” he saidi “Lock the
door, Gwynne.”

Patrick Gwynna shut the door and
torned the key. The Bounder bit his
lip with. eavage anger. - He had to get
on the best he could without William
George Bunter. | :

“Wow—" gaid Wingato,

Sam ,Eﬁrl;.r Quipey, 1fley F;'ield., uthn:}-
wise Squiff, pre ‘o Brown, an
wWnas gequndédp pﬁféﬂrmrr}. '

*;Hﬂndﬁ up- for . Brown I said Win-
gate, ,

Eleven right hands went up.

Wingate counted and Gwynne counted
and the number was agreed. And the
Bounder gritted-his toath,

Head Bunter been present he would

have had eloven votes and tied with
Brown. As it was he had ten.
Stacey it was clear was nowhere,
Vernon-3mith was proposed and
seconded and ten hands went up for
him. Again thers was a count, .
“That fat rottec!” breathed Skinner.
“We cou'ld have tied with Bunter here.
and: that would mean_the election over
again. Might have pulled it off at the
second shot.” N X '
“Rotten luck!” ssid Snoop.
“Rotten trickery, T beliove!” 'mut-
tered the Bounder savagely, ~ * Bunter's
Leen got nway somehow.”
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“You think Wharton's gang—""
“No, I don't, you ase! I hﬁ]lf;“
@
feliow can play oricket, but he can’t
play the game.” y .

“T jolly well kick Bunater!” said
Bolsover major,

“ Anvhow, that cad Stacey’s out!”
Hazal.

“Yos!1” Tha Bounder nodded
*That's one comfort., That show-up on
Saturday has dished him to o frozele”

Penfold proposed Stacey and waa
seconided by Mickey Desmond. Morgan
if'u the only other man who voted for
vin. i
Btacey's face was not pleasant to =ec.

Only a couple of days ago he had been
counting on & walk-over.. Now he was
fairly washed out, . .~ X

Three voles, out of a Form counting
over tiicty members, was not only usc-
less, but rather ridienlous. And even
hizs three supporters were nob cu-
thusiastic.

Wingate read out the result.

“Tom Brown, eleven votes; Vernon-
Smith, ten votes; Stacey, three votes,
Tom Brown i duly elected captain of
the Remove."

“Brave, Browney!™
Cherry. :

“Hurrah ™ :

“Good old New Fonland !™

The door was unlocked, and the two
Sixth-Form prefects departed.  ho
Rag rang and echoed wilh the cheers of
tho victorious party.

Stacey  slipped away Immediately
after Wingate and Gwynpe. The
Bounder walked over ta the suecessful
candidate and gave him a smack on tho
shoulder, .

*Grattors, Browney!"" he said.

“Thanks, old bean!” said Tom.

“Best of luck—I've no doubt you'll
maks a better Form-captam than I
should,” said Vernon-Smith,

“I'll try!” Ermum::[ Tom Brown,

“T'll kick Bunter, all the same, for
letting ‘ma down,” said Smithy. “But
for that fat brute we'd have tiried it
over ‘again, and I might have.dished
you, I'll kick him hard."

Stacey had gone to his study,

He stood looking out of the window,
with a black brow and a bitter heart.
He was still standing there staring intoe
the quad, when & fat figure rolled up
from the gates. It was Billv Bunter,
looking happy and sticky, with a smear
of Jam adorning his capacions mouth,

tacey scowled down at -him.

Ho knew better than anyone el:e why
Bunter had missed the election.

But his trickery had recoiled on him-
self. Had Bunter voted, the votes
would have tied, which would have
meant snother election at o later daie,
by which time he might have recovered
lost ground, and had a chanca of suc-
cesa.  As it was, Bunter's sbsence had
spelt snccess to Wharton's candidate. Tt
was & bittor reflection to the schemer of

Bob

roaretl

the Remove.
THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Trickster !
“ 2AY, yvou fellows 1
I The Co. were wailing at the
end of the Form-room passage

to meet Wharton when he came

ont of detention. It was nearly six
o'clock, - o

Billy Bunter rolled up to them in a

great hurry. _
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Whose i';om
Bob

have you have gcoffing?’ inguired
Cherry.
“Eh? Bunter dabbed a fab hand

over & large mouth. %1 say, you

well not

fellows, you stand by a fellow, Fou
know ! at beast Smithy—" :
“You've missed the election!™ eaid

b,

“That's what that beast Smithy i3
kicking up a fuss, aboust,” explained
Bunter. "I was.going to vote for him,
but 1 got back late. It wasn't my faulf,
of course—I've only just got in. -And
that beast rushed at me in the guad

LE ]
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“Ha, ha, ha "

“And kicked me —"

“{yood eggi”

“Beast! And he's afier me——"

“You shouldn't have ler him downI¥
saitl Johnny Bull, “If you wero poing
ir_r vote for a2 man vou should vole for
wm"”

“Well. 1 conldn’t get Liack in time,”
said Bunter. *I'd lLive voted for him
like a shot—I hear that Browney's got
in, and 1 jolly well know that Browne
won't stand his velers a spread, as
%m{!.h}' was going o do if he got in

Ul —"’

“Bo that's why vou were gnin{: fo
votn for Smithy '™ snarted Johnny Bull

“Well, you know the spreads in
Smithy's study,” said Bunter. %It
would have been ripping if Smithy had
pot 1. Still, ik wasn’t certain, vou see;
pnd & bird in heand is worth iwo in thw
Lush, i=n't it "

The Co. stared at DBunter,
puzzled by that remark.

“If I'd had a taxi fare on me I'd
have q.‘;:rt back n time,” said Bunter.
“But Stocey wouldn’t lend e a taxi-
fare, though I told him I would settle
up out of my postal order to-morrow.”

“"What on carth has SBtacey to do
with iti”

“Eh? Oh, nothing!” =aid Buntor
hastily. “Ha told me not to mention
it, now I come to think of it. So I'm
nok poing te.”

But the Co. scented a rat by this
time. and they did not let it go at that.

“Had Stacey anvthing to do with

Qe

-your missing the election? asked Bols,

with & grim look.

“Oh, no! Nothing! e never knew
I was gowmg to vote for Smithv!
didn’t tell him when he asked me for
my vote.”

"Where have you been

*“Oh, newhere 1" said Bunter vaguely.

“You got that Jam on your face

nowhora?
“Eh? ¥es! I mean, no! I'm jolly
oing to tell you!™ saud
Bunter. “Stacey atked me not to! I
meat, there isn't anything to tell!
Besides, Stacey can sland a friend «
ba_;t of jam tarts if he likes, I suppose.”

“Yon fat villain—" ;

“QOh, really, Cherey—" -

“Bo Stacey stood you & bag of jam
tarts to let Smithy down in  the
clection 1" exelaimed Frank Nugent.

“ Mothing of the kind! I'm not o
fallow to be bribed, I hopel” =aid
Bunter, with dignity. “It wasn't like
that at all! Stacey had ordered the
tarts at Courtfield, to be called for
to.day, wvou sce! e couldn't go on
goconnt of the election, so he told me 1
could call for them if T liked, and have
them for my trouble. He lent me 1le
bus-fara to Counrtfield. He's jolly mean,
though—he wonldn’t  lend me encugh
tho fare back—not even a bus-fare
back 1"

“Well, of all the scheming retters 1"
sald Bob, in disgust. “He fixed that up
to keep vou out of the voting and encak
one of Bmithy's votes” !

“Lot of good it did him ! pranted
Johnny Huﬁ- “1t was Bunter being
away that Iet Browney in*

“Rolten trick, all the zame.”

“The rottenfulness was terrifio.”

I =ay, you fellows, I really tried to

get back in time,” eaid Bunter, “Xf



ﬂq:eag had -lent me my fare hack .I
m:g,‘h havé mansged- it.” .
“He was likely to—in the eircum-
stances grinnndw ‘Bob., “Well, T'mh
glad you cut the electiom, you fat fraud,
a3 it helped oir man 1. |
1o be kicked, and Stacey ought to be
kicked.” ° L '

“That beast Smithy——" ;

“ Halle, hallo, hallo! Here he is[”

“Hook it, Bunter !” grimmed Nugent.

wigh lor' 17  Billy Bunter dodged
behind the Co. as the Bounder sppeared
in the offing. "I say, you lellows, keep
Lim off 1™ '

“Now, wyou fat rotter—"
Vernon-S8mith,

“Keep him off 1 velled Bunter,

“1'm going to kick that fat spoofer I”

rowled Vernon-Smith, “Don't you
Fu]!?ﬁf h&rﬁ; i];-:':l:l ithy

iF I.'"BH- . I- - iy

“Wouldn't b i

£aid

arge in for worlds,” said
Nob. “Kick him gs much as you like,
shd then go and kick Stecey.”

* Btacey—what——" .

“ According to Bunter, Stacey bribed
him with a bag of jam tarts—-"

'Fﬂﬂthlﬂﬁ' of the kind!? roared
Bunter. I'm not the chap to let s
man down for a bag of jam tarts! I—I
don’t like jam tarts.”

*“Ha, ha, ha I? ;

“I say, Smithy, I haven’t been to
Courtfield, and 1 never called for that
bag of jam tarts that Stacey ﬂr:iﬁ;ﬁd

illy

on ‘Saturday, sod-—and——=2
Bunter dndg‘fd wildly. *I say, you
followe=—— . Yarooooh 1

“*Ha, ha, hal”

Bunter tled uvp tha passage, with the
Bounder in pursuit. He vanished round
a corner, Smithy dribbling him like a
fat football

A few minutes later Mr. Quelch came
up the passage. Heo passed the waiting
group of juniors without appearing 1o
notica them, and went to the Form:
roomy, Six was striking, and Wharton's
detention was up.

Wharton came out of the Form-room
with a knitted brow. He joined his
friends, and they went out into the quad
together.

“How did
quictl{*

“All rerene”™ answered Bab.
“Brownoy's in,”

Harry Wharton laughed, :

“Then %ueh:h never got away with
it ¥ he said.

“Queleh 1”7 repeated the Clo.

“YWhat do you think I was given
detention for? asked Wharton scorn-
fally. “To keap me out of the election,
of course.” | )

The Co. looked at him with wvery

it go! asked Harry

grave faces.

“¥ou- had better cut that out,
Wharton,” said Bob quietly. It was
rotten, and all that, but if you think
that Queleh would do 2 mean thing like
that you're falking rof, and you know

.

“I'm not talking rot, and I dJdon't
know it! Why do you think I wea
given a detention while the election was
taking place?” asked Wharton, with a
ENeET.

*Nothing to do with the election,
anyhow 1” said Frank Nugent. *“For
goodness' sake don't talk such E:ﬂ!ﬁ I

“Tha estecrmned piffle s tervihice ™ gaid
Hurres Jamset REam SBingh.

“T suppose Queleh ]gan:u you &
reason ! said Johnny Bull.

“Oh, yes] My Latin paper was care-
less and slovenly—that was the reason,”
said Harry, “It was nothing of the
kind. It wasn't the best in the Form—
but it was better than a dozen 1:'4;1'1»511'3=L5
and nohody clsa was given a detention.

“If Queleh said it was, it was!™
grunted Johnny Bull.  “What's the

good of talking out of your hat??"

ut you ought-
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“¥ou saw my paper, Frank; you
were sitting next to me. Id you think
it was the worst in the Form "

Nugent was looking startled, X

“ No,” he answered; “that's all rot!

I borrowed cne of your answers to a

question, as you know, Your paper was
all right.” o

* Rubbish " said Johnny Bull gruffly.
“We sall know that Quelech iz down on

Wharton this term, whether it's
Stacey’s doing or not; but he’s just
when he’s down on & man. . He's a

crusty  old bean, but he’s just, and
every men in the Form knows it [? :
“You've heard what Irank eaid!”

17

Wharton, "How.many votes did that
scheming rottér bag !*‘:‘:IIjr 3

“ Threa1” said Bob, with & grin,

Wharton Jatighed, ' L

“My . estcemed and. ridiculous
chums1? said the nabob. ' “The absurd
end © exscrable | Btacey kept Buntér
awey, and it occurs to my debilitated
inteilect that he aleo kept the ludicroys
Wharton away.” - %

“Oh, don*t ba an asws!” growled
Johuny Bull.  “'Fhink he had the nerve
to give Chielchy a hint to detain & man?
Quelchy would have given him =iz, if
not taken him to the Head for a flog-
ging! Don't bae a goat|”

(1}
| A smaller ediifon of Billy

I found, was his mi’nnr. youhg
. Sammy : : :

He's equally stulild and sllly,

. And equally sticky and jammy ].

No brotherly signs of affaction
. Exigt beiween brother and brother,
Il either was up for ‘correction,
*Twould be a good joke 1o the other ]

willin

borrow

How
bested 1

(%
The Second, I heard, daily baitled
Against thelr Form-master in oollege,
And Twigg, 1 was told, became ratitled
Ba;ausallher all beat him af Know-

He shmd me how Twigg gasps and

stated
juncturs I

grinning 1

(3}
Young Sammy, 1 found, wag qulia

g
To ialk, and still more so to

B The caplial sum of one shilling, =&
To be relmbursed on the morrow ! i
s 1 bribed the unprincipled brigand S
% Thea sum of 3 bob, a5 raguesied ; B
s He then told me all about Twigg, and
- sadly that

siammers Bald Smmj;. “T'N give him soms |
coaching
wg;?m;fm by bis Form that's he Thesa maﬁlamT&'snu fancy I funk
ith Ca and ‘em——7 "'

e nprﬂ::mg'm Wit wArs Here Twige was seen swiltly

Sufelent fo conquer an army | approaching !
(6)

Alas !—For the fact must be

That Sam lost his nerve at (his ™Sk

His corpulent form was deflated
Like a motor-gar tyré with a

¥ punéeiure 1 )
Eatie. ¢ Come, Bunter | * said Mr. Twigg
7 coldly,
“The thour of delenilon’s
beglnning 1°*
L And Instead of delying Twigg boldly,
i sam_ went | And 1 sallied out

Streng man and weak man, fat man and thin
man=—guf {rinrs
view ‘em all’in tuin,

Greyiriars Rhymester's 'got to inter»
Thir week he visits

SAMMY BUNTER,

Eilly Bunter’s minor in the Second Form,

{2)
I found Sammy down In the Second,
He was toasilng a kipper on penclls,
W hich method: he used, as J repkdned,
For lack of the proper utensils:
The fish gave a horribls edour,
- 1 gasped and called faintly for water,
Then someons, I think i was Loder,
‘Walked fn and accomplished great
slaughter !

master was

(5}

Young Sammy speaks up lke a glant i

- {Or 50 he informed me} with vigour !

He's resolule, bold and deffant } |
A Jove-like, but jJuvenile, flgure !

