


THE MORE WE

-ARE TOGETHER, THE HAPPIER WE SHALL BE! SO0—

Fleetway

ROM one of my readers who lives

- in Richmond, Surrey, I hove
recoived some most interesting
informetion regarding

A “*MAGNET ** CLUB

which he and his chums {ail of whom are
regular readers of the old paper) have
vecéntly formed. Each week they put
awey & certain sum of money, in order to
pay fares and expenszes, and on Baturdays
they visit varous places of interest, My
chum goes on to eay thet they intend to
vigit a5 many of the famous Publie schools
of this country as they can.

Already they have visited both Eton
and Harrow, and I am sure they must
have spent @ most interesting time on
these outings., I am afraid, however, that
I cannot help this happy band in their
desire to vimt Greyfmars, except In
imagination through the poages of the
good old MaoweTr! )

There are, however, many famous Publ
sehools within easy reach of Richmond,
snd it my reader consults Whitaker's
Almanack—which he can see at his nearest
public library—he will find & list of schools
that sre well worth vigiting.

Hers iz a curious paragraph which I
carne across the other day. Have you
ever heard of

THE PARACHUTE THAT FELL
UPWARD ?

It happened a short while apo.
parachutist was making a descent from: &
lane in Russia, and dropped from 23,000
eot,. He did not pull the cord until he
wis within 500 feet of the pground. To
the amazement of the onlookers, when the
hute opened, it started to go upward !
t was evidently caught n & stron
sscending current of air, and the amaze
arachutist found himself rising instead of
alting !
_ Hﬂgmm to a height of 3,000 feet, and
then began to drift in the air. He drifted
for twenty-five minutes, and covered a
distance of eight miles from his starting
point before parachute finally came
down, and he landed safely.

A

READER in Swansca asks me
to tell him

HOW SWANSEA GOT ITS
NAME.

The name dates back to the days when
the Nomemen londed on the west coast
of Britain. One of the greateat of Vikin

warriors was named Sweyn, and he Iu.ndﬂ.g
at what is now Swansea. The old sea
rovers preferred to establiah their camps
on land which could be reached by their
baats, rather than to settle upon hilltops.
The name Sweyn has bepome contracted
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. Come Into the Office,
Boys—and Girls!

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers. Write to him : Editor of the
“Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd,

House, Farringdon Street, London,

E.C.4. A stamped addressed envelope will

ensure a reply.

to Swoans, and the final “es™ s Angle-
Sexon or Scandinevian for running water.
S0 the name Swansea actuelly means
Sweyn's-town-on-the -water.

Another of my rosder chnms hos boon
completely baffled by

AN EGG BALANCING TRICK,

and he wants to know how it is donw. Hia
friend not only made an epp stand ap on
its end, but actuslly belanced it on the
cdge of a table in auch a mannor that the
greator part of the egg wos hanging over
the edge of the table, Sounds miraculous,
doesn’t it—but it's quite easy to do.
Toko an egp with as white o shell as
prossible and make a small hole in either
end with a darning needle. Then * blow ™
the egg, by blowing thréugh one hele and
foreing out the white and the yolk at the
other. This needs a bit of careful work.
Having dona this, wash out the shell with
a little warm wator end wait until it s
rfeetly dry. Next get a teaspoonfual of
ine gilver zand and pour it into the empty
cggshell. You can then seal up the holes
by using a]i;iglhtl;s,r melted candle wax,
sevaping off the superfluous wax. Now,
ng matter In what position the 1%
placed, the sand will fall to the bottom,
and you will find it easy to stand it on
end, or balance it in 8 bewlildering manner.

Heore are a fow

RAPID-FIRE REPLIES

to shorter gueries which various readers
have propounded to me:

How Do Toy ‘' Swimming Ducks®™
Work ? (T. H., of Byker).—A tiny ploce
of camphor 1z fixed at the stern of the
duck. s action of the camphor on the
water drives the duck slong in a realistic
manner. The water, however, must be

perfectly clean.

Is it True that Some Natlves Fish with
a Plck and Shovel? (' Sceptic,” of
Reading) —Y¥es. In a certain district of
Erazi]xﬁzere i3 & variety of fish that buriss
itaelf in the mud. The natives dig them
out with picks and shovels !

Who Wrote Bsop’s Fables? (H. C., of
Walthamstow).—Most peopla would say
* Esop,” but they w-:mf:‘! be wrong !
These fablea weren'’t written until several
centuries after Esop's death. They wers
written by a Greek.ltalian named Babrius.

Is There an Insect That Prays?
(" Curious,” of Chatham}.—Nea, but thers
[is one called the ™ praying mantis.” Ib
tip named thus because I;% the peculiar
position of ite legs, which makes it appear
to be praying!

Why Iz a Sallor Sometimes Called a
“* Matlow "' ? (" Inquirer,” of Bootle).—
This is an Apglicised version of the Frenoh
word matelot, meaning a sailop. It ia

fr{!qlmnﬂ:,' uaedd in the LAY,

ERE is 8 query which requires a
longer reply. It comes from =

H Glasgow reader, and copoerna

SCOTTISH CLANS AND THEIR
BADGES.

How many BSeottish clans are there, Le
agks ' According to experis thers are
forty-five differemt clans, ench with their
own particolar badps of distimetion. In
ancient days the chief of each elan wore
two esgle’s feathers in hiz bonnet, in
addition to o hadge. I am afraid I haven't
space to give a list of all the wvarious
badges, but hers are & few of the most
prominent ;

Buchanan wearsg bhirch ; Cameron, oak ;
Campbell, myrctle ; Drummeond, helly ;
I-‘e-%mn, Ejﬁjm; Gorden, vy ;
MacDonald, -heath ; MacKay, bul-
tush ; MacLean, blackberry  heath ;

MacNedl, sop-ware; Mumro, eagle's
foathers ; Robertson, fern or brechens ;

Roga, boar berries ; Stewart, thistla ; and
Sutherlund, cats-tal grass,

By the way, a moat interesting ghip
returned Lo England recently after a long
voyaga, on which she had beoen

SHOOTING WHALES WITHOUT
KILLING THEM !

Semus strange, doesn't it, but actually
the idea was to place o merk on the whales,
Whales, like many other denizens of thoe
deap, are rather mysterions in their
“habits, and they sometimes disappear
from the known whale-fishery grounds,
and the whale fishers cannot get on their
track again. They bob up at all sorta of
peculiar places.

Thorefora, it was deecided to find ouk
where they go, so that whalers can follow
them around. A new type of gan was
mvented, which, while 1t does not kill
the whales, puts a certain mark on them.
The whales are then allowed to proceed.
Whale fishers keep a look.out for any
whales which bear these distinguishing
merks, amnd report thom when thoy are
found. About eight hundred whales hove
been marked in this manner, and when
these whales are eventually tound in other

of the world, scientista will be able
to get & lot of information concerning the
kaum migrations which thess sea animals
makea.

Time T was dﬂu]m% with next weeck’s
programme, chums. First “ on the bill »
18 :

“THE BLACK SHEEPI["
By Frank Richards,

ancther top-noteh yarn of Harry Wharton
& Co. by this magter writer of boys'
stories. Frank Richards' stories remind me
of the old remark—every week and in
avery way they get hetter and better! I
can tall you that the remaining stories in
his present series are going to grip your
interest more than ever. Don’t miss them,
chums. Place s rogular order for the
Maoxer, and be sure of being on a geod
thing |
What do wvou think of our serial,
* Moose Call ™t It's the goods, ign't it ¥
You'll enjoy next weelk's gripping chapters.
When you next drop me & line, 1 should be
glad to have your opinion on this yarn,
The * Greyfriare Herald " supplement
and another of gur Rhymesster's effusions
will eppear g3 usaal, and 1I'll have another
of interesti paragrapha and
answera to correspondents in my- chat.

Cheerio, chums,

YOUR EDITOR.



THE STAR SCHOOL STORY OF THE WEEK !
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunier Talks Too Much [

& P 'LL _help you, old chap!”
Harry Wharton stared round
at Billy Bunter, =

He was sliding his skiff from
the school raft into the Sark, when the

fat Owl of the Remove rolled up and
affered to help.

It was a half-holiday at Greyfriars
School, and the Bemove had a cricket
match on, All Wharton's friends wera
in the team. Wharton himsell was not,
That was why he was igmng for a pull
up the river on his lonely own. On
that sunny June afternoon most Grev-
friars fellows were looking merry and
bright, but the face of the late captain
of the Remove was & little elouded. He
was keen on rowing, but he was keener
on cricket, and his thoughts were with
the fellows in flannels on Little Side.

“Iathead !" was his ungrateful reply
to Billy Bunter.

He did not need any help in handling
a light skiff. Neither was Bunter the
fellow to offer to help anybody do any-
thing, unless he had an axe to grind.
If the Owl of the Remove wanted to be
pulled up the river in that skiff, there
was nething doing. It would have been
rather too much in the way of ballast
for the light craft.

“0Oh, really, Wharton—="

“Cut, you mss!”

The skiff slid into the water, and
Wiarton took his sculls. Billy Bunter

grabbed the gunwale and held on,
“I say, old chap—" persisted
Bunter.

“Let go, fathead !
“"Can't you give a fellow a lift?"” de.
mﬂrﬂm{]"ﬂuntap
- ﬂ

| ) .f”f.
\{pilim-

I

"

* Beast 1™

Harry Wharton laughed.

“I'm going right up the river, past
Courtfield Bridge,’” he said, “as far as
Higheliffe. I can’t pull a ton weight
all that way. Chuck it!” ]

o his surprise, Bunter winked in
Iﬁ%}' to that—a fat and very sly wink.

harten, sitting in the skiff, stared
at him.

"CGammon Y said Bunter.

“What do you mean, vou fat ass?”

“You can’t stuff me,” grinned Bunter,
"I jolly well know where vou're going!
Hn,lrhe, li?':%” : p

“I've told you where I'm going, wyou
benighted duffer! Let go!' o

“He, he, he!” cachinnated Bunter.
“That will do for Quelch, old bean! It
won't wash with me! “You pin't going
a5 far as Courtfield Bridge! I jolly
well know whera you're going to stop!
Think I don’t know that you go to the
Three Iishers on half-holidays? Yah!™

Harry Wharton coloured with anger.
He lifted ome of his sculls, with the
intention of jamming it azainst Bunter's
pmlsy chest, and sending him back-
wards across the rafk.

But at that moment a tall, angular
figure sppeared round the corner ﬂ% the
boathouse, It was that of Mr, Quelch,
the maszter of the Remove.

Wharton refrained from giving the
fat Owl what he had asked for,

“1 jolly well know the game, old
chap!™ continued Bunter.  With his
back to the Remove master the fat Owl
did not obzerve his approach, and was
unaware Lthat his words fell on official
ears, “You're keeping out of the
cricket, because you're jealous of that
new man, Stacey. He, he, hel But
that isn't the only reason. Think I

i St XAy .

G P rRRANKS
RICHARDS

(4] Time and again has Harry
; Wharton had to go down hefore

the cunning of his relative and
rival, Ralph Stacey. But the
former captain of the Greylriars
Remove can hold his own when
it comes to playing cricket !

don't know that you're going out of
bounds while your pals haven't got
their eyes on you? He, he, ha!”

Looking past the fat Owl, Harry
Wharton saw his Form-master come to
s lhalt, his eyes fixed on both of them,

Evidently Quelch had heard.

Wharton saw his lips shut hard.

“Look here, old chap, I'm on!" said
Bunter perzuasively.  “It ain't more
than a mile up to the Three Fishers,
and vou can pull me all r'_ght. If it's
billiards, I'm your manl| I'm & dab at
the game ! Are you meeting any of the
Higheliffe crowd thera? I've heard
follows say that vou've made friends
with Fonsonby, and go blagging with
him, You've been seen together, He,
he, he! Look here, old chap, you don't
want to go on your own | Ejl come.’”

Wharton breathed hard and deep.

Sinea his relative and *“double,®
Ralph Stacey, had come into the Re-
move at Greyiriars, Wharton had had
o good deal of this sort of thing, It
was awkward enough for a decent
fellow to have a double who was given
to kicking over the traces.

“¥ou fat, Dblithering, blethering
idiot1’* said Harry. *Sit down!”

And heedles: of the faet that he was
under his Form-master’s eves, he
jaramed the end of the scull on Bunter,

“Yarooh 1" roared Bunter.

He let go the gunwale, staggered
back, and sat down on the raft, with s
bump that slmost made it rock,

0wt Beast! Wow ™
Dunter,

Wharton pushed off, put out his sculls,
and pulled away, He knew that Mr,
Queleh had heard every word uttered
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by the fat and fatuous Owl, and he won-
dered, bitterly, what was Quelch’s im-
pression. e. was already under sus-
picion, uwfng to his resemblance to the
gcapegrace, Stacey. And those words
uttered by a mova fellow, could
hardly have any effect, but to confirm
Queleh’s suspicions. Quelch could onl

get tho 1mﬁm55mn that the Remove fel-
lows thought of Wharton, as he thought
of him himself,

His brow was dark as he pulled away,

Bunter was left roaring.

“ Beast |¥ rozred Bunter. 1 jolly
well know whera you're off tol I've a
%::lig}ﬁnud mind to toll Quelch! Rotter !

Ta &

“Bunter 1"

The fat Owl fairly bounded ot the
deep voieo behind him.

Hpa leaped to his feet, s
his eves almost popping t
spectacles at Mr, Quelch.

“Oh 1” gasped Bunter. “Oh lor’! X
—I didn't know you were heve, sir, Oh
orikey 1" .

Bunter realised that he had done it,
Certainly he had had no intention of
giving away Wharton to his Form-
maater, 3

There was nothing to give away. In
point of fact. But Buntér was unaware
of that. And assuredly Mr. Quelch was
not likely to thiok so, "aftel what he
had heard. .

*Hu‘hter},.;l heard what ‘you said to
Wharton,” rumbled Mr. Quelch.

“0Oh lor’V'? groaned Burter. 2

Mr. Quelel’s glance followed the skiff,
shooting away up tha Sark in the sun-
shige. %f Wharton was g-u:-mf to Court-
field Bridge, ha had to pull past that
disreputable establishment, the Threw
Fishers, Dut was he? Evidently
Billy Bunter did not believe so. Neithes
did the Bemovo master.

“ Bunter, what reason have you to be-
lieve that Wharton is dgum out of
school bounds ? demanded Quelch.

“I—I—I didn’'t—"

“I:heard every word you uttered,
Bunter.

“Oh dear! I was only—only jig-jig
joking,'" - stammered tha hap e;g Dw%.
“Just pulling Wharton's leg, sir. I—I
doen’t think he's going to tha Threo
Fishers, while” his pals are playing
cricket.™

“You
Bunter.”

“0Oh dear [V ;

“You expressed your desite to go with
Wharton to that disreputable place,
Bunter, out of bounda for all Greyfriars
boys. If Wharton would have taken
vou, you would have gone.”

“I—I— * stuttered Bunfer.

Mr. Quelch had a walking-stick under
his arm, Ha slipped it down into his
hand, & proceeding that William George
Bunter eyed with dismay and sppre-
hension. An upturned boat was near
gt hand, and Mr. Quelch pointed to 1t
with the 1.1ml|:in§;ati¢k+

“Bend over that boat, Bunter!”

4 J—I—1 say, sir—"'

“Bend over 1

“Oh crikey I

Billy Bunter bent over. Three fellows,
coming down to the Loathouse, stared,
end grinned.

Bunter did not grin.

inning round,
rough his big

asre speaking untristhiully,

Whaclk |
“Yarcoop ! roarced Bunter,
“Now, Buntor———""

“Yow! Ow-ow-owl Wow!”
“You will go back to the school,” said
Mr. %ucich. “As you desire to spend
your half-holiday 1n disregarding tha
rules of the school, Bunter, you will be
detained for the afternoon.”

“(h, scissors!"
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“You will go into the Form-room,
Bunter, and write out Labin conjug-
ationg—"’

“h, ddar!™

“* Until five o'clock—"

“* Wow 1"

"If I am not satisfied with what you

hz!.va dona, when I rctorn, Bunter, you
will be detained for another hali-
holiday—"

“ Oopogh 1

“B20 I warn you not fo wasle your
time, Bunter.”

“ Oh lo¥’ 1" groaned Bunter.

He rolled off dismally up the path io
tha school. Mr. Quelch watched him
go with a grim and frowning brow.

Bunter's half-holiday had gone west,
which was perhaps no more than the
fat Owl deserved. When ho was gone,
Mr. Quelck locked up the river again.

Wharton, in his skiff, was still
sight on the shining Savk. 2

Mr. Quelch, with & brow pgrmmer
than ever, started walking up the tow-
path. If Harry Wharton intended, as
Bunter believed, and as hizs Forme-master
did not doubt, to drop into the Three
Fishers that afternoon, he would not
drop in unscen, The keencst pair of
eyes at Greviriars would be upon him,
and thoe result would be ithe * =ack,”
short and sharp.

i

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
“Man In1"™

b AN in!"®
M Tom Brown rapped ‘out
the wordz og Little Side at
' Groyfriars,

A man was coming away.from the
wickets, and anothcr man had to go
in, but the “‘man in"” was not
evidence, Tom Brown snhorted,

“Where's that man Stacey ™

Siacey of the Romove was not to.be
seen. . N
. The batsmen waiting at the pavilion
Jooked round for him. Cenerally,
Stacey was right on the spot_when he
was wanted. " But the lstest and greatest
recruit ig the Form eleven was not
visible now. Bob Cherry roared:

* Hallo, hallo, halle! Stacey! You're
wanted 17

But there was no answer. _

4t was & Form mateh with the Fourth
—not B very important matter in thoe
eyes of the Removites. But it was
rather important to Tom Brown, who
was captaining the side for the first
time since he had been elected captain
of the Remove, ! 1
junior took his dutics as ericket captam
very seriously. Morcover, afler this

amo ho was to pick out the side for
flm mateh at St. Jude's—a miuch more
important function. _

‘Pemple, Dabney & Co. were in the
field. Temple & Co, had talew frst
knock, and were all down for 32—a
result chiefly due to the wonderiul
bowling of the new recruit in the
Remove—Stacey having performed the
“hat trick? twice in the innings.

Tem Prown had copened f{or ihe
Remove with Vernon-8mith and Frank
Nugent. Nugent was a new recruit,
having taken Harry Wharton's place—
very reluctantly, keem az he was to
figure in the Form cleven, But as
Harry Wharton definitely refused to
play in the same side with his rolative
nnd}' double, Stacey, his place had to be
filled, and Frank was deing his best
to §l1 it. He was doing it well, too,
Vernon-Smith, when they went in, called
out to him: “Don’'t run me .out,
Nugent, if you can help it !Z~~which was
ratﬁgr swank in the Bounder’s uszual
style. And then Fry of the Fouwrth
got the Bounder with a ball that looked

The MNew  Lealand |

like & wide, bub wasn't, and Smithy
cama out for 2, with a long face, leaving
Nugent grinning. :

FPeter Todd, next man in, also fell to
A trmk:ﬁihaﬂ from Edward Fry., And
g0 did Mark Linley, And after that—
wonderful to relate—Cecil Reginald
Temple, captain of the Fourth, made
a catch at cover snd sent Ogilvy boot-
less home. BStacey was next on the
batting list, and as Robert Donald
Ogilvy came off, he was ecalled for—but
in wvain.

“The silly ass!” growled Browney.

“Ho was here,” said Johnny Bull,
““I saw him ten minutes ago.”

“Ha ought to ba here now.”

“The oughtfulness is terrvific!” ro-
marked IHurrea Jamset Ram  Singh,
“DBut the herefulncss is not great”

Y Stacey 1 bawled Bab  Cherry.
“SBlacey, you assl”

“I belicve he's somewhers reading a
letter,” said Bguiff. “1 saw him take
a leiter out of his pocket.”

“This isn't & time for reading
letters I gprowled Tom Brown. " And
how the thump long does it take him
to read o letter? You'd better go in,
Cherry."

b Ri%ht 1" said Bob, And he nuckled
his pads and went in.

Tom bBrown frowned. Four wickeis
were down for a thimble-full of runs,
and the Fourth Form mén were looking
bucked. It was time somebody miade
a stand. Temple of the Fourth, per-
haps, was beginning .to dream of
winniog that ganie, as he had often
Jdreamed before—though h?’ generally
woke “up . disap il:lt:g! n o more
important mateh, Tom Brown would
have scnt Stacey, his best man, in fivst
wicket—but it was fairly certain that a
bat like Stacey would ba “not out”
against Fourth "Form  bowling, and
the new captain of the Remove wantod
to pubt the other men through their
paces, N el G

So Stacey's n%me had been put farther
down the list. But he shéuld have been
on the spot when he was wanted. No
doubt hie had expected wickets to stand
longer against " the Fourth, biut crickes
was an uncertain’ game, and he. was
too good a erickeler to be unaware of
that fact.

And the unusual luck of the Fourih
scemed to bo keeping up; for after a
couple of overs, b Cherry was
stumped, much to his surprise, and came
out with only & poor little half-dezen
runs to s credit,

“ Stacey 1

No answer.

“Bother the fellow I exclaimed Tom
Brown, “Get in, Bull, and some of
you and look for that idiot Stacey.”
~ Johnny Bull went out to the wickets,
Frank Nugent was keeping his end u
in quite good style, with better IU{:E
than better batsmen, Johuny gave him
a congratulatory grin as he weni in.

Bob Cherry put down his bat, and
Fanned himself with his cap.

“The Fourth aren't so
usual to-day [ he remarked.

“And the Remove are a bit rottener
than usual ™ remarked Hazeldene,

~ Hazel was not in the eleven; ho was
there to look on, and comparo other
fellows’ performances with what Le
conld have done himself—perhaps!

“'The rottenfulness is not terrifie, my
esteemed and idiotic Hazel !” said
ITurrea Jamset Ram Singh genily,

Hazel sneered.

“They'ro going down pretty fast!
And that precious new and wonderful
men, Stacey, docsn't seem to think (he
gama worth his while, Not that I
think him so jolly weonderful.” ]

“You would, 1f you knew anyiling

rotlen  as



about cricket!” said Verpon-Smith.
““He can play all our heads off.”

“ Yours, perhaps 1™ said Hazel, “He
ranv. Wharton out in the Shell match
the other day, and Wharton thought
he did it on purpose—"

“0Oh, rot!” i

“Wharton's an ass!” said Bguifi.

HWell, T rather think Wharton was
right ! T shouldn’t care to bat with a
man whe'd run me out if he had his
knife into me.” '

“You won't have the chance!”
grunted Tom Brown., “You'll have to
put in a lot of practice, Hazel, before
}'uu‘ra wanted to play for the Remove.
ook here, make yourself uscful by
finding that man Stacey.”

“ Rats | replied Hazel.

EVERY SATURDAY

which was surprising enough in so keen
a cricketer.

Bob, not a suspicious fellow as a rule,
could not help wondering whether that
letter was from some shady acquaintance
outside tho schoel, and whether the
:iapﬂﬁ#ﬁman had been bhaving somo bad
uck.

It was known all over Greyfriars
that a Remove fellow—either Wharton
or Stacey—had been kicking over the
traces, and opinion was a good deal
divided on the point. o

Mr. Queleh had so firm & faith in
Stacey that he had made him head boy
of the Bemove, and so far as masters
and prefects were concerned, the new
fellow had a spotless reputation.

But Wharton's own friends, at all

3

“What's the odds on Nobbled Nick
for the Welshern Stakes?” asked Bob
Cherry, with cheery tarcasm.

Slacey gave him a black look. :

“You fool!” )

“Thanks !” said Bob 1m[mrlurh&hig.
"E-ﬁ:‘lm to you, old bean, with knobs

“I've had a letter from my father,

ou silly fathead!” gronted Stacey.
‘Not that it's any business of yours”

“Not at all,” agreed Bob, "I fancied
it might be from Mr. Banks, at the
Three Fishers, judging by the cheerful
expression on your chivvy. ' Anghow,
you're wanted to bat, and Browney's
getting his hair off.”

With that Bob Cherry turned and
walked away. Btacey followed him to

*“ It you're goidk to the Three Fishers, Wharton,” said Bunier, * I’'ll come wilh you.” * You fat, blithering tdiot !

sald Wharton.

scull into Bunter’s walsteoat.

“['ll go and look for him,” said Bob
Cherry checrfully, " Can’t understand
the man clearing off like this, He's
usually keen”

Bob walked away from the pavilion
to look for Btacey. He was some time
fnding him.

But he sighted him at last, lying in
the grass under one of the shady old
elms near the cricket fleld.

Stacey was lying on his elbow, and
in one hand he held an open letter.
He was not reading it—but evidently
he had been reading it, and its contents
had not had a cheering effect on him.

His handsome face, which was so
strangely like Harry Wharton's, was
clonded. The letter waa.{rrump[ﬂd in
his slim, white fingers. There was a
deep moody line in his W.

Bob loocked at him curiously as he
came wp. Stacey, buried deep in moody
thought, did not notice him coming,

It was plain that he had forgotten
the cricket match that wes going on;

events, believéd that the fellow who
had been spotied in questionable cir-
cumstances was not Harry Wharton—
and that it was, therefore, his * double.”

“Moncy—money ! Stacey mullered
that word alond a3 Bob ecame up, and
he crumpled the letter savagely.

¥

“Money—

“ Hallo, hallo, halle!” roared Bob., He
did not want to hear any of Stacey’s
seli-communings.

Btacey gave a Jump.

Instantly the ecrumpled letter dis-
appeared into his pocket. He stared up
angrily at Bob's ruddy, cheery face.

“You silly ass!” he snapped. * What
the thump do you want to make a fellow
jump nearly out of his skin for?”

Bob laughed.

“Looking for wou, old bean,” he
answered, “"You're wanted to bat, and
Browney's had to put {wo men ahead of
you on the list.”

III

"“Oh! Btacey rose to his foel.
for * He coloured. “I=—I was
réading a letter——"

 raen

“ it down 1" Heedless of the fact that he was under his Form-master's eyes, he jammed the end of the
* Yarcoh ! ' roared the fat Removite, staggering backwards.

tha pavilion. As he arrived {here, n
shout came joyously from the Fourih
Form men.

“How'a that "

* Ot ™

Johnny Bull was outf.

“Where's that nss Stacer®” roared
Tom Brown,

“Coming!" grinned Bob.

Btacey came up at a rum,
greeted him with & glare.

“What the thump do you mean, clears
ing off when you're wanied lo bat?™
he demanded. “If vou can't be here
when you're wanted—"

Tom Brown

“Wel, I'm here!” seid Stacey
sullenly.

“(iet your a on! How long are
you going to kesp the pame walling ¥
snapped Browney.

Stacey made no reply. He was quickly
at the wickets, Tom PBrown watching
him with & morose brow,

But that morose look {aded away as
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Stacey Deogan to hit the Fourth Form
bowling.
Fry of the Fourth had had soma luck,
gnd he was hoping for more. But his
good fortune petored.out all of a sudden
when he bad to deal with Stacey.
Whatever it was that had been worry-
ing Btacey, and had caused him to for-
got tho game, he dismissed it from his
mind once tho willow was in hia hands,
it and alert and handaome, he made
a fine figure at the wicketa—and his
hitting drove the ball all over tha field
—oxcept where a fieldsman was ready
for it.
Tom Brown prinned. _
“My hat! he said. " What & rod in
pickle for St. Jude's! T'm sorry we
shan't have Wharton, but, by gum, t:hm
naw man ia worth two or three ol him.
Bravo! Well hit, old man, well hit!*
Stacey grinned, Whatever else he
was, he was undoubtedly a wonderful
aricketar—the best junior cricketer ab
Greylriars. Five wickets were down for
next to nothing—but now the score went
? by leaps and bounds, and the Feourth
0

rm men fag and pruntod and
asped as they hunted loather. And
ilﬁemi Reginald Temple, who had been

dresming of a win, had to wake up!

——— s

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Leg-Putler !

ARRY WHARTON, locking
back as he sculled up the shin-
iu%l Sark, smiled sarcastiealls.

i the towpath, au angular
figure was to be seenr—and every now
and then a pair of gimlet H%&E g!unear:l
out over the river at the skiff. Against
ithe thick woods that backed the tow-
path, Wharton would probably not have

THE MAGNET

observed the pedestrien, had he not heén
locking for ﬁim. He had wondered
whether, after hearing Billy Bunter's
fatuous talk on the raft, the Remove
rmaster would think of keeping an eye
on him. Now he had no doubt that
Quelch was thinking of it—and deing
1f.

Thera was bitter anger and rosent-
ment i Wharton's breast.  He was sus-

—because his doubla had been
seen in disreputable resorts and taken
for him. Stacey's cunning and resource
seemed nnlimited—in almost every way
he had turned his resemblance te his
rolative to his advantage. -

'That resemblance did Stacey no harm
—for Wharton had no shady secreta to
keop. But it had done Wharton o great
deal of harm; over since the beginnin
of the term he had been in trouble ©
somo sort; and all of it had come Irom
Stacey. It had been an ill day for
himm when his uncle, Colonel Wharton,
had befriended that penmless velative,
From their first meeting at Wharton
Lodgo in ithe HFaster holidays Etaglig
had been hiz rival and snemy—and b
at home and at school he had made his
enmity falt.

Wharton was no longer captain of the
Remove—no longer hesd boy of tha
Form. Hea was suspected—and watched !
All the fellows knew ihat the Bixth
Form prefects had been warnoed to keep
an eye on him. MNow Quelch was stalk-
ing himl

Last term, if Quelch had pasead him
out of gates, he would have given him
a nod and a smile. Now——

Quelch was said in the Hemove to be
a downy bind! Yot Stacey seomed to
have no difficulty in pulling the wool
over his eyes. E-"m ate of the Bixth,
head prefect of Greyiriars, was a keen
fellow enough, yet he had actually seen
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It 15 a stroke of bad luck for Arthur

Augustus D'Arcy, of St. Jim's, when he falls
ﬂf Hawk Nose, a villainous Redskin.

But it is a stroke of good luck for D)'Arcy

when he discovers a clue to an unknown

Stacey card-playing with Pon & Co., of
Highcliffe, and believed that it waos
Wharton he had seen! The Head lim-
salf had given Wharton some very grave
glances of late. : ,

He slowed down in the skiff,

A bitter, mocking smile came over lia
face, he had intended to pull a long ‘dis-
tance up the river, and perhaps land at
Highelilfe and look in on his friends,
Courtenay the . Caterpillar, there.
MNow he changed his intention.

Quelech was stalking him! Quelch

o Wall,

wanted to make a overyl
Quelch should make ane!

A mitle up the river the red roofs of
the Three Fishers showed over tho trees.
The wtn fence ran along the towpalh
for some distance, half-buried n thick
hawthorma, There was a gate on ihe
towpath—and undoubtedly Mr. Quelch
suspected that Wharton was bound for
that gate.

] the junior pulled on, Quelch
might have given up that suspicion; or,
more likely, he \1’&11[)11 Lhave fancied that
Wharton had epotted him and taken ihe
alarm, But the junior did not pull on.

He sculled inte ihe bank at a spob
opposite the gate of the inn. He was
& good distance ashead of the Remove
mastar, bubt he keew that the gimlet
eyes would not miss his movements.

Ha stepped ashore and tied the skiff to
a willow-trea oy the bank, Then he
lounged coavelessly across the towpath to
tha mn gate.

From a distance down the path Quelch
glimpsed him as he crossed.

If the Remove mastor bad had any
doubts before, ho could hardly have any
now! Wharton was quite well aware of
that.

Hao reached the gale. Beyond it was
etricily oubt of bounda for all Greyfriars
fellows. Wharton did not go bevond it.
JA thick mass of hawthorna close be-
sida the gate screened him from view:
Careless of thorns, he squeezed himself
into the hawthorns,

In the midst of the bush he was com-
pletely out of sight; anyono might have
stood within three feet of himn withous
knowing that he waa there.

With a smile on his face he stoad
there, silent, and waited. Swilt foot-
steps camo up the towpalh.

hey halted at tho gate.

Through tha thick hawthorns Whar-
ton cuu]%:] not gea Mr. Quelch; neither
could the Remove mastor see him. But
he knew that the Form-master was
there, looking over the pate into the

rontnds of the inn; he could hear him
%reuthing hard aftor*his hwrry.

Silent as a stone statue, suppressing
his breathing, he waited, wondering
what Quelch wonld do. He grinned as
he caught a muttoring voice:

“The young roscal! The disreputable
young vascal! 'Thoro 18 no doubt now—
not a shadow of a doubt! TUpon my
waord [

Ta Mr. Quelch’s mind, thers seemed
no shadow of a doubt. Wharton's skiff
was in full view, tied to the willow.
There was no one to be seen on the
towpath in either divection, Evidently
—ta Mr. Quelch—the young rascal had
gona in ab that gate.

That the young rascal had taken cover
in the hawthorna within a few feet of
him, deliberately to give him that im-
wression, was not hkely to aeccur to
.I[-Ienrg Samuel Quelch.

He stood staring over the pgate.

He was undecided what to do. Wher-
ton was in those forbidden precincta—
he was certain of that. elch had no
doubt—none whatever—that he had

one round ithe building, and was in
those very momenta in the billiards-room
at the back—probably with those lawless
young rascals of Highcliffe, with whom



he was supposed lo have fade friends—
Pon & Co. Quelch had as good as seen
gim go in—but he had not antualiy_sein
im in—has had come up o minule
or t.ngznﬂ after Wharton had vanished. In
tha matter of an expulsion, proof
to be abselute.  Mr. Quelch was nob
long in making up his mind. Much as
he disliked entering such a disreputable
den, he had his duty to do—and he did
it!

Wharton heard the gate creak as it
was opencd, He heard the sound of
Iﬂauﬂini footsteps on the garden path.

%lal had gone in!

harton chuckled softly.

He stirred at last and peered out of
the hawthorn-bush. Queleh was oui of
sight. He had gone round the building,

Vharton stepped out of cover, ran
across the towpath to his skiff, jumped
in, and cast loose the painter.

He took his sculls and fairly shot
down the river with the current, towards
the Greyfriars boathouse. ]

It was & matter of a very fow minutes
befors the skiff was bumping on the

reviriars raft. .

A number of Bixth Form men were
putting a boat into the water, That
glorious June afterncon was tempting
& pood many fellows to the river. There
were twenty or more fellows on the rafe
and at the boathouse. Among the
senfors was Wingate, the captain of the
school. y

Wharton, as he jumped athore, called
to him.

“I say, Wingate 1"

The Greyfrinrs eaptain loocked round
at him, frowning. harton was nobt in
hiz good graces, and it was “side ™ for
& junler to hail a Sixth Form man in
that familiar way.

“What's the time, Wingate?” aszked
Harey coolly.

“Go and look at the clock ! answered .

Wingate briefly.

“But I want vou to tell me,” zaid
Harey., “It's rather importantl I'm
proving an alibi [¥

“A what?” ejaculated Wingate,
staring at him blankiy, az did the
other seniors—Gwynne and Baneroft
and Sylwes,

“An alibi 1" answered Wharton, with
perfect eoolpess. “Yon see, my Form-
master, Quelch, has got an idea that
I'm out of bounds at this very minute,
and I want to be able 40 convinee him
that I'm not when ho asks me.*

“What the dicken: do you mean?”
dernanded Wingate gruffly.

“Exactly what I say!” answered
Harry., “Will you look at the time, =0
thatg vou ean tell Mr. Queleh if he asks
Yol A

Wingate gave him a rather grim look.
But he glanced at his wrist-watch.

“Just four 1" he snapped.

“Thanks I"

Wharton walked up to the schosl,
Over the trees came foating the chime
of four from the clock-tower of Grey-
friars, Quelch, in those very momoents,
wase rooting at the Three Fishars for the
junior he was cortain had entered that
unsavoury establishment, and Wharton
was in happy possession of o witnesg—
no less a person than the captain of the
school—that he lhad been a mile from
the Three Mishers at four o'clock.

Ha smiled ns he strolled on to the
ericket ground to give the Form matel
a look-in,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Wharton is Wanted !
o ALLO, hallo, hallo!” .
H Bob Cherry greeted Whar-
ton with a cheery roar as he

: came up to the dpawimn.
Wharton gave him. a nod,

EVERY SATURDAY

“How's it going!” he asked.
“Great guns |” answered Bob, with a

grin, “The Fourth aro having the time
of theic lives. They look a bit tired—
what "

“The tirefulness of the esteemed
Fourth i3 terrifie!™ grinned Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“Btacey's giving them enough to do”
remarked Nugent. Frank was out for
20—not a bad score for him.

Wharton looked at the batsmen.

uiff was pactnering Stacey at the
wickets, and they were going strong.
The Auvstralian junior was a mighty
hitter, and he was backing up Stacey
in great style : :

Runs were jumping up. Stacey’s

raceful and athletic figure, as it crossed

e pitch with the speed of & deer, might
casily have beon taken for Wharton's.
At thoe distance, any casual observer
might have supposed that it was Whar-
ton at the wir:icts. But Wharton him-
rolf admitted that Stecey was a better
man at the game, good 25 he himself
cortainly was.

When he was watching Stacey af
ericket he could forget that the fellow
was his cnemy—and an  unsernpulous
and insidious enemy.

“He's made 60, said Bob; “and he
could make 600, for all the Fourth counld
do to stop him.

Wharton nodded.

Temple, Dabney & Co. were red and
“breathless, and Feali\;t‘?.'aa if their legs
were going to drop -off.. They were not
particularly good ﬂ{:.ﬁ,el:-‘.hhg; but good
fieldsmen would have-had their hands
full with Stacey. He was hitting all
round the wicket and never giving them
a chance.

“(Good man at Elriﬂkﬁl ithere's no
doubt about that!” said Hbrry.

Tom Brown gave him a grip.

"Cood man for Bt Jude’s next week
—what ?" he said. “ And there's a place

for you in the team, Wharton, if you

want it :

"Thanks, no!®

“You're, an am'1" sad the New
Zealand jumior warmly., “You jolly
well knew vou're wanted to plavy for
the Remove! What's the good of eut
ting cricket, just bLecavse wyou bar
Stacey 1 :

“What's the good of batting 1f that
chap's watching all the time for a
chance to run me out?” answered
Harrv,

“0Oh rot!” turncd away
unpatiently.

Wharton remained  watching  the
match with his friends; it was worth
watching so long as Stacey was at the
wickets.

There were several wickets vet to [all
when Tom Brown declared at 100, to
give the Fourtht a chance to bat again.

Which was a relief to Temple & Co.,
though they no lﬂﬁgﬁ'[‘ hoped that a
second knock would do them any good.

When the Remove went into the field
Harry - Wharton remained at the
pavilion, atill' looking on. Whether
Guelech had got back from the Thres
I'ishprs yet he did not know, but it
was his game to keep in the public eye
till he was wanted,

It was not—az he admitted to himzelf
—a respectful game that he was play-
ing; nob the sort of trick that a fellow
ought to have played on his Form-
master. But his mood was rebellious
and sardonic. _

Quoeleh chose to suzpect him—to watch
him and stalk himl Well, Quelch
could get on with it, and report him to
the Head if he liked! He would make
a fool of himself, and it might be a
waming to him to turn his SUSQICIoNns In
some other direction! As for his bitter
anger when he found that he had been

Browney

7

made a fool of, Wharton cared nothing
for that.

The Fourth Form second knock did
not last long. Stacey put in the hat
trick again; and then Tom Brown, in
sheer merey to the Fourth, called him
off, and gave the bowling to other
hands,

But it booted not, so far as the Fourth
wers concerned, for Stacey proceeded
to make wonderful catches in the field.

_ YWharton watched * him with keen
mferest. As a batsman he was far
and away the best in the Remove, As
& bowler, he was equal to Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh, if not better, And
in the field, he was the perfect felds-
man. He made catches that looked
miraculous; he was after the ball like
lightning, and returned it like a bullat,
straight as & die. In every branch of
the game he was the complete cricketer,

Tt was no wonder that when the luck-
laga Fqutth were all down for 25 the
Bemaovites gave Stacey a sock of
ovabiomn.

Tom Brown clapped him on the back
a3 Le came off with the field, Squift
Fpm‘a him a fnendii,; d:g; in the ribs.

he fellows cheered him loudly, and his
namoe rang and echoed across the field.

Wharton's eves were on him, and he
noted that the hero of the hour did not
scem to be enjoriog that ovation.

The moment tho game was over,
almost, dark thmlghts secemed to hove
returned to Btacey’s mind, and, though
he smiled mechanically, thera was a
cloud on his brow.

Wharton noticed, too, that he got
away from the other fellows as soon as
he could. ~ He wondered sarcastically
whether Stacey had some trouble on his
mind—whether one of his gee-gees had
come in elevently at Wapshot.

Wharten went to the House with the
Co. The match was over in time for
tea.

Billy Bunter met them as they came
in, with a glum and lJugubrious fat
brow.

. "1 say, voun fellows, I've bheon wait-
ing for you!” said the fat Owl,

“Sorry you've been troubled, as they
say on the phone 1 grinned Bob Cherry.,
“Don’t wait any longer—cut '™

“Oh, really, Charry—— Oh! Is that
Wharton "  Bunter blinked, at Harrv
through his big spectacles, “You've
got back, then

Harry Wharton laughed,

“Long ago, fathead | he answered.

“1 say, that beast Quelch gave me a
detention, because he heard what I said
to vou on the raft!” groaned Bunter.
“T had to stick in the Form-room tili
five 1™ 2

“Serve you jolly well right !

“Beast! I say, Quelch looked fear-
fully shirty when he came in,” said

Bunter. “ MNearly bit my head off when
he told me I could go.”

S0 Queleh is in ¥

“"Eh! Yes! I wonder if he knows

vou've been at the Three IFizhiers, Whar-
ton——"

“You bhthering 1diot !

“Oh, really, tarton ! He'as fear-
fully stuffy about something, anvhow 1™
said Bunter. I shouldu't wonder if he
kept an eyve on you this afterncon! If
he did, yvou've very likely been spotted.
He, he, hel”

“What i3 that fat 1diot Dblethering
about 7 asked Bob, 7

Wharton chuckled.

“Quelch heard him ask me to take
imi  along with e to the Thres
Fishers,” he-answered. “Tha fat duffer
tltought I was going there, 'and he gave
dear old Quelf:E the sameé impression,™

*Is that why vou gave up vour pull
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an tho river, and came back to the
cricket?” asked Nugent. )

“Just thak! I thought I'd like a few
witnesses that I haven’t been playing
hilliards with Ponl® said Harry,
laughi

“Quelch had no right to fancy any-
thing of the kind,” said Frank indig-
nantly.

Wharton's lip ¢urled, _

“Oh, he fancies all sorts of things
Fince he saw Etﬂ-ﬂﬂ¥ at that den weeks
Kgr:-E ?nd took him for me. Hallo, hero

E' i3 I8

The aogular figure of the Remove
master boro down on the juniors. His
eyes, glinting, Gxed on Harry Wharton.

“Wharton 1"

“Here, sir[™

“Follow me to the Head's study.”

“Certainly, sir!™ i

And the suspected junior, with a
gleam of mockery in his eyes, followed
nia Form-master.

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
Plain English !

R. LOCKE coughed.
D One glance at the grm, set

face of the Remove-master,

warned him that something very
goripus was coming, One glance at
Wharton revealed to ihe keen old Head
that the junior was in no stato of appre-
liension, but rather in a mood of sun-
pressed sarcastic amugement.

Ha coughed.

Bip=——-=" began AMr, Quelch.

“One moment!” said the Head,
" Wharton, leave my study, but remain
in the corridor #l1 you are called in.”

“Very well, sirl” said Harry,

Ha stepped out of the study again and
clgsed the door after him, He grinned
at tho closed door. He knew that the
Iead, who was not blinded by angry sus-
picion like the Forme-master, had more
penetration just then than Mr. Quelch.

Mr, Queleh rather surprized and dis-
pleased, looked at Lis cluef, as the door
closed on Wharten,

“Dr. Locke—"" Lie restarted, ,

“One moment, my dear Queleh,” zatl
the Head urbanely. *I gather taac
Wharton, of your Form, 15 in fome
trouble again—->" )

“The most grave and serigus——"

“Quite sol Perhaps it will be better
for me to hear you not in the boy's pre-
sonee,” said Dr. Locke. “It is possibloe
that another mistake may have been
made—" Ho coughed again.

“Dr, Locke!™

“You have not forgotten, my dear
Yuaeleh, that only a few days ago you
brought Wharton before me on a charge
of frequenting that low resort, tho Threo
Fighers? His raincoat was found there,
which seemed to you and indeed to me
indubiteble evidence., TWet 1F was
proved be{m&d tho shadew of a doubt,
that Wharton had not been near the
place that day, and that hiz raincoat
must have been borrowed by some other
boy, so far vndiseovered.” )

“I have not forgotten, sir, But——"

“ Mistakes of ihat kind, my dJdear
Queleh, must be aveided if possible,”
said the Head gently, ''Circumstantial
evidence is so very unreliable—="

“In this case, sir, tho avidence is that
of my own eyes!™ saad Mr. Queleh
stiffly.

“Pleaze procced)”

“‘This alternoom, sir, I heard a Re-
wove boy, Bunter, speaking to Wharton
by the river—discuseing his intention of

ing up to the Three Fishers, as if
Wharton's habit of going there was
common knowledga in the Remove, I
decided to keep my aye on the i;g;."
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“I did, =irl I walked up the tow.
path while Wharton rowed up the river
it his skiff. From a distance I saw him
pull into the bank at the ian,”

“And then—*

“I saw him land, tie up his skiff, and
eross the towpath to the inn gate. Tho
hushes hid him froem my sight at that
wpint, I hurried on, and found that he
nad gote ™

“¥You did not actually sce him enter?”

“No, =zir; but he was gone when I
reached the mn gate; the river-bank
wis ntterly desertad, and his =kiff was
left tied up to tho bank,” said Mr,
Quelel, “There was cnly one divection
in which he could have disappeared,
and that was into the prounds of the
Threa Fishers.” )

“That would H‘FE’SH clear,” said Dr.
Locka slowly. hat was your next
proceeding, my dear Quelci?
~ “Much against my will, siv; but fecl-
ing it my duty, I entered the place, to
ind him, sir, in the very act of de-
ltmlﬁr:nc}u But——"

“Did you find him there? If so—"

“No, sir. Probably some habitue of
thie place giave him warning, as hap-
pened on the previous occasion, when
the raincoat was left. I locked in the
billiards-room, but he was not there—
aidd I was treated with rudencss, and—
and contumely, by szome of the fre.
quenters of the place~-a disreputablo
crowd.” Mr. Quelel’s face eoloured
with vexation at the recollection.

It was clear that Queleh had neot en-
jored iz visit to that dizveputabls den,
the Three Fishers.

“However, sir, I made some inguiries
—beming answered with scoffing rude-
nes:,”  continged the Remove-master.
“After that I walked through the

rounds, bubt Wharton was not to bo
ound., When I retumed to the tow-
path, ot length, I found that the skiff
was zone—obviously, he had eluded mea
and cecaped in it"™ Mr. Quelch
breathed hard, “I have been through
a very unpleasant and very humiliating
experience, 5. LThera is no doubt—
nono wiatover—that the bay was in the
1lace™ -

Dr. Locke pursed Lis lips,

“In that case it is somewhat unfortn-
natn that vou did not actually ind him
there,” he said, " However, there cer-
tainly appears to be no doubt from what
vou auve said.  Yet the hoy seems to

If vou aciually zaw

feel no apprehension—and he must
know——"
“Jia i3 hardenad, sir!"™ sard 3Jr,

Queleh bitterly, I Lad at one timo a
vory high opinion of hiom; but since the
Easter holidays there has been a very
great change i hun, I believe him
now to be the worst boy in my Form.”

“You are piauredi”

L 1] Qultﬂ [H

“"Then please
Queleh, ™

LTheve was & blingering dJoubb in the
Head's mind., The peculioy glimmor he
had eaught in Wharton's eyes made han
dubions. Still, on the Remove-mastor's
prozitive statement there was uothing for
aim to do but to go alead,

Alr. Queleh opeiied the door and
smapped:

“¥You may cnter, Wharton,”

“Very well, sir.”

Wharton enterad, amd Qoeleh cloged
ilie door again with olinost a vicious
smap. The enlprii stoad facing s head-
master.

“Wharton!” said the Head, in o dee
voice, " Kiadl ?

eall lum i, 3Mre

¥ auswer the questions

am going to put to you. ¥ou went up

the Sark in vour skiff this afternoon i
“Yeg gir ! answered Flavvy.

‘raft, and I thooght that very likel

“You landed at the hank by the gate
of the Three Fishers?

Y Yes, sir”

“You entercd by the pate?”

w HE,. air !u ‘

Me. Quelels jaw shub like a vice.

“Take ecare, Wharton!? snid the
Head quietly.,  “Mr. Quelelh was on
the towpath, and his eyes wera on you."

“1 knew that, sirl™ answered Idavry
‘toolly,

The Head started.|

“You knew that your Form-master
was observing your movowents?™ he ex-
claimed,

“Certainly, sir! He heard a silly
fellow talking nonsense to me at the
ELLE
would keep an eve on me. So I kept
wy own eves open, sir, as I pulled up
rite river, and 1 zaw Mr. Quelch follow-
uu‘i ma up the towpath.”

T Head looked rather blank.

“Do vou believe that statement, Mr,
(%uelch-" ho asked, with a glanee at the
Remove mastor, who was pala with
ANgOT. _

*No, sir!"” eaid Mr, Queleh, between
s seb lips. I do not belicve a single
word of that statement. I am convineed
that even this reckless and vnruly boy
would not have venlured to onter such a
place had he known that my cyes wera
upon Lim,” y

“But I did not enter the place, sie!”
said Wharton coolly.

“That is o falso statement, Wharton.™

“1 hope the Hoad will beliove me, =i,
if vou do not!” answered Mawry., VI
can prove what T say.”™

“Mr, Quelch saw you cross ihe tow-
path to thoe gate of the Three Fishevs,
Wharton ! said De, Locke,

“I Lnew that, sir. I kaew lie was
walching mel That was why L did j8,”
said Wharten, with iey cooless. “]
knew that ho suspected me, and I
thought that ho had no right to suzpect
nme——"

* Wharton 1™ .