* Let Twigg start his silly old bunkum "

snepped Wharton, with emouldering
eyes. : i

“And you've lheard what I said—
rubbish 1 retorted Johnny Bull.

“My esteemed chumz—" murmured
the Nabab of Bhanipur,

“I was detained, to pip me for the
clection,” said Wharton. “It might
have made all the difference.”

“It would have, if Bunter hadn't
beenn  away, too,” said Frank.
“Browney's voles would have tied with
3mithy’s, and there would have had to
ba angther election, According to
Bunter, Stacey got him away.”

“And Quelch got me away!”? eaid

“ The abaurd Stacey is now head boy
of the Remove—"

“ What about that, ass?”

“He handled the Latin papers hefore
ihey met the ridiculous eyes of the
idiotic Quelch——" .

Harry Wharton started violently.

“Tgl Inky—you—you think—-"

“The thinkfulness is terrifio,” said the
nabob. “The excellept and emphatic
Johnny declares that !‘%:Jﬂleh would not
play a rotten trick, which is a terrifia
certainty, But his absurd leg might be

lod—

“Oh1* pasped Wharton,
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“But_how rld Stecey—" stam-
O cameniborhully *racollect that. th

“¥- rememberfully re . tho
fat and esiecmed gr'éub called Quelchy
away when we were leaving -the Form-
room. The Latin papers were left with
the execrable head boy.”

Wharton drew a deep breath.

“Inky's got it! I remember Quelch
nover said- there were mistakes in the
paper—he eaid it° was careless and
glovenly. KEasy enough to make it lock
like that if & fellow was cur enough.”

“But—" gasped Bob.

“T'm going to know!” aasid Ha
Wharton savagely. “Fm going' to as
Quelch to lot mo sco.my paper: If it%s
not a8 I left it, Quelch is going to know
that it's been tampered with.” “
. To that the Co. assented, and Whar-
fon went back into the House. But the
look on his face as he went made his
friends feel very unessy as to-the resnlt
of the mterview with his Form-master.

——

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Shock for Quelch !
R. QUELCH gave his late head
M boy a cold, grim look as he
came into his study.
Last terra Wharton had been
his trusted liead boy, a c¢redit to his

Form 'in every way,” in Mr. Quelch’'s
‘t:»hpimﬁn. This term he was lowest of all
o Remove in the opinion of the Form-

master. That t;&inmn semed to find
confirination in the Form, as Wharton
had been turned out of the captainc Ic:sjj_:
his Form-fellows—a matter with whi

Quelch had nothing to do. uelch’s
conclusion was that Wharton had fallen
into. bad ways during the holidays—not
an_uncommon happening., And-if hae
had any idea of continuing those bad
ways at school, Henry Samuel Quelch
was exactly the man to deal with him

drasticaily.

The Remove master was awaroe of the

regult of the captain’s election now, and
that result was a deep disappointment
to him. He had made Stacoy his head
boy, and -had hoped to see him captain
of the Form also.  Certainly nothin
would have induced him even to thin
of keeping a voter away from the poll,
ns Wharton had so recklessly sus .
But he was annoyed and irritated by the
result, and not in a mood to be patient
with the junior who had already tried
his patience very hard.
“Well1” he rapped.
came like a bullet. -
 *1 wish to araak to you about my
Latin paper, gir[” said E_Errg, as quietly
and mapactfulljr_ as he could, though his
heart was beg
Mr. Quelch ma

The guestion

g East,

B A& fure.

“That matter m'c!nufiqa now, Wharton !
Your .Eﬂ-pﬁ: .wans & disgrace to . your
Form; but you have had your detention,
and X desire to hear nothing more abbut

1t.

“Ii’ must sziaak about it, sir.”

“ You will leave my y, Wharton.™

Wharton's jaw set hard.” Ha -did not
leave the study; he stood firmly where
he was, facing the. Hemove master
“cr‘ufahi.;iﬁ writirggvtatl:]a.

A 1eve, sir, that paper muskt
have been tampored wittﬁﬁ ke gaid.

Mr. Quelch jumped.

“What?” he thundered.

“"May 1 seo it, girl”

“You may not see it! You may leava

may study! I will hear no more insolence
t'r?'rgv you, 'b‘ii’jharlgu«t}’l" N s
“VYory well, sir,” sai rry. _
will go to my headmaster, and appeal to
him. Dr. Locke will do me "justice, if
you will not.”
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Mr. Quelch rose to his {eot. He
soemed Lo Ltower in his wrath and indig-
nation. {

“Wharlonl Are you in your sonses?

you dare to question the justice of
your Formanaster # :

“I have enid that T believe my Latin
paper  was tamperod with,” answered
Wharton steadily.” '

0 whom?” ihundered Mr. Quelch.

“That's not for me to say! By a.

fallow in whose hands it was, at any
rate " said Wharton hitterly.

“Is it pomsible, Wharton, that you
carry your jealousy and dislike of your
successor to such a length, that you dare
to asuspect- Btacey ¥  Mr. Quelch was
genuinely Ellﬂﬂkﬂg. * ;

“Will' you ‘let mo ees the paper, sirl
I only need to look nt it to ses whether
it is la.ukil:"w&a when Stacey took it from
my desk. ‘

Mr. Quelch breathed hard through his
noEs., u
“I will let you see the paper, Whar-
ton! But I wiﬂm you in ad?up:be that I
will listen to no unfounded and base
accusations against a8 boy whom you
ghould be proud to have as a relativo—
a boy in whom I have the most implicit
confidence.

He sorted out Wharton's pa
a pile. With a grim, frowning brow, he
passed it across the table to the junior.

Wharton looked at it.

His ayes glinted at it.

Now that he saw it he did not wonder
that Quelch had described it as “careleas
and slovenly.” Any fellow who handed
m such a paper was certain of a deten-
tion to follaw.

It waos disfigured by blots and smears
galore. As euch slovenliness was no
part of Wharton's character, it was
natural that Quelch had taken it as an
act of deliberate impertinence. That,
he had supposed, was Wharton's retort
to his decision " a&cl—:mf; * him from
head ha};’a position, n tha circum-
stances, he could hardly have supposed
anything elsa,

*Oh, the rotter!” breathed Wharton.
“Mr. Quelch! There was not a single
blot, not a single emear on that paper
when Stacey collected it.” z

“ How dare you eay so, Wharton ¥

“ Because it'a true!” answered Harry
fearlessly. “I tell you, sir, I never made
one blot or one smear. That paper’s
been tampered with since it loft my
handas.”

Mr. Quelch stared, or rather, glared
at him. He did not believe a single
word of that slatement.

Blots were not uncommon on such
papers. A fellow who was a bit uncer-
tain tween  “amaverim™  and
" mrpaveris ” might to conceal his
dubiety by a judiciously dropped blot!

On Wharton's paper, however, thero
were more than a dozen blots, as well
ag & number of smears that would have
caused even Billy Bunier to atare.

The Bounder might have turned in
such a liapar. just to show his Form-
master that he didn't care twopence for
the beaks! That was what Mr. Quelch
had supposed that Wharton had dore.

Now, however, a darker suspicion was
in his mind. It lovked to him as if his
dismissed head boy had taken measures
to give colour to an accusation againat
the new head boy,

rdly a fellow at Greyfriars was
capable of such an action as was now
imputed to 8 . Mr. Quelch was not
likely to belisve Btacey capable of it—a
Hnﬁ-whnm he trusted and liked !

a stood towering in wrath.

“Wharton ™ gpoke at last In
almost a gasping voice. "I hardly know
what to say to you!l Such unscrupulous-
pess—such effrontery—"

“I'va told you the truth, sir.”

r from

“You have told me falachoods!™
thundered Mr. Quelch. “I do not be-
liova a ‘single word you have uttered,
Whart-pn.”'q _

Yharton thought for a moment of
Nugent; Frank had séen the paper.
But ha could hardly call Nugent as'a
witness. ; _

1% was o strict rulo that fellows did not
look at one another's papers. That rule,
of course, was frequently disregarded; a
fellow would help a friend ot with an
answer to'a question, if it conld be dene
without” chtching the oye of the beak.
Schoolbgys _ang schoolmasters take
diffetent viéws of the matter, But cer-
tainly it was impossiblo to tell & “ beak *
that another fellow had looked over his
shoulder for hel&:u in & knotty point.

‘Wharton stood silent in bitter angor
and resentment.

He had proved to himself that Stacey
had tampered with that paper—in the
hope of getting him a detention and
keaping him away from the olection in
the Rag. Unfartunately, it was im-
possible to Qpruve it to Mr. Quaelch,

o Mr. Quelch it seemed only a wild
and reckless accusstidh, founded on re-
sentment sgd envy.

There was silence in the study for a

.lun%iminutﬂ, Then Mr. Quelch picked
up his cane. .
- Lisave rtlg etudy, Wharton! Utter
E}nﬂ.t;?nr word, and I shell cane you!
o!

Harry Wharton turned and walked
out of the study.

He did not spoak another word. His
feelings were too deep for words. His
face was almost white as he went back
into the ciund and rajoined his frionds.

“ What luck 7” asked Bob uneasily.

“I've seen tha per I  Wharton
almost choked. “It's mucked up with
blots and smears—just as Inky guessed |
Stacey did it, of course. ou know
whether there wore blots and smears
T Lmon i anid Frank 1

inow |* said Frank, in a low voice.

Bob Cherry whistlad.

“It must have been Stacey,” he seid,
“Y don't sce how it could have been
9“{",}’“&3 else | He's taken Quelch right
In )

“He has no right to be taken in by a
plntt:ng cad I” esid Wharton fiercely.
“He's called me a liar1” Hé clenched
his hands. “By gad—"

o« « Keep cbol, old chap!” eaid Boh.

After all, Stacey never got away with.
his putrid trickery, He overdid it—
getting Bunier away, tool He's pro:
perly dished himself in tha end. ut
what a poisonous toad! I—I thought
you were rather a fathead to bar lim
as did. I oouldn’t see any harm in
el e fmom b

wo know him mow ¥ said
Johnny Bull, “And TI'll tell you this—
he can't keep up this game for ever|
Swindlera and liars always get found
out in tha Jong run. JIt's & mug's
game, if they only knew it 1"

“Hear, hear " said Bob.

“The esteemed Johnoy has uttered
words of golden and ridiculous
wisdom I” said Hurrea Jamset Ram

h, with o nod of his dusky head.

“Quelch ‘will spot the cad, sooner or
later |7 said Nugent. “He's a downy
old bird, you know."

That was little comfort to Wharten.
It was the present that troubled him,
not the future.

But there was comfort, at least, in
finding the Co. muyinmé at lest that
he was in the nght in his feud with his
“double.” He had, after all, defeated:
the fellow. It was Tom Brown, and not

Ralph S , whe hail suoceeded him
a3 naFtain of the Bemove. And in the
trouble vet to come it was something

to have his own chuma solidly on hia
gide.



¢ QOh, the rotfer ! * breathed Wharion, gla.n{:lngﬂat the paper.
on that paper when Stacey collected It."* ** dari

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Out In the Rain!

1 AN ¥
R “Tha 1'ainl'u]m:5? is turriﬁn_!“
“Looks like cricket!” said

.. Bob Cherry lugubriously.

It did not—quite !

Through the morning thero had been
drizzle, and the cricketing fellows had
hoped that it would dry up in the after-
noon and leave them somo sort of a
wicket. Instead of which, it rained on
steadily, and turned out, es Johnny
Bull put it, a nice half-holiday {for
ducks | :

Which was dismal for the fellows who
wanted to handle bat and ball, as they
felt that they had a right to expeet to
do in June! Something was wron
the scheme of things when it rained on
a half-holiday ! ut it was raining—
hard. _

“: ) lovely June* ¥ gsang Bob sadly.

“The Junefulness of this absurd
afternoon is not great!” groaned the
Nabob of Bhanipur.
ness will perhaps be good for the
esteomed crops 1™

“Blow the erops!” said DBob.
mean, I don’t mind it raining on the
grope! But I wish it would rain in
sections, ond leave us a dry spot! But
it won't | What are we going to do?”

“1 say, you fellowsg—"

“Oh, good egg, herc’s Bunter ! Let's
Lkick Bunter!™

“Oh, really, Cherry—*

"hTurn round and stand steady ! said

**¥ou silly ass, wharrer you want to
kick me for?” demanded the Owl of
the Remove indignantly.

“ Must do something on a rainy half-
holiday,” explained Hob, “and a kick-
ing always doos you good! You'ra not
kicked enough, as you jolly well know )%
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“ Mr. Queleh !
ow dare you say so, Wharton ? ** thundered the
it's true 1** answered Wharton fearlessly. *‘ That paper’s been tampered with since it left my hands | **

kickfulness of the

Bunter i3 an excellent and wheezy

idea 1 exclaimed the Nabob of

Ehanipur. - “Cricket being off, let us
lay absurd football with tho ludicrous
wnter P :

“ Hear, hear ! grinned Johnny Bull.

Billy Bunter backed away.

The Famous Five were standing by a
window in the Remove passage, looking
forth to view the weather, when the fat
Owl rolled up. Bunter eyed them
warily.

Cricket was off, and even a walk was
not attractive in a steady drizzle of
rain; but Bob Cherry's exuberance ha
to find some outlet. Bunter, however,
did not want it to find an outlet by
using his fat person as a Soccer ball,

“1 sawy, you fellows, don't ]i:la.y the
giddy ox |” urged Bunter. “1 say, I
eame here to speak to you. Can I have
your raincoat, Wharton 1"

Harry Wharton stared. Ib was not
surprising for Bunter to want to borrow
someilhing ; he was generally wanting to
orrow :omething or other. DBut the
request for the loan of a raincoat was
rather surprising. It indicated that the
fat Owl mtended to take a walk in
the rain, snd it was unusual for Bunter
to take walks even in fine weather if he
could help it

“What the thumg do vou want my
raincoat for 7 asked Harry.

It was hard to believe that Bunter
was going out, whon even hardy fellows
like the Famous five were little disposed
to do so.

“Eh? To wear, of course,” answered
Bunter. "1 don't want to cat 1t fat-
head 1

“No, aven you wouldn't eat it, I sup-
pose I said arton, laughing. " But
you don’t mcan that ;‘nu'm taking a
walk in this weather.’

“The

osteamod

There was not a single blot, not a single smear,

rm-master. ‘‘ Because

“Yes, rathert I'm no slacker ! ex-
claimed Bunter. “I don't believo in
frowsting about the Housa, even in this
weatter, like some fellows1”

“Va gods!” ejaculated Baob,

“I've asked Toddy,” went on the fat
Owl, [:rlink.m%.at the astonished juniors
through his big spectacles. “But he's
refused] You know how jolly selfish
Toddy 13, He says he wants his coat
himself.” "

“Same hera!” said Harry, laughing.
R | hu::i)e you're not geing to bz selfis
like To d}r, Wharton | I've msked your
consin *

“T've got no cousin at Greyiriars that
I know of 1" snap Wharton.

“Oh, really, Wharton, you needn't
snap a fellow's head off I eaid Bunter

evishly. “I don’t care whether the
ellow’'s your cousin or not, or your
twin brother, if you come to that
He's as like you a3 & twin i

i r? up £ ] i :

“Well, you jolly well know he is
said Bunter, “Like vou in his beastly
solfishness, too 1 He refused to lend me
hia raincoat, beecauses he was going oub
and wanted it——"

"'i'h\. hE. hao 1"

“RBlessed if I sce anyvthing to cackle
at 1 Rotten selfishness all round,” said
Bunter. T say, Cherry, you're not so
heastly selfish ss Wharton and Btacey.
Will you lend me your raincoat?”

“If you like to fetch it for yourself,”
answered Bob,

“T don't mind1 Where is iti"

" At Cherry Place—=

ﬂEh -?-J.I .

“In Dorsetshire I*

“¥You sitly ass ! roarad Bunter, whila
the juniors chortled. “Do you mean
that vou haven't got a raincoat ab the
school 2 : Gn i

“ Just that 1” grinned Bob. “I1 didn't
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think I should want ona in the summer,

and I left the 6ld mae st home. If you

liko to walk to Dorset for it——"
“Beast! I say, Nugent—"

“Bow-wow [ said Nugent. * Like-
wise, rats 1™

“frnk_v—-” ]

“The ratfulness iz terrifiec my

esteemned fat Bunter 1™

Billy Bunter blinked at the Famous
Fiva in great exasperation. He had
drawn them all blank.

“I say, you fellows, a fellow can’t
out without 8 mag, in this1"” urged the
fat Owl. “And I've really got to get
out—it's important!” ]

“CGoing anywhers special ¥ ashed

B .

“¥es, rather; and I can't hang about,
Jou know, or he will be gong——"

“Who will be gone ”

“0Oh, nobedy ”

hat surprising answor maeade the
Juniors stare, as well it might.

:‘I’fuu b!iﬂmr'i !m 1 said Bﬂb.“

‘1 eay, .you fellows, re wasti
timo O}aw’inﬁ” urged mﬁgn i | snﬂg
one of you Iandea B m?nf: a8 you're
mot going ouk. o aven t got
Y mf: utg the :ensd,%“ ¥

" You're such s oareless fat blighter 1”
said Harry. “You'd bring a fellow's
mao home thick with mud, an ”

“Then I can have it asked Bunter,
apparently taking that for permission.
*Thanks, old manl”® And he rolled
BWAY.

arton stared after him, and made
= attap .;lfm:r him. Then he stopped, with
a laugh.

("After all, if tho fat bounder's get-
ting somo fresh. air and exerci X
wan't stop him,” he said. “Let him
have the maol I supposa I can ti
Trotter to clean it if he brings it ba
mucky. It's not a new one, anyhow.”

“If we'ro going out you'll want it
yourself | said Nugent.

" can shove on something else I
said Harry carelessly. He looked from
the window sgain. “It doesn’t logk
jolly inviting V'

obody would have guossed that it
was & June day from the look of it

e rain cameo down steadily, splashing
on the carth, pattering on the windows,
£ ew woro oub in it; but the juniors had

k

THE MAGNET

seen the tall, angular Bgure of Mr.
Quelch stride down to the gates, muffed
up to the neck., Frout had been going
t¢ walk with the Remove master that
aftornoon; but Prout, after a look at
the weather, had called it off, and
Quelch pluggoed through the rain on his

own,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There goez a
Remove man ! said Bob, looking down.
“I say, if other fellows are chancing it,
weo're not going to stick indoors.”

Wharton’s eyes fell on a figure leav-
ing the Housc—and though he could see
little of it, but a cap and & raincost, he
knew that it was Btacey. His lip
curled as he looked down at his double.

The thought crossed his mind that
Stacey probably had a destination that
he would not have cared for Mr. Quelch
to learn.

The same thought was in the minds of
his compsanions. Their opinion of
Btacey had changed very much since the
affair of the Three Fishers letter.

That episode had knocked into pieces
the careful appearances he had kept up,
and- it _was not likely to be soom for-
gotten in the Remove,

“Look here! If Btacey's chancing it,
and vawzri' thft].h int M.fn;i %El:er, %ﬂr‘?ﬁ

ing out, what?" . "Wk

own to- Courtfield. The pictures ore
better than nothing on a rainy day.”

“ Might as woll,” said Johnny Bull.

“"There Bunter 1" said Nugent.

The juniors grinned down at the fat
figure of Bunter, s it appeared in the
rain below. He was wearing a raincoat
too long for him that flapped round his
fat ankles as he rolled. Already it was
gathering splashes of mud, and thers
was little doubt that Trotter would be
required to clean it when Bunter came
in.

“Is Btacey the chap he’s going out
with?" asked Bob, in  surprise.
“They're not pally—except when
stands him jam tarts to out an clectio

“Looks as if he's after him,"” esid
MNugent.

It did! Bunter was procecding at a

ace that was unusual for the fat and
lazy Owl, cutting down to the gates as
if anxious to estch up with somebody,
If s0, it could only be Stacey.
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¥ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” pasped Bob.
“Look

_"ﬂHll;:a ha, halt’b] adle,

unter, stumbli in & pu
lurehed, and his littlo fat legs tangled
in Lhe raincoat that was nearly a foot
too long for him. He went over with a
bump snd & splash.

The grinming juniors, from the
window, watched hun scramble up and
plupé_un. | ]

‘:‘ rotler will want a decent tip 1f
ho's going to clean that mao for you,
Wharton [ chuckled Bob Cherry, It
will want soma cleaning.”

Harry Wharton iaug{md.

:Luu{y it’s an ald one " hie said.

Well, what aboubt getting out?”
asked Bob, and the juniors decided to
get out, and they went for conts and

CapS.

Fﬂ a cheery bunch, despite the rain,
they started to walk acrosa the common
to Courtfield, There the Co. went into
Courtfield Picture Palace—and Whar-
ton, who was disinelined for the pic-
tures went to the bookshop in the High
Street, to look over tha ks there—
having arranged to meet his friends et
the Eu?hshﬂ%ﬂ ar tea. ,:}nt:;;a as it hap-

ne ot Courtensy, o Higheliffc
Eurﬂz. had ugnllm::l!f:[uwn to the. ssime
ﬂl’&m to fill in a rainy half-holiday,
¥harion met him there—and found the
time pass very plessantly in agreeable
company.

L & oo |

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter, Too |

ALPH STACEY paused on ihe
; towpath ‘Ei the Bark, and
: glanced b

On that rainy afterncon thore
was nobody on the river, and he did not
expect to ceo any! on the towpath.
1t was the habit of caution that made
im glance back before he drew near
his destination—the Thres Fishers Inn,

Tle was aware that Mr. Quelch had
gone out that aftornoon, in spite of the
weather, and thst the Remove master
sometimes took his walks along the
Sark. It was, indeed, in taking such a
walk n fow weeks ago, that the Remove
master seen Stacey at the gate of
thae Three Fishers—and believed that he
had seen Wharton.

But there was .no sign of an angular
figure on the towpath., There was only
ona figure to be seen—that of a fat
schoolboy In a raincost much too long
for him and rather splashed with mud.

The gleam of Bunter's spectacles
under his cap revealod his identity,
even if Stacey had not known him by
his circumference,

He frowned, turned again, sand
walked on more quickly. It was esasy,
a3 & rule, to drop a walker like Buntar.
It did not oceur to Blacey that the fat
Owl was intentionally following him,
though he was surprised to see him out
of doors at all in such weather.

The winding of the path soon dropped
Bunter from sight, and the towpath was

uite deserted when Stacey arrived at
the inn gate,

Ho gave s quick look round, entered
swiftly, and cut quickly round the build-
ing. Once out of sight from the tow-

ath he had nothing to fear—if he

ad anything at all to fear on a day
that kept most of Greyfriars within
geies, :

He did not enter the inn by the front
way; tho billiards-room at the back had
fronch windows on the weedy, unkept

arden. That was ECAPOREIACS’'S WAy
in—a Wwa¥ he knew well, short as was
the time that he had been at Greyfriars
Bechool.

An elegant fipure lounged towards



him as he entered. It was Cecil Fon-
sonby of the Fourth Form at Higheliffe
School. A dingy man with a bﬁﬂ?’
face, the marker, nodded to him. t
was the same man who had delivered
the note in mistake to Wharton a few
A .
dw?.maﬁ?ccd the rain, whati” said Pon.
#“Nobody here with me—the other men
wonldn’t come out. Glad you've come.”

“(lad you've turned uf:, Pon I
answered Stacey, as the marker helped
lim off with his wet raincoat, and hung
it on & peg by the door,

# What about o hundred upt™

Stacey nodded.

“Quid on it7” asked Pon.

“Two if you like.”

it Mako it two 1" agreed Pon.

And the young rascals selected cues,
They had the billiards-room to them-
selves, excepting for beery marker.

Stacoy was glad of 5. Certainly
nobody connected with . Greyiriars
School was likely to drop into such a
place and observe him. But what he
was doing was a risky adventure for a
Greyfriars fellow.

It meant at lcast = ﬂﬂgginF, and
More pmha.l;g' the “sack,”™ if he was
found out, and that, in turn, meant that
he would have nothing more to expect
from Colonel Wharton.

The old ecolonel, who was displeased
with his nephew for not making friends
with the relative he had taken up_and
waa providing for, would cerisinly have
changed his views had that relative
been kicked out of Greyfriars 1n
disgrace,

It was odd enough, perhaps, that
Stacey should run the risk, with so much
nt stake. But there was a strain of
blackguardiam in hiz nature that waa
not to be denied. -

It was some excuse for ham that his
father, Captain Btacey, had fallen upon
evil days, and had for yeara led a
wandering life, living chiefly on hia wits,
Ralph, in his company, had seen and
heard much that waa bad in ita influence
on & boy.

For more then a {;en.r befora Colonel
Wharton had taken him up, Ralph had
shared his father’s wanderings, had kept
{ate hours, and had secn many things
very unsuitable for youth. And at
Greyiriars, though he realised that it
waa a great chance for him, and though
he enjoyed the cricket, at least, he was
pored by "what seemed to him dullness
wftar the excitement of earlier days.

Risky as it was, BStacey felt, or
imagined that he felt, the need of zoma
weitement now and then—and he found
it out of bounds, in ecompany with the
young rascals of nghch&a.

At Greyfriars ho was very careful
Even aftor tho “show-yp® in the Rapg,
e was ss kesn as ever on I{eapi;lci up
sppearances in his school, and patching
ap, as it were, hiz roputation sfter the
tnock it had received.

He was rathor drawn towards the
Bounder, a scapegrace liko himself; but
he had no idea of entﬂrin% into any of
14 reckless escapades. Nobody at Grey-
frisra was to know anvthing—so fer as
he could prevent it. Outside the school
it was a different matter—he did not
sate how much Pon & Co. knew. What
they knew could not damage him.

The click of cue and ball was music to

his ears. To do him justice, he would
have proferred to be playing ericket.
But cricket was off on a drenching day,
and he was keen on & gamble. And his

skill at billiards was evidence that he
had spent & good deal of time in such
resorts, young as ha was,

Fon gave a miss in baulk, and Stacey
bogan to score. o had kmecked u
fifty in a single break, when the fren
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window was pushed open fromi outside,
and a rainy figure rolled in, dripping.

Btacey glanced round carclessly—then
his gaze became fixed.

It was Billy Bunter! _

The colour wavered in his cheeks |

S0 much for his careful regard for
appearances at Greviriars! Banter, tho
poeping Tom and tattler of the Remove,
Erillt{iug and blinking at him through

is big spectacles.

“Wat, ain't 1t?” said Bunter cheer-
fully. “I say, lend me a hand off with
thiz coat ! I'm jelly well soaked.”

The marker took the dripping rain-
coat, and hung it on a peg Dbeside
Stacey's.

Pon stared at Bunter.

“That fat freak a friend of yours,
Stacey I he asked. 2

“No t” said Stacey, between his teeth.

“(h, really, Stacey!” said Bunter,
with & fat and cheery grin. “I say, old
chap, I guessed where you were off to,
after what Wharton zaid the other day
in tha Rag! He, he, ho!” ]

Stacey gr1pp-et'l his cue, as if tho
thought was in his mind to kneck the
fat Owl down with it. Bunter eyed him
warily through his big spectacles,

The Owl of the Remove was perfectly
well aware that BStacey did not want
his ecompany—or any company—in his
shady adventures outside the school.
But that was a trifla light as air {0
William George Bunter. .

“I say, old chap, don't be shirty!”

said Buntor breezily. " Nothing to get
your rag out for, old chap! I'm not
going to give you away to Quelch ! He,
he, ha! Hs wouldn’t be =o pleased

with his new head boy if he knew—
what? Ha, he, hel I say, I'll give you
s hundred up, Pon, after this game.”
Pon stared at him contemptuously.
“A quid on the game, if you like [”
said Bunter. )
Pon's look became more amiable.
All was grist that came to Pon'’s mill;
and if Bunter had a “quid * about him,
the young tascal of Highcliffie had neo
objection to anﬂaxin? the samao.
“0h, all right!” he said, “Get on
with it, Btacey !™
Stacey did not ; .
The presence of Billy Bunter quite
spotled the escapads for him. If this
was tattled up and down the Remove,
it

rat on with it.

His one thought was to get away—to
work up some sorf of an " alibi,” if he
could, to prove that he had not been at
the Three Fishers, if Buntoer tattled that
he had esen him there. Fortunately,
Buntar was well known to be as un-
truthful as he was inguisitive and
loquacious; but it behoved Stacey to
got away ag quickly as he could.

“I'll play thiz out another time,
Pon I” he muttered.

And, without waiting for an answer,
he threw down his cue, hurried on his
raincoat and cap, and went to the french
window.

“1 say, old chap, don't go 1 squeaked
Buntar,

But Btacey was gone,

Bunter blinked after him in dismay.
1% had been Bunter's idea to borrow a
necessary small sum from BStacey. In
tha ecircumstances, Bunter considered,
Stacey could hardly have refused.

That sudden departure quite spoiled
the fat and fatuous Owl's hittle game.

Pon gave a sniff.

Stacey was gone, snd he turned to
Bunter.

“Play ¥ ho asked.

He was thinking of the quid Bunter
had mentioned, and wasg naturally un-
awara that the fat Owl had intended to
borrow that necessary quid from Stacey.

“Ob, yes, rather I” answered Buntor,

<l

*“Quid on it1"*

“¥You het!”