“Any fellow who knows me will tell
him that I'm not that kind of roiter,”
said Harry. “I've never been in that
rotten show, and never wanfed {o0.”

“Then where were you, Wharton,
when Mr. Queleh reached the gate and
found yon gone?”

“1 was hiding in the hawthorns, only
a few feet from Mr. Queleh, o the tow-
path,” answered IHarry, "1 waited
thers till he went in.”

* Bless my soul 1V o

Tha Head stared at the cool juniar.
Mr. Quelch gave him a glara ‘that. the
fabled Gorgon might have envied,

“¥ou deny that you enteved the gato
at all, Wharton 7%

“ Certainly, siel*

“And why Jid yeu hide,
state T :

“To make o foo! of Mre. Queleh, s 1™

“Wha-a-at "  stuitered the Head.
“What—what—what did xou =ay,
Wharton 7%

And Wharton, with perlect coolness,
mpea.te:d his words: ;

To make a fool of Mr. Quelch, ir)”

as 1ou

THE SIXTH CHAFTER.
Unpleasant for Quelch !

HERE was a dead silence in the
Head's siudy. o
For a leng minute a pin might
nave heen heard to drop.

Thoe Head, dumbfounded, adjustad
his glasses and peered acrosa his
writing-desk at the calm, cool face of
the junior. Mr. Quelch was bereft of
speech, almost of breath, Wharton's
heart was benating & httle fost, but he
was perfectly cool.



** Bend over that boat, Bunter ! *' eried Mr. Quelch angrily.
Billy Bunter bent ovet, Three fellows coming down to the boathouse, stare

Dr. Locke broke the long silence.

“Wharten, how dare von ™

"1 think I had & right to get as I
eid, sir!” snid Harry steadil:,;l. ‘I hava
been suspected of things I have never
done. I have been followed and watched
as if 1 were some shady rascal. Only
a few days agpo I was brought before
vou, s£ir, on the very same chargo
because a fellow had borrowed my rain-
coat and left it behind him at that den.
I wanted Mr. Queleh to bring me before
you again, sir, to make him tired of sus-
pecting me without cause.”

“ Boy ¥ gasped Mr. Quelch.

" Bless my soul!” said Dr. Locke.
“This iz—i5—I1s extraordinary ! Do you
mean to say, Wharton, that you deliber-
ately concealed yourself outside the gate
i order to give your Form-master the
napression that you had entered 1

" Ie was welcome to have any impres-
sion he liked, sir | I thought he had no
right to suspect me at all,” said Harry,
“1 did it to make a fool of him, and I
inink I had a right to do it 1"

“If your statement is true, Wharton,
your action was most disrespectful ¥
sald the Head sternly. “ Mr. Quelch, do
vou believe that statement ”

“No, sir!” answered Mr. Quelch in a
grinding voice. “I do notl I believe
ibat this bey is adding inselence fo bad
conduct, that is all, sir!”

“1 can prove what I sav, sirc ¥

“Yeou will ba required to prove it
Wharton I said the Head grimly.
“Unless vyou can do so, vou will be ex-
pelled from Greviriars! Your defence,
apparertly, is that, instcad of having
gone out of bounds, you played a reck.
less and disrespectful trick on your
Form-master! I shall certainly mnot
Lelieve this unless you ecan prove it

“I can prove where I was, sir, within

EVERY SATURDAY

I —I——1I say

* Yow-ow=-0w=0ow=wow 1 **

five minufes of Mr. Quelch entering the
ﬁﬂm of the Three Fishers. As soon as

& had gone in, I got back into my skiff
and rowed home. Perhaps Mr. Quelch
remembeors the time that he was there "

“That may be material, Mr. Quelch.”
said the Head, “If you noted the
timp——"

“1 am quite aware of the time, sir,”
said Mr. &tlel{‘h. “1 heard four o'clock
chime from Courtfield Church while I
was in the grounds of the Three Fishers.
That was a few minutes after I Lnd
entered at the gate.”

“Can you prove that von were elze-
where at four o'clock, Wharton ?"

“Lasily, sir! I landed on the school
raft at four, after pulling back <down
tho river as fast as I could.”

“Was anyone on the rafi "

“Beveral fellows, sir.”

“Did they zee you ¥

Wharion paused & moment, amnd =
glitter shot ko Mr, Queleh’s eves. 8n
.fia].‘ he did not believe a word of all
this.

. Wharton's pause Eave bim the impres-
sion that the junmior, who waz lving,
found himseli in a diffieulty.

_ He did not guess that the pause was
intended fo give him that idea, and that
the younz raseal was deliberately
“drawing * him.

“1—=1 Eﬂi’)paﬁﬂ they did, sivt™
Harry slowly,

Mr. Quelch broke in:

“You supposof Ii you were there,
thery must have secn you!l iive D
Locke their names, so that they can be
questioned.™

“Their names " repealed Wharion in
the same slow way.

“Unless vou can give the names of the
boys who saw vou land at the boathouse
at four o'clock, Wharton——"

said

sir___!l
d and grinned, Bunter did not grin, he roared.

il

M

mfﬁﬁiﬂfﬂ' _

“Bendover ! "  “ Oh crikey!

“He cannot!” said Mr. Quelch bit-
terly. “This is an end of his subterfuge,
sit! Ha vafmot give s single nameo ¥

“1 think can, &ir,” said IHarry,
“One was Wingate—"

“Wingate ! repeated the Head.

“YXes, eir. And  another

Was

“Bixth Form boys!" exclaimaed Dr.
Liocke.

“Yeg sirl I've no doubt they will
tell vou if you ask them,” said Harrr.
“They e¢an tell youn that it was four
n_'th:-f:'k, because I asked Wingate the
time, and he told me.”

Dead silence.

Mr. Quelch, driven to belief in spile
of himself, glared at the delinguent as
if he could have bitten him.

Dr. Locke breathed rather hard.

“I shall ciuesl.inn Wingate, Wharton,”
Le said at last.

“Very well, sir.”

“1f Lo bears ont your statement——*,

“ITe will, sir.”

“You—you may go for the present,”
sald the Head bastily. “I may require
to zee you again, after I have spoken to
Wingate. For the present, leave my
study I

“Thank you, sirl”

Wharton left the study.

He left a dead silence behind him.

The Head's face was grave and
worried. Mr. Queloh’s wasz crimson.
For the second time he was placed in
tho position of having demanded expul-
sion for a boy who was obviously guilt-
less, It was an extremely unpleasant
position for any Formemaster to be
placed in,

Both the masters knew that it was
unnecessary to question Wingate. The
voung rascal had planned ail this, and
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Wingate's evidence was part of his
game, ;

But if Wingato of the Sixth had seen
hing land on the scheol raft at four
o'clock, it was plain that he had not
been in the Threa Fishers. :

Qo far from lhaving been in that
ectablishment, and having dodged and
eluded Mr. Quelch there, he must have
started home directly after Mr. Quelch

had entered the gate; and even then he

must have made quick work of it to pull
}Jmk to the GreyIriara houscboat by
OUr. ’

It was, in fact, perfectly clear that
Wharton had done exactly as he had
stated—that he had not been out of
baunds at all, but that from fvst to
last he had known that he was watched,
and had set out to make a fool of the
master who was watching him.

And he had succeeded !

Thers was no doubt about that. If
there was a man in the United Kingdom
at that moment who felt an absolute
fool, his name was Henry Samucl
Quelch | : '

He hardly dared to meet his chief’s
eyes.

With a complexion like unto a freshly
hoiled beetroot, Mr. Queleh kept his
ayes on the floor.

Dr. Locke coughed. It was some tims
before ha spoke. When he did, his kind
voice had a rather unusually acid tone.

“My dear Queleh,” he said guietly,
it is clear that what the boy has stated
15 true. And, disrespeeful as his con-
duct has been, allowances must ba made
for a lad feeling himself wrongfully snd
unjustly suspected. Are you eure,

elch — are vou quite sure --that
Wharton iz decerving of these doubts
you feel re],gj;urding him 7

Mr. Quelch almost choked.

He was sure—quite sure—more sure
than ever, in fact, since he had been
made to feel and look such an unmiti-

gated fool! His feelings towards that
gfsresp&ctfu] junior = were intensely
1iter.

“1 have no doubt, sir,” he gasped—
“no doubt at all that it was the young
rascal's intention to break bounds! Buot
it seems that he did, indeced, discover
ttmt my eys was upon him, and he Jde-
cided to play this insolent and dis
respectful trick instead ™

“If that is tho case, the boy has cer-
tainly chaqgﬂd TEI‘{[ much- for the
worse,” eaid the Head, “and

wn-
doubte vou must continue to keep
himi under observation, As for the

present matter, 1 advise letting it drop
entirely. Buch a recurrence of mistakes
13 caleulated to bring suthority into
contempt. ‘The sconet thia episode is
forgotten, Mr. Quelch, the better.”

r. Quelch realised that himself only
too clearly.

He left the Head's study, his face so
white . with suppressed = anger and
chagrin that it drew several glances on
him a8 he hurried away to his own
qua:rte::s.

In his own study he shub the door—
hard! He threw himself into a chair,
but ross again immedistely.  Ie was
too deeply disturbed to keep still,

Beldom, or never, -had he been so
bitterly, slmost savagely, angryv. It
wes no light matter to be made to look
a fool in his chief's eyes. And the
Imowledge that the boy had been lead-
mg] him on, pulling his leg, dcliber-
ately planning to make a fool of him,
wag intensely bitter.

He had been, =53 Shakespears
expresses it, tenderly led by tha nose,
Bs acses arel It was not a gratifving
experience. It was mortifying ana
exasperating.
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THE MAGNET

Standing at his window, he looked
out into the golden June sunshine, his
own face a startling contrast to the
sanie. His brow was black; his lips
hard sct. )

More than ever he was convinced that
he had to deal with a ';r:run% rascal
—a deep young raseal! His Thumilia-
tion -in tha Head's presence banished
any lingering doubt of that—which was
not logieal, but rather natural. Next
time he would make assurance doubly
sure before he placed the matter befora

Dr. Locka. There should be no doubt
next time |

Tha boy whoe had stated in the
plainest of plain English to the Head

that he had set out to make & fool
of his Form-mastor—that boy should
have no merey mext time! Tt was
racticelly impossible to punish him
or those insolens words; for Wharton,

nnjustly  aecused, was  the injured
party.  That insult had to pass—but
next timeé—

Next time |

It was just as well for Harry Whar-
ton that he was not the young rascal
that his .incensed Form-master %E]iem'ed
him to be. For next time—-if there had
been a mext time—he would have
received no mercy frem Henry Samuel
Queleh |

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Stacey’s Father !
ALPH 8TACEY starvted and
R hyprriedly thrust a letter into
hip  pocket, as Russell and

ilvy come into Study No. 3.
HSeated in the study, the new fellow
in the Remove had s tired, harassed
expression on his face which he was
not able immediately to banish as his
study-miates entered. They gave him
cheery looks. .
‘Fagged, old chap?' asked Russell
‘You played a topping innings!?”
said Ogilvy.
“Oh! Yes—no!" Stacey rose to his
feet., ™I think I'll take & turn in the

i
LE

quad—I'm a bit headachy !*

“What about teat?” asked Ogilvy.

“Tea! Oh, all right !

Btacey wa3s very silent at tea in
Study Ne.' 5. In that study he was on
the st of terms with Russell and

Ogilvy, two of the best fellows in the
Remove. They were prond of chum-
ming with the great cricketer.

“Penny for ‘em, old chap!” said
Ogilvy, with 8 grin, after Stacoy had
been silent for more than ten minuotes.

The new junior started and coloured.

“I=1 was thinking—" he =tam-
mered.

“About the St. Jude's mateh 77 asked
Hussell.

Stocey gave him a rather cuorious
look. The matter on his mind was of
decper import than a cricket match.
He could have laughed.

“You'ra all right for 5t Jude's”
said Ogilvy, as he cracked his second
egg. ' Browney's cock-a-héop at having
vou in the team ! He's not a silly ass
like Wharton—eaven if he loathed you,
hetd jump at playing you for the
Hemove. You'ra the goods, old man.”

Siacey nodded. Ho know that.

“ Look liere, you're bothering about
that jaw that Wharton started the
other day., are you?"” asked Ogilvy.
“I own up that it was a bit of a
staggerer, when he came in with a letter
that a beery blighter had handed him in
mistake for you, and yvou admitted that
it was for you. But we told you .we
wera sorry when you explamed the
matter afterwards.™

" Couldn’t say moroe than that!” said
Dick ®ussell,  And, dash it all, Btacey,

it did lock awifully fishy. Of course, it's
no bizney of ocurs if you get letters
from & man at the Three Fishers, or
anywhera else; but—and it's a bit
thick on Wharton, having them handed
to him becsusze he's so Iiia vou to look
at—but einca you explained—"

“You can take it from ug,” said
Dgilvy, “that most of the Remove back
you in that matter, Stacey |- 1t made a
rather rotiea impression at the  time
and dished you over the captain's elee-
tion. If you'd explained pn the
spﬂt_-.ll

Stacey shrugged his shoulders.

“I dide't choose to,” he mnswered.
"L explaine ELftEI“Wﬂ.I‘EI:} to you fellows,

becausa vou'ra friends of mine—I don’t
see wh gshould tell all the Form.”
“Well, that's =o0,” agreed Ogilvy.

“83Lll, it looked pretty bad at the
time—made you look like a pub-haunt-
mg hounder liks old Smithy—you can't
be eurprised that you were turned down
at the capitain’s election, in  conse-
quence, and old Browney got in. He's
a gnc-d skipper, if you como to that."

“As good 43 we want, ¥ said Stacey.
0

“¥m not worrying about that.
win matehes—that’s the

long g3 we
chief thing.”

Those words did not express Blacey's
thoughts; but they wers good enocugh
for hia unsuspicious study-mates.

“Right o3 roin,” said Ogilvy., “And
vou haven't got it up agamst ws that
we werg taken in about that letter I

“MNot in the least!” .

Stacey made an effort te banish
heavy thoughts, and began to talk in
a cheerful strain.

But it waz an effort, and he got
sway [rom the study as soon as he
could.

He went out into the gquadrangle and
walked inte 2 quiet corner under the
old elms.

Thera ho Lad what he wanted—soli-
tude ! sat on one of the old oaken
henches, and drew the crumpled letter
fromm his pocket. §

For the tenth or twelfth time he read
that letter. It was, as he had told Bob
Cherry, from his father. ‘

It was ths fHrst time that Capiain

Stacey had written fo his son since he
had been at Greyfriars School. The
gallant captain led a very busy life—

making botn ends meet, somechow, by
means of his sharp wits.

The fact that he hed fought in
Flanders, and that Colonel Wharton had
known him there in thoso grim and
terrible days, caused Harry's uncle to
stand by him now that he was down in
the waorld.

Tewards his benefactor, the old
colonel, Stacey's feelings were of utter
indifference, tinctured with mockery.
Towards Harry they were of bitter
envy and dislike, for no real reason
except that the colonel’'s nephew was
maore fortunately placed in the world.
But for his father, the disreputable
captain, he had a strong affection—
almost the only soft spot in his hard
nature.

Indeed, as a matter of taste, Stacey

referred the wandering, shady life ha
ﬁad led with the caéﬂ.nm, to the more
respectable and ovderly existence at
Greyfriavs., His experiences had made
him older than his years, and given him
o rostless spirit. :

Gireat chance as it was for lim to ba
taken up by Colonel Wharton, and sent
to school with the colonel’s nephew,
he sometimes regretted that that
chanee had come his way at all.

But he was ning through with it;
and,,a-thnmugi sdventurer like his
father, he thought and planned to make
the most of it—by any methed, fair or
ubfair, that came his way.
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It would be worth while, he reflccted Tt was true that he had deluded the

sardonically, if he could cut his rela-
tive and rival out—at school, and at
home! If he played his cards well,
thero was the .possibility of ousting
Wharton at home, as he was trying to
do at school—of being named heir of
Wharton Lodge in his placel

That was s prizoe worth strugglin
for, and a penniless adventurer coul
not afford to have scruples.

Yet thero was a better strain in him
which had led him to declare open war
on his rival, and fell him, in so many
words, what he intended to do, i he

eould!  False as he was, there was
something within him thet balked at
falsity. harton, at least, knew what

to expect from him-—there was no
tleception about that.

And by a peculiar process of reason-
iHE, Stacey found some justification for
what he was doing. Had Harry been

the old colonel’'s zom, it would have
been different. But a nophew was only
6 relative—a nearer rolative than

Stacey, certainly—still, only a relative.
It was fair play to cut him out, if he
could. Of the fact that Harry had been
adopted in |hl'§nm\i,;. and brought up as
his unele’s heir, he did not choose to
think.

Now, as he sat with the letter in his
hand, under the shady old elms, his
thoughts ahd feelings were far more
lritter than ever.

Wharton, if he had wanted money,
could have obteined it from his unele.
Stacey had the same allowance as
Harry; but if he had asked for extra
snma 1t would have been a different
matter. Now he wanied money—moro
than Harry Wharton had ever wanted

it.

Or, to ba mose exact, his [ather
wanted money; and Stacey wanted it to
give him. t waa doubtless to his
credit that he retained his affection for
a scapegrace and worthless parent; but
that letter, if Colonel Wharton had seen
it, would have made the old =oldier
doubt very seriously whether he had
been wise in befriending those rela-
tives:

" Dear Baiph,—Tt waos good news to
hear that you were gioing to Greyiriars,
my  old school. . suppose you're
having the tima of your life now. Your
cricket ought to make you popular,
uwnless the old school hoas changed s lot
since my time. I've no doubt the
colonel is tresting you handsomely in
tha way of pocket-money. From what
vou've told me in your letiers, he has
taken rather & faney to wou. Is it
wmj'th anything in the way of hard
cash? :

“T've had the most fearful luck
lately. Unless I get fifty pounds pretty
soon I shall be in Queer Street seriously.

I supposs there isn't o dog's chance;

but you know best, us the fellow on the

spot, and if there's anybody you could
ossibly touch for that sum you will
now where to send it.

“YVour affectionate father,
A, 3"

. Tt was certain that no other Grey-
friara fellow had ever received a letter
like that from his father!

But the irresponsible and careless
selfishness of the eaptoin did not appear
to Stacey, as it would have appeared to
othera.

A more serupulous fellow wounld have
beeni shocked at the
money out of his benefactor to pay soma
disgraceful debt of 8 gambling waster.
Stacey was not shocked, but he knew
that it was uktorly hup&i@a io think of
“touching  Colonel Wharton for any
guch sum. :

idea of serowing.

old colonel, as he had a gift for delud-
ing people; and Harry's uncle  liked
him, trusted him, and was irritated
with Wharton for not making friends
with him. But asking him for any such
sum as fifty ;éoundg was aimply asking
for troubls. alﬂ:mn Stacey must have
heen in very ep waters indecd to
think of such an idea.

Certainly, the old colonel, kind and
gsnermts 835 ho was, would not have

en “touched ¥ for fifty pounds by a
schoolboy, and such & reguest would
hava led to nothing but searching
inguiry.

Btacey did not even think of it.

But what counld he dot

Elis father was in another of his many
scrapes  He wanted to help him, Head
he possessed such a sum he would have
dispatched it by return of post, without
s second thought.

But he did not, of course, possess any

such sum, or anything like it. He had
& pound or two, that was all.
Evidently, there was nothing doing.

¥Yet, to write back to his father and
tell him so was bitterly repugnant to
Stacey. :

For s couple of days that letter had
heen on_his mind and on his heart, It
had st*:-ude& the cricket for him, though

it had not prevented him from playing
his usual great game. Could Wharton,
the nephew—the “favourite,” as he

bittorly thau%ht of him—have obtained
such a sum by asking for it? It was
very doubtful. At all events, there was
no chance for Stacey. In Wharton's
place, might, perhaps, have bor-
rowed the money somehow. harton
was in his way—overywhere, and all the
time! e had everything, Stacey
nothing, and envy end malice grew and
rankled in his heart at the thouglt.

Hea gave a start as ho heard the veice
of the fellow of whom he was thinking.
Ha stared round, with a black logk.

The Famous Five were strolling under
the elms, aftor tea. They dgir.] not
notice the junior sitting on the bench
a3 they. came in s cheery bunch along
the m Walk They were talking
cricket, and, evidently, Wharton's
chums had been arguing with him on
the subject of hiz determination to cut

the game for the season. :

“Rot1” Wharton was saying, as the
chums of the Remove cama within
Stacey's hearing. "I am not wanted
at 3t. Jude's, if you coma to that, with
Btacey there! ut, wanted or not, 1
wnu[dn"g.cﬁla}* in the same feam with
that treacherous rotter.”

Stacey sprang to his feet,

In lis present mood, those words
seemed like the last straw to him. He
ran into the path of the Famous Five,
his eyes blazing. W

“Hallo, hallo, kallo!¥ ajaculated Baob
Cherry. L

The juniors realised at once that
Stacey had heard.

Smack |

with elenched fists and gleaming eyes.
“0Oh, my hat!” said Bob, in dismay.
And the chums of tho Remove stared
on at the rivals of the Form, fighting
furiously.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
“8ix ™ for Wharton |

s 3 SAY, you fellows!” selied Billy

E Bunter. -

“It's & fight!"
* Whe "

“Wharton and Stacey—"

“Come on !

“That ass, Wharton, rowing again!™

“This way t"

“1 say, you fellows, they're
hammer and tongs!" squeake
Bunter. “I gay——"

“Come on, you men "
_There was a scarpering of feet on all
sides. BRomovites, Fourth-Formers,
and Shell fellows crowded under the
elms. Coker, and Potter and CGreens,
of the Fifth, cnme along. Bo far, no
Sixth Form prefect had arrived on the
SCEne. :

Mr. Quelch, in Lis study, looked from
the window.

Quelch was still in & disturbed mood,
troubled and angry, and unable to settle
down to correcting s pile of papers for
his Form, which waited on his table
unregarded.

He was pacing restlesaly about the
study when there came sounds of excite-
ment from, the quadrangle, causing him
to look out of the window—not with an
amiable expression.

He did not cateh what waa said. Tho
most unthinking junior was too careful
to shout out the news of a fight near a
Form-master's window. But he could
not fail to see that something unusual
was “on.”

Trom all directions juniors wera head-
ing for the Ilm Walk, scross the quad
—some of them running. :

Me. Queleh frowned portentously.
Something was going on under the elms,
out of his sight—somethin %hls:: was clear,
of an exciting nature. t it was »
“gerap ¥ was extremely probable.

If Remove boys were concermed, it
was CQuelch’s business. If not, it was,
of course, not! DBut the Remove master
decided to look into-it. He was aware
that Wharton, the boy who-was in dis-
grace, had more than once come fto
blows with Stocey, his relative, now
head boy of the Form. -Was the young
ruffian giving rcin to his brutal temper
againt )

Mr. Queleh’s eyes glittered nt that
thought. Quelch was

s just man, and
at bottom a !:mdvhanrtezi man, but he
would have

oing it

Bailly

been rather more than
human if he had not bitterly resented
his humiliating defeat in the presence
of the headmaster. For that Wharton
was to escape unscathed. .But if he was
giving his Form-master new and just
cause to punish him-——= In that case,

(Continwed on nexi page.)
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punishment would net err on the side of
leniency | ;

The Remove maester whisked out of
his study and hurried from the Howge.
With & very unuseal speed, his gown
\\'h;:fiking in the breere, he crossed the
nad.
q"'DE.TE]" shouted some {fellows who
gpnited him coming.

" Look out !V

“"Ware beaks!”

Fifty fellows, at least, were gathered
under the elms, in a thick ving, round
two juniors, who were fighting.

They parted to give Mr, Quelch reom
to pass, and, with a set face, he strode
into the ring. He had recognised the
doubles of the Remove,

Wharton and Stacey were fighting—
though it was rather difficult to tell
which was which. Two noses were
streaming red, end “both were tousled,
untidy, crimson, and  breathless.
MNeither had heeded the warning c<ry
of “Cave!” shouted by o dozen fellows
as the Hemove master rustled on the
sceng, They were too fiercely excited
for that.

“Pair of young hooligans ! Coker of

the Fifth was saying. * Ecmeing
without gloves ov rounds! Yah/!
“QOeaze "  exclaimed My, Quelceh,

“Cense this at once! How dare youl
I order you to sepavate !

“Wharton, for goodness’ sake——"

“ Btacey—~

“Do vou hear me? thundered Mr.
Quelch, ]

. The panting combatants separated.
Neither, so far, could claimy an advan-
tage over the other. Both had been
hard hammered, and both were in a
state that, in the eyes of authority,
could only be considered disgraceful.

Mr. Queleh clapped a hand on a
shoulder.

It was not easy at the moment to tell
Wharton from Stacey, and he very
nearly grabbed Btacey by mistake.
However, it was Wharton's shoulder he
prabbed.

“Wharton,
rascal—"

Wharton panted.

As a reasonable fellow, he had to
admit thet he looked, at the moment,
a ruflianly young rascal! But what was
Stacoy !

“How dare vou indul
Eﬁ

you ruflianly young

-~ dare your brutal
telper in this manner, arton ¥
Wharton's eves flashed.
“Why not ask Stacey that?” ha
almost shouted. *“Half o dozen fellows
hera can tell vou that he struek first, if

you want ta know.”

“Do not raise your Yoice to your
Form-mester, Wharton! T do not
believe what you say. When I find you
attacking a bovy of excellent and ex-
emplary character, I know what to
think 1¥ '

“But, sir—" exclaimed Boh.

“Bilence, Cherry!™®

Btacey, panting mane.d his per-
spiring face with a handkerchief, His
animosity was still unabated, and ho
was savagely angry with the Remove
master for interrupting the conflict.

But he was cool almost at once—
mentally, if not physically, The Co.
locked at him grimly., Other fellows
had not seen the beginning of tha shindy
~but they had seen it. Quelch was
taking it for granted that YWharton was
the aggressor—and it was clear that
Wharton was up for Eu.mshment‘-. It
was for Btacey to speak omt.

Perhaps he was not wholly lost to a
eenss of fair play., At all events, he did
not choose to let himself down in the
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eves of four members of the Remove
and earn their contemapt. He spoke:

_ "I'm sorry. sir! What Wharton says
12 true—] struck him first.”

Mr., Quelch dropped hizs hand from
Wharton's shoulder., He was' guite
taken aback, and far from plepsed.

“ Btacey 1" he exclaimed. “You, my
head boy—™"

“I'm sorry, sirl I lost my temper—
but l;:'* Wharton choozes to tell you why

“I have littla donbt—indeed, no
doubt, that the provocstion was given
by this unruly boy. Wharton, I chould
certainly not take vour word, but I am
bound to take Stacey's—

“I don’t care whether vou take my
w_nrd or not!" I'qun].iqaui:lr Wharton, - “I've
given up expecting justice from you,
SiT.

“Harry [" pasped Frank Nugent, in
utter dismay.

“Wharton, old man " breathed Bob.

“ By gum, what a man to ask for it!”
murmured the Bounder to Skinner, and
Skinner nodded and grinned.

Mr. Quelch stood as if thunderstruck.
He seemed unable to speak for some
moments. He fairly paspad.

“And I’'Hl tell you what Stacey heard
me say,” shouted Wharlon, . “I said he
waz a ftreacherous rotter—and every
man in the Bemove who i=n't a fool
knows that that 1z what he i1

Quelch grasped his shoulder again in
a vicelike grip.

“If you used such an EIEmssiun to
Stacey, Wharton,” he eaid, *I can ex-
cuse him for losing his temper, I shall
gsay nothing more about this fighting,
disgraceful as it is. I shall deal with
you for the insolent words you have
uttered to me personally. Comel”

He led the erimson, panting junior
away towards the House,

~ The crowd under the elms was left
in & buzz. Stacey went Lo the fountain
to bathe his burning face, and a goad
many fellows went with him-—evidentl
in sympathy, By owning up, as he ha
done. he had acted in what the fellows
considered a sporting way, and they
hardly noticed that even in owning u
that he had storted the row, ha ha
contrived to throw the blame for it on
his adversary.

“It's rotten!” groaned Bob Cherry,
ss the Co. moved dismally to the House
after their chum. * Quelch would have
had to let him off after what Stacey
admitted—but & chap can’t talk to &
beak like that——m-»F

“He had no right to say that he would
not take Wharton™s word ! zaid Frank
Nugent hotly,

“Well, beaks can say what they like 17
remarked Johnny Bull., “Wharton
ghould have kept hiz mouth shut. He's
given Queleh the chanee he has been
watching for. I shouldn't wonder if
Quelchy takes him to the Head.”

“The HRogiulness will be terrific!?

grozned the Nabob of Bhanipur,
- But Mr. Eguela:h did not take Wharton
to the He Doubtless he would have
done so. but for the fact that he was by
no means keen on taking that particular
junior to the headmaster again, As
only the headmaster could administer a
flogging, Wharton was safe from that.

But a caning could be vervy nearly as
elfective as a flogging. Mr. CQueleh
marched the delinguent to his own
study.

There ha selected the stoutest cane
from several which he kept for the good
of the BEemove,

"I shall not trouble your headmaster
with you again, Wharton!” he said
between set lips. I shall cane you
myself | Bend over that echairl”

Harry Wharton took the “six ! with-
out a sound. It was sich a =it as Mr,
Quelch seldom handed over. Every lash
rang through the study almest like a
pistol-shot,

Wharton rose with a pale, sullen,
savage face, when it was over. ‘This
was what he received for pitching into
o fellow who smacked hie faco| He did
not reflect in those angry moments on
the bitter humiliation he had inficted
‘en hiz Form-master only a couple of
honrg ago in the presence of the Head.

"Lenve my study!™ said the Remove
master harshly. “And bear thiz in
mind, Wharton—you have escaped more
than once what I am convineed are your
just deserts, but unless you mend your
ways, you will not be allowed to remain
ot Gireyiriars !

“That is for the Head to decide!™
sald Wharion coolly.

Mr, Quelch gazed at him. Such an
answer from a boy he had just caned
severely was rather the lmit., He
gripped the canma almost convulsively
and came very near to ordering the
rebel of his Form to bend over again.
But he checked that impulse. ;

He pointed to the door with the cane,

*1 warn you, Whartion, that my
patience is very necarly at an end1” he
said in & gasping voice. - “Go! Not

‘anothor word—go!”

And Wharten left the study.

——

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Not an Edible Pork Pie !

£ ORK PIE*
P Billy Bunter started as (hose
words fell en lus fat earvs.

1t was after prep, and most
of the Remove had gone down from the
studies. Billy Bunter had lus own
reasons for lingering. Tt was onc of the
fat Owl's happy customs to peer into
fellows' study cupboards like & lion secks
img what he might devour. Naturally,
it was better for a fellow to be off the
spot when Bunter investigated the con-
tents of his study cupboard. After prep
was DBunter's chance.

In Study No. 3, BDunter suspected the
existence of & cake. IHe had sten
Ogilvy and Russell in the school shop
pooling resourges for that cake., That
was after tee, so they could not have
seoffed it at ten., Had they scoffed it
since, or were ‘they keeping it for
supper? If so, 1t was Billy Bunter's
supper for which they were unintention-
ally keeping itl

The fat Owl had seen Ogilvy and
Russell on the stairs, going down., Buk
Stacey had not gone down yet.  And
Bunter wasz lingering near the door of
Study No. 3. waiting for him to depart.

His cupboard campaign could not ba
carricd on in the presence of a fellow
who belonged to the study. DBub Stacey
seemed & long time going.

It was not hkely that prop was I-:E{:]‘:-
ing him:; he handied prep easily
enough. Neither was it likely that he
had lines to write. Stacey never had
lines, Billy DBunter wondercd im-
patiently what tho fellow was sticking in
tho study for after nearly everybody
had gone down. :

He began to suspect that he might be
too late for that cake! A suspicion
came into his fat mind that that cake
was Stacey’s reason for remaining after
Ogilvy and Russell had gone. Having
blinked up and down the Romove
passage and ascertained that nobody
was about, Bunter stooped to the key-
hole of Study No. F—intent on ascertain-
ing whether Stacey was scolfing that
cakel If so, Bunter meant to roll in
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* The young rascal 1 The disrepufable young rascal

now—not 3 shadow of doubt !

Upon my word [ "

!4 gafd Mr. Quelch.

" Wharion’s entered the inn !
That Whation had faken cover in the hawthorns, within a lew [eet of

There's no doubt

him, deliberately to give him that Impression, was not likely to occur to Mr. Quelch 1

and demand halves! It was then that
the words muttered in the study caught
ie ear—muttered alond by Stacey.

L& .Pf_ﬂ'i-:, [!iﬂ 1.:"1 ) r )

Bunter's eyves glistened behind his big
spectacles.  Pork i)ies appealed to
l’}:unha-r quite as muech as cake.

If Stacey had a perk pie, Bunter was
the man to help him deal with it! Ha
would have preferred to deal wilh it
without Stacey’s assistance, certzinly.
Buk it was plain that the fellow did not
intend to go down., Perhans he did wot
want to show a red and rother swollen
noso in the Ragl Stacey, as well as
Wharton, bore very visiblo traces of that
fierce fight under the elms. Billy Bunter
decided to look in on him. :

He tapped at the door, opened it, and
volled into Studs No. & his fat face
assuming its most ingratiating grin.

“T say, old chap——" began Bunter.

He broke off, blinking round the
study, There was no sign of a pork pic
or any other comestible. P ,

Stacey, whatever ho was thinking, did
not seern to ba thinking of supper. He
was moving restlessly about the study,
with his hands driven deep into his
pockets and & deep line in Ius brow.

Ho stopped and stared angrily at
Bunter. .

“Yon fat ass!” he snapped. **What
do vou wanti”

What Billy Bunter wanted was a
whack in & pork pie. But he did not
g4y 50,

“Can I help, old chapi” he asked
aminbly. :

“Fleip? What do you mean

“I mean, I thought you might be
bottled over your prep, as you'ro sticli-
ing in the study,” explained Dunter,
o FH help you like a shot.”

“¥You fat fool " ;

That was neither & polite nor a
ful reply.

rafe-

Certainly, Bunter’s help in

prep, 1 fellow was @ tottled,™ was not
likely to be valuable.

“Oh, really, old ¢hap—"

“ Bz off 1™

# Finished vour prep?” asked Bunter.

“¥es; cut[”

“I say! Ilov. s your nose?” ashked
Bunter, blinking at him. * Wharton
scems to have damaged it & bait, what?
He, he, he ™ i :

Stacey passed his hand over his hand-
sgme hose—not o handsome as usual at
tlie moment | It certainly was damaged.

“Will you cleari” he snapped.

“Well, look lhere,” said Bunter, driven
te speak ont st last, “I think you're
rather a gI;"E'm'E:.' beast, sticking in here
to supper by yourself. Dash it all, if I
had a pork pie I'd whack 1t out with «
friend.”

“ A—p—a what?” ejaculated Stacey,

“A pork picl! Look here, whers i3
it?  In the cupboard? I'l} earve it for
vou, if you like. Is it a big one?”

Btacey stared at him blankly for a
mement or two. Then, instead of
answering, ho game across the study,
grasped Bunter by his fat shoulders,
and spun Lhim through the doorway.

“Ow ! welled DBunter. " Leggol
Beast ! Ow |
Buamp |

Dunter landed in the passage.

Slam |
h.'l‘hr: door of Study No. 3 closed on

L.

* 0w 1" gaspod Bunter. “Wow! The
awful bease! QGuzzling pork ﬁies all by
higaself, and chucking a fellow out—
wow !—beeause a fellow——  Yooogh!
Beast |7

The fat Owl scrambled up. Halhenlﬁ
to the keyhola and yelled through it:

“¥ah! Rotter! Deastl Keep your
mouldy pork pie! Whe wants your,
votten pork pie? Pork ain't in season,
anvhow, and I jolly well hu?@ it will
give vou tummy-achol Yah[”

After which the fat Owl departed in
haste, lest the door should open and
Stacey come out. He sentticd down the
Hoemove stalrease.

There was a deep frown on Bunter's
face as he rolled intoe the Rag. Neot
only was there no whaek in a pork pie
for him, but he had had te give up his
nefarvious designs on the cake in Study
No. & It was enough fo annoy any
fellow t

“I say, you fellows!” Bunter rolled
up to the I'amous Five, in the Rag, "1
say | What do you think [

- %1 think you're & silly ass ['" answerad
Bob Cherry cheerfully.

*Oh, really, Cherry——" .

“I think wvou're o blithering fat
wdiot 1" remarked Johnny Bull.

“The thinkfulness is terrific 1" grinnoed
Hurres Jawmsot Ram Singh.

“1 say! “That cad Stacer——" said
Bunter. *“I say, Wharton! You didn's
give that cad enough! Just like that
old ass Quelch to barge in before you'd
whopped him | say | He's in his
study now——=>" .

“Shut up 1" $H%E,'E!Sh¢ﬂ Frank Nugent.
The mention of Stacey’s name brought
a black look to his
Wharton was still feelin
and. more than the “six,”
injustice rankled,

“Oh, really, Nugent! I sayl
Wharton could go up to his study and
thrash the brute without Quelch barg-
ing in now ¥ suggested Bunter,

“Dry up, you fat owl |

“I"d have thrashed him myself," soid
Bunter: “but a fellow docsn’t want to
soil his hands on sach a cad.”

"They couldn't stand much more
soiling I remarked Johnny Bull, with a

lance at Bunter's fat paws, which un-

oubtedly wern grubby.

(Continued on page 16.)
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“Yali! Isay! Ho pitched me out of
his study, just because I went in fo help
kim with his pork pie—I mean, with he

pm}i{_“
“Ha, ha, ha"

“"Blessed if I seo anything to cackle
at! What do vou think of a [ellow wha
sticks in a study, guzeling a pork pic
all on his owni” demanded Bunter
indignantly. “Pig, you know ! )

“You fat assl” said Ogilvy, looking
rournd,

“That fat frum

draams of pork pies,”™
anid Russell.

“*Therg's no pork pic in
our study, you howling. fgthead !

“That's all wou know!” sncered
Bunter. * Btacer's jolly well got ono!
I heard him say * pork pie,” and then 1
‘went in_ to offer te help him with Jhis

Tep——" ,

+ “"11a, ha, ha "

“He's jolly well got.a porlk pie! He
hasn't tald you chaps—he wants to scoff
itPcrn his own " soid Bunter scornfully.
e ig Iu

There was a roar of [aughter in the
Rag. DMNobody but Billy Bunter was
likely to suspect Stacey of sticking in
hiz study to guzzle .a pork pie on his
lopely pwn. Grub did oot loom 5o latge
mm the average mind as in Willian
George Bunter’s. :

“I tell you he's got a pork pic!™
roared Bunter. *“I distinetly heard him
say * pork pie,’ mumbling fo himself in
the study, you know.”

“Oh gad ! exclaimed the Bounder,
and he burst into a chuckle. “ He'd
better not let Quelech lbiear him '™

“Fh? Why not?" asked Bunter.
“We're allowed to have piez for supper
—a chap can have a pork pie. if he
likes™

“Not the sort of pork piec Stacey's
thinking sbout, I fancy!" said the
Bounder, laughing. “Even you couldn't
eat that pork pie, Bunter.”

ITarry Wharton glanced curiously at
the Bounder. His. words were quite
tnysterious to most of the fellows in the

ag,

“What the dickena do Fou
Brithy 7" asked Peter Todd.

“Bless your innocent little hearts,”
said Vernon-8mith. “I dare say you
don't know that the races are on at
Wapshot.,"

“The.races ¥* repeated Toddy blankly.
“¥What has g pork pie to do with races,
fathead 1 °

“Lots " grinned Bmithy. “There's,
rather a big race at two o'clock next
Wodnesday at Wapshot, and one of the
gees 15 named Pork Pie™

“Oh, my hat!*

" Rubbish 1" exelaimed, Ogilvy angrily.
“Think Stacey is bothering about rotten
racing, like you, Smithy 1"

FChuek it, Smithy I” snapped Bussell.

“Well, it locks like :t!® Erinned
Smithy. " And as you're friends of his
I advise you te tip him not to back
Pork Piee -You can get five to- one
azainst him—wvhich shows what he's

Tue Micner Lisgary.—No. 1,427,
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worth! If Stacey backs Pork Pie he
will be sorry on Thursday.”
“Oh crikeyt" gasped Bunter.

that all? A roften racchorse! I
thought he meant & pork pie—-"
“Iia, ha, hal”

“Shut up, Smithy [® roared Ogilvy.
“It's all rot, and you know it!"

Tha Bounder laughed and shrugged
hiz shoulders.

Huarry Wharton’s lips eurled. e had
no doubt that the Bounder was right.

“And that's Quelch's precious now
head boy ! ho said to the Co. “That's
the Good Lattle Georgie who can do no
wrong in Quelch’s eyes!”

E""Putri-:l outsicer 1" grunted Jeohuny
ull.

“Yell, Bunler's such a sill
Dol doubtfully. "o may
a!l wronge ¥

“ Wednesday is St Jude's dayx,” said
Harry., | “ Stacey will be playing cricket
at Bt. Jude’s—with hiz money on Pork
Pie for the two o'clock. Head boy of
the Remove—backing horses at five to
one ' He langhed. “If Quelch took
the trouble to follow him, instead of me,
he might find somebody at the Thres
Fislers, seeing Mr. Banks| And I've
Lad a letter from my uncle, slating me
{or not being better friends with himl
I wonder if my uncle would like me to
join.up with him and back Pork Pie for
the twe o'clock "

Stacey did not appear in the Rag that
evening, When the Remove wont fo
their dormitory, s good many fellows
locked at him cuviously. But he did
not seem tu observe it—he was buried
in deep thought, and he turned in with-
gut- speaking o word to any fcllow in the

oI,

ass, ™ gaid
ave pob 1t

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Takes a Hand !

ERBERT VENON - SMITEH
H grinned,
It was Baturday afterncon,

and cricket practice was going
on. Tom
team through their paces, ready for the
match at St. Jude's on Wednesday, was
keeping the Remove men up to the
mark.

For onee, Blacey was not available for
practice; he had, it appeared, knocked
his wrist on zomething in tha study,
That news caused Tom Brown’s face to
grow almost as long as a Gddle—at the
bare idea of losing his hest bowler and
best batsman in the Axture shortly due.
But it shortened again, as it were, when
Btacey explained that it was merely a
shight damage, certain to ba all right in
a day or two—only he thought he had
better give 1t a rest that dav. Teo which
the new captain of the Bemove agreed
at once,

Nobody could suspect Stagey of
slocking : that, at any rate, was not ono
of his faults,

“Wrap it up in cotton-wool, old
chap !"” said Tom. * Anything, so long
a3 you're fit on Wednosday.”

“I shall be all right before then!”
assared Stacey, and ha went oway, leav-
ing his skipper comforted.

eronon-Smith, grinning, tapped Tom
Brown on the arm. :

“1 shall have tb cut the practice this
aficrnoon, Browney 1" he said,

“What the thump fori” demanded
Tom.

* Knocked my wrist in the study!”
satcd the Boundeér, with perfect gravity,

Tam stared at him,

“You—as well os Stacey!” Lo ex-
claimad.

“Why not me as well as Btacey?”

"]-Et .

Brown, keen on putting s,

asked Bmithr, “Im quite as clumsy as
he is, and quite as damaged.” .

The Naw Zealand junior looked at
him_steadily, .

“If you mean that Btacey was
spocfing me, Smithy, you're talkiug silly
vot," he said brusquely, “He's as keen
on cricket 88 any man at Greyfriars.
What the dickens do you mean, then "

* Exactly what Y say | But [ think a
walle may de it good, and I'll come in
laier ™ satd the Bounder,

And he walked away, leaving Tom
Drown frowning.

Apparently Eﬁ.&ca&? also thought that
n walk might do a damaged wrist good,
for when the juniors had settled down to
cricket, ho walked out of gates.

I The Bounder, grinning, walked after
1T,

Htacey went down o the towpath and
starfed up the river. Glansing back, he
i.-'qw the Bounder a dozen vavds behind
hitr.

With a ecareless air he changed his
direction and went by a footpath
through the wood.

But when he looked baclk again he
saw the Bounder still bohind him.

A glint came into his eves.

IIe stopped and stood leaning on n
beech, waiting for Herbert Vernon-
Smith to come up.

The Bounder came sauntering on,
with his handz in hiz pockets. o, oo,
stopped as he reached the spot where
Stacey stood. Xe leancd carclessly on
another tree, facine the new junior.

“¥eu're not at the ericket, then " re-
marked Stacey.

“Bame trouble as vours,” pxplained
the Bounder. “It's a coincidence, but
I've knocked my wrist in the study, just
as you did.”

Stacey compgessed his lips.

“You don’t expect me to believe
that ™ ho asked.

“Well, perhaps I should say I've
knocked my wrist just as much &s von
oid,” sawd Smithy. I expect you to be-
lieva that! You see, it's true.”

“"Why are vou following e aslied
Stacey abruptly.

“Ah, now you're coming down to
brass tackal” The Bounder grinned.
“I'hia is & day of coincidences ! You've

tlamaged your wrist—perhaps. Ho have
I—perhaps! You're taking your dam-
aged fin for o walk! Soam I! You

startoed towards the Three Fishers, the
deleetable abode of the exeellent and
sportive Joe Banks! So did 11 You
wnged your mind and walked into this
beautiful weod—I did the sume | You've
stopped for a pleasant chat—same here !
What & string of jolly old coincidences !
“I'm going on—"
“ Another coincidence—so am IV
Atacey did not go on. He stood by
the beech, bresthing lard. The
Bounder's face was scornfully mocking.
“ Golitude isn't good for o chap, even
with a gammy wrist to nurse,” ho re-

marked. * Wouldn't you like my com-
pany in o wallk?"

"o

“ Another coincidence—I  shouldn't

like yours!” ogreed Smithy, *“I'm
coing to have it all the same !V

“Will you tell me what yon mean by
thiz, Vernon-Smith #* asked Stacey, in a
low, suppressed voice of fury.

“Pleaged 17 drawled the Dounder.
“1f you'rs going to seo a hookmaler to-
day, a3 I jollv well know you are, I'm
going to see him, too. You make me
sick with your rottent {ying and humbug,
Stacey, and I'm going to put paid to
it'll

“Is it your lwsinesg?”

“Quite. You took me in as vou tonk
in all the Form,” said Vernon-Smith.
“1*m no pal of Wharton's, but I rather
like the fellow. I'm o bit of a bad hat
myself, but I can respect a fellow who's



alraighi—and Wharton's straight. I
think him & bit of a noodle, but that's
neither hers nor there. You've taken
advantage of your likeness to him, to
get him into hot water with the beaks
and the prefects, He's been in disgrace
all thig term—and you jolly well know
who onght to have been”

“Has Wharton asked vou to protect
him ' gnecred Stacey.

“He would probably punch my head
if 1 offered tol” said the Bounder.
“But that's got nothing to do with it. 1
was down on hun as much 4s any man
for chucking you out of the cricket.
You know that. T stood by you in that,
with the rest of tha fellows. But in
other matters it’s a different thing. I've
no use for hypoerisy and humbug.”

“¥You think—"

“I don't think—I know!"” answered
the Bounder coolly, “You've pulled
the wool over most eyes in the Remove.
You've been seen playing the goat, and
it's been put down to Wharton. I never
knew what to think—till that affair of
the letter a week or two ago. A beery
blighter from the Three Fishers shoved
o letter inte Wharién's hand, takin
him for you. That did it! It dishe
you in tha captain’s election—"

“I've explained that since——"

“] know you have. Pity you didn't
think out a whopping lie earlier,” said
the Bounder scornfully, * You. admitted
before all the fellows that that letter was
for you, becauso wyou dared not let
Wharton keep it out of your hands.
Hince then you've explained that it was
quite a harmless matter.”

He laughed,

“And it was, "

*Gammon 1” gaid the Bounder coolly.
"Good enough for Ogilvy and Russell
and fellows who want to believe in you.
You took me in onco—you can't tako me
m twice.™

“It was a perfectly simple matter, but
liable to be misunderstood,” said Stace
calmly. “I met that man at Courthelr
Brid where they hire out bonts. 1
uskegﬂ him to let me know if he conld
sond 8 boat up to the Greyfriars_raft
for me on the next half-holiday, I ex-
pected him to write by post, but he gave
the note to & man to hand to me—a man
who happened to belong to the Three
Fishers.”

“Go it !* grinned the Bounder.

“The note was given to” Wharton in
mistale for me; but as soon as he said
that it was handed to him by a hanger-
on at the Three Fishers, I saw how the
matter might be misunderstood.”

“Understood, you mean?” grinned
Smithy.

“You don't believe me ™

“Not & word 1”

“ Most of the fellows do”

“You tell a whopper so well, you
see | grinned Vernon-8mith. " But it
took you some time to think that one
out.™

Stacey breathed havd.

“Well, you can kesp your own
opinion,” he said. “You can think
exactly what you like! But you can't
follow me about, E’P}ring on me. "

“Who's spying?” asked the Bounder
Llandly. “I can take s walk on a half-
holiday if I choose! Why don't you
likey my company? I'm quite an egree-
able chap.”

*Will you keep your distance 1

"No 1" answered Vernon-Smith coolly.
"I won't! I've told you I've no use for
hypocrisy and humbug., ¥You're a fellow
like mysclf a good deal—I'm not blam-
m:f vou for that |¥ He chuckled, “But
I'd be hanged, drawn and gquartercd
before I'd land my troubles on enother
chap, a3 you've done. You're going to
tha Three Fishers to seo Banks and la
monecy on Pork Pie for Wednesday's
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race, 1f you happen to be apotied
there, you'll pull evervbody's Ieg again,
and make out that.it was poor old
Wharten! I'm poing to put paid to it
I'm not going to lose sight of you this
afterncon,” ;

Stacey clenched his hands hard.

"This isn’t quite a safe game to play,
Vernon-8mith,” he =maid, between his
teeth, * You're asking for a licking.”

“(et on with it 1" said the Bounder.
*1 fancy I could keep my eod up. I'm
vour man [

“Will you mind your own business ™
breathed Stacey.