As Bunter was in possession of three-
halfpence in the way of cash, it was a
little difficult to sce whera Pon's wine
nings were to come from. Happily
unawara of that, Pon chalked his cue,
and prepared to rclicve Bunter of the
imaginary quid in the shortest pos-
sible space of time, Stacay, tramping
savagely through the rain, left the
Threo Fishers far behind him, resolving
to kick Billy Bunter the wholo length of
the Remove passage at the carliest
apporfunity.

—

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Quelch on the Tralll

£ ALLO, halle, hsalle!” mur-
mured Bob Cherry.

“Quelch 1M
Four members of the
famous Co., having left Wharton at the
bockshop in the High Street, had

arrived at the portals of Courtficld
Picture Palace., The rain, which had
slackened a little during their walk to
Courtfield, came on with a sudden heavy
downpour, and they wore glad to got
under the sreado in front of the
building.

A good many people had stepped
under that arcade for shelter from the
gust of rain, Among them was an
angular gentleman, with a dripping

umbrella.

Mr. Quelch's walk that afternoon had
evidently taken him to Courtfield—ifor
there ho was |

He did not look very amiable. Ila
was damp end uncomfortable, snd, keen
walker a5 he was, keen on fresh air and
cxercise, rather doubtful of his wisdom
in taking a walk that rainy afterncon.
Prout, 1 his armchair in a cosy study,
was certainly more comfortable at that

maoment. .

The four juniors "capped® Mr.
Queleh as they passed him under the
arcade on their way to the entrance.

The Remove master anknnwlad%m:i the
salute, his ‘:Fimlnt eyes scanning them as
they passed.

Ha noted at once that Wharton was
not with his friends. The Famous Five,
as & rule, wero together on a half-
holiday, end it seemed unlikely that
Wharton had remained indoors when
hia chums faced the rasiny weather.

Bob and his comrades went into the
cinema, leaving Mr, Queleh with food
for t.hu:nu$ht..

Quelch's brow was knitted.

Ho was asking himself—whera wai
Wharton that afternoont That term,
he was convinced, Wharton wae p!ajrmﬁ
tha “ giddy goat,” as the jumiors woul
have expressed it, though certainly not
Mr., Quelch. He had seen him—or be-
lieved he had—at the TFhreo Fishers on
ons occasion, though his unfortunsie
likeness to Stacey gave him the benelit
of a doubt. Now, on a half-holiday, his
friends had gone to the pictures, and
Wharton was not with them. Was he
repeating his visit to that forbidden
o puh e

Queleh’s lips set hard.

Believing, as he did, that Wharton
was disgracing the HRemove and the
school by reckless and shady conduet,
the Remove master was very anxious to
pin him down—at least, to ascertain the
truth beyond tha shadow of a doubt.

There was only one way—to catch the
eulprit in the very act, so that thers
would be no possibility of his taking
advantage again of his likeness to
another boy in the Ferm !

o rain having slackened again, Mr,
THE Magxer Lisnany.—No. 1,4260
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uelch left his shelter and headed for
the road across the common. :

From that road he turned into Oak
Lane, which  led past Sicr Hilton
Popper's estate towards the river.

As he had nothing on hand that after-
noon except a walk, thore wes no reason
why he should not walk in the direction
of the Three Fishers—and eee what was
to be seen |

As he tramped np Osk Lane, under

his dripping umbrella, he gave a little

start at the sight of a junior coming
towards him in a rancoat.

As was usual, at a distanée he could
not tell whether the junior was Wharton
or Stacey, but he knew that it was one
of them, 2

On & nearer inspection, however, he
saw that it was Stacey. ! it

The frown melted from his grim brow,
and he stopped {o spesk to his new head
boy In passing. ' .

gtneer had left the Three Fishers
hardly ten minutes ago. No suspicion
nfrtgat fact was in the Remove masters
mind,

But Stacey, seeing the direction MMr.
Quelch was taking, was glad that he had
left the place.’ fla euspected that it
might be the Form-master's destination.

8o you are out in the rain, Stacey I
said Mr. Quelch-aminbly. )

“Yes, sir!” said Stacey brightly.
“No cricket to-day, sir. DBut 1 can't
stand sticking indoors. I'm doing &
ten-mile tramp.””

Mr. Quelch smiled. y

“A lﬂnf_,- walk for a junior, Stacey.”

“0h, I've done more than that at
times, sir1. I don't mind the rain, ' I've
been round by Redclyfie,” added Stacey
artlessly.

Tf ho had been round by Hﬂdﬂlgﬁﬁ he
had been across the river, and must
have come to Oak Lane by Courtfeld
Bridge—in which c¢ase he had not been
within & mile of the Three Fishers.

That was the impression he desired to
leave on the Remove master's mind.

“Well, well, I am glad to see you so
energetic, Stacey ! said Mr. Cueleh;
and, with & nod and a smile, he ccn-
tinued on his way. =

Stacey glanced after him for a
moment. By the way he was taking he
was heading for the towpath, and would
pass the gate of the Three Fishers. He
was not lﬁ:ely to step into such a place;
but Stacey was glad, very glad, that
he waa sately off the scene.

Mr. Quelech tramped down the tow-

path.

He reached the gate of the Three
Fizhers and stopped.

For several minutes he stood there,
looki over the gate. He was un-
deci:i:ﬁ.

Was Wharton theret If he was there,
and Mr. Quelch saw him there, he could
not put up & pretext this time that it
was Stacey that his Form-master saw,
as Mr. Quelch had passed Stacey in the
lane more than a mile from the ion.

If he was there, thersa was an oppor-
tunity of resolving the matter beyond
the shadow of & doubt.

Deeply ropugnant as (it was to the

reyiriars master to enter such & place,
heﬂdaci@ad :ﬁa do ig. L .d : 0

ni c gate, he passed along the
path round the building which led to
the back entrance. To enter the inn
‘and inguire whethor & Greyiriars boy
was there was, of course, useless; he
would not have been told the truth, and
the boy would have been warned, and
would have escaped unseen. Ha had to
find ﬁnut for himsell, if he was to find out
at ail.

Mr. Queleh had been in the place
before, On a certain occasion, a Grey-

Tue Magwer Lisrart.—Ne. 1,426,

THE MAGNET

friars fellow had been canght there,
in the billiards-room that opened at
the " back, and " he had not forgotten.
That was tho most likely place to spot
the culprit, if he was there, hnd Mr,
Quelch splashed along the wet and
muddy path to the french windows of
the billiards-room. ore ha would bo
able to look in and ascertain whethe:
& ‘Greyfriars boy was present.
. A dingy, beery man was looking out
at the woeather, It was the marker.

His eyes fell on Mr. Queleh approach-
ing, and he stared at him, hard—and
then, as he recognised a ~Greyfriars
master, jumped, g

Ho fairly spun back inte the room
behind him=—and Mr. Quelch, realisin
at onco that he had been seen an
recognised, and what the man’s alarmed
sction meant, came on &t a run! He
knew now that a Groviriars fellow
was there—and he had little or no doubt
of the name of that Greyvfriars fellow !
And he was going to know for certain !

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFPTER.,
Proof Posltive !

ILLY BUNTER blinked rather
B dismally at Pon.
Bunter- had scored two, on a
lucky cannon. Now Pon was in
play, and he was Euttmg up a break
which looked as if he was going fo run
aout, without giving the fat %wl of Groy-
friars a chance to display his wonderful
powers on the green baize again.

Pon's tally was already st seventy,
send ho was still going on, making
cannon after cannon, and leaving the
balls where ho pleased. = .

It was growing clear to Bunter that
he was not going to win a * quid” from
Pansonby on that hundred up!

Neither, it was certain, wasli?nn going
to win a “quid” from Bunter, a3 the
fat junior hadn't cne! And that made
Bunter uncasy. He could not help
feeling that Pon would be nasty when
it proved that there was no pecuniary
raward for his skill as o billiacds-
gharper !

Bunter began: to regret that he had
dropped into the Three Fishers at all,
In his fat obtuseness, he hardly realised
that ha was doing wrong—his idea was
that he was sportsman, a “bit of a
dog,” a sort of rovty blade! But it
was difficult to carry on as a sportsman,
o dog, and a rorty blade, without that
necessary article, cash, DBunter foresaw
trouble when Pon had fHnished his
break—and hio would have been glad to
follow the cxample of the Arah whe
folded his tent and “steal silently
away."

Bunter would have heen glad of an
interraplion. As it happened, his desire
was to be gratified. '

The marker had gone to the french
windows to see whether the rain was
cosing off. He spun back from the
windows with a startled face.

“Look out, young gentlemen ' he
efcinimed, “You'd heti—erth’mk !‘hﬁ_"
there's a gent coming up the path—a
Fﬂlﬁ I've seen about the whmr—lﬂaks
ik{? a Groyiriars schoolmaster to me,
and—"

“Oh, erikey " gasped Bunter,

He blinked round in terrer through
hiz big spectacles,

Pon scowled.

He had nothing to fear from a Grey-
friars master; still, it was very

robahle. that such a master, finding
iim thére, would report the matter at
Highclife. Pon was prepared to lie
himself out of a serape, but escape
wa3 an easier method. The marker had
already opened an inner door—and

Pon, dropping his cuc on the green
cloth, darted through it. %

Bunter whipped after him.

“Get out of the deor at the end of
that thers passage, and you're all
right,” whispered the mﬂ.rﬂer. “QOr
;.;n}} can wait till the old gont’s 'eoked
it.

_. He shut the door on them and locked
it, and put the key in his pocket.

r. Quelch was at the french window
by that timo.

The marker cut across to the peg
where Bunter's rasincoat and cap hung.
He grabbed them both down. The cap
he threw out of sight, under the
billiards-table. The coat was rather too
bulky to be so casily concesled, and ho
had no tima to deal with it, before
the french windows were flung open
and Mr. Quelch stepped in.

Heo stared at the Eu‘ary man with tho
damp raincoat in his hands, with a
glittering gimlet-eye.

“Where is the boy ¥ he demanded.

he beery man blinked at him.

“Lookin’ for somebody, siri” he
asked, “ Nobody ‘ers but me, sir!
'Ardly anybody coming slong in this
weather.™
Mr. Queleh compressed his lips in a
tight line, and advanced towards him,
grimly.

. Nobody 'ere to give you a gamc,
sir I said the man with cool impudence.
“Unless you would like me to give you
a ‘undred up, sir!”

“Do not be insolent!" said Mr.
Quelch, “T ‘am & Greyfriars master,
and I am convinced that a Greyiriars

boy was heroc & moment ago, I am
asgured that you saw me coming, end
gave him a warnirng. re iz hel”

“Ain't seed any boy ‘ere this alter-
noon, sir,” said the marker stolidly.

Mr. Queleh smiled bitterly.

That he had interrupted a game, and
that the players had va.niahefi at
warning of his approach, was obvious.
The ball was sﬁattﬂﬂ. a cue lay across
the baize—another on the fHoor by the
table, And 1t was a boy's raincoat
that the marker had in his hands—
damp with recent rain,

Mr. Quelch stretched out his hand.
“Give me that coat " he said.

“This 'ere coat, sip—"

“Hand it to me at once.”

“I'm minding this 'ere coat for o
gentleman, sir—what's in the bar——"

“That,” said Mr. Quelch, “15 & falso
statement! I insist upon taking that
coat, which undoubtedly belongs to a
Greyfriars boy.” Ho made a stride a*
the marker, and grasped the coas
“(3ive it to me at oncel I shall take it
away with me.”

The beery man reluctantly let go the
cont. He had done his best, but he was
not disposed to defy thia grim-lockin

atleman. Indeed, Mr. Quelch woul
E:!:e'had little hesitation in knuckin?
him down, hod he refused to part with
Greyvfriars property.

Taking the coat, the Remove master
examined it. Every such article, at
Greyfriars, had to be marked with tho
name of the owner: that was an
invariable rule.

The wearer of that coat was gone;
but the coat itself was an infallible clue
to him! Mr. Quelch was not in the
least surprised at the name that mct
his eyes on the teg sewn in the neck
of the coat:

“fl. WHARTON.”

He breathed a long, long breath.

Without another word to the marker,
or a glance st him, he went out by tho
frem:]ig windows, the coat over his arm.

All was settled now; the matter was
placed beyond doubt.
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“ Hallo, hallo, hallo I ** crled Bob Cherry.
entangled themselves in the raincoat that was nearly a foot loo long for him.

“Yaroooh ! Qoooch ! * he gurgled.

Tho culprit, warned in time, had
cscaped, but he had left indubitable
proof behind him. This was wh
Wharton had not been with his friends
this afternoon—as Quelch had suspected |

Mr. Quetoh’s face was hard and grim
as he walked back to Greyfriars Bchool,
with Wharfon's raineoat over his arm.

On the last occcasion, Wharton had
declared that it was not he that his
Form-master had secn at the publie-
house. What would he say now? He
could not deny the evidence of the coat
—left behind in his hasty flight, Even
to his unscrupulous audscity, thera was
g limit! )

Expulsion—that was the only thing!
A Loy who had gone so thangiul{ir to
the gnd, could not be permitted to
remein at Greyfriars. )

Alr. %ueluh’q mind was ;j:;nml mads
up on that Fiyomt a3 he walked back to
Greyfriars, the coab on his arm. :

Ho reached the mchool and waited in
hiz study in a grim mood for Harry
Wharion to come in.

He was unawaro that whila he waited
for Wharton, a drenched and drippin
figure—coatless and hatless—crawle
dizmally in at tho school gates.

It was the unhappy Owl of the
Removel

Ponsonby had remained at tho Threo
Fishers; but nothing would bave 1in-
duced Bunter to remain there with his
Form-master at_hand ! Buuter, re ard-
less of rain, had bolted—he would have
bolted through tornadoes and hurri-
canes ! Hatless, coatless, drenched to
the skin, the wretched Owl plugged
through the rain back to Greyiriars—
and by the timoe he crawled in, he was
repenting, from the bottom of hia fat
heart, that ho had ever enterad on the
carcer of a sportsman, a dog, and a
rorty bladal

Cap and coat had been left at the
Threo Fishers, He was glad that he
had put on his old eap, anvhow, As

*but gettin

T

i

“Hrﬂ,. hﬂ; ha "™

the coat was Wharton's, that wes a
trifling matter, and did not worry
Buntar. : .

Cortainly it did net oeeur to his fat

rain that the coat was already back
at Greyfriars—hanging on a chair-back
in Mr. Quelch's study! Billy DBunter
was not bothering about the ramcoat.
or about” Wharton, or about anything
dried and changed !

Mr, Quelch, in hia study, waited for
tho culprit to come in, littlo dreaming
that the culprit had slready como im,
and was dismally towelling himself dry
in the Bemove dormitory,

ey il

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAFTER.
The Sack !