“I'm wmeking this my business!
Bunter’s tattled about sccing you at the
Three ¥Fishers, but nobody takes
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Bunter's word ! They'll take mipe! If
you go fo that den thir afternoon, every
man in the Remove. is poing te know it
—and know that it's you, _and  not
Wharton, who plays the .giddy goat
thara I’

“I'm not going there”

“Not with my eyve on you, whati?"
chuckled Smthy.

linted at him. The

Stacey’s eyes
Bounder leughed carelessly. He was
not afraid of the fellow; and he had
made up his mind. As he had said, he
had no usa for hypocrisy end hiambug.
The Bounder, s he cheerfully admitted,
was rather a “bad hat,” but a fellow

who let the disgrace of his misdeeds fall
(Continued on next page.)

(1)
«~wit avening 1 dropped in to see
The Fourik Form master, Capper,
I lound bhim sitiing down to ea.
He wagged a kindly napper
And bads me take a chalr, and state
The object of my ﬂsijt;
“ And Ia:;" he zald, **it's geiling
ate,
Please iry to be expliel{,”

{2)
Now Capper’s like a broody hen,
He fddles and he fusses ;
The scandal ¢of the Master's Dan
He eagerly diseusses,
Wiith barbs Included In his speech,
He sighs and sympaihises,
And alier, In odd corners, cach
Colleague he ctlficises,

Il.-_l [ J AT |

{8}

* For hours to-day I taught the fool,
Whose bralns are like a Dyak’s,

A simple apd straighiforward rule,
In Latin elegiacs,

And when, exhausied, down I sat,
He said, approaching nearer,

He couldn’t -ses the sense of that,
And would I make It clearer ™

Said he :
stand

il S T
™ ]

(8}
“1I'm fond of Quelch, but thers's no
doubt ;
Hiz Form is gelting slacker ;
The same, of courss, applies to Prout,
And, naturally, to Hacker.
Far be it I should erlticise
The génilemen 1've mentioned,
But silll, I think it might be wise,
I all the lot were pansioned.”

when

{7)
‘T mentioned {his te Capper, and
He seamed to be offended.
“1'd have you uunder-

S - My Form Is really splendid I
Nie- M Unlike the rictous Remove,

- The Upper Fourik reluses

To disbehave—l can’t approve
The methods that Quelch uses.

* A change is ar good asn f:ut," is what our
clever Greyfriars Rhymester was heard to sy
to interview one of the * big
noiscs | =

ALGERNON CAPPER, B.A.

Master of the Upper Fourth Form

g tet o

($)

I asked him, then, {0 talk aboui
His ftrials and tribulations ;
And dragged my penny ngtebook out,
To take his observations,
" Well, well,” hs sald, ** one has io
Iearn
That iifs iz not all honey 1
“Indead 7' sald L * But den't you

earn t
A decent biit of money ? *
(4) :
He Irowned and answered : *“* May

1 say

That's hardly diplomadls ?
However high our scale of gl&',

Wo sarn it—thai’s emphatic ! I
My scholars all, from last 1o fizst,

Give greai dissatisfactlon ;
A boy named Temple is the worst,
He drives me to dlséraction !

{8)
I sympathised with him, of sourse,
For there I3 no denlal
That teaching Templs Is, perforce,
The dlokens of & trial ;

But all the Uppar Foyurith (or so
Removites all szecknowledge),
Is nothing but a waxworks show,

And useless al the eollege.

{8}

** And they are oot the only ones,*
I folt Inelined {0 mutter,

As Capper spread his toasted buns
With fAnesi dalry butfer.

1 did not say the words aloud,
For that would be dlsaster,

Instead, I toock my leave and vowed
1'd like to be a masier |




1§

on auother fellow made him sick. He
kricw that he was tnrmentmgﬂﬁt&pay,
and hé enjoyed the process. His idea
was .that the fellow deserved .it, and
IOTE, _ ,

Stacey moved on slong the foolpath
aFiih at lask . ©
!‘Thvla Bounder, grinning, strolled after

VIR
" _-@tacey breathed hard gs. he. went.
Little a3 he cared what his conduct was
like, it was part of his gamo ta keop his
namp clean at Greyfriars, He dared
not head for the Three Fishers while the
Bounder's mocking eye was on him.

But.he had te get there if he was to
carry out his purpose. There waz mno
opportunity, except on a half-holiday—
unﬂs he was prepared to take the risk
of breaking out after lights-out.

Heo walked on with & moody brow,
He was tempted to rush at the Bounder,
Litting out right and left, But a scrap
with Smithy would not have helped; it
wonld not have fturnced the Bounder
back.

He emerged from the footpath on
Courtfield Common and walkéed on
towards the road. Vernon-Smith, grin.
ning, strolled on a few paces from him.
He was sticking to Stacey like s limpet
to & rook, 2

Stacey's eyes had a sudden glint.

In the distance shead a big red motor-
bus was rr.:rllu_i% slong the road across
the common, By breaking into a runm
n fellow could eatch it as it passed.

Stacey swiftly made up his mind.
He turned and made & sudden rush at
the Bounder, taking him by surprise
and barging him over headlong into &
mass of gorse.

ithy roared as he éprawled there,

Withont giviog him s - look, 'Etaﬂpﬁi
raced away across the commion tows
the road, his feet seeming scarcely to
touch the ground. He leaped into the
road ss the bue passed, and jumped on
the moving wvehicle.

The Bounder scrambled out of the
goree, red with rage; he glared round,
panting, for Blacey. o

“By gpum | he gasped, staring ecross
the commen, :

In the distanco ho saw Btacey jum
on tho motor-bus. . It roared on towards
Courtfield. The Bounder had no chanco
of ﬁetti“g to it before it was gone.

e stood staring sfter it as it disap-
peared towarda the town,

“ By gum |" he repoated.

Then ha lay 1. He_ was heaten;
Stacey had eluded him. If he told this
story in the Bag most fellows weuld tell
hira that it aa;vcc‘i him jolly well right
for pestering a fellow who did not want
his company. And Stacey, clear of him
now, could choose his own time and
rguto for la:etti_tyg. to the delectable
socieby of Mr. Joseph Banks,

Smithy did not like being beaton.
But he was beaten, and he walked barck
to Greyiriars; and Tom Brown grunted
when the Bounder blandly informed
him that his wrist was all right sgain,
and that he had tcome ha.og fo play

ericket.

e —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder’s Tip !

ARRY WHARTON was rather
H enjoying himself that after-
noon,

Having “cut " ericket so far
a3 the Remove matohes wers concerned,
be miszed the game dorely——all the inore
because his friends' were all keen
cricketers, and he was, thereéfore, left -a

deal on his own by thém, which

epuld not be hq!ﬁgd. ‘Except for prao-

tice' at the nets, had ‘no cricket, and
Toe Magyer Lisriny.—~No. 1,427,
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this afternoon the Remove were not at
the 'nets, but wers playing a pick-up
game for practice. : '
_-Stacey - having cleared off, Wharton
joined the rest of the Femovites, and
the new skipper was only too glad to
ges him there.

Tom Brown still nourished a hope
that the late captain of the Remove
might get over hia objection to glnying
in the same team with his deuble; he
wanted him in the 8t Jude's match if
he eould get him thara, Anyhow,
Stacey now being off the scene, Wharton
turnad to cricket lilz & duck to water,
captrining one side in the scratch
match, the Remove skipper eaptaining
the other, :

He was at the wickets when the
Bounder came back from his excursion
and joined uwp. It was only practice,
with ¢ight or nine men a side, but Whar-
ton was batting as if he fancied it the
the season, in sheer
enjoyment of having the willow in his

ands again in 5 gamo.

It was Hurree Jamset Ram 3ingh, at
length, avho bowled his chum, and
Wharton came off with a flushed and
cheery I‘]',a.ce Vernon-Smith gave him a
grin as he eame up to the pavilion.

“I've watching youw,” he re-
marked. “¥You'd be jolly useful at
St. Jude's, Wharton,~ if you came. over
on Wednesday.”

“What about your wrist? Dhidn't you
tell Brownay——"

The Bounder langhed.

“My twrist’s all right again, thanka,
That wea only a joke—second-hand
from Stacey | You know your jolly old
relative so well that T dare say you can
guess why hoe erocked hia wrist this
affemoon.”

ammon, § suppose.

“Just that! Yasten, and I will a tale
unfold I said the Bounder, with & grin;
and he related what had happened out
of zates that afterncon, T

Wharton listened, with a curling lip.

“I've got B reason for telling you
this,” went on the Bounder. , at
fellow™ Stacey iz & bad hat—which
doean't matter to anybody but himself,
though I dare say Quelch would be in-
terested if he knew, But pufting it on
to you because you happen to look like
him ian't ?Iajrmg the game—what 1"

“A fat lot he cares about playing the
game "

“What's sauce for the goose is sauce
for the gander.” said Vernon-Smitlh.
1t & fellow did it to rae I'd lhave no
mercy on him; I'd go all cut to show
him up.”

“I've shown him up in the Form,
though he seems to have lied himself
out of it pretty easily,” said Wharton
contemptucnsly. “I can't show him up
te Quelch,”

“Why not?' said Smithy coolly.

Wharton stared at him.

“Why not? Don’t be an ass! Do
vou think I''n going torsneak about a
fellow

“That's a nasty word,” nﬁreed the
Bounder. “But iz giving & fellow away
worse than landing on a fellow pome-
thing he's never done *"

“Hardly.”

“Well, then, 'm giving you a chance
to put paid to the rotter. He's with
that bookio Banks at this very minute.
1 suppose you know he's backing Pork
Pia for tha two o'cloek on Wednesday ¥
Most likely he's at the Three Fishers;

)

that's where Banks iz ususlly to
found.”

“Most  likely,” assented Wharton,
“ But what—* '

“#Duelch stalked vou thera the olher
day. Why not give himr a chance of
etalking the right mani”

: Fﬂﬁ“ﬂ‘r :u

“Tao ji}ll:.;‘pnrticufa.r?“ rinned tha
Bounder. “Well, you're s fool, Whar-
ton! That fellow, the way he's going
on, will ba up for the & befora the
end of the term, and you can bank on
it that when the crash comes he will
land it on you if he can. He won't be
turfed out if he can get another man
turfed out for his jolly old sins, instead
of himself.”

“1 know that.” :

“Dont take the risk. Wail him whila
you've gob the ohance. I've told you
“‘I"m{ru he is amfdwhat.hu’ﬂ up to.” -

‘You wouldn't do it yourse
Smithy 1 e
3 “I wounld 1" zaid the Bounder grimlr.

If a follow plays me fair, I'll play him
fair; if he plays me foul, I'll play him
foul, .I¢'s not my ideas to leop the

lovea on when the other man takes
them off.”

Wharton smilad faintly,

“¥You mean go to Quelch

" Why not? If that fellow doesn’t get
what's coming te him, it will como to
you instend if he can wangle it. Are
rou gmnﬁ to take g risk like that on a
point of honour "

Wharton stood silent, Thersa was &
hard and ruthless strain in the Bounder
—very eavident now, though he was
speaking as a friend for Wharton's own
mterests. . Had Stacey. been dealing
with a follow like Smithy he certainly
would. not have scored over him as he
had done over Wharton..

But Wharton was not tempted to take
the Bounders adyice. He had to keop
to his own code of honour, whatever his
enomy might do,

He shook his head.

“Thanks for the tip, S8mithy. I know
you mean it as & friend,” he smid,
‘ but—="

“¥You won't do 1t " -

:Na,’: snswered Harry, smiling.

You're an ass 1 ¥You spare him, but
you ean bark on it that he won't spare
vou in his turn.™ :

#1 know. But I don’t believe that
rotten trickery can come out ahead in
the long run. Anyhow, I'm taking my
chance. I can’t give a man away to
the beals, sven a treacherous rat like
that fellow."

"“Well, you're s fathead 1" And the
Bounder qmgawnnted at the wickets
now, took his bat and went.

Wharten being out, and the practice
match being single innings, he was not
wanted again. He walked off the field
and strolled in the I.Iﬂda thinking of
what the Bounder had told him,

In the quad he passed his Form-master
walking with Mr. Prout.

Que pave him a cold glance in
passing. He was desp in the disfavour
of his TForm-master. Ile smiled sar-
castically ns Quelch passed on with

Prout. IHe was wondering what Quelch
would have thought had he taken the
Bounder’s advice and told him where
he could find Stacey if he liked.

Wingate of the Sixth stopped him in
tha quad s little later, giving him a
rathor grim look, )

“Here, Wharton, I've been going to
spaak to you 1™ he r&;i(perd. “Y hear that
you're taking to slacking.”

“Betler zee & doctorl” sugpgested
Wharton. E

“Eh, what?* ]

“I mean, there must be something
wrong with your hearing,™ .

“T don't want any cheek "’ said the
Groyfriare captein. “You've been
cutting games practios and ericket
generglly. JIs it true that you're
offerad a place in the match at St
Jude’s 'on Wednesday, and you've re-
iﬂﬁm:}r it?”

#¥ou don't call that slacking?”



"“ You're going to see Banks, and lay money on a horse for Wednesday’s race,’” sald Vernon-Smith coolly.

to be spotted, you’ll pull everybody’s leg, and make out that 1t was Wharton.

lose sight of you!** * Will you mind your own business 7 ** breathed Stacey.

[ £ xl::l l“ i

“AWell ™ said Wingate, “1 do! And
I'll tell yoo this, yvou checky young
tick, if you don't play cricket for the
Remove on Wodnesday, I'll have you
up in the Prefeet’s Reom and whop
you for slacking! Think that over.”

Wharton coloured with anger,

“YPon't be a sulky young ass!”
added Wingate, more kindly. *“¥You
play & good game, and your Form's
cntitled to your services If you want

an  example, take that of  your
Cousin

“What cousin?'

“That new kid Stacey——"

“He's not my cousin,”

“I don't care what ha is—don’t
argue with me,” snapped Wingato,
“He's a good ecricketer, and plays

hard—never elacks! Do the same as
he does, and you woen't go far wrong”

Harrv Wharton burst- into a lsugh.
He could not help it. He was advised
to o the same as Stacey, and take him
as an  oxample=and, unlesa the
Bounder was mistaken, Stacey was at
the Three Fishers making arrange-
ments with Mr, Joe Banks to put his
bet on Pork Pie for the two. o'clock
on Wednesday., It was rvather enter-
tapming to receive such advies frem the
head prefect of Greviriars,

Wingete glaved at him,

“Ta vou tlink it manners to cackle
at the captain of the school®™ he de-
mandeed.,

“Well, vou see, T ecan't very well
take Stacey s o model,” zaid Harry.
“1 should Le afraid of getting sacked.”

“1 don't know what you mean, snd
don't want to,” said Wingate. “ But
I know ;,'I}U'l'ﬂ a cheeky young rascal,
and vou'll go straight into the House
and writa & hundred lines, and bring
them to me alter tea. Cuti”

EVERY SATURDAY

Wingate stalked on frowning, and
harion, shrugging his  shoulders,
went info the House to write lines.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Dark Horse !

“ QO " whispered the Bounder.
T E-I'I:?”
L It was Monday alternoon,
and class was over. Harry
Wharton had come up to the Remove
passage, and he met the Bounder on
the landing. Thera was a grin on
Erlnit;:,}"s face, sz he told Wharton to
*look.™

Harry glanced round  puzzled.
Smithy made o gosture towards a
junior who was in the window-seat at
the landing window, rveading a news-
paper. ,

It was Staceyl He was reading
cagerly, and there was a very elated
expression on his face as he read, Heo
was too intent on his reading, whatever
it was, to observe the Bounder.

“Well, whet 15 thers to look st?"
azked Harry. “I'vea seen Stacey
before.™

“"Bee that jolly meriy-and-bright ex-
pression on hig ehivvy ¥ asked Vernon-
Smith. “ He looks pleased, what?"

“Yes; what on earth about it?”
Wharton was not interested in Stacey’s
looks, whether thay were pleased "or
displeased, and he was puzzled and 1m-
patiort,

*(ruess what he's reading '

“ Looks like a newspaper.”

. “Fathead!. He's reading the sport-
ing page.

*Pity - Quelch can’t sea him[* sald
Havry,

“If Quelch saw him, dear man, he
would be reading the county crickes

Y

““If you happen

I'm going to put pald to it, I’'m not golng to

news! In the happy cloistered shades
of the Remove passage he can read
the sporting news!” clhuckled the
Bounder, “[I’ve looked at the paper
myself, you sce, and I know what he's
reading, that makes him grin so hap-
pily. Tha odds have shortened on
Park Pie.” :

“Pork Piel” repeated Wharton.
He had already forgotten that.

“On Saturday, the day I trotted out
after that sportsman, you could still
get five to one against Pork Piel” ex-
plained the Bounder. *“But in the
evening paper to-day it's stated that
the odds have shortened to thres to
one. Know what that means?”

“No, and don’t care much.”

“I'll tell yout Alweys come to me
for information on the sport of kings e
said the Bounder grimning. *“'I'm
ihe man to helj hring up any fellow
in the way he shouldn’t go! Pork Pie
is & dark horse! Long odds against
hirmm meant that most of the bookies
didn't think he had an earthly, Now
there’s rumours that he's a better
than was supposed, and theyve
shortened the odds im consequence.
Lither he has a chance of winning, or
¢lsa some eporting: gang ars making
out that he has, to gull the leg of the
dear old public, and get their money
off them on Wednesday.” r

Wharion made a gesture of distaste.

“ Chuack it, Smithy,” he said. " ¥You
know too much about those things, and
it's not to vour credit.” :

“Quite I agreed the Bounder. * But
isn't it amusin’'? _ Qur dear friend
Stacey has backed Pork Pie at five to
one—he stands to bag five quids if he's
put a quid onl To-day he could’only
get thres to one! IHe must be jolly

lad he sicceeded in dodgirig me on

turday. He's looking so merry an®
Tex Mioxer LispaRY.~—No. 1,4E7.
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bright because the shortening of the
wdds looks as if Pork Pie has a chance
of gettiw first past the post! T the
geo's really any good the betting will
Lo down to evens on Wednesday, and
;%ltn;:ey's” got in on ihe ground floorl

LEL——

“But what?"”

Simithy chuckled. ]

“]1 know more about these things than
that sportsman docs, fancy ! They
con sherten the odds all they like, but
1'd give any man two to one that Pork
Pic won't be in the first threo! Take
i ont”

“ats ™

The Bounder walked away, laughing.
Ogilvy and Russell came up the Ee-
move staircase, glanced round, and
crossed over to Stacey. The newspaper
rustled, as a page was q“mki;.' turned.

YLooking at the news?" asked
Orilry,

“Yes! Middlesex are deing pretiy
well,” snid Stacey.

Wharton went to his study without
hearing more. Stacey had been read-
ing the racing nows, grinning with de-
I-i[.'{ei:l: over the improved chances of tha
horse he had backed; but Ogilvy had
no doubt that he had been reading the
county cricket news! Such a facility
for deception in & fellow no older than
himself made Wharton wonder, as
much as it disgusted him.

Most of the fellows noficed that
Bracev was in pood spirits that even-
mwEg. In the innocence of their hearts,
thiey supposed that he was thinking
of the St. Jude's match on Wednesday,
and the big score he was likely to pub
up there.

Perhaps he was, but he was thinking
a great deal more of another matter,
The improvement of Pork Pie's chances
in the race meant more (o Stacey than
even the keen-witted Bownder thought
of suspecting.

For the *sportsman " of the Remove
had gone in & good desl over his
depth. Heo bad net laid 8 “quid * on
that “gee,'" as the Bounder thought

likely; he had laid ten qguids :
Like most dabblers in- that dingy

bad & belief that he eould

His pal Ponr at

sport, Bta
“spot & winner.”

iy
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Higleliffe had *tipped” him Pork
Pie. Pon himself was “putting  his
shirt ” on him ss he expressed it
Staccy, in the strange life he had led
with his father, had picked up some
knowledge of raci mutters—and it
was saitl of old that a little knowledge
15 o dangorous thingl

Batisfiod that Pork Pie, though re-
gavded as an outsider, had a good
chance of pulling it off, he had backed
him for Wednesday.

On his own account he would have
put a *“quid ¥ on the horse. It wasz on
his father's account that he had
plunged ! The hope of beipg able to
send Captain Stacey the fifty pounds
ho so badly needed, had cauwsed him
io forget his usual prudence.

Joe Banks, whe only knew him as
an nppureutfy wealthy schoolboy, had
had no hesitation in booking his bet
on “tick.” He had accepted two
pounds in cash--all Btacey had—and
taken an I 0 T for the other eight.

That wes all right if Pork Pic got
home! BStacey woald get his IO U
back and filty pounda along with it
Joa Banks was, in his own way, an
honest dealer; he would pay the win-
nings over—if any! But the fact that
Joe was willing to book the bet mt all,
showed how little belief he had in Pork
Pio personally., It was fairly certain
that Mr. Banks did not expect fo have
to pay anything out after the race on
Wednesday.

Stacey had not been comfortable in
mind over the week-end. In his desire
to help his scapegrace fathar he had
plunged out of his depth, and thero
would be trouble if Pork Pis lost,
Banks, naturally, would expect to re-
ceive the eight pounds for which he
held the ﬁvﬂhﬂu}bﬂy'a written promiga to

ay. If he did not receive it he was
ikely to eut up extremely rusty.

Where it was to come from, if
neceded, Stacey had no tdea! He could
only hops that he had, indeed,
“spotted & winner,” and that 1t was
Mr., Banks who would have to do the
paying |

In his eagerness to win money he
hardly realized that this eort of thing
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T — terror-striking
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N — never beaten
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was 50 near dishonesty that it was hard
to seo any difference,

The mews in Monday's papcr was
good news for the reckless plunger.
With the odds against Pork I'io
shortened to three to one, it looked as
if & good many people regarded him
ns a probable winner.

And on Tuesday there was still betier
nows—the odds wero down to two to

one! SBiacey looked so merry and
bright that {19?' that one or two fellows
asked him if he had come into a
fortune.

Only the Bounder guessed the kind of
fortunce he was expecting to come inteo;
and even tho Bounder did not think of
guessing the sum that was ot stake.

That day the list for the St. Jude's
mateh was posted up in the Bag. And,
to the surprise of a gpood many fellows,
the name * H, Wharton * figured in it.
Tom Brown had had & heart-to-heav:
talk with the lafe captain of the Remove.
_ “Look here,” said the New Zealand
junior, cornering Wharton in the quad
on Tuesday morning, “3you’re ot the
top of vour form, and we want you =i
&St. Jude's. There's a rumour about
that you're gotting into & row with the
Head of the Games if you cut cricket.
You don't want that—and you do want
to help mo make a success of the cap-
tain's job, don't youi™

" Yes, " said Harry., * But——"

“You've got 1t fixed in your head that
Stacey ran you out on purpose the other

ﬂ&:ﬁ"—"—"

“He did ’*

“Well, nobody else believes so; but
never mind that. Loogk here, I'll do all
I can to keep you apart. Stacey will

in first wicket. Ianke me to put you
own as last man "

“Oh{" Wharten made & grimace.

“If you'd rather go in at the end of
the tail than risk partnering Siacev at
the wickets—-"

“Done !" said Harry, making up his
mind.

And so that was settled. It was not
a glorious position, at the “ond of the
tail,” but it was likely to keep him away
from the frst man in, and 'i]éa.t was all
he wanted. And when Wingate of tha
Sixth gave that ericket list & glance, Lie
grunted—rather rclieved that he wonld
not have to have Wharton up in the
Frefects’ Room for a whopping !

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Bombshell !

TACEY'S faco was one of {ha

3 brighiest in the Grexiriavs pariy

when the team went over {o St
Jude's on Wednesday,

ITe was in great form, cxpecting io
cover himmself with glory, as usunal, on
tha cricket field: and much mors im-
]‘;ﬂrtant than that, he was expecting to

ear that afterncon that he was the
happy winner of the handsomo sum of
fifty pounds. He was counting on this
as & certainty., after the latest news of
FPork Pie—fecling that he had snapped
up the chance of a lifetime in backing
that *“dark horse ™ whila the adds weie
still long.

He was too cager to think of wailing
for the news of that great win in the
evening paper. He had arranged with
Mre. Banks, who was to be at Wapshot
that afternoon, to let him know as suon
as possible after the two o'cleck race
was run. It was eazy to sond Dl @
telegram.

Stacey wonld hardly have ventured {o
receiva such a telegram at Greyfriars,
however earefully worded. DBut at St
Jude's it was safe enougl



No master or prefect at his own schoel
would see or hear anything of it. His
follow oricketers, if they noticed it
gt all, would only suppote it wos A
wirae [rom some relation. In casc of &
win, Mr, Banks was to wire “CGot
Home.” In case of Pork Pis losing, ho
was to wire “ Not Got Home,” Even 1
other eyes zaw that telegram, who was
likely to gness that it referred to a horse
running 1n the races at Wapshot?
Staccy had no doubt that the iclegram,
when he received it, would read: “(ok
Home.” He was elated at the great
prospect.

Fvery other fellow in the charabane
was thinking of cricket, though E\'El‘g’
iow aind then the Bounder's eyes turne
curiously, and rather sarcastically, om
Stacey’s cheery face,

Wharton kept as far as he could from
the fellow he barved, and had nothing
to say to him. Stacey, at present, in his
migod of happy anticipation, head almost
forgotten hiz rival's existence.

Tunm, the junior captain of St. Jude's,
gave them o cheery welcome when they
arrived. - Ho had heard shout tha won-
dlorful new man in the Remove eleven,
and was rather keen to make Btacey’'s
aciuaintance, He stated at him and at
Wharton in great surprise, struck by
tha resemblance between the iwo
relatives,

“YWhich is which?’ he asked, with &
grin, and Tom Brown laughed.

“This is Stacey,” answercd Tom.

“ Relation of Whavton's, I suppose?”
gaid Lunn, as he shook hands with
=lacey,

“Yes—a distant relation,” answared
Stacey, in zo dry a tome that the St
Jude's man puessed at once on what
footing the relationship stood, and
dropped the subject immediately.

They chatted amicably for & few
minntes, and then Stacey came to the
suhject that waz nppermost in his mind.

“I suppose I could get & telegram
linre,” he said. “ My father's promised
to run down in his car and give the
maleh a leok in, if he possibly can,
ntherwize, he’s going to send me a wire.
1f it comes alon i

Lunn looked a little =urprized, but he
tadded,

“That's all right,” ha =aid. "I'll
speak ta the porter—he will talie 1t in
if it comes. L'l tell hiin that if there's
wowire for Stacey, ho's to bring 1t to you
at the pav."

“Thanks"” said Stacey.
bhother you, hut——-"

* Not at all”

Lunn went away to speak to the school
povter.

Hatished that Lhe vwonld get the tele-
eram when it came, Btacey dismissed
that matter from his mind.

It was a glorious June day, and the
wicket was perfect. Every follow was
Inoking forward to a great pgame,
Harry Wharten's face was bright. Lhe
only fiy in tho ointment, a3 far as he
wa: coneerned, apart from Stacey, was
1ha fact that Frank Nugent would have
iad the placa had he stayed out. DBut
Frank was too glad to see his chum in
tho cleven to think about himsclf, and
e was looking very cheevful,

=t Jude's wom the foss and went in
first. Stacey was put en to bowl the
first over against Lonn,  The Remove
fellows looked on with happy anticipa-
{inn. The Bt. Judo’s men, having heard
af Stacey’s prowess with both bat and
hall, watched him curiowsly. Lunn
was very carefnl indeed, and after that
aver be realised that the new Greyfrinrs
man had not been over-rated, Ho had
sauved his sticks—huob only just!

Hurres Jamset Ram Singh bowled the
scconid over. He was a good inan with

" Rorry to
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tha leather, but the 8t. Juda's batting
waz good, and no wicket fell,

Then tho ball was given {o Stacey
again, and the fireworks began,

A single run—all that had been taken
off Hurrea Bingh'’s bowling—had lcoft
Lunn at the =afo end, and ho was rather
glad of it, us he watched Staccy pro-
god o make hay of the wickets,

Stacey was in great form. One, two,
three, the wickets went down, and the
Greyviriars Iellows cheered the hat trick,

“By gum, that man can bow]!”
grinned Tom DBrown.

“Tha bowlfulness is traly terrifie!”
murmured Hurrco Jamsct Ram Singh.

Tha ball went down again and was
knocked away, in tha divection of Iaryy
Wharton, at point.

Smack! :

Palm met ball, and Wharton held it
E17*.

L How's that "

“ Ouk1*?

Stacey gave his rivel a enrious look,
Wharton met hiz glance, and hia lip
curled.

He knew that Stacey, m las place,
would bave dropped tgat catch, Ho
kinew, too, that the fellow was aware
thet ho knew it, as he saw a lush came
into Stacey's cheels,

Four wickels in an over was as much
as ceven Tom Brown expected of Stacey.
At this rate, Bt. Judea's locked like being
walked over.

And walked over they were, for
though the runs cama from the change
bowlers, Stacey was stmply {ar aml awoy
too good for the Bt. Jude's hats, and
whenever he was on the howling crease
wickets went dowi.

Lomn's faco prew very serions and
solemn. Ha was accustomed to keeping
iz end up in ericket matehes, and as
a rule his team wora as good as the
Geeyfviars erowd, Now they were hope-
loasly outelassed. The Bt Jude’s captain
himself went out for ten, and his was
the higgest score for his side.

Last man in was called at thiriy, and
it was atill thirty en tho scoreboard
when the innings elosed. It was &
briefer inninos han Lunn & Co. wero
uged to.

"You've got a priza packet in thak
new man,® Lumn spid fo Tom Brown,
when the field came off.

Tom PBrown grinned cheerily. He
was in s merry mood, He was lieen
to signalise his {:aptmmg by a wvictory
in the first important hxture, and it
Inoked as if this was going to bo a
victory with an innings m hand.

“Not bad, what?” said Tom. “ Wait
till youn sca him hat™

“Is he as good with the liat as with
tho ball?

Y Quite !

“%e mway as well make you a present
of the game and call it o day!™ said
Lunn, with a rueful grin,

Which was only o jest, for the
At. Jude’s men were hard nuts to crack,
and they were fully determined to fight
it out to o finish. No game 15 more
uncertain than ericket, and there was
always hope of snatching victory from
the jaws n]i" dofont,

“HBtacey 17 ealled out the Boundoer, as
the St Jude's porter appearod upon the
scene, a bulf-coloured envelope in hia
hand. ]

“Ilere’s a man asking for youl”

Stacey canght hiz breath.

It was his telegram |

“Mr., Stacey, sir?” The Ht. Jude's
porter eame up, teuching his ecap.
“This is for you, sir !

“Thank you ! satd Stacey, taking the
buff envelope frem the man.
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ITe ranght the Dommder’s eyes mocks
ingly on him, and refrained from open-
ing it on tho spot. But his fngers
trembled with cagerness,. He know
what it contained, of course. Pork I’ie
had won!l There ecould ba no doubt
about that! But he wanted to see it, to
know it beyond the shadow of a doubt,

He maoved away and went into the
pavilian,

Three or four fellows who had seen
the telegram handed him glanced aftor
him. Vernon-Smith nudged Wharton's
arm, with a grin.

"Hpot that 7 he asked.

“No, What?" ashed Harry,

“Stacey's just had & wire.”

" Has he?” said Wharton mdifiereat(y.

“"You'vae forgotten Pork DPiei™
grinned the Bounder,

“Pork Pie! What the {hump do you
miean, Smithy 79

“That jolly old gee ran at twe
o'clock et Wapshot I pgrinned the
Bounder. “Rather a coincidenco that

Stacey gets a wire soon after three !
Wharton started, sud staved at the
Bounder,
“What rot!” he saud.
wouldn't—"
Herﬂﬂn-ﬂmiﬂ] Tanghed.

" LEven Btacey

fancy he wounld—and has?? he
answered,
“Tha dingy 7oller” muttered

Wharton, in disgu:t,

ftacey neither thought nor carcld
what they might bo thinking,. He had
forgoiten them, and the cricket matel,
too, for the moment. Inside the
pavilion he tore open the envelope, aud
eagerly read the message within,

Then ho stood dumbfoundad,

Every vestige of ecolour deserted lis
face, His eves had a hunted look. IHis
Jaw dropped.

Was it possibla?

It was. The message was not the ona
he had expected, It was the one he had
not cxpected—but which, really, he
mlght have expected, when Josa Banks
liad been willing to talie hig bat to the
tnne  of fifty pounds agsinst  that
“ dark ¥ horse ! The message ran:

“XNOT COT IIOMIS.—TJ. 1.

ASAEELS. IR

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Crushing Blow !

it TACEY [
% “Whaere's Stacey i¥

 Been Stacey ¥
“Oh, here you arel™ ex-
claimed Tom Brown, as he came on his
iman in the pavilion. ““Get vour pads
nn, Stacey ! You're wanted to open tha
mnings, you know [
Stacey was seated on a bench, his
stalwart shoulders drooping. 'The tele-
ram was in lis pocket, Tom Brown
id not sea it, and did not even know
that he had reeeived one. He stared
blankly at Stacey.

ITe could sec that there was something
iho matter with his prize-packet.

“Come on, old man ! said the New
Zealand junior. * You begin our knock,
yon know. Anything upt”

Stacey raized hiz head. His face was
s ghastly that LTom hardly needed to
ask him whether anything was "up”
Ohvionsly, something was u§+

M Not  feeling #it?” asked Tom, in
dismay.

Stacey was always as fit as a fiddle
If his best man waz going to erack up
a0 early in the mateh, it was rather dizs-
maying for the Remova skipper.

“ Eh—yeos—nal What do you wanti”
mnttered Stacey.

After the terrible shock he had
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received, it was not esry to bring Th
mind back to cricket.

“What do I want?” repeated Browney
blankly. "I want you to bat, of coursey.
We're going on now.”

Htacey strove to pill himself tﬂgi'_!ether.
Whatever happbned, appesrances
be kept up. He could imsgine—and he
did not want to sce—the look of con-
tempt and disgust that would have come
over Browney's face had he known how
matters stood. _ . .

“J—T sav, put me down the list, will
you " he stammered. “I—I'm feeling

a—a bit queer—the sun, I suppose—"
Tomi DBrown drew a hard, deep
breath. There was no doubt that the

fellow was "“queer ”; he looked it, af
ever a fellow did. _ :

He nodded in silence, and went out
of the pavilion. His elouded fdce drew
curious glances, e g :

“Cherry and Vernon-Bmith I he said
briefly.

“Isn't Btacey—"

“MNo; I'm giving him a rest.”

Bob Cherry was ready; he had been
going on with Stacey. Smithy pro-
ceeded to don his pads. He gave
Wharton a wink as he did so, und
Wharton stared at him. )

“Pork Pio's lost!” the Bounder whis-
pered to Wharton, as he was going.

“How do you know "

“ Gumess 1* chuckled the Bounder; and
he followed Bob. )

The 8t. Jude's men, in the field, had
expected to see the wonderfal new
recruit open the innings for Greyfriars.
They did not see him, however—and
were nat likely to see him for some
time. Tom Brown's brow was rather
knitted. It was amazing to the Gray-
friars skipper that Stacey should have
ronked out like this. He counld only
hope that his wonderful man would pull
round in timie to go in next wicket,

Stacey was not thinlv:ini of that.

Left alone again, he took the telegram
from his pocket and stared at if, as if
by staring he could change the message
written on it. .

But never had a message been plainer
and more unmistakable. Instead of the
expected “ Got home,™ it was "Not got
hiome "—there could be no mistake
about that. He thrust the slip of paper
into his pocket again, hardly able to
BUDPTess & @Loan. '

ork Pie had lost! That deceiving
“gee ¥ was not, after all, o dark horse;
he was the outsider he had been
generally supposed to be. The shorten-
ing of the qdds, which had so en-
coutaged and elated Stacey, wos either
an error of judgment, or, more likely,
some of thé dingy trickery inseparably
associsted with gambling on the Turf.
Anyhow, dark horse or outsider, Pork
F“:: I:hnu.rl lost—that was the stunning
ac

To Btacey’s credit, be it said, his first
dismaved thought was that he would
now be unable to send his father the
sum he wanted. It was s bitter and
crushing disappointment after his high
hopes,

But other thoughts quickly followed.

He was not going to receive fifty
pounds from Mr. Joseph Banks. Tt was
Joseph Banks who was due to receive
eight pounds from him, on his written
promise to pay that amount.

He had not eight shillings in his pos-
#ossion, He hod no prospect, no hope
whatever, of raising such a sum as eight
pounds. '

He could not pay Banks.

No doubt the man would wait a dav

¥

or two—two or three dave—knowing the’

gifficulty of communication: but he
would expect to.see Staccy, at latest,
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on the next half-heliday, and he wonld
expect him to bring the money he owed.
txeuses would not be of much use to
Joa Banks, The first excuse would open
his eyes to the fact that the sportsman
of Creeyfriars, whila prepared to teke
ils winmings 1f he won, was not pre-
pared to pay his losings if he lost!
_What effect would that have on &8 man
like Banks—a. man used to welshing,
but certainly not to being welshed?

Stacey could picture his bitter anger
and resedtinent st being “diddled ® 5
a schoolboy, And he had the 10
written and signed by Stscey; without
that as security for his money, Joe
Banks would have done no business with
himi' at all; "What would he do with that
paper when he found that he was not
gomng to be paid ?

Stacey's brain fairly reeled at the
thought. :

Unless he paid Banks, hewas done for
at Grevfriars. And he could not pay
him, The whole extent of hiz reckless
folly eame clearly now before his mind,

He had made himself a position in
He had ousted - Wharton
from the post of head boy of his Form;
he was high in the opinion of his Form-
master and lheadmaster; and at home
he had brought his rival into something
hke disfavour with his unclo. He had
followed up his own advantage with
cool, cynical unscrnpulousness, and he
wag beating him everywhere all along
the line! And what was the use if ho
was to be shown up at Greyfriars by
the enraged Banks and kicked out of
the school in diaﬁ:‘aca? That was the
ghastly end of all his cunning scheming !

The perspiration dripped on  hia
colourless face, ;

He heard, without heeding, a shout
from the cricket Seld. hen Tom
Brown's voice fell on his ears, and he
lcoked round, with savage impaticnce.
Cricket now—cricket?

“Cherry's out '™ said Tom.
fit now, Stacey 7"

“WNo! Leave me later!”

Tom comptressed his lips.

Stacey was left to himself again.
Little enough he cared how the innings
was going, ond whether he was wanted
ar not. ¢ sat, oppressed by dark and
ﬁiuﬂmy thoughts. Somehow, by Satur-

ay, he had to raise eight pounds, or he
was lost] That was what his harassed
mind was runuing on now. Could he
get 1t, somehow. tram Colonel Wharton
—at tha cost of any amount of false-
hood and subterfuge ? Bomehow he had
to get it, or he was done for! What a
1] he had been—what a fool ] He did
not add, what a rascall

Tom Brown came back to him a little

later.
_ “Linlev's out,” he said., “T'm going
in. Sorry you've crocked up like this,
Stacey, but I suppose it can't be helped.
Pull youlrsel! tu{;pther, if you ean”

A savoge reply trembled ‘on Stacey's
But he checked it. If he did
succeed in pulling eut of thiz disaster,
all would be well. and no one need know

“Tecling

that anvthing had happened. I[e
niodded. :
“Right-ho [* he said. “Leave it at
that."
Tom went to the wickets in Mark

Linlex’s place. The 5t. Jude's men
were looking very cheery new. Grey-
frinrs were moking a good stand, but
there was, so far. nothing “to  write
home about ' in their innings. Wickets
were going down for runs. There was
nothing in the nature of fireworks! And
Brown id not stay long. Perhaps the
worry and disappeointinent about lus new

recruit  eramped his  style a  little.
Anyvhow, he was out for two. _
Buns came, but wickets went. Peter

. Remove.

Todd, Sguiff, Penfold, Jolhnny Bull,
linocked up only a few each. Thae
Bounder was still going strong, but ha
was stumped in attempting to turn a
certain three into a possible four, which
was rather in the Bounder's rcckless
style, and he went out with twenty to
s tally. : ]

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh made siy,
with the Bounder at the other end,
before he went, Then Tom Brown, after
a glance at Stacey, sent Wharton o
Stocey was left for last man.

“Sorry, old man!” said PBrowney.
“¥ou know I meant to put Stacey on
firzt, but he's crocked, soméhow. You'll
get him with you, after all. For good-
ness’ sake, old ehap, remember you're
playing cricket, and forget that vou're
on scrapping terms with him when he
comes cn,™ -

“Rely on me,” zaid Harry quietly.

And as he went out to join Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh he hoped that
Stacey would forget it, too.

Hurree Singh added nothing to his
six. The 5t. Jude's bowling put paid ta
the dusky Nabeb of Bhamipur, and he
left Wharton to be joined gy Stacey.

Harry looked very curiously at Stacey
as he came from the pavilion.

ITe had to bat now, if he was to bat
at all, and he came.. He had pulled
himself together, to some extent, but it
was clear that he wad not his usual self.

Ha had the bowling., and it was in
Wharton's mand that ha might try to

ring off a rum-out, as he had done
bafora. But Stacey was not thinking
of that—or, indeed, of anything Lut the
black trouble that lay like lead on his
mind. FLunn put on his best bowler to
deal with that wonderful man, and the
ficld watched lLeenly and eagerly. And
there was o general gasp when Stacey's
wicket went down first ball.

qstﬂﬂﬂ':‘-’_'"

0 Gut 1

“For a duck !™

“0Oh crumbs !

“Well, my only hat 1"

“If that's theiz great batzman.” Lunn
remarked to his bowler. "I wish thevy
had a few more like him—what "

Stacey’s face was red az he went back
to the pavilion. And Harry Wharton,
with feelings too deep for words, earried
out his bat—not out for nil

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Coming to Blows !

ERBERT VERNON-EMITH

H scowled blackly at Stacey as

the latter stood leaning on the
pavilton rail.

Stacey  had  himself more under
control now., He was striving hard to
dismiss thiz haunting, unnerving trouble
from his mind and think of the matter
in hand—which was St. Jude's cricket
mateh. His pride was wounded by the
disappointed looks of his fellow-
cricheters and the dubious oxpreszion
on Tom Brown's face.

After oll hiz exploits on the Crey-
friars ground, after all the lugh hopes
he had raised, he had erocked up like
this, in the first outzide fixture 1in which
he had to play. It waz a blow to the
Remove skipper and all the team. They
could not help wondeving whether
Stacey was, after all, the cricketer they
had taken him for.

Somehow,  Stacey  told himself
savagely. he would pull out of the hole
he was in, the pit Le had dug for his
own feet. And if he did, he wanted
to keep the position he had won in the
He pesolved, almost fiercels
that he would not fail in that mateh—
tirat he ‘would think of nothine beg



EVERY SATURDAY

Stacey turned, and made a sudden rush at Vernon-Smith, taking him by surprise, and barging him over headlong Into a mass

of gorse, Smithy roared, as he sprawled ther

etricket, go long as it lected, and some-
how banish bﬁwk care, till the game
was over, He would not fail—he would
not let fellows gee that anything was
the matter. Ha would not wear his
heart on his sleeve for daws to peck at.
But it was not easy. Black cara was
like lead on his mind and his heart. He
tried to speak casually to his skipper.
“One swallow doesn't make a summer,
Drowney. 1 shan't make another duck.
Accidents will happen.” P
“Well, tf you're feeling fit now—
gaid Tom doubtfully, _
“Fit as a fiddle 1 said Stacey, trying
hard to speak ltghﬂy. “ Anyhow, we're
in no danger. We've doubled their score
on the inmings, even with my duck and
A harton's.” ] )
'L'he Bounder, scowling, broke in,
“¥ou didn’t give Wharton much
chance to make anything but o duck.
Ha was not out, anyhow.” .
“Don't reg, Smithy!" zaid Tom
Brown guietly. “That's no good.”
e walked away to speak to Lunn,
who was looking at the pitch. The
Bounder’s eyes gleamed at Stacey, whao
leaned on the rail again, hm:dii' able to
conceal hiis weariness of mind, if not
of hady,

“YVou rotter !” said Vernop-Amith, in
a bow veice. ;

Mtacey started, and stared st him,

“Yon worm I went on the Bounder.
“Ilaven't you sense encugh, decéncy
enough, to keep your rotten betting
and znch rot clear of cricket? Are you
?‘ﬂiug to throw away a mateh for Gray-

riara becauss vour dashed goo-gee has
lost, you silly fooli”

* What do you mean? I—"

“TFhink ¥ don’t know what that tele-
grant was about?® said the Bounder
gogrnfully. “ Think I don't know why
vou went white gs a sheet and locked as
sicl a9 o zea-sick monkey 1 ¥You fooll If
you back horzes, don'’t you expect to got

** By gum | ** gasped the Bounder.

a knock now and then? And can't you
take one without erumpling up and
throwing away a match for the school 1"

The Hounder spoke in & low veieg,
full of savage anger.

Heo had been cynically amused at first
—but he was no longer amused when
he saw the result of that telegram, its
affect on Stacey. The Bounder dabbled
in sueh things himself, but he could
take what came to him without flinch-
ing. For a School match to be lost
hecause & rotten racchorse had lost at
Wapshot seemed aliogether too thick to
Smithy—as, indeed, it wonld have
secmned to all the Greyfriars fellows, had
they known.

He

Stacey's face burned erimson,
saw that the Bounder knew, or gucs&cd.
Smithy’s taunt struck him hard. He
was not, in truth, the fellow to crumple
up uider o ]illuc'il; but Smithy did not
gnaw how terribly hard this knock had

een |

“Pull yourself tomether ! added the
Bounder roughly. ““YVou'va lost on your
putrid gee-gen.  What's that got to do
with auybody but yourself? Are you

oing to let us all down and get us
ﬁclmf.i becanse you don't know how to
take what you've asked for?”

“Vou cheeky rotter—" breathed
Stacey, :

“Oh, can it ! sna.piismi Smithy. * Pull
vonrself together ! v gad, Wharton
was right all the time—all along the
line—yon'ro not o fellow to be trusted
in any team. Me was right never to
play you when he was skipper, and wea
were a set of fools to turf him out for
it. You're letting Browney down in
his first fixture as captain—letiing us
all down, you cur, and— Oh!”

Smack !

A back-hander from  Stacey, full
aeross the Bounder's mouth, eut short
the flow of bitter words, o

Stacey was already near the limit of

. The next moment, Stacey was racing across the eommon to ¢ateh the bus !

endurance, and in no state, and no
mood, to listen to scornful tavnt:, Cer-
tainly, he deserved every word of ity
but that made it no less bitter and ex-

nsgarytiug :
mithy staggered back. The next
instant, with Dblazing cyes. le was
:;.[;Irmgmg at tho fellow wheo had struck
1.

“ Brmathy I

" Biop [

“What the thump—"

Half o dozen fellows grasped Vernon-
pmith and dragged him back in tinte.
Stacey stood with clenched fista and
burning eyes. Ths Bounder struggled
to release himself,

“Let mo gol” he panted. “ Lot me
et at the cadl You saw what ho did |
2F me get at him 1

“Tor qmﬂ nesg’  sake, Smithy,"”
Lbreathed Whartan, holding the enrage
Bounder fast by the ard, “rcmems
ber where you are—"

“1 don’t carel I—"

“Wao dol” enapped Bob Cherry, with
g grip of iron on 8mithy's other rrm,
“Chucl it, you fathead! TYou can
hammoer the fcllow all you like when we

et bgw:h You can’t kick up a shindy
tare.’

“Stop it, Bmithy!™ gaid Trank
Nugent. “And you keep your paws to

yourself, Stacey, you cheeky cad!”

'The Bounder's face was burning with
rage. But he was held back, and he
realised, too, that & hght between two
Greyfriars men on the 8t. Jude's ground
was rather too disgraceful an episode.
3gveral St Jude's men wore staring on
at a little distance, some of them ex-
changing curious looks., The Bounder,
with an cffort, choked back his fury.

* Al right—let mo go, you fatheads—
it will keep!” he muttered, and as the
juniora released him, ho moved away to
a distance from Stocey.

Tug MacNer LieRiny.—No. 1,427



24

Tom Brown came back to the pavilion,
%t ﬁua tune for Grevfriars to go into the

eld.

“All right for the first over, Stacesy?”
asked Browney. Stacey's uiter failure
in batting had made bim doubtful of his
powers in the ather line.

“Yeos, ves!” mubttered Stacer.

“Well, give them jip, old bean !” said

Tom.
*There were doubts in other minds as
well as Browney's when Stacey went on
to bowl against Lunn. And the doubts
were justifed.

He did his best—he tried his hardest
to dismiss other matters and concentrate
on cricket. But his thoughts wandered
—his nerves were in rags. All the sting
was gone ouk of his bowling. It was not
merely not good—it was bad—it was
such bowling as Third Form fags could
have playved.

Tora Brown watched it, his ruddy face
growing longer and longer.

Lunn made ten in that over. Hurree
Jamsel Ham Bingh took 2 wicket in the
next. 'Lhe nabeb, though not quite so
pood as Stacey ab his best, was -
vomparably better than Stacey at his
WOTEL,

In the $hird over, Stacey was put on
agzin. FTom Brown hoeped against hl:r[m
that he would improve—instesd of which
he prew worse. .

It made 5t Jude's stare, In their
first innings Stacey had raowed them
down like hawvi in their second he was
giving them howling that the last man
in the &t. Jude's tail could have played
with caso.

Tom. Brown looked and felt glum,
This was the man upon whom he had
placed such reliance—this was his prize-
packet—lhis rod in pickle.

It was sheer luck for Bt Jude's, Onee
more ihe glorious unceriainty of the
great game of cricket was exemplified.

8t. Jude's. as well as Greviriars, had
rather oxnected the game would cad
without Greviriars having fo bat a
second time. It had looked like it when
their first knoel closed. Now there was
quite o dilferont complexion on affairs !
In the first innings Groviviars had made
62 and S Jude's 3. Dow, in the
socond Lknocl, St Jude's alveady stood
at 40 for one wicket! It was a change
of prospeets with & vengeance !