ARRY WHARTON & CO, tea'd

H st the bun-shop in Courtficld,

with Courtenay, who camo

along with  Wharton, After

which, the Higheliffo junior went his

way, and tho Famous Five walked back
to f}myfriam

It was still raining, and they were
considerably domp by the time they
reached the school. Dot there wWos
plenty of timo to dry before calling-
over, and they went into Hall with the
rost of the Remove, in a cheery bunch.

The Bounder winked at them in Hall.

“Something’s up with Queleh,” he
murmured. “Who's been rousing the
old bean to.day?”

“Not us,” grinned Bob Cherry. © My
hat! He doea look shicky!”

Prout was taking roll; but the Re-
movo master was present, and it was
casy to see that he was in a grim mood.,
His brows were hknitted, his eyes had
a glint in them s gimlet-eye singﬂe.d
out Wharton in the ranks u% the RHe-
move, a8 & good many fellows noticed,

““1 say, Wharton, what have you been
up to?” whispered Billy Bunter,

* Nothing, you fat asst"
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‘¢ Look 1" Billy Bunter, stumbling in a puddle, lurched, and his fat little legs
He went over with a bump and a splash.
laughed the juniors, at the window.

“Well, Quelch looks as if ho thinks
you have,"” grinned Bunfer.

All the Removo could sce that.
sarcastio smile came over Harry Whay-
ton’s face, Ho could see. that troubla
was coming after roll-call, and ha won-
dered whether his " double ” was at the

bottom» ef it again. Luckily on this
occasion, he had no diffieulty 1n provin
where he had been, and how he lo

been oceupied that half-holiday.

When roll was over Mr. Quelch
barked :
“Whartonl You will follow me to

my study ¥

“Certainly, sir!” drawled Wharton,

Hizs mood was one of sardonio amuse-
ment,

He followed Mr. Quelch to hia study.

As he entered, one of the first things
that caught his ¢ye was o damp rains
coat hanging vver the back of o chair.

Ha stared 2* it in surprise.

He knew his own coat, and he was
astonished to see it in Queleh’s study.
Alr. Quelch, catching his surprised staro
at ithe raincoat, set his lips girimljh

“Wharton, I have but little to say
befors I take you to your headmaster,”
ho said. ¥ regret—I very much regret
~—that I can hold out no hope of yenr
heing allowed to remain at Umi{fnars.”

Wharton stared at him blankiy.

He was expecting troubla of somo sort,
but this was amazing. :

“I don't guite understand you, #ir,”
ho said quietly.

“I am aware, Wharton, where you
have spent this alterncon, and in what
kind of company,’” said Mr. Quelch
briefly. “I trust that you will not add
to your offence by useless prevari-
cation.”

“Certainly I shall not tell you any
lies, sir, if that iz whet you mean,”
answered Wharton coolly. ]

“I trust not,” seid Mr. Quelch grimly,
“T regret that it has comae to this,
Wharton, It will be a blow to your
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uncle and guardian, a gentleman whom
I deeply rcspect. Xt will reflect dis-
grace upon your relative,” Stacey, a boy
of whormi I have the highest opinion.
But I have no slternative, but to reqguest
Dr. Locke to expel you from Greyfriara
Sehoadt.”’

Wharton almost staggercd.

But he recovered himself af once. It
was. obvious that there was a mistake
somewhere—that Mr, Quelch was labour-
ing under some extraordinary delusion.
Burely a fellow who had done nothing
had nothing to fear, Unless Stacey—

Wharton almost hlﬁghﬁd.

“Have you seen Staccy at a pub
again, sir, and taken him for me?” he
asked, with cool sarcasm,

Mr, Queleh’s eyes glittered..

“Insolence will not serve you, Whar-
ton,” he said. “On this occasion I dicd
not actually sce you &t the Three
Fishera—apparently your favourike re-
sort on a half-holiday.. You were wary
enough to escape Ly one door as
entered by another. But you had no
time to take yonr ralncoat with you,
and it fell into my hands™

“Oh " gasped Wharton.

He Lnew now where Billy Bunter had
been that afternoon. That was where
the fat and fatuous Owl had been fol-
lowing Stacey. .

“ Hore,'* said Mr. Quelch, "ia the
¢oat, You do not deny, I presume, that
it 15 yours, as your name is in it,"”

* Certainly it is my coat, sirl”

“X brought it away from the billiards.
room &t the Three Fishers, Wharton,
after you had eluded me by an inner
door.” .

“I have never been inside the Three
FI'ichers, rir, either to-day, or any other
dav,” eatd YWharton mcr'll':.r.

Mr. Queleh’s lip curled contemplu-
onsly.

“ I will not listen to falsehoods, Whar-
ton! On a previcus occasion, when I
saw you at that disreputable resorr,
there was a remote possibility of error,
owing to your likeness to HBtacey, On
this gceasion thers it no such possibility.
You will hardly sugpest that Stacey
was wearing your eoat "

"MNot at all, sir.”

“I shall now," said Mr. Queleh, “take
vou to the Head, and place the matter
before him."

Wharton smiled faintly., But he said

nothing,

He could have cleared himself with o
fow words; and he did not choose to
utter them. Let Quelch make a fool of
himself, if he chose. It might be a
lesson to him another time, In Quelch’s
view his case was hopeless, He was
condemined to the “sack ™ on irrefrag-
able evidence. In point of fact, he had
Queleh in the hollow of his hand. And
in his bitterncss and resentment he
would not spare him.

Quicily he followed his Form-master
down the passage.

L e |

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not Wharton {.

R. LOCKE listoned quietly to
D what the Remove master had to

tefl him.

Hiz brow grew sterner and
sterner as he listened, He glonced at
the damp raincoat, and the name in if.

Wharton stood silent, respectful, be-
fore his headmaster, a faint smile hover-
ing on his lips, Flis coolness seemed,
to -his Form-master, merely effrontery,
and it added to his anger. A hardened
voung rascal—that was Mr, Queloh's
opinion of his formerly trus head
boy. The sooner he left Greyfriars, the
better. And now he was going,

Jue Macusr Lisriny.—No, ﬂ%&
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“That iz all” zaid DMr. Quelch, at
last. ™I leave the matter 1 your
hands, sirl*

“Wharton I”

{E sir !:U ;

“Heave vou anvthing to say "

“Only that I have done nothing, sir ™
answered Wharton meckly,

*This is your raincost?"

“Yes, sir.”
i ::E'nu know where BMr. Quelch found
I

“Ho has told me, sir.”

“You do not deny that you were ak

the place where Mr, %ueich found your
coat?” demanded the Head,

“¥oes, sir " said Wharton calmly.

*You deny that you were the boy who
escaped, by an inner door, when Mr.
Quelch entared 1"

“Yes, sir”

“Then how,” said the Heod grimly,
“do you account for your raincoat being
left behind by that boy "

1"5‘113 must have borrowed my coat,
SIT.

“You have been out on 2 rainy day,
Wharton! De you tell ma that you
weant éut without your raincoat '

“T put on another coat, sir,” answered
Wharton, in the same meek manner.
“Some fellow had borrowed miy rein-
cost before I went out”

The Head glanced at Mr. Quelch.
Borrowing a coat, or & hat, was by no
means an  uncommon occurrence ak
Greyviriars, or any other scheol. The
Hemove master’s lips set in o havd,
tight line,

‘If Wharten has been harmlessly
occupled this afteracon, sir, as he would
have you believe, he can account for his
timo ™ he zaid bifterlsy.

“Quite so,% sald the Head, “Were
vou alone, out of gates, this afternoon,

Fharton 7

“ Mo, sir!”

“Who was with you?"

“My friends, sir—Chorrr, Bull,
Nugent, snd IHurres Hingh, of my
Form."”

Mr. Quelch’s eyes flashed.

“Dr. Locke! I saw the very bors
that Wharton names, entering the
icture  house at Courtheld, and

Vharton was not i their company. It
was  this circumstance B

“Quite ' assented the Head.

“Wapr I explain, sir?” asked Harry
meekly. “Wa wallked to Courtfield to-
gether and perted_ in the High Street.
They went fo the pictures, and I went
somewhera ¢lse.™

* Alone ¥ asked the Head.

* Yes, sir.”

“To the Three Fishers!™ said Mr.
Quelch.

“0Oh, no, sirl” Wharton's voice was
soft s the coo of a dove, and ve
respectful indeed. “To Mr. Wado's
book-shop in the High Street, sir.”

Dr. Locke looked at him very hard.
Mf:- ?uﬂlch glared at him with grim un-

ick.

“I met a Higheliffe fellow there, sir,”
went on arry. “UChap named
E}mrftﬁnur—l think you have seen him,
BiT.

“I Enow the bovy!” said the Head.
* Proceed.”

“He hod come to look st the books,
snd he stayved with me till we went
along to the bun-shop, and met the other
fellows at tea! Then I walked back to
school with my friends. T have not
been ﬂlcue for two minutes all the after-

noon.

The Head coughed,

“Will Courtenay bear out your state-
ment, Wharton, if asked?”

“I am suro he will, sir, and Mr.
Wade, too, was in the shop all the time,
and you could ask him, if Mr. Quelch is
not satisfied.”

There was a deep silence in the
Head's study. .

Dr. Locke cougled again,

The accused junior had proved on
alibi—as complete an alibi as could be
desired, if his statements wero true,
That was casy to test—it was only
necessary to ask the Co., and Courtenay,
and Mr. Wade.

The test was so casy that it was
obvious to the Head that the stelements
wers true. And even Mr. Quelch, in
epite of his grim unbelief, had to realise
the fact!

Wharton had not been at the Three
T'ishers that afterncon! Somebody else
had gone there in & borrowed raincoat |

Wharton could have named that
“somebody else,” if ha had chosen; but
he did not choose. It was for the beaks
to find the culprit out. He intended to
kick Bunter; but he certsinly did not
intend to give him away to tho Head.

The silence was long. .

“You understand, Whorton,” said the
Head st last, “that the boys you have
named, and also Mr. Wade, will be
asked to confirm your statemecnts.”

“0f course, sir.” -

Onee more the Head coughed.

“Please call in Cherry, Bull, Nugent,
and Hurree Singh, Mr. Quelch!”

Mr. Quelch choked a Little,

Ha knew it was unnecessary: he knew
what the mocking glimmer in Wharton's
cyes meant! It meant that the accused
junior had him on toast. and was enjoy-
g the situation. He kpew that
Wharton had intentinnnllﬁ refrained
from explaining &ll this, in his study, in
order to reserve the explanation for the
Head's ears—to make him look a fool
belors his chiefl ;

And in that the junior had snececded-
never had Henry Samuel Queleh loolkod
and felt so utter 5 fool! He had
marched a boy into the hesdmaster’s
study with a demand for his expulsion—
a boy who proved, in & few words, that
he was completely innocent] Somebody
haid borrewed his raipcoat—that was
ali! - .
The erimson fairly pumped into Me.
Quelch's unhappy face. A newly boiled
beetroot had nothing on Quelch, at that
moment. : : i ;

“1 think.” said the Head, taking pity
on him—"“I—I think we may regard the
matter as closing here, Mr. Quelch.”

ME; Quelch nodded. could not
spoalk,

“You may go, Wharton " added the
Head hastily.

“Thank wvou, sir!” said Whartan
demurely. “Am I to understand, sir,
that Mr., %mlch does not suspect me any
more of having been to the Threo
Yishers this afternooni”

Ho looked at his Form-master’s burn-
1ing face,

“Yes, yes!” said the Head. " Quite.
Go at onee, Wharton.”

Wharton went, taking the raincoat
with him.

He laughed as he went down tha
passage. DMr. Quelch, in the Head's
study, heard that lauvgh—as he was in-
tended to do.

A few minutes later there was loud
laughter in the Rag, where Wharton
was telling the story. The only fellow
who did not laugh was Billy Bunter !

“Oh, lor' I” gasped Bunier.

It was likely to be serious for the fat
Owl, if Quelch ever discoveraed who had
worn W harton's raineoat that after-
noon. Fortunately for William George
Bunter, Quealeh never did !

THE EXD.

(Now ook out for the mex! warn in
this exciling series entitled: "HARRY
WHARTON'S TRIUMFPH!' If wyou
miss it, chums, wou'll be missing one of
Frank Richurds' best slorical)
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ISAAQ SNUGCGER
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HWHAT'S GONE BEFORE.

Selwyn UGove and Rkla brother,
Colin, learn from Isaae Snugger, o
solicilor, that thelr Unecle Ampas, o
gold prospector, has been murdered.
Determined to selflle accounts wilh
the murderers, the twoe brothers leave
for Canada in company with Snugger.
Following two unsuwcceasful atlempis
wpon their lives in Tomahaewk,- the
irio met oul Jor Moose Call, clozely
jollowwed by {wo suspicious-Ipoking
rascals named Wilmot and Majoe.
En roule, they mecet Mountain Lion, a
Sloux Indian, in whose charge Am
{ove had leff o message regques
thot his nepheiwos bury him at Great
Chief's Head, in the Sunrizse Moun-
taing, On wreaching the spof, the
party find the ground besprinkled
eeith gellowish coloured particles.

“ Looks like gold dust!'™ says
Coling exciledly,

{ Nowe Read On.}

The Mystericy; Fire!

gt is gold dust,” said Mountain
1 Lion. “The men who shot
Amyas Gove and hurled his body

over the cliff, robbed him of ks

Id. One bag I found on the rocks

low, 'The murderers took the rest, but
thoy dropped and spilled ana here. The
Just they bave left behind is worth
tittle

Selwyn felt his heart leap. Hizs Uncle
Amyas had found this gold up in the
nwounteing, at the place where he had
staked his elaim.

Somehow the mere sight and feel of
the precious particles seemed to bring
ETacle Amyas very near.

HSoelwyn looked beyond the platesu or
Ielge. It was shut in by hugo boulders
and bushes which grew thickly and
tuxuriently everywhere, No murderer
could ever have wished for a bettor or
# safor screen,

At about thirty yards distance a traijl
turned through the bushes. Doubtlesa
Amyas Gore had come down that trail
wind paused for & moment to gaze upon
the  wonderful scene which ﬁ-l:-l'ﬂt'GLEd
below him. e could have had no idea
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SELWYN and JOLIN

that he was being watched, Then the
lurking murdorers hed leapt upon him,
gun i hand.

They could have given Amyaz Goro
little time for argument, Selwyn
guessed, for Amyas was a powerful man
without fear. They must have shot him
in_cold blood.

In the paling light Seclwyn mentally
staged the murder; his uncle, standing
with his back to the brink, feeling for
hia gun, perhaps, the gold bags slung
from his shoulders and filling his
pockats, mayba,

He could see the flash of the mue-

derers’ guns, see them leap in and tear
the gold bags away as .glm;,i_fnua swayed
and dropped, then lift him bodily and

hurl him sheer over the cliff to the
rocks below, where the faithful Indian
had found him.