Lrowney decided to give that un-
reliabla bowler & rest. Hurree Jamset
Ram Hingh and Squiff snd Browney
himself shared the bowling, with an
occasional over from Smithy. In the
field, Stacer showed that he had lost
his form, as much as in other direchions,
He drovped & “*sitter * from Lunn, and
gave that checry youth a fresh lease of
life at the wickets—of which Lunn took
Full advantage, making a total of Rity
befores lwe went out to a ecatch by
Wharton. _

Later, Browney tried Stacey at bowl.
ing aprain, He watched him anxiously.
But if the new recruit had been rotten
before. he was worse now! That over
gave St. Jude's sixteen, and Tom did
not try him again—it was altogether too
expensive ! y

*ic St. Jude's knock ended in good
time for tes. with & total of 120,
Evidently, Greviriarse had to do better
in their second inmings than in their first
if they weve going to win that match.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Winning Hit !
1]
L “¥es!” answered Tom
Brown curtly.

ARl man!” muattered Stacer,
*Look herg—*"

biting his lip.
Tae Macxer Laprany.—MNo. 1,427,

THE MAGNET--EVERY SATURDAY

Stacey's face fAushed with anger oma

iorbificetion.

For the moment ho forgot the weight
on hiz mind in his angry resentment. He
had come oyer to 8t Jude’s as the ster
man of the team. MNow he was ruoth-
lessly relegated to the taill After the
way he had gone to pieces in the game,
he i'.‘?u'[d scarcely expect ar’u;.sl;hing elss.
But it was a bitter humiliation,

“No pood talking,” suid Browney.
“SBorry and all that, but we're here to
win this mateh if we can. I'm not
blaming yon—if I've made a mistake
sbout you, it's my fault, not yours, and
if xyou ve crocked up somehow, 1t's your
misfortune, not vour fault. Dut we can't
start with a duck’s egp, and that's
that I™ :

“Who's opening the innings*” asked
Btacey, in a low voice. He guessed the
answer belore it came.

“Wharton !” answered Drowney. -

“Wharton 1” repeated Stacey between
his teeth, and his eves burned. Hg had
changed places with his rival!

“Yes, and thank goodnes:s we've gob
him 1" enid Tom, * Thank goodness he
came after all! ‘That's » bit of luck for
us—and we want some!™

Stacey said no movre; he could not, He
throw himself inte & seat and, with a
dark and sullen face, watched St Jude's
going into the feld.

At the Dottom of his heart, ho knew
that T'orn was right: ho was so ebviously
off-colour that his wickel was a3 good as
lost, anyhow. But that made it no
pleazanter, and his eves almost Ramed
wiien Harry Wharton went out with Bab
Cherry to opon the innings.

All eyes were on Wharton—he was the
hope of the team now ! Before Stacey's
coming, he had been the best bat in the
Remove, and now that Stacey had failed
s0 lamentably, he waz the “gopds”
again !

Hardly a glance was turned on Stacey
as he sat sullenly watehing. Heo was
nobody now! His bitter thought was
that pow his rival hed a chance of
seoring over him.

Wharton was thinking of nothing of
ithe kind. Ho was only glad that he was
lhere, when he was wanted so badly.
Greviviars wanted B3 to tie, 89 to win,
and they would net be easy to get.
Wharton was thinking of the game and
of doing lis best for Lis side, and he had
forgolten Stacev. Certainly, he was glad
that Browney had decided to open with
Lham, and he was determined to justify
hiz skipper's choiee, If 1t lay within his
powers to do so.

And it did!

Wharton was at the top of his form.
He had had no chance in the first knaoel:,
it he had his chance now and made the
most of if.

There were no “fireworks.” He played
himself in steadily and ewvefully, taking
the meazure of the bowling. His score
did not go up by jumps, as Stacey’s was
wont to do, but it went up stoadily, and
Tam PBrown's face grow brightor and
brigliter as he waiched him.

Other batsmen came and went. St
Jude's bowling was good and the field-
ing was keon, and the aversge of runs
was low. Wharton, thoroughly set, could
not Le shified. He was feeling confident
—the happy feeling of the batsman who
has an instinct that it iz * his day.” One
after another, men came out from the
pavilion and tratled home again, and
still Wharten was on the spot.

“By gum,” said the Bounder, who
waz out for fifleen. * Looks like being
first in and nol out.™

“The looklulness iz terrific!™ chuckled
Hurree Jamnset Ram Singh; and in his
satisfaction ab his chum's success, the

dusky nabob forgot that his own acore
was a big round nought for that innings.

Seven down for 60-—eight down for B2
—ning down for 83! Last man in!

" Blacay 1"

Wharton had the bowling. Stacey
cameé ault to the wicketz: and thers was
& deep breath among the Greyfriars
men.

“Fan me, somebody ! murmured Bob

herry,

“If that cur lets him down i
tered the Bounder.
“0Oh, shut up,
Johnny Bull,
ea‘%? 1mself.

hree wanted to tie—four to win! But
Wharton had the bowling—and he was
lad of it, a8 he saw the black and bitter
ace at the other end of the pitch. Stacey
knew that he could not keep his wicket
up—neither did he want to do so: he
would gladly have thrown the game
away to prevent his rival from scoviug
the winniug hit. If the bowling came
to him—-—

It looked as if it might. Once, twice,
thrice, the ball came down, and nothing

appened.  Again it came, and again,
and Wharton stopped it dead. The
Greyfriars men watching from the
pavilion, wers on tenterhooks.  Every
man knew that the game depended on
the mext hit. If the bowling came to
Stacey—only a few hours ago the star of
the tearm—the game was up! And thes
Bounder, at least, suspected that, what-
ever the hit was like, Stacey would fail
to make the running goaod.

The bowler seemed jncredibly slow in
getling going with the last ball of the
over,

But it came down at last,

If -Wharton failed—

He did not fail! Ha stepped out to
the ball and it went. But Wharlon did
not run—3Stacey had no chance of lelting
the game down!| ¥e knew that it waz a
boundary—and it was!

Bob Cherry hutled his cap high inle
the air, careless where it come down, or
nHide whether it ever came down at
all!

“TFour!" gasped Bob. *Four, my he-
loved ‘earers—did you hear me esay
four #* _

“Tha fourfulness iz terrific!” chortled
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.

“ Bravo!*

“Well hit, Wharton [

Tom Brown fanned » perspiving brow.

“ Faney that chap giving us a jolly old
boundary to wind up with!™ l!la Baid.

s

Smithyi” multered
ut he was feeling un-

“Grood old Wharton! Good man! Obh,
good man ™

There was a rush on the feld, Harry
Wharton was grabbed, swung on
shoulders, and carn back to the
pavilion. That last hit had won the
grne for Groyiriavs; and all was well
that ended waﬁ.

“Hurrah !™

“ Bravo!"

*0Oh, good man, d man!”

“"Hip, hip, hurrah [”

Wharton laughed breathlessly as he
wag set down. Tt was & _happy moment
for him and for his friends. ¥ea had
saved the game; and, at that moment,
past troubles were forgotten and ho was
as popular as e over had been in the
Remove. And hardly a fellow noticed
the white-faced, scowling * star of the
tearn ” as he left the field. Stuce-ﬁa o
of bitterness was full, and envy, hatred,
nod all uncharitableness ran riot in hia
breast as he heard the roar of cheering
for his rival.

L} L] L L

There was a celebration in the Rag
after the return of the cricketers from
&b, dude’s. L

Stacey did not join in it.

(Continued on page 28.)



OUR AMAZING STORY OF THRILLING CANADIAN ‘ADVENTURE !
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WHAT'S GONE BEFORE.

Belhwyn Gore and s brotlier,
Colin, learn from Iscac Snugger, o
solicitor, that their Uncle Amypas, o
gold prospector, has been murdered.
Determined fo setbtlie accounts ioilh
the murderers, the two brothers lcave
Jor Canada in company tweith Snugger.
Following two unsuccessful atlempis
upon thoir Lhves. in Tomahawt, the
trio set oul for Moose Call, closely
followved by fwo suspicious-looking
vascols mnamed Wilmot and Majoe.
En route, they mieet Mountain Lion, o
Nioux Indian, in whose charge Ampyas
Fore kad leff a message requesting
that his nephewes bury hinmi behind
the Great Chief's Head, in the Sunrise
Mouniaing. Eveniually reaching the
spot, the party discover that it iz none
ather than Amgyas Glore’s claim.

{Now Read On.)

—

Ambushed !

ELWYN dropped dow. on the
S danp turf on one side of Snugger
and Colin on the other. The dogs
gathered round. Mountain Lion,
?u]]ing at his pipe, sat ergss-legged in
ront of him.

“No wonder Uncle Amyas came down
tha mountain with those bags of gold-
dust, Isanc,” said Belwyn. “What a
find | There’s millions of dollars’ worth
of "dust lying hero only waiting to be
picked up. And gold nuggets lying in
tha bed of the stream. Snugger, it
must all have been washed down the
ntountain at some time or other.™

Snugger's eyes changed to & merry
twinkle, ' :

*Waal, it seems we've tumbled on
Amyss Gore's claim al} rvight,” he nmt-
tered, ‘a3 be took a piece of the sticky
clay and exantined the specks of gold
that studded it.’ “Don't think ho aver
vegistered 1. FP'r'aps one of the fLrst
things we'd better do is to put in soma
work around here; then, when woe'va

%‘ct plenty of dust, we can go back to
omahawl and have the claim settled
legal and reg'lar”

_ The party sat up late that night talk-
g things gver, and in the morning, as

’
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spon 83 they had partaken of break-
fast, they carrmed their frying-pan and
Lettle, saucepan and basin, down to the
fast-flowing stream. Heaping soil into
the various containers, they crumbled it
with their hngers, and then washed it
pouring off the muddy water, unti] that
which remained was crystsl clear. And
there in the bottom of tha tilted can or
pan they saw a censiderabla deposit of
the precious, glittering dust.

The mountain stream was icy cold
and numbing, but they got used to i,
and began to wade the whole length of
tha arena, -peering inte the depths in
the hope that they maught fOnd more

nu,f:ﬁtt.u. : ;

‘hey  were  disappointed, however.
That nugget Selwyn had found proved
to be a lone friend.

8till, there was plenty of dust to bo
had for the washing, and, though the
work was tedious, 1lhey had their
pockets well filled by sundown,

Tsane Bnugger was as excited as a
schaolboy. ]

“Injun,” he said to Movntain Lion,
“workin' this elaim’s the last job of
wark any of ue'll ever do. I shall sell
my chanty in Tomahawk and retire
from business. ’'m going to tour round
the world soon’s wo've raised enough
cash.  And wyou say wyou hid in this
place when you was a kid? Funny you
never found the gold-dust when you
wuz hyar ¥ i

Mountain Lion chrugged his broad

:iahﬂu;ildera and gave a deep-throated
augn,.
"% noticed the yellow, gleaming dust
lying in the ground even then,” he said.
“But I was happy. Roaming Sioux no
want white man’s gold.. But I remem-
bered, and that was why I showed my
Th"f? brother Amyas Gore whero- it
ay.

Thoe party stayed in the =sheltered
arena behind the Great Chicf's Head
for three days, washing gold in their
primitive way, exploring, eating, and
resting, and then at last decided to
roturn to Moose Call

“I suppose that was Amyas Gore's
shack we saw burning, Bougger,” said
Selwyn thoughtfally.

At
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“There'zs no doubt sbout that," said
the Bioux Indian. "“The bad. white
men set it on fire out of revenge.™

*And they followed us,” said Selwyn.
“I wonder how near they got to this
]I:EEIISPE, and whether they saw us cono
in ¥

“They no see,” answered the Sioux.
“No find trail.”

“I s'pose not”
frownming uncesily.
happy in my mind about it. If it wuz
that black-boarded John Majoe and his
pal Muesty who murdered poor Amyas
they must have followed him, lost track
of him on the mountsines, and waited in
ambush on that ledge when ha kem
back. They'd know Amyas got his gold
somewhar up hyar. In that case,
figger out they'll be waitin® for us when
we %n back.”

“I:a't there another
Maoosa Call,

rowled Bnugger,
ut I ain’t feelin’

or trail back to
Mountain Lion?” asked
oelwyn.,

“All trails lead the same way"”
replied tha Indian. *“Can't go back
the way we came In. Nobedy could
climb 1_1}: through that polished hole in
Ehﬁ rock. Uood way back by water-
all.

It was by way of the waterfall the
Sioux alluded to that the pariy of four
and the nine dogs started mm the warm
sun of early morning, on the honeward
trail to Moose Call.

They carried their packs upon their
hacks, tha gold they had washed
securely stored away witli the rest of
their 1mpedimenta. .

The steke they had found with Amyas
(lore’s name upon it was buried
beneath some heavy bonlders, there to
remain until they bore Amyas in his
coffin up the stéep mouhtain trail.

The mountsin stream ran out through
a tunnel in the rocks, and as they made
a steep climb upward, hanging on to
rock, and bush, and branch, to aveid
slipping and breaking "their necks on
the polished stomes, they could henr the
roar of the rushing waterfall on the
other eide of the almost unchimbalde
barrier.

At fimes the narrow, worn path
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which zig-zagged dangersusiy among
the boulders and solid mountain rock,
was blecked by thickly clustering
bushes, and they had to use their jack-
knives to cut a way t.hmugh.

Eventually they found themselves
high on the rocky walls of the chasm
whiclh the melting mountain snows and
torrential summer rains had worn in the
mountain side. .

It was risky work going down. Fro-
gress was slow, and Mountain Lion
had to think of the dogs.

At frequent intervals the party paused
to rest. .

“How are we going to get back to
Tomahawk when we hLit Moese Call?”
psked Ysaso Snugger, during ounc of
those short periods of enforced rest.
“The old flivver's burnt up. Can’t use
a dog sledge in summer, and it ain’t &
short ten-mile tramp, if vou're forced
to walk it." I )

“ Bast way to stay in mountains,” the
Indian suggested. * Mountain Lion go
with dogs to Sioux camp and fetch
Indian pony, then ride to Tomshawk.

“Wa could wait in the shack
Belwyn began.

BI!E M;‘;!ntain Lion interrupted him

rously. .

Ehank} all burned,” he said. *Bad
white men camped on trail. Mountain
Lion feteh Sioux braves. Drive bad
white men out of Moose Call.”

The day-was well advarced by the
time they reached an easy track which
ran in corkserew windings down the
mountamn side.

Suddenly the view opened out, and
as they came in sight of the jutting rock
known as Great Chief's Head, Selwrn
burst into & cry of wondering admira-
tion,

“Look I he exclaimed. “There it is!
What & landmark! The Great Chief
watching there to guard Uncle Amyas
Ciore's gold elaim. Won't it be thrilling
working 1t? And whea the summer
wanes we'll bear Uncle Amyas up there
and lay him to rest, as he wished, and
leave tha Great Chief on guard.”

rRRDE .

Selwyn stood boldly outlined st a
point where the trail jutted outward,
presenting an easy target to the killers
who were lurking somewhere on the
slopes below. The whistling bullet sang
by close to Helwyn's head.

Quick as thought, Meuntain Lion
dri ped, and pulled him down by the
AnKIes.

Selwyn landed heavily and let oot m
yell of protest.

“What the—"

Braang ! .

A sccond bullet tore #ts way through
the pack on Isasc Snugger’s back, and
in & flash, Colin pulled him down, too,
on to the track.

“OohI” howled Isasc, as he drove
his knees in among the stonea.

The four lay flat, heads searcely
raised, eyes bent on the mountain
slopes. bout a quarter of a mile
below them puffs of smoke were drifting
away on the breeze, showing where the
killars were ambushed. But no trace of
a man showed.

The dogs, roused by the rifle shots,
dushed headlong down the trail, backs
bristling, fangs showing, and ears
pricked up.

Braang, braang, braang!

Three more sharp reports rang out in

uick succession, and three of the sledge

ogs leapt in their death agony, two
of them plunging sheer over the moun-
tain side. B :

Selwyn heard Mountain Lion give a

vi
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grunt as he saw his
¢ hurtling through the
air, shot dead by the villains who wera
Iving in wait below., Then the Bioux’s
shrill whistle rang out, sharp and elear,
checking the downward rush of the sur-
vivors of the dog team. They swung
round, stood for a moment hesitating,
and then lonked up.

Braang, broangl

Two more shots rong out, and twao
more dogs dropped upon the narrow
track. he murdering villains below
had got the range to a nicely.

With a sharp ery, Mountain Lion un-
slung his rifle, pulled it to his shoulder,
looked along the siphts, and fired.

Tsane Snugger was fumbling at the
green baize cover of his prehistoric
weapon, and soon had the heavy buit
{::ressed hard against his shoulder. The
ight, sharp erack of the Sioux’s Win-
chester was followed by the roarmng
boom of the muzzle loader.

Watching with intent gaze, Selwyn
saw a epit of dust’ fly from the trail
¢lose to whers the puffs of smoke had
f}{:ttﬁd viciously. Quite a larger cloud

lew as Snugger's bullet hit close to
whera the killers were hiding. i

With a grunt, the Sicux pointed to
the roclks behind and began to wriggle
backwards towards them.

Colin leapt up and gained the safe
shelter of the rocky screen in a few
springing strides, a bullet whistling
close to his head as he ducked.

Helwyn tore after him, his body
alinost bent- double to the trail, and
plinged down behind a boulder just as
a bullet stirred it.

Isane Snugger edged back, cursing.
His long rifle could not be recharged as
easily a3 o modern Winchester., He
would have to get busy with ramrod and
wad and bullet before he could hope for
another chance at their enemics.

_ The remainder of the dogs were tear-
ing back along the winding path in
obedience to tha Sioux’s shrill ¢all.

Braang, braang!

. T'wo more of them hurtled over, leav-
ing only two alive. As these came leap-
ing to where Mountain Lion la
crouched among the rocks, the Indian’s
face suddenly twisted in a spasm of
pain.

The Sioux began to fire deliberately
then, shot following shot, with just
about the same pause between.

Looking down, Selwyn could see that
the Indian's aim was deadly. When
next the killers fired they haj changed
their position.

Mountasin Lion's lips had thinned into
a hard and vicious Iine. His keen eyes
were fixed upon the spot where the Iurk-
ing villains lay. Presently he arose,
and, with a sign to his comrades to
remein where they were, he began to
glide, with low,  swift-running ~steps,
trailing his rifle, down the track
towards the point of ambush,

Only once or twice his figure showed
a5 he went down, and then only for a
flecting second. And each time it drew
a wicked rifle shot and speeding bullet
from thh lurking murderers. %‘iuall:.f,
be vanished altogether.

A full half an hour passed before
ancther shot rang out. Then the crack-
ing echo rang from much farther down
the mountain. Soon Selwyn was able to
distinguish the sharp crack of the
Indian’'s Winchester from the slightly
different reports of the guns the killers
wera using.

The firing sounded farther and far-
ther away, and as the day began to
wane, finally ceased.

deep, harsh
beloved dogs

The moon was up and the mountain
veiled in bluish mist when, at last,
soft padding footfalls sounded on the
trail, and Mountain Lion's crested head
showed up.

As Belwyn, Colin, and Snugger moved
to meet him, the Bioux dropped the
butt of his Winchester upon the track
and leant upon the barrel. Iis eves
wero glinting ficrecly and his face was
grom.

“Mountain Lion must be the worst
shot that ever nsed a gun,” he eaid
with a tinge of bitlerness, “Ha did
not hit onee.”

Colin eried out in dismay as he zaw

that the Sioux's right shoulder was
dyed crinson. . ]
“YFon have been hit,” he ericd

anxiously.

*“It is nothing,” said the Indian,
shrugging his massive shoulders, *“I
showed myself to draw their fire so that
I might know where fo aim. The bullet
merely tore the skin”

“And you never got one of them,
Sioux ?? growled Isaae Snugger.

“MNo, white father, They have gone
back to Moose Call. DBut 1 got near
enough to recognise them in the setiing
of the sun, They were the bad white
men, Joha Majoe and Musty Bam
Wilmot. They have killed the dogs I
loved,” ,

“As they killed poor Amyas Gore,”
said Tsaac Snugger savagely.

“But I shall kill them,” the Bioux
went on. “If the law allowed I would
Eai-r:r their ecalps dangling from my

elt.™

“Durn me, Sioux,” said Isaae, "if
I l‘l.t'mlldn't. like to do that same my-
self IV

Snugger Has a Plan!

INCE Mountain Lion was ‘positive

S that Majoe and Musty had gone

back to Moose Call, it was de-

cided that the four comrades
gshould follow in that direction.

They moved off with the keen-eyed
Indian and his two dogs leading the
way,

The downward journey was guicker
and casier, though ihe upward climb
had been long and arduous. They
halted for a breather upon the platean
from which Amyas Gore had been flung
to his death, and then moved quickly
on_ aEain.

Selwyn had never felt so fit. The
keen invigorating air had rendered Tum
proof against fatigue. The Sioux was
all ﬁt{'.fﬁ and whipeord, while Isaac
Snugger trudged along as if even a
tramp all round the world would not
prove too much for him,

The four comrades arrived at last
upon the sloping foothills and sped over
theze in fheir downward trek to the
cloari in which Amyas Gore had
built his shack.

The stars wore brilliant overhead, and
the moonlight fooded the glade. The
shack and the outbuildings, however,
were no longer to be seen. Instead, a
dull dark patch of charred ashes and
debris heaped the spot where the sback
had been.

Ther were moving on stealthi}g in
case MMusty and Blackbeard should be
watching, when—braang !—a shot rang
out sharplxy,

The bullet whistled amongst them
and, as thev drew back, their guns
ready, the two dogs leapt, barkmg
furiously, past the blackened ruins of
the shack and on in the direction of

Printed in Oreat Dritaln sed publighed every Baturday by the Proprietors, The Awmalgamated Press, Ltd,, The Flretway House, Farringdon Bireet,
Tondon, E.0.4. Adverti -ﬂ:amnen The Fleotway House, Farringdon Strect, London, %ﬂeg RE.:{!HFE&. for ¢ransmisslon by Caoadisan Magating
Poak. hul:-l-:lript.iuu Thtea: ml and Abroad, ll=. pef stifGmj Gd, for elx nonths; Bole Apenlm for Australia and Bew Zcalaod; CESLH,

i .
Gordon .!I; dotek, Ltd,, and for Bouth Afrfca : Cenbral News Agenoy, Lid— Saturday, Jute 22nd, 19335,



the new log cabin which Blackbeard
anid Musty occupied.

Twe sharp reports rang out, and the
bavking comsed.

Mountain Lion's dog team had been
wiped elean out, and the Sioux, with a
low strangled cry, sprang forward, his
Winchester dangling {from his right
hand.

“No you don't, Sioux,” said Smuggor,
leapin forward and enwwining his
arins tightly round the Imdizn. “%Eack-
beard an’ Musty may have a gang of
foughs waitin' 1n the wood, Help me
stop him, boys !

Snugger, Selwyn, and Colin had all
their work cut out to hold the Ludian

back.
“Listen, JMountain®  Lien,”  tuid
Anugger. “I'vea a better idea. Lot's

get up the hills and make our wax
reund  above the shack. lenty  of
cover thay. When day comes we'll soon
limd  out if them durn crooks: havo
Lrought an avmy along, If it means a
battle, thar’s plenty of daver, T'm
ready to make a het that their shack
won't last much longer than daybreak.”

The Bioux cessed to struggle and
Inoked keenly at Snugger.

“You have a plan 7 he zaid.

“Yes,” answored Isaace Snugger, with
a chuckle, “Dynamnite !’

The party hurried back, keeping close
to the fringe of the wood, ss they
mounted up the hills, and were soon
making their way round bebid the
new shack which Blackbeard and Musty
had built.

They erept to the edge of the rocky
lrdge end  peored over. The :hack
lhowed below them, the elif dropping
stoeply down, To right and lefc of i
were dark pine woods, while ahend of it
was moonlit glade. There was no sign
of life,

They lay for a whila listening,
watching intently, then edged off to-
wards the boulder screened trail which
might so easily serve a: a wav of
rotrent for the occupants of the shack,

Suddenly, the Indian made a :ign
and moved silently away.

It was a goofd hali an hour before he
returned from his scouting expedition.

“There's no sign of anyone on the
teack, or in the glade either,” he sald.
“They must be inside the shack.”

Irnag Bnugger undid hiz pack and
felt about inm it until he found a stick
of dynamite with fuse attached. .

The moon was fading now, and it
grew suddenly dark around them.
Unless they Hashed a light it was 1m-
ﬁﬂﬂ&lbIﬁ to see, and so they. waited for

AW,

As the sky lightened in the east and
rocks took shape, Isaac Snugger ex-
plained his an, pointing to the
massive rocks in front of him, .

“Yook at them boulders,” he sald.
“1 used to wonder, when I kem hyar fo
see poor Amyas Gore, how long they'd
stay poised above the drop. Dynamite
strikes down as well as up. If T light
g fuse and throw a stick of dynamite

deep down between the boulders, it
will explode and hurl tons of solid
rock down on that shack an’ wipe

Blackbeard and Musty clean off the
map."” ]

The Indian's eyes lit up, while Sel-
wyn drew o deep breath.