And Uncle Amyas had not been ablo
to identify the men who had killed him,
had given but the vagucst description
of them.
~ He must have had a constitution of
iron td have withstood the long and
B muamg‘ journey back to the zhack
whither AMountain Lion had horne him
after dressing his wounds. There he had
lingered in delirium, and died just as
the winter snowa came.

Selwyn stepped to the edge of the
chff and locked down. The mere sight
of the steep drop made him shiver.
Wounded by the murderers’ bullets, and
cut by the cruel recks, it was a miracle
Amﬁaa had lived after the fall,

" Boys,"” said SBougger at this junc-
ture, “s’posin’ we camp hera? That is,
unless you're scared of the place.”

Colin strode up the track and peered
behind the close clustering bushes, whera
dark shadowsa lay. The day was waniog
fast. Boon night would come. ''hey
;'l.'ﬂll_ltld have «ificulty in keeping the
rail. .

“Let's stay here,” he said, when ho
came back. “We can sleep over there
near the rocky wall, We have the dogs
to warn us of danger should snyone
steal down on us.”

It is a good place,” gr
Sioux. " To-morrow we wﬁl
the Great Chief's Head,”

nnted the
g0 on to

AL

-

MOUNTAIN LION

T
o
r
-

They freed the dogs from their packs
and fed them. After which they ate
from their own ample rations, and then
settled down for a quiet smoke.

The ledga looked out over miles of
pine-clad country.

A bght showed far below, far awa
in the deep grey of the early night. It
flickered as if driven by-the wind, and
then grew in brightness, flaming like u
huga torch.

Selvwyn

After watching it awhile,
sprang to his feat.

“I say,” he cried excitedly, pointing,
“look there! TIsn't that where our
shack stands? IF so—what’s that burn-

inig: :
untain Lion turned his head slowly,
drew his pipe from his mouth and
grunted. iB EIETesaichEEE face be-
trayed no emotion, but his lips tightened
and his right hand stretched out
mechanically to where his Winchester
was propped sgainst the rocky wall,

Colin looked in the direction indi-
cated, his keen eyes studying the leaping
light, Isaac Bnugger stared ab it un-
belisvingly.

“It's & fre!” aaid Colin breathlessly,

“It's the shack burnin’!” shouted

Isaac. " It's been set alight. Look how
red it glows now. An’ the fire's spread-
:.:Il&.h njun, am I rightf”

"he

Siwoux gruntoed aavagetj?.

“The shack ia burning,” he said.
“The stables and store sheds are in
flames, There was nothing to cause the
fire. The bad white men have lit it.”

Isaac Snugger turned reproachfully te

Salwyn.

“When 1 had that black-bearded
roscal at the end of Long Lizzie and
pulled the trigger, you shouldn't have
Jogged my arm. I'd have got him,
bhoy. It would have meaut a hgghlz and
;-::-f_ra ?1“ have bagged the other skuni,
ek

“I was a fool to have only shot the
pale-headed rascal's ear,” grunted the
Sioux. “I, too, could just as easily have
driven bulfsts through the two of them.
It would hoavo saved the sheds.”

It wae impossible for them to ba mis
taken. For more than an hour afler
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lwyn had first sighfed the blaze, the
E]?& an and r&dﬂﬂ%]éﬂ in intensity, the
leaping flames lighting up the sky. After
that, the fire began to die down, &nd at
last it could be seen mo more. )

The perty sat in & line near the brink
of the chff ond watehed it burn out.

#Of ‘céurse, we've got no proof that
those twa men, Majoe and Wilmot, did
it grow Lin. :

“Wa have no more proof against them
in’ this than that one of them was the
man who shot at you boys hacl-:“ in
Tomahawk,” said Tease SBnugger. "Or
that they wuz the skunks who eet the
terit on fire. - But who else would do
it? Moose Call’s as lonely as an unin-
habited island. - Amyas Gore didn’t
' hrag about fndin’ the gold. - If those
two skunks are‘the men who murdered
him, they wouldn't spill the beans sbout
gald lyin' thick up in the Bunrise Moun-
taus for fear startin’' a gold rush.
But if they ain't the men, why did they
follow us, an’ why did tjwy Bbuild that
shack in the woods?”

“They must be the men,” said Moun-
tnin Liem, lifting up the gun which he
held neross his knees. " They burn and

they kill, and they are out hunting gold.
They declared war.  But we, too, can
fight ™

& You've maid it Hieux,” growled
Snugger, “an’ we're gonna fight. An’
I promise you next time I got John
MMajos ab tﬁa end of Long Lizzie and
pulf the trigger I shan’t miss!”

Amyas Gore's Claim !

HE four companions slept very

: T rostlessly that night. or one

thing, t{m dogs soon. awakened,

and from that moment onward,

at frequent intervals, they broke out

into violent barking, and twice they

rushed in pursuit of some elraying

& ot anly Witk filfinity et

pa, and it was only with difficulty tha
the Sioux brought t{wm back.

The party were glad when the new
day came. They It up the steve and
made coffee and ate, and resumed their
journey at an early hour.

Before starting, however, they looked
back at the e of the fire, but they
were too far' away to moke out the
charred ruina of the shack. —

Fven the Indign's eagle eyes failed in
this. Bat they had no doubt in their
minds that it was the shack they had
scen burning the previous night.

Thay thuuigl;h& onea of going back to
see, but if the shack had been burnt to
the ground it would do no . Sus-
picion was not proof. ey might

nceuse Majoe and Wilmot, but they
could not pin the crime on them without
witneszes, Majos and Wilmot could
wait until a better o tunity camse to
wreak justice upon l:i:'em.

“I vote we push on to the Grent
Chief’'s Head,"” said Selwyn. * Let's
find the place Uncla Amyas speaks of

i? _his letter, and look for hiz gold
claim.”

The track was steep enough now. At
times the trail ran into & dead end and

they bad to retrace their steps and find
another way up. _

One moment they would go serambling
avar big boulders and up treacherous
paths whera loose stones lay thickly, the
next they would thread a way among
the bushes with everything hidden, but
the blue sky above.

The fine weather had set in definitely,
and there was no fear of snow.

Towards midday the party emerged
wporr & wild elops of the mountain.

THE MAGNET

There wera no trees and only a few
stunted bushes above them now, and lost
in the clouds high above lay hidden the
SNOW -:ap)fed '.J]]J-eul:, : - s

Suddeniy the Indian halted, Pmntiﬂ;l?&g
to a place where a strangely sha
rock jutted out of the mountninaide,

;aigm Great Ehiﬂ;;a Hﬂ;deﬂ’ %E Eﬂi.

wyn gasped as he studied the ro
for it \‘-’Eﬂgiﬂdﬂﬁl shaped like the rI'szm‘i
of n Red Indian capped with a mighty
spreading headdress of eagla’'s plumes.
From wﬁem they stood the illusion was
completo,

“ﬁ, looks as if a sculptor had carved
it out of the mountain,” said Celin. “Ia
it 8 natural rock, Mountain Lion ¥

“Yes,"” grunted the Sioux. “It only
looks like a Great Chief's Head from
here. Soon as you mount wupward, if
you wateh, the plumes will disappear,
the shape of the rock will change. When
vou are close upon it, it looks like any
ordinary rock. ' The Great Spirits of the
By and the Clouds fashioned it, per-
haps to show that this land is by rights
the property of the Indians."”

“And you knew this place when vom

wera & boy, Mountain Lion?" asked
Belwyn, .
“Ugh! Yes! T was hunted. I hid

in the place behind the Great Chief'a
Head of which the good white man
Amyas Gore speaks. 8 hunters never
Erlril.:.nd me. It is a strange and lonely
place.” ;

It was the first time Isanc Snugger
had soen the Great Chief’s Head.

“It'as exnctly like a Sioux chief in full
ceromonial dress, Isn't it?" he said,
" Amyas Gore always told me it wuz,
but I never believed him. But if the
claim’s thar, Bioux, that's a mighty bi
landmark leadin’ to it that nobody c'uﬁ
miss.”

“'The way 1n iz not eo easy to find,
though,” grunted the Sioux, “as you
will soon see.”

The track aleng which the Bioux now
fed them waes narrow and at places
dangerous. Mountain Lion's mine dogs
hurried on in front, turning every now
and then to make sure they were on the
right trail. -

urdenéd as the climbers were with
their packs, guns, snd other impedi-
menta, progress was slow, and they
made frequent stoppages, dropping down
upon the bouldor-strewn way to rest.

It waas during one of these enforced
rests that Selwyn, glancing back down
the winding trail, picked up two ant-
like objects which came moving elowly
upward,

“Look! he cried excitedly. “*We are
being tracked down.” )

The others followed the line of his
pointing finger.

“ Twa men,” grunted Mountain Lion,
“Then they must be the bad white
men. Ugh! It might a good thin
to wait here for them of the track, an
shoot them as they come up.”

*Ain't they feoole to show them-
selves!” declared Isaac Bnugger, as he
watched the distant climbers, “ Don’t
geem sense to me.”

It was the 8ioux Indian
accurately analvsed the situation.

“ No trail show here,” he said, point-
ing to tha Emr:}f track., “Nothing for
white men to follow. They must watch
where we go.”

“Knowing that we are try
to find Amyas’ gold said
Helwyn warmly.

Bnugger began to remove his lon
rifla from ils green baize cpver, an
Helwyn grinned as he eyed the pre-
historic weapon.

“What do you reckon you're going to

whé

ing to
c aima'f:”

shool  with that, Isaac,” he asked,
" Rablhitst™
“Roing to shoot them skunks down

there if they come nigh enough,” growled
Ispac, “An' I seldom miss!”

Colin was watehing the climbers down
below, zaw them dodge behind big,
sheltering rocks, then emerge into view
again, to vanish ence more. The chaneq
of hitting them at that distance was re-
mote. It they were to wait in ambush
and let the climbers come nearer, the
men would see them, prow suspicious,
and dodge under cover. And they, too.
would be armed. They might be crack
shotsz, teo. It 'weunld end in a battle
with the odds in favour of the Snugger
gang—hut still a battle, Why should

thev let the men come nearcr? Why
should they not push on?
Colin advanced these arguments

Mountain Lion nodded aspproval.

- Good cover up hﬁ' the Great Chief's
IMead,” he said, “No ramn. Wo leave
o trafl, Much better go on”

They went on, and as the track bent
and turned and rose and fell, thev lost
gight of the men below.

n the middle of the afternoon Bloun.
tain Lion announced that thev were
now behind and abreast of fthe Grear
Chief's Head. He inied to a stooe
strewn track which led to the right
away from the outward slope of the
wmountain, .

“Way round there,™ he saic. “Wallc
plenty miles and coma out below nmear
to the shack at Moosze Calll”

* Another way back?"” asked Selwyn.

Mountain Lion nodded.

“Yes, another way back,” lLe said,
ﬁ:smtmg i the direction of the hidden

ead. “ Down steep face of mountain,
Bad climb up. Better elimb down.”

“Aund we can choose elther wayi”
asked Selwyn., “That's goad. 1 say,
shall we wait for those men®" ]

““White men not near here yet," said

the Indian,
“Then let's find the EEMEB:I_' 1.1.-Ii¢;~e-1
wried,” sai
behind the

Uncle Amyvas wished to be
Selwyn, “You said it was behir
Great Chief's Head, Mountain Lion.”
“iWateh 1" said the Sioux Indian.
The party were standing below s wall
of rock wﬁiﬂh ran unevenly as far as
they could see to left and right. About
twelve feeb above them the rock jutted
out, Tho Red Indian climbed up, rifle
and pack sinng on his back, clinging on
{o the face with toe hold and foothold.
He gained the Elaea where the rock

jutted out, slid his feet forward, and
Jisappeared from view,

The doge following in his wake and
barking wildly, managed to scramble
up the steepish face of the rock at the
snine. point, and, one after the other,
di*sa{;rpearenl. :

“Up vou po, Isaac!™ said Selwyn ex-
citedly. :

He gave Snugger a lift up, and Tsaac,
with the long rifle slung from his
shoulders, also gained the point and
vanished from view. 3

Colin followed, helped with a hefty
lift. Selwyn went last. He found foot-
hold easier than he had thought. He
was hard and fit, and ful] of bounding
ENeTEy. )

,To his surprise, when ho gained the
spur of rock, he found a sort of open
funne! there leading downward,

He =at down, set his feet into the hole,

and slid.

The way had been worn smooth by
rain and snow and wind. He shot un-
checkod to the bottom, landed safely on
hiz feet, and found himself standing in
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g narrow gorge which opencd ocut a
lirtle distance away.

The dogs had dashed impatiently on,
and were waiting with their zhagpy
leads turned to look. The four com-
rides followed and soon found them-
selves sta~ding in a wonderful natural
amphitheaire, hollowed out of the
pacHatagn,

A anountain stream ran gurgling
through ir, and they could lirm'r: it
gushing down a distang fall, There was
plue sky above, zoft earth underfoot.
Here and there, winter flowers showed
ihetr heads ahove the soil,

Firey walked forward wondering.

Suddenly, Selwyn caught sight of a
wooden post stuck in the ground some
wny ahead of ihem about thirty vards
irom the rushing ecrystal stream at
which the dogs woere lapping. The post
carricd & cross-picen, and Selwyn ran to
Inok,

Reaching it, Lie bent his head and saw
that something had been painted on the
cross=-plece. A message, he snpposel, or
clse a pame,

) ”ﬁr ]-ﬂt.ﬂ'_ﬂ?{{_ t-h}:—'_u-r, and read the follow-
il anscription :

“ANmyas Gare. s olaim.™

Euck at Lasi!

i MY AS CORE—=his clann™

A The party and the dogs

gathered round the wooden

post, and the two boys and
Sougger doffed their hals and slood
with heads bent in reverence.

_‘J.:l:Ie Sioux, Iolding his arms, stood
vigid,

or two minutes silence  reigned,
Relwyn was the first to break it
“Unele Amyas’ claim, Isaae, 1 know
now why my uncle wrote that request
that he should be buried here. Moun-
tain Lion knew the way to the spot, and
Uncle Amyas believed if ever we came
out here the Siowx would lead vs to the
place, and we would be sure to find the
claim.” .

Tha surroundings presented a scene
of imposing and rugged grandeur. The
place was like a vaulted cathedral and
jnst as silent,

“And you showed Amyas Gore this
place, Mountain Lion?® asked Selwyn.
“'This is where vou hid when you were
a boy and they were hunting you ¥

“*¥Yaa™

" How came you to find such a place?
Colin broke in. “The way in 13 com-
pletely hidden.”

“I was hungry,” the Indian explained
with just the ghost of o smile. I had
got away from my pursuers. 1 had
climbed the path by which we came,
and near this point 1 startled a cougar,
I did not like using my gun lest the
report should beiray me; but I was
starving, and so I risked a shot. But
the puma was quick, and I merely
wounded her. I ran after her, and as
sha came to this point and realized that
sha would be cornered tf T drove her on
tho sheer elope of the mountain, she
leapt up the rock face we climbed and
vanished,"

*And you followed her?™

“1 went to see. I found the hole and
slid through it. I tracked the cougar
by the trail of blood she left behind and
found her collapsed in a pocket over
thera near the rocks. A second shot
killed her. I dried the flesh in the
burning sun, and to had food in plenty,
amed fresh water during the whole of
my stay here.”

“What about these men? Supposin
they find the way in?” said Cobin anxi-
ouslty, "Hadn't we hetter set a waleh ™
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“The dogs will give us warning,"
saicl the Indian. ] _
*Uncle Amyas’ claim,” zaid SBelwyn,

looking around him eaperly.  ““Lhen
the gold he carvied when those villains
murdered him must have eome from
here. 1 can’t see any irace of a work-
ing, though, Snugger.”

“"Let's have a look round,” said
Snugger, thrusting out his jutting chin,
and feeling every bit as oxcited and
eager as the boyzs themselves.

In the shadow of the rocky cliff it was
damp and cold; but in the open the sun
blazed gloriouszly down. In this warmth
the El:_l riy trudged the full length of the
atnphitheatre, which measured mors
than 600 vards of fairly level ground
from the point of entrance to the end
where rugged rocks, piled in a heap,
barred the way.

The ground had thawed cut and was
quite yielding wnderfoot, so soft, In
fact, that the soil clung to their boots
like clay. Now and again they stc:-]pped
to hack the siuffi zway with the blades
of their strong jack-knives. But almost
ag fast as they removed it, so it adhered

to the nailstudded leather again,
spreading over the edges of the heavy
soles and heels,

They camo back, keeping close in to
the roeky wall, but they found neo trace
whatever of the ground having been
dug or worked. It was so cold in the
sheltered ‘places that they were glad to
move out into the sunlit open again.

Back they went to the point of entry.
Amyas Gore had worked no elaim thera,
They wanderved along beside the swiftly
runtung stream of erystal clpar running
waler, but once more met with riiau-)l')-
pointment. They had found TUnele
Amyag" claim, but it
mystery, .

At a place whera the mountain water
had made a_hollow in the soil Selwyn
threw himself fat, and, thrusting his

remained &

‘head over tha brink, set his lips to the

rushing torrent and drank.

The water was ice cold, soolling,
delicions,

Having drunk, Selwyn lay  thera
watching the water go gushing over the
stone-strewn channel that formed the
Lbed of the rivulet. The stones wore all
washed clean, and presented overy
possiblo  shade of brown, grev, and
purple as the sunlight daneed Upot
them. One stone in parficular was as
bhright and full & yellow as any gold
Selwyn had ever scon,

Jumping to his feet snddenly, he gave
a wild yell, and then leapt vight ont
into the bubbling stream. The water
rushed by almost up to his knecs as he
groped in the shallow, crystal stream
and grabbed the yellow stone.

Holding it tight in his fingers, he
scrambled back on to the bank.

Colin, who was lying stretched out,
his hands behind his  golden  head,
using hia pack for - pillow, grinned af
Isnac Bnugger.

“Every now and ihen, Snugger,” he
said, *my brother 8cl goes crazy. He's
got one of his crazy fits on now. He's
not always dangerouws, mind; but 1
you see any straw in his hair, hit him
over the domo with the butt end of
Long Lizzie. And mind you hit him

ood and hard; it's the only waoy to

eep him quiet,”

Mountain Lion had cast aside his coat
and fur cap. He lay stretched out on
his stomach, his massive, muscular
frame clad in jacket and trousers of
skin, elaborately beaded, painted, and
f rmged, his feet in moccasins. His long,
straight coal-black hair was held back
by a bandesu, in which Gve eagle's
feathers had been faslened. He gave
a grunt and a nod as Selwyn came
1'UIHHI'I:i u?, holding out the yellow sub-
stance he had snatched from the stream
for his chums to sce.

“Tiook, vou chump!™ =aid Selwyn.

“I found this just now in the stream,
Tne Maswer Liersry.—No. 1,486



28
think it

I azk wyou what is,
Bnugger.” )

Tsane looked bavd at the irregular,
vellow-hued mass: then suddenly he
gave a ory of astenishment and shatehed
it from Helwyn's band Turning 1t
over and over, he stared at it with
bulging eves.

“It's gold ! he bellowed excitedly.
“A nugget! L owust weigh a pound-
and-a-half 1f an ounce and 1t's nearly
all pure metal: there aim’t no quartz
Fhiz bit mus{ hev bin washed down the
rapuntain by the streamn. It probably
tock hundreds of vears to reach this
wint. An' you found it in the stream,

wonder how many more there are like
it Iving on the river bed 3V _

Seiwyn pointed to the fast-flowing
torrvent.

“That must have been Unele Amyas’
gold claim. Snugger,” he said. .

Isnae, handed the nugget to Colin,
wie waz all agog. 10 examine 1t

“Wait a minute, thongh!” he said,
turning to Mountmin Lion. “Didn’t
vou say that the gold Amyas Gore
cafried with him when he was foully
murdered  was  Dbags  of  dust—ch,
Stonpx T

The phlegmatic Indian. who had not
reacted to the theill of Selwyn’s find,
nodded.

“It must have been all dust™ he
agreed. “One bag [ gave you—the one
Ihat was spilled on the rocks when he
fcll. More dost lay upon the plateau.
Bosides, Amyas Gore, the white man.
wonld have told me if he had found
any nuggels" )

“Bare '’ rejoined Snugger, pushing
his chin up and his nose down until the
two points almost met. “Swre! And
he would have told me when he kem
inte Tomahawk to veport, or clse went
ot to Ldmonton to bank some of his
dust thar, e showed me bags of gold-
dust, but never any gold in solid mass,
No, Selwyn, my boy. that river warn't
‘Amyvas Gore's gold elaim.”

“ Pt Jook what hie painted up on that

st,” pointed out Selwyn. “° Amyas
E%m. is elaim.” The claim must be

L]

#Oh, it's hyar all right! Reckon it's
all around. And before we lc;]:n'-t-,;’ Ea.!i_i
Snugger, “we're going to locafc 1t
Now, hc.gps, we've had a hard ¢limb and
we're hungry. What say we ;%wc the
gold a rest, make camp in a p

vou

ace ouk
of the wind, light up the stove. brew
some coffee, cat some grub, and then hat
the hav? The =sun'll sink soon, and
night won't take long a-fallin’ up n
these parts.”’

“T'm all for it.” answered Selwyn.
# And we'll be quite safe; the dogs will
bk if those men come near. Besides,
they rould never find that hole in the
davk.” -

%P hey’ll never find it said Colin.
plucking at the fine short new grass
which ﬁad spruttz like magic out of
thee soil sinee the snow had  melted.
“Theyv'll reckon we've gone along back
to Moose Call by that other track
Maointain Lion showed us before we
came in here.”

The party found a sheltered pockek
in the rocks, removed all their Lelong:
ings there, refilled the primus stove
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{_a'mn their dwindling store of oil, and
it it.

They fed the dogs and shared out
food, tossing the dirty utensils aside for
washing in the morning,

Then they fetched armiviz of dry
grass and wind-blown debris from shel-
teved places in the rocks, into which the
storm winds had blown the litter, and
built a rearing five.

It was a welcome sight, and they en-
joved its warmth; for hoar frost was
already pathering in places.

The dogs stretched themselves out
lazily; Enugger, Selwyn, Colin, and
AMountain Lion did the same, keeping
their rifles and reveolvers ready to hand,

Colin lay with his feet turned towards
the blaze, as did Isaac Snugger, who
was sireiched out on his side, lis
grizelod head set upon his pack

The soles of their boots were lit up
hy the leaping flames of the comforting
fire—soles and heels, too—broadened to
almost twice their width by the soil
which elung to themn and which they had
not yet removed.

Selwyn cyed these extended big feet
lazily through half-zshot lids. It scemed
to him odd that they should come upon
a sticky, clay-like soil so high up the
Sunrise Mountains—a soll which clung
to onc's boots like Fluu.

It was a rum-colonred soil, too: net
red clay, or brown clay, but a clay that
was speckled with geld.  When the
flames daneed upon it the hr!glht vellow
specks zhone like metal, real metal—
gold metal,

“Geld ! Selwyn let out a yell that
must have been heard far beyond the
confines of Amyas Gore's amphitheatve.
“Liosh! Would anybody ever believe
that I"
~He felt in his pocket for his jack-
Enife, whipped it out, removed it from
the chain to which it was fastened, and
then opened out the big blade. Bpring-
ing up, he rounded the five and cIIJounced
o1 Isaac Snngger, holding him down by
the throat, setting hint flat on his back,
and brandishing the knife asz if he n-
toended to drive iF down deep 1nto
Hnugger's heart,

Colin sat bolt upright in amazement
and alarm, groped for his gun, drew if,
half turned it on Selwyn, then tossed it
on the ground, :

Selwyn had rea.ilﬂ gone mad this
time, he thought. ut a fAst was the
right sort of weapon to use, not a gun,
cven if hie had gone mad. c

Tsanc gurgled as he felt the clutching
hand tighten on his throat. His gog-

ling eyes stared appealingly into
gr-'fwjrn’a, which wero n?lpﬂll fire.
“RBov, don't kill me!” BSnugger

choked, “We've hit & long, hard trail,
I admit, but—-"

“Lie down!” said Selwyn excitedly.
“eep still while I scrape vyour soles
clean——"

“My soul is elean enough!™ choked
Isaac, as he seized the strangling hand
and tried to pull it off his braised and
contracted throat. *“You lemme be!
Lion—"

Selwyn brought the blade of the knife
down—but it was orly because brother
Colin, who had scrambled up, and was
bending double over him, had measured

diztanee aceurately and swung a smash-
ing right-band punch to the point of
his ehin.

Selwyn instantly let Sengger’s wind-
pipe go and did a roll over on to his
baele, legza and arm: upflung, hiz blue
oves set on Colin’s in a stare of pained

surprise.
Mountain Lion sloawly rose.
For a sccond or two Selwyn lay

prone; then he struggled up, looking
wild, rubbing his brwsed chin with
caressing {ingers, )

“For IPete's sake, Colin,” he jerked
oulb, ““why did you do that?"

Colin towered over him threateningly,

“MNow, vou keep still, Sel, before 1
sock you another onel” he said. “Whe
do vou think you arce that vou can go
ahout choking the life out of poor old
Snugger? What do yow mean by
drawing vour knife on himn "

Selwyn loked puzzled.

4 Drawing my kmfe on Snugger " he
saicd, and then he burst into a peal of
happy laughter. “Oh, I get you, Colin!

b you've got me wrong.”

He rose to his feet again, and, before
anyone thought of preventing him, I
had hurled Isaae Snugger prone once
more, was kneeling on hum, and culting
the adhering elay in chunks off his boot:
as the soliciter lay motionless. N

“You elean his ether boot, Cel,” said
Selwyn elatedly. “ You take a pecp o
the soil you cut loose when the fivelight
plays on it.”

Selwyn cut & chunk of soil off the boot
and tossed it to the ground so that the
dancing flames could play 1.1ﬁ1—£:n it.

“It'z gold, Col!™ he velled, as he
worked overtime. *“0Gold! It's on all
our boogts, It's lying so thickly that
you piek it up in heaps as you walle
All you've get to do is walk zbout, then
wash the soil you pick up as you prowl,
Look 1 .

Selwyn held out his knife-blade with
soil caked wpon it, all speckied with
glinting particles. )

Mountain Lion tewered over them, his
sphinx-like face spreading a huge grn.

Suugger, released for a moment, sl

P.
“*Now, boys,” he protested, “I won't
stand for—"

“Shut up!” s=aid Colin, _helping
Belwyn to pin him down again, an
setting to work with his knife to elean
up the other boot. **¥ou're a walking
gold mine. Sel, it's miraculous! Now
we  know what that mgn means—
‘ Amyas Gore—His Claim." All this i3
our unele's claim. And the gold lies
thick everywhere 1

The moment the two brothers re-
leased him, lsaac Snugger sat up, his
face crimson with indignation, lhis chin
thrust out, his narrowed oves darting
fierv indignation.

“Have you two boys gone plumb
crazyv ' he gasped. “You tryin’ to
murder me "

“It's gold, BSougger!” loughed
Selwyn, holding ocut a lump of caked
clay for the solicitor to sce. * Look how

1]

it sparkles! It's real gold! We've
been walking on gold 1"
(Wateh out for [further exeiting

chapters of this popular adventure story
tn nexrt week's MAGNREY, chuma/)
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THE BATTLE
of ST. SAM'S!

By DICKY NUGENT

Dr. Crule, the tirant Head of 3t. Sam's, policd
his nose round the door of Mr. Lickham'a study.
There was a gloating grin on Lis twisted lips and
an ovil gleem m his bludshot eyes.

“ Lickhom ! ' he said, as he writhed like o snako
into the Fourth Form master’s study. * I am the
bearer of grate and glorious tidiogs ! "

“ You moan the Guvverners have given you the
boolit and made me Head in your place ¥ eride
Mr. Liekham. “* Hooray ! OF comee, 1 can’t say
I'm rized——" -

“Don't be an idiot!" snapped Dr. Crule,
“The Guvverners would have to be blind, deff
and eilly before they'd appoint a nitwit like you
in my pl  Still, Liﬂlﬁmm, it is promotiom of
a kind., As you are aware, a critical state of
affairs hos eggeisted at St. Sam's since my appeint-
ment aa Head.” ey

“ Trew, gir! * sighed Mr. Lickham, swallowing
hia dhappfintmant with a mitey effort.

“ Firat I had to put up with the late headmaoster
barring himeelf out,” eaid Dr. Crule, mwi:;lgﬂii-.;
“and now I am faced with something worse—the
open rebbellion of your own Form, the Fourth,
who have now joined the rebbel Head ! Lickham,
in this hour of erisis, I feel the need of & second-in-
command.”

“Oh crikey!"” epgselaimed My,
geiting an inkling of what was coming.

“My ochoice, Liskham,” went on Dr. Crule,
fixing his hipnotlick eyes on the Fourth Form
‘rnaster, " haa fallen on gﬂ. I feel that you are
the right man for the job—that vou will make me
an- eggsellent right hand man. Seo I am geoing to
malia you my left tenant.”

“ I—T1 see, sir | ** stammered Mr. Lickham, who
was wishing hartily that the new Head's choice
had fallen on somebody else. °' Thank you very
much, sir, I'm sure | "

“ Nobt at all 1™ leered the tirant Head. ° Your
position will be no easy one, I can tell yon! Now
to bizzineas ! The first task 1 am going to give
you a8 my left tenant ia the task of leading an
attack on the tuckshop where the rebbels are
holding out.” '

“ 0Oh, eruoms?! ™

“1 have picked out the strongest niel tnffest
hoya in the skool to follow you,” snarled Dir. Crule,
** and I ghall eggapent you to lead them to viktory !
My ordera are that you shall drive cut Birchemal)
snd his motley crew like ratts from their holes.
Of coree, you will eggspect to toke some hard
nocksg——" * :

*“1 ehouldn’t be at all serprized | groaned Mr.,
Lickham. = ;

“ But even though the rebbels bash you black
aid blew, I shall rely on you to stick grimly to
vour tagk tiil the battle iz won1 Waell, Lickham,
that's gettled that! Are you ready ¥™

Mr, Lickham shudderad.

“N.n-not quite, sirl” he meaned. “I'm
wondering i there isn't a belter way of doing it.
Can't you send for the perlice ? ¥

The master of the
the tirant Head as he made the sujjestion.
he started elitely.

Lickham,

Then

|

|
J
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himself together apain. * Thia dispute can be
saftled without any help from interfering bliue.
bottles, and settled it shall be! Follow mel™

He led the way out, and Mr, Lickham, with a
despeiring shrug, followed him.

Down in the gquad. a serprize awaited Mr.
Lickham. A grate crowd of St. Sam’s bova were
mbultad'tﬂe, ali armed to the teeth with
kricket-stumps, - ink-squirters, peashooters and
other deadly weppons of war, The tirant Head
had selected them for the job of attacking the
tuckshop, and they were only awaiting the arrival
of & laader before herling themsslves into the fray !

Had the new Head but known if, their sim-

erthies wera all with the rebbels. But D Crule
ondly imajined that his harbarous dissiplin had
nocked all such mutinous idens out of their noddles.

“Boya!® he eride. "I have appointed Mr.
Lickham to Le my left tenant, and 1 have piven
him the task of leading you in your prate attaclk
on the tuckshop., Lickham, you will now take
charge—nnd I sujjest that you start the aliack
at onece” ) -

“ Thanks awfully, sir ! ™ said AMr. Lickham, with
a sarkasm that was wasted on Dr. Crule. Then

iw_g made & sign to the assembulled boys to follow
1.
The Bove were rather serprized at Mr. Lickham
ing to the Head's plan so reddily. But
there was no need for them to worry, Mr. Lickham
was only pretending to fall in with his souperior’s
ideas ; he had thought out quite another wheeze
himseif ! ' :

The upper winders of ihe barrieaded tuclisho
wera filled with the grinning faces of the rehbels
o8 they drew near the rebbels’ stronghold. Dr.
Birchemall, promminent among them, waved them
a chesrful greeting. '

“* Good-morning, Lickham !* he called out.

“No fear!” yelled back Mr. Lickham. “I've
come to smash it up—ito drive vou out of this

ourth looked hoapfully at | “ Come to join the merry rebbellion 7™

* Was it his imsjination, or had the word * perlice ™ ' place like ratts from their holes | ™

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

had a stran ect on Dr. Crule ?
" Mr. Lickham certainly thought he detected
a change in the tirant's demeenour. A

He only said this for the beany@ieof Dr. Crule,
however. While he was sayiogr b, he winked, to
show the rebbela he meant nothing 4f the kind-—
and when he had finished, he added’jo.e wisper :
“T'll lead the attack and !you -in-take me
prisonser | ¥ S g

“ Reddy, boya 7" he yelledy immjatdly after,
for Dr. e's beonyfit. * Then &rehl

The baitle began, and in a'm::ng'a ok jiffies n
fearce fight seemed to be raging ndihe tuclk-
shop. The comical thing about: iY whs: that Do
dammidge whatever was dons on epher side,

While the battle raged, Mr.dLiclam reared a
Iadder up against & winder auid-elif beduup it as
though he was leading a raid.

- As goon as he reached the iap, a¥imsen hands
robbed him and he was yaniied ies though he
1ad been taken prisoner.

““ Bust it | " fumed Dr. Ceobe,. frop his placo of
safely in the rear. _

But worse was to comd. M, Lickham's
eggeample was quickly loliewed. by move of the

raiders and they were soconQawagwing. up the
ladder by the score and bemgn at-the top by
the grinning rebbels they wess: sypessd to be
fightin

I ;

Dr. %ru!a farely danced with raggss e saw lis
followera melting away before- hia jyes,

Soon the last of the attackers lid vannished
inte the tuckshop. A grate eheer yent up from
the rebbels. The battle was theire—end-they had
won it without giving or takimg a *Jge nock !

* Thanke, Lickham !'* grintied I Birchemall,
az he led the FFourth orm master % his.office to
sellybrate in foaming gingerpop.. “ You have
hﬂl!ae-i me a lot in my grate eampahn,'! -

" 1 think I may be able to belp yl niore, sir,”
said Mr. Lickbam. I havo. an ldea there is
gomething fishy about Doctor Crulg"

Hea told tho rebbel Head of'the fmnt'a strange
behaviour st his mention of:the waprd ¥ perlice.”
Dr. Birchemall’s ayes gloemod: as paihissencd.

“My hat ! he eggselnimed,. wher Mr, Lickham
hed finished. * If only our suspicikpsabout him
conld be confirmed —"

“But how can they Lo 1"

SBuddenly the rebbel IHcad smmot: his kneo as
though he had a brane wave. _ .

“I know ! " he cride. " Wl sl feavthe one
man in the world who can help usdl. . i

“ And who is that 1> asked Mr.Lickhain.

Dr. Birchemall’s answer mada thyiadior of tlio
Fourth gasp. ]

g Hm&;mslg Sholmes, the ShakbrStrd detdotive I 7

(Herlock Sholmes on the frack net week, lads !
Don't miss Dicky Nugent's Ipecibteffort: " A
Slooth to the Reskhew ! "—ED.}

BOB

Worried hikers are
continually coming to
me for advice on what
to wear. Are shorta
better than plus-fours ¥
—thoy ask. Ur do
broguoa beat hoaota for
huu?wcur ¥ Bhould &
chap brave Lhe ale-
menta without o hat ?
Or will a hat put him
more in his element ?

Well, my infants,
vou'll be glad to know
that your Uncle Bob
has given his special
attention to the pro-
blem of hiker's wear
this weelt—and pro.
parcd an angwer hased
on g close studv of g
live hiker in action.

The hiler I studied
waa Tom Brown. He
wore shorts and an
open-necked shirt and

CHERRY'S
ADVICE on—

WHAT SHOULD
A HIKER WEAR?

happened to
him wes a skid
OvVer o stono
that gave him
a cut kneo.
This seemed
to me to rule out shorts,

After that, one of
Major Thresher’s dogs
caupht him trespasaing
and made o leap at his
neck. ‘This scemed to
me & straight tip not
to wear open-necked
shirts,

Then his foot caught
in & man-trap on Sir
Hilton Popper'a land.
Thia seemed to me to
point to the need for
something a little move
substantial than
brosues, :

‘inallvy, hawving
escaped frem the man-
trap, he got soaked to

very carcfully, in the
light of my study of
Broway, ¥ fancy I've
been able to devise
just the right costume
for a hiker,

Hare it is ¢

A st of armour.

A pair of deep-zea
diver's ateel topboots.

A steel helmet.

An umbrella.

So now you budding
hikers know what to
order when you po to
get your outfit !

Chunkley’s Hair-
dressing Department
write to deny that they

brogues, But this | tho skinin a downpour | gave Hoskins his laat

coatume proved quite|of rain. Thia c¢on- | baircut.

inadequate  to  his | demned the whele out- They point out that

needs | fit, anyway ! it was only six months
The first thing that! Thinking it over |ago when they opened.

Answers to Correspondents

“ARTISTIC " (Remove)—"" Why has Frank
I{ug;ent. given up peinting * " :
We cen only think it'a becauss he'as * off

coloar ' {
“MUSICIAN ®

His ox

{Shell).—" What do you
think of Hoskins' piano-playi
ution is all that can be desired |

!H

G. BULETRODYE (Remove).—" Whao has the
longest memory at Grey{riarg T *

-Cecil Temple.

! Hea remembera the last time
| the Fourth cricket tcam beet the Remove i

GREYFRIARS . FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

That’s Where
He Shines!

Bolsover  minor's
popularity aa a fag is
dus to his gift for
making seniors’ old
toppers look lil:p naw.

He knows how te
“rub them wp the
right way " I

DONALD OGILVY
ENTHUSES ON—

SQUIFF’S SIMPLIFIED
SWIMMING

When I went down to the Sark Bwimming Pool
Lo intorview Squiff for the *“Herald,” I knew
nothing about Squiff's Simplified Swimming excepr
the vague rumour that it was a jolly good method
of teaching chaps to swim., But what I saw soon
convinced me that it's going to be a great succoss

.. Wait till & custorner comea along, old spont,”
apid Sqniff, when I asked far an explanation of tho
prneiples of his method. * The principles will
oxplain themselves then beiter then I ean cxplain
them by talking. ° ' :

I hadn't long to wait befors the first customer
rolled'up. It was 8noop, of the Remove. Someone
had induced him to put on a swimming-costnme
and ho had decided to invesl sixpence in a spot of
Squiff’s Simplified Swimming instruction.

I watohed. The simplicity of it was amazing.
3quiff and his two assistants frst rowed Snoop over
to the school raft. They then stood him at the side
of the raft and Squiff explained in & couple of
jiffies how to do the breast stroke. '
- Aftdr that, with remarkable suddenness, tho two
ﬂss:;ﬂtanm grabbed Snoop and threw him into tho
water.

fnoop crashed into the water with a flendish
vell, went under once, came up spouting fresly and
splashing wildly, and finally, to his own surpriss
and rolief, managed to cover the three yards
geparating him from the raft without going under
agamn | ' :

" Thero - you are! You've done it—you can
swim already | ™" anid Squiff, temaphantly.”

" You—you maniao !’ ghricked Bnoop, " If I
hadn't awum, I ehould have been drowned ! ™

Jt Exactly 1" grinned Squiff. * The choice ia
easy—either you swim or you drown. Most chaps
swim right awey ! ™

For soms reason, Snoop still scemed annoyed.
But Snoop apart, Squiff’s Simplified Swimming had
already justified itself in my eyes.

J can seo it being all the rage this sumraer.

At all evonts, it's proity well bound to be all the
rago with the spectators |

JOHNNY BULL SUSPECTS
RAKE’S ROLLER
ROAD RACERECORD

I can talie defeat as well aa any man, 1 hope.
But if you ex me to grin over my defeat by
Ralie in the Rollor-Skating Race from Courtfield to
Greyfriars yon'll be Rl]_}r waell disappointed 1

I don't need to told that Kake broke all
records for the course. Rake's -speed doesn’s
intereat mo in the least. What does interest me,
is how & blessed novice like he is could possibly
ﬁnn:iqda;hng and beat all the rest of us hollow as

& il

There's something fishy about it, to my mind.

Rake's funny grin whenever the race is mentioned
13 envugh to convince me about that. But
ngm,fmm that, ¥ couldn't help noticing some-

moment before, he had been a bellowing,
Llugtering booly ; but now he was shivering
snd shaking and nocking at the neeze and
wimpexjng and wining and cringing like a
whipped eur. Not many peéople would have
notissed the change ; but Mr, Lickham’s sharp
eyes notissed it, slite as it was,

" The—the perlice ? " repeeted Dr., Crule,

—
i g

thing strange about hia movements during
the race,

On no lems than three occasiona he ye-
appeared in front of me after I bad previously
2 overtaken him
q Each reappeatsnce, strangely ecnouszh,
3 cccurred  shortly after a mofor.van had
i passed ; but I mention this, of scourse, not as a
suspicious cireumstance, but merely a3 an odd

in a horee wisper. ** Nunno, T can’t send
for the perlice, Lickham. You—you see,
some awful crime mito be comrnitied some.
whore if they were diverted from their normal
duties—someone mite drive a car at more
than thirty miles an hour, for instance.”

" That's trew, sir, of corse,” admitted Mr.
Liclkham, eyeing Dr. Crule closely and trying,
without suxxess, to read his inmost thoughta,
* 8till, even so, don't vou think that——"

“ No, I don't | thundered Dr. Crule, pulling

Havigg tried unsaccessfuily to
et various Eemovites {0 mend

is old crock of a bike for him, high dive: from ihe pier at s forth with & huge net io eateh jis neck, Dick
Billy Bunter gat down snd pulled Bouth Coast resort. He overdid buiterflies and moths, But they [kioner & o

it nearly to pleces In an effort it, and landed smack on the were astonlshed when,

to mend it himsell ! Luockily, water—whereat hia chumas, Fotler ** Lonzy '’ showed copsiderable peniured near tha
Bobh Cherey took pily on himn and Greensa, made a ** diva ** for scieniifio knowledgo of hia ** cap- yrlectly harmless

belore it was too Iate, and put
Buuoter's bike in working ordet—
‘or as near fhat g5 possible !

P y :I"-r.'-

& \ :
Eager to show his prowess as 8 Lots of I
ewimmer, Coker =aitompted =

- A

tores,” and delivers

concealment, nearly choking with
in the Rag!

Inughter | Coker was * chok-
ing,’* too, when he got sshote |

‘“ Lon

Nows roareds = with
laughter when Alonzo Todd salli

gl |
[t =

ﬁeuﬁng
it a live snake coiled round
Russzell zeared
o, into fils | Russell
later, pimly explained to fellows who =i

ia

d & lecturs
Y waan’t

e ot the collectfon he, as a
gen  Datoralist, !
such a * batterfy * as he looked | kinver & Co. fell © bitfen * |

the guadrangle Offered a bag ol doughouls by
Vernon-Smith it he eould achieve
the pole-vault, Eilly Bunter {00k
8 terri

mﬂ? burled his buge bulk
into the air. Hps Iniled to brinz
down the record, but * bronght
down *** the cross-bar instesd |
Eunier's fall almost buried him

in the sand-pit )

t it was n
spetimen—

iz lormipe.

fle ron with the pole and bt

“Jobk biz," C.

R.
Temple, of the Upper Fourth,

Tryi to
» wonld swim the Channal,
arriving st Pegg Bay, ha
gald the tide was not favourable.
Harry Wharton swam two miles
ount to sea and back, accompaniad
by his chums in a bhoat. If
Temple had sitempted that, he
wonld have besn ** tied np |}

said

faot T couldn't help noticing at the time.

How to account for his m}gpa&ring in this
funny way I don’t know. Dut il 6 didu'e
happen just as I've told you, then I must bo
suifering from delusions !

Anyway, delusions or not, I don't fecl ot all
happy over Rake's win. Rake seems to think
it funny. But I don't]

The fact is, I suspect Rake's Roller Road
Eacze Record—and I don't mind who knows it |