“They're in the shack now, I expect.”
raid Colin, “or one of 'em, anyway, if
the other stayed on' watch all mght,
But we couldn’t kill them in cold
blood,” -

“Did they care how they murdered

ur Uncle Amyas?” asked Enugger
lﬁrﬂﬂy. “Did thfﬁ' think of sparin’
those poor dogs they  killed to.day?
Would they have felt sorry if t—hﬂﬁd
ehet and kifle{] us? Don’t we know that
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As the huge boulders came huriling down, Musiy leaped frantically out of the

shack,

they burnt up the shack? And what
about firin’ our car wand the tent way
dewn the road when we wuz comin’
hvar &' . .

“Lay the dynamite fuse and light
it,” growled the Sioux. “*Then let us
go and seo the rocks tumble down and
emash up the shack like matchwood.”

“Sure,” said Bnugger, as, with chin
stuck out and dynamite fuse in hand, he
began to mount the rocks.

Selwyn leapt forward and peered down
at the log cabin. The windows which
lovked out upon the hills were shut, 1f
Snugger lit that dynamite fuse the ex-
plosion would send an avelanche of rocks
huriling down upon the shack. Tk
would be smashed like matchwood, and
if the men were asleep inside they would
e hlotted ocut without being given a

chanea.
instinets  rebelled

Sclwyn's sportin .
against such an end. He must give the

men & chance, even if they wera his

unele’s murderers. Gripping the Win-
chester, he leapt down the stmﬁs slope,
springing from rock toe Tock, and,
rogching the boittom, ran pell-mell till
he could see the front of the cabin.

Tt was furnished with two glass
windows and s stout door. The shutters
were set back, Glanecing up at the rocks,
Selwyn saw Isaa¢ Sougger standing
among the boulders. He was lighting
tha fuse.

Az Selwyn saw the slow match
splutter he knelt and levelled his vifle
at one of the eabin windows and fired.

Braang ! Crash! Jingle!
The splintered glass fell, and as the
tinkling eccho died, a man inside fhe

shack let out & vell, A second later
bolts were shot back, the door opened,
and into the open sprang Blackbeard,
rifle in hand. _

Selwyn. could have shot him as he
came, 1Euul: hesitated, and in that sccoml s
pause Blackbeard raced round the shack
and hid behind the wall.

As he did so, Selwyn levelled his gun 1

SBelwyn ducked to cover, which was as
well,

Braang ! :

The bullet from Blackbeard’s gun hit
the ground close beside him. :

John Majoe must have caught sight of
Snugger as the Tomahawk solicitor,
having dropped his fusa among tho
rocks, began to make his way back to
cover, for his second shot hurled a bullet
close by Snugger's ear, and Selwyn saw
Isase throw up his hands and bump
down on the rocks.

Isaac was not killed, however, for
Selwyn heard him yelling and saying
things as he =lid from view.

The shot were followed by silence.
A brooding stillness hung over the hills
and mountains, and as Selwyn walched,
a thin line of blue smoke curled
upwards from the burning fuse.

duddenly the other villain showed
himszelf ecautiously at the door of the
eabin, the barrel of the rifle he held.
sticking out.  Musty Wilwot took a
guick ook round. Then E]ac'l-;_b&allrd
camo running to the deorway, vanishing
inside it with a frantic leap and pulling
Majoe after him. )

A thrill ran through Selwyn's veins.
Ha had roused the two villains, and yeb
they had gone back inside the shack.
Ha could do noe more, and if the ax-
ploding dynamite brought down half
the hillside and buried the shack and
the men with it, =0 mnch the worse for
them

Selwyn began to count the scconds
wondering how long the fuse would burn
hefora the explosion came.

Meanwhile, the Indian, Snvgger, and
Colin had gsined safe cover.

Bach second seemed: like an hour.
One, two, three, four—— Selwyn lost
count. He could hardly breathe for
 xeitement, What fools those men were,
they would never have such a gramd
chance of getting away as_this, with
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Mountain Lion, Celin, and Snugger
Jying under cover, and only one boy and
a gun against them.

High on the hillside the blue smoke
tnickened., It was almost time for the

explosion, _
Suddenly out of the calin sprang
Blackbeard. He had a pack upon his

back and trailed his rifle, He stavted
on a zigeag run for the pine wood, and
Selwyn, "as he fired, saw the villain
sprawl headlong, then rise and go on
again, leaping hrom side to side hike a
Jumping bean,

“All right, please yoresell, Musty,”
Seiwyn heard him shout.  * But there's
something wrong golvg on up in the
wiilis."

Az the words echoed, a Bach of smoke
and flame spread from the cliffs above,
and Belwyn saw great rocks horled high
1t the aip, mic?; the whole front of
the cliff fall away and come huriling
downwards,

Lving flat, Sclwyn gleed his eves on
he cabin door. AMusty was deooned !
Ahen theose rolling thousands of tons
of rock hit the shack—

At the very momoent when the mighty
mass of leaping boulders hurtled down-
wards, MMusty came to the door with a
frantic leap and vaced away in the divee-
tion of the pines, gun in hand.

Selwyn  pressed  the butt of
Winchester to his shoulder and fired.

The ¢crack of a rifle rang from the hll-
fop, and, as a puff of smoke jetled and
zspread, the rocky avalanche lut the
cabin with a rending crash and blotted
the timber structure out as if it had
been made of matchwood.

Majoe had vanished smong the pines,
Selwyn fired again in the gimctic:-u_ of
the scared and jumping Musty., Down
the fide. of the hill came the Sioux,
followed by Colin, with Isaac Snugger
limping in the rear, for he had bruised
himself consigerallly in his fall.
Belwyn started” at full speed for the
pine wood, Musty, geining the shelter
of a tree, turned and hrved at him, the
bullet whistling uwncomfortably ngar.
Then he ran on, )

Belwyn gained the pine wood, dodged
behind a tree, and looked and listened.
He could sec no sign of the iwo men,
bt guessed that they were zomewhere
near, hiding among the sombre trees.

He heard e twig snap, then the rough
ccho of Blackbeard’s voice. e gperd
in the direction of the zound. Suddenly
the coughing splulter of a motor engine
ptirring into life echoed " through the
wood, Selwyn heard the car moving
away, and later saw it bumping alon
ameng the pines.  Blackbeard an
Muosty were in it and crouching low,
Majoe steering,

Selwyn ﬂrmf and saw his bullet chip
{ree. He ran back into the. clearing,
%iniug it just az Colin, Snugger and
Mountain Lion came up.
Y They've got away 1™ =aid Sclwyn.
“Yes, thanks to you, Sel,” said Colin,

his

&
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Frumhlud SBnugger.  “We couldn’t get
e even with dynamite.  Boy, what did
you want to wake ‘em for¥”

Mountain Lion was running at top
speed alonmg the clearing, but when the
car appeared it was a guarter of a mile
away and gaiming speed.

Then Snuggers gun roavcd, and
Selwyn uttered a 5‘::1% of delight as he
saw the nearside rear wheel tyre of the
car flatten out.

“You've slowed ‘em  up, anvhow,
Snugger,” said Helwyn as he took aim
again,

ut every second added to the distance

between them and the car and they saw

it go 'I.mmpin]g and rocking and swaving
n

along the glade until it reached the
road to Tomalinwi.
Dezpite the fAattencd tirve, the car

tore along at forty males an hour, and
was so far awayv that the comrades were
uneble to register ancther hit.

The car gathered speed, and Musty,
rising from his scat, waved his gun
derisively, A sparc wheel showed on
the side of the car. Later, the villains
would stop the car, change the wheels,
and all would be well again. They had
made & clean gotaway,

Mountain Lion turned to Selwyn.,

“Why did the white boy save the bad
white men?”’ he asked solemnly.

*“0h, I had te give thom a chanee,”
said Selwyn, shrugging his shoulders.
“ T eouldn’t see them blotted out without
giving them: warning !’

“ And now they get away and perbaps
come back and kil white bov,” said
Mountain Lion. “Injun way 1s best
Kill bad man, Scalp him. Hin o no
more harm !" ]

There was a twinhle in his eres as
he smiled broaaly ai & :lwyn and nedded
to show that he understood.

“Thom duarned skunks muzt be headin’
for Tomahawk,”. growled Snugger, as
he began to reload his gun,

“Perhaps Beaver Creel,” answerod
the Sioux. “Or Fort Raymond, And
we not cateh. Car wheels move fastor
than white man's fect™

“Imjun,” sald Snugger. “we've goi
no shelter. We ought to register that
claim, and we've gobt to send the
Mounties after Austy Wilmot and
Black Majoe. But it's a mighty long
tramp fto Tomahawk. How the dooce
are we going to gei thar?”’

“Indian pony,” replied the Sioux.

“Injun pony, ch!? DBut how are
going to get ‘em, Siouxt”

Ld

W

Mountain Lion pointed aleng the
line of the bush-clad foothills.
“QOver  there, thirty, forty, miles

44

away,” he said, “Sioux camp. i
Chief Red ﬁul! have heap pléniy-nony,
heap plenty’. braves,  and heap plenty
uns. Red |Bull great man of ‘peace,
ut him lend plenly pony, - pleniy
braves when Mountain Lion tell him
story of the bad white men,”

(Look ouf Ffor further gripping
chapters of this popular adventure yari
in next week's MagKET,)

HARRY WHARTON'S TRIUMPH !

(Continued from page 24.)

He went to his study; and when
Ogilvy and Bussell went to fetch him
down, he snapped at them 2o savapely
that they left him to himsell. illy
Bunter gave him a look-in, and narrowly
czeaped & Latin grammar that was
promptly buzzed at his fat face.

Bunter rolled grinning into the Hag.

“I sav. you fellows, Stacey’s fearfully
shirty I he said. *“*He, he, he! Bulking
in his study, like Pontius Pilate in s
tent !*

“Do you mean Achilles, you fat ass
asked Bob Cherry. .

“Eh? Was it Achilles? 1 knew it
was somebody or other,” said Bunter.
1 say, I-told you that chap was no
good, Browney! You'd betler play me
next Llime.”
© “"Ha, ha, ha!”

Stacey, . point of inet, was not
sulking n his_study like Achilles in his
tent on account of his inglorious failure
at 8t Jude's. e had already forgotien
the ericket mateh: other and heavier
matters were on his mind, Now that he
was alone, the full weight of his disaster
seemed to” fall on hnn with erushing
force.  The bloated face of Joe Banks
haunted him—the man that he had to
piy, and that he could not yay. 1le had
twe or three days respile—and then—

What then?

In the Rag he was forgotten—but one
fellew . rememboered ' himn, That was
Herbert Vernon-Smith. Smithy had not
forgotten that back-hander at the Bi.
Jude's pavilion, whick he bhad been un-
ahle to avenge on the spot. The Bounder
slipped” quietly away from the Rag and
went up Lo Lthe studies.

He opened the door of Study Neo. 3.

Stacey was there—awd he was going
to sen Stacey !

But as he looked in, Smithy's exjpros-
ston changed.

Slacev was seated at Lhe study table,
his face buried in his hands. He did
not leok up—he did not know that the
Bounder was there. Smithy looked at
him in silence. He knew thal there was
more on the wrelched fellow’s mind
than a failure i a ericket match—and
he realised, as he looked at that bowed
head and crushed figure, that Stacey
hat! had a harder knock than he had
dronmed—that he was in deep waters!

TFor g full minute Vernon-Smith stood
there guzing at the bowed head, Btacey
unaware of his presence. Then he
quietly stepped back into the passage
and drew. the door softly shut. Stacey
had enough troubls on hand, without tho
Bounder adding to it—and thers was no
longer hostility in the Bounder’s face as
ha went guietly away.

THE END.

(The next yarn in thiz aplendid series
1o entitled “"THE BLACK SHEEPH
Fou can only make sure of the MAcCKET,
ehums, by ordering your copy WELL
IV ADVANCE]
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DARE YOU SING IN PUBLIC?

If you dare, turn _ur
Concert Party Trials

proof exits provided !
THE ART OF PUNTING
River-loverz !

onc-and-only expert !
else you'll be up the pole!

to Wibley™s Summer
in the HRap next
Monday evenmg and try your luck., Epg-

Ecarn the art of punting
correctly from Dick Russell, the school's
If vou go to anyong
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Ne. 142 (New Series).
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APPEAL

Coker Writes io demand his "Fm er placs
in suitable school games.” Will cﬁaritabla
fags please give him a trial for hopseoteh,
murbles, or blind-man's-buff I—Write, (.
WINGATLE, Prefects’ Room,

THE SCHOOL PORTER COMMITTEE

appeal for £4 1%, They promised Gesling
a shilling for every year he has been at
Creyfriary !

June 22nd, 1935.
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EDITED BY HARRI' WHARTON.

DO YOU BELIEVE
IN MASCOTS?

Asks DICK RAKE

If you do, I've got a nice Hlttle problem
for you!

Inky had a lucky charm which he looked
on as indispensable when he plaved cricket.
It was an ugly little ivory image, and he
slwaye took it on the field with him for lnck.

A fortnight ago he lost it. And right from
that time, Inky’s game went down {till he
couldn't seem to do a thing right. He put it
down entirely to the loss of his lucky charm,

By a funny coincidence, Stott blossomed
forth into sudden brilliance as a cricketer, juat
83 Inky seemed to fizzle out. Btott fook on
the mantle of the dusky nabob and his bowl-
ing became almost as deadly oa Inky's at
ita best.

After he had given a particularly bright
display, I tackled him about it and got an
explanation. It was the most astonishing
explanation imaginable.

*“The fact is" BStott told me, having
sworn me to secreey, 1 picked up Inky’s
mascot in the gquad a week or two back, and
it brought me his ecricketing luck 1 ™

That was weird enough. But the sequel is
weirder atill | s

On the following day, Inky found his
mascot in the fob.pocket of his flannel bags.
He realised at onece that he had never loat it,
aud Stott realised at the same time that the
mascot he had picked up wes not the famous
lucky ericket charm, atter all.

Inky promptly recoversd his old form as a
cricketer and Stott equally promptly lost his !

Now, what have you got to say to that,
you beliavers in lucky charms and megic
maseots 7

Strikes me, the only wvirtus in mascots is
the self.confidence they give to chaps who
beliave in ’em.

1f, like wme, you've got plenty of self-
confidence already, there's no sense whatever
in cluttering up your pockets with & lot of
graven images. And if yan haven't got
plenty of self-confidence already, then wou
can jolly well pet it, anyway—without the
aid of ‘mascots !

Inky and Stott are requested to read, mark,
and inwardly digest !

=% —

A SLOOTH
to the RESKEW!

By DICKY NUGENT

* Lieckham ! T could swear—-—"

“Don't, dir!"” said Mr., Lickham, the

master of the Fourth Form at St. Sam’s, in|!
** Bwearing's a very bad habit, and,

horrar,
bosides, there ars many innersent ears about
just at presant.”

He jerked hia thumb significantly in the
direction of a crowd of juniora who were larking
about in the tuck-shop below,

Dir.. Birchemall snorted.

“ Fathead ! " he gaid. . *' I wae only saying
1 could awoar 5 ;

* Pleasa don't, sirl" eggselaimed Mr.
Lickham. * Even though you're the leader
of & mabellion instead headmaster of the
gkool, you shouldn’ swear! " .

“You idjut!" roared the rebbel Heaad.
2 If you'll let me finish, I was going to say I
could awear——"' £

** 1 hoap you won't, miri"

* That ¢'s something funny going on
in the quad t * yelled Dr. Birchemall. ** That's
what I could swear, you silly asa 1 *

“Obh! Well, why didn't you say eo at
firat, then, eir 1" saked Mr, Lickham. * Let
me have a aguint.” . 3

Dr. Birchemall, breething hard, pointed out
of one of the upper winders of the tuckshop
through which he had been locking. Mr.
Lickham glanced out; them he started
violently. . -
" Bless my sole ! ™ he eride. * One of the
roedodendron bushea seems to be walking !

* Eggeactly t That was just what I was
trying to tell you!" enapped the rebbel
Head. “I thought I was suffering from
deloosiona for a moment ; bub if you can see
it, too, then it must beso ! ™ :

* It's—il's eggetraordinary ! ™ gasped Mr.

am, gazing down jnto the qguad. in
i t. “I've often secen & born

dance and a door step and an apple turn over—
but I've never befors seen a tree walk | 'What

on earth ia the eggsplanation t *

Dr. Birchemall nitted his brows as he gazed
down into the quad. .

* Ask me another ! It's certainly walking—
and, what’a more, it's making etraight for
thiz here tuckshopl™ he added eggsitedly,
' L]EEED -! ¥

The two lissened, and their serprize became
still grater when they herd a deep voice
calling out from the roedodendron bush :

“ Open the door and lemme in } *

“It's asking us to let it in ! ™ gasped Mr.

(Continued at top of next column)
WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

XYy

Lickham. ' Do you think it's wise to do so,
sivr 7 It mite be an unfriendly tree——-7>"

* We'll take the risk, Lickham. Probably
it= bark is worse than its bite 1 "' Dr. Birthe-
mall turned round from the winder and bawled
down the tuckehop etaira: ** Jolly ! There's
an animated roedodendron bush waiting out.
sida. Open the door and tell it to trot 1"

It spoke wvolumes for the dissiplin of ‘tha
rebbels that Jack Jolly didn't argew thaitoss
for a moment. Whatever serprize he .day
heve felt mwardly, he went straight up o
the door without winking an eyelid and openod
it wide, )

A few seconda later, the roedodendron kbush

—

rﬁnniﬂter secrat which would get him slung

v ont-of 8t Spm’s on his necls, if it were Enown.

Buot:wo can't find out what it is."

Herlock Sholmes nodded thnug.gllt-['ulip
v " And you want me to bring his secret to
jeht 7

g’l‘ha Head jumped.

“ Me. Bholines—-how did vou guesa ¥ *

G ptt-tntt ! et ua not waste time dis-
mssing my methods while there is a mistery
to be solved,” cride the slooth briskly. "I
mjjest that we get to work immejately.
Whera can I gea this man Crule, unchaerved 17

‘*“ I beleeve I saw him walking towards his
anderground tortcher chamber a few minnits

glimbed up the stairs leading to the re'gb’:mi,ﬁgu.“ venchered Mr. Lickham.

leader’s office. Only then did it fling aside
its foliaze to reveel a face that was wery
tamiliar.,

* Herlock Sholmes!™ eggsclaimed .~ihe
Heed and Mr. Lickham together.

* Good-morning, jentlemen ! amiled- the
femus detective. * Pray egpgscuss my same-
what unasual guise. In view of what voutold
mo in your letter, Toctor Birchemall, I
thought it best to disarm the suspishons of
anyvene who mite be watehing {rom the skool
bui!irlingm S0 1 disguised as a roedodendron
bush."

“ My hat ! "eruselaimed Dr, Birchemall
admiringly. ** What a wonderful wheeze [ ™

“ Meerly one of the little devices which

dear doetor, what iz the trubhle 7 I under-.

lion on account of being sacked 1™
“Fired 1 "

a3 ever. ' They gave me the boolss Mr.

d /i Sholmes, and put an awiul cad iscmy

lace. Crule, his name is—Doctor -Erule,
uzt him 1"

“Y¥You have not, I perzeeve, a verywhigh
opinion of Doctor Crule.”

Dr. Birchomall utierad a cry of amazemant,

“ Bless my sole!| How ever did yotn:diay
cover that ¥

* By the ﬂ.?p]iﬂﬂ.i‘.ii}ﬂ of gomo quite elénen,
tary laws of logick,” replied the sloathesivith
an enigmattick smile. *' Now, tell meguny

dear doctor, how I some into this zzifiss," |’

“With plezzura, Mr. Sholmes," said: the
Head, whose somewhat shilty green eyes weore
gtaaming now with undisguised adrmiraion,
“ The fakt is, that we—that i3, Lickham and
I—think thers ia somothing fishy about]

-,

b, They hadn’t long to wait.
are part of the stoek in trade of a-slodth ! ” [lainhit, footprinta were herd coming up the
smiled Herloek Sholmes. " And nowy myfstona steps of the cript.

stand that you are running & skocolwebal- |

. corrected Dr. Birchemall, |.
whose prejudice against slang was agetrong {b

Herlock Sholmes lit s cuppla of Ei\pu 1
and fGixed hia eagle eyes on ﬂ!l)& Head

“ Eggsellont | Doctor Birchemall, you shall
show mo the way,” smiled Herlock Sholmes,
¥ We will both go disguisecd, 50 a3 not to arouse
suspishon. I will don this reedodendron
costume again, and we will rig you up, my
dear doctor, as a Belisha beacon. Come [ "

Five minnita later, a rocdodendron bush and
a Belisha beacon mite have baon seen watking
csutionsly acroas the quad. They reache
the other side without arouwsing suspishon,
end then hurried along to the ruins of the old
Bt. Bam'a monastery, where Dr. Crule’s under-

und tortcher chamber was situated.

From behind some fallen masonr¥ they
waited for the Tirant Head to appear.

In less than a

Pr. Crule came in
lﬂhﬂ'f"{

Ope glance at him was suflishant,
Sholres sprang to his fest.
Yedt'a Blim Jim | " he eridoe.
v the perlice all over ihe country
. The slooth and the rebbel Head made a
dash:: But they never reached their guatry.
Esfore they could do so, Dr. Crule wheeled
roond. There was a glecming ortomattiek
in his hand, and a smile on hia evil fizz.

“ Handa up ! " he rapped out. “T giucssud
somiono would find me out sooner or later—
but mow wvou've lermed my seerct, it’s not
‘qoing. 1o do you & scrap of good ] Down you
go into the cript 1"

“ W.w.what are you going to do ? " gasped
v Birchemall.

b The Tirant Head's reply sent a shiver

gownr hia spine.

“Fortcher both of you till you promise

bt th give me away 1"

© {* Birchy " and Herlock have landed
themselves tn a nice old tess new ! Read
how they get out of it in the last yarn of ths

“hrate ' series in mext week’s Number—

I-I-er!m:_k

Y Ha'a wanted
g

Doctor Crule. We suspect he has somne durt-.,ﬁ “ e Rebbels' Triumph f '—Ep.)-

T |

When the sebool doeior ordered

— [

L

Monty Newland is interested ©

BOB CHERRY
reveals truth about

BUNTER’S LOST
CLOTHES

Last weslk,
while takin
his annual g
dip in the §
Sark, poor g
old Bunter Z
had  his
clot h es =
pinched.
And the
problem
that has
been worry-
ing everys
body since
ia: who
was the oul-
pril:- ? Ty .
Bunter's clothes, a3 you well know, old

nls, nre not a thing of beauty and a joy
or ever. They'ro coated thick with ink,
grease, dirt, and jam-stains, and tho
pockets are morasses of partly eaten slabs
of toffes. The only thing of value con-
tained in them is Bunter's schd-gold
hunter watch, and that's worth, at the
very outside, fourpence.

lghtr, more important even than all that,
who the dickens could wear them 1

The thelt mystified everyone 1

Well, I'm now going to clear up the
my3atery.

Strange as it may sound, the chap who
pinched Bunter's clobber pinched it for &
very definite purposa,

Hs was an emploves of the circus at
Courtfleld, and as soon as he saw Bunter’s
duds lying on the river-bank, he realised
they were exactly what he had been
seeking for a long, long time.

" He was conscious that he was doing
wrong—but the temptation was too great.
He nabbed Bunter's clobber and fled.

And that night Bunter's purloined

alothea figuredin one of the most successiul
turne at the gircus.

"It was-the first time in history, that the

erforming elephant had turned out in a
suit that really fitted it ]
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1 Tom 'Ra:lﬁnn' had a grand chance
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Bob Cherry has bacoms an expert The new Belisha ¢
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GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

GEORGE TUBB says—

HOSKINS’ PIANO
IS HAUNTED

There's something jolly rummy about Hoskina
piano, and I don'v care who hears mo say so |

I've never besn o chiap to believe in ghosts and
things, mysclf; but after sesing Hosking' piano
I can jolly well belicve anything 1

Twao chaps were wilh me when it happened, and
they'll support what I say. Their names are
Wingate mmor, and Belsover minor,

The thres of va had gone to Hosking' etudy to
work a jape on the old fogey. The idea was to
aprinkle colourless gum all over the keys of his
piano so that his fingers would get stuck to the
jolly old kevs as soon as he started playing—-»
rather a bright wheeze on cur part, by the way !

But the jape was never worked. When weo
ceane Lo do it, something rummy started happening
to the pianc that put us ¢lean off our stroke.

The fact is, dear readers, believe it or not,
E%‘g%llliﬁ‘ PIANO STARTED PLAYING EY

% A1 ;1 !

My pals and [ simply blinked at it, I can tell
you! We knew it wasn’t an antomatic piano, and
we conld see for ourselves that there was nobody
thers playving it. Yet we couldn't get away from
the fact that it was playing ¢

Weo could see the keys moving up and down,
and hear the notes heing etruck—and there wad
nothing whatever to account for it _

After staring at it for a few tioks, I don't mind
admitting that I felt my hair beginning to stand
upright on my head. Yo Bolsy and Wingate
felt the same way about it, for after a very brief
interval, they began edging out of the study. X
didn't feel & bit keon on being left alone with 1t
myself, so I followed suit, and in the end all thres
ol us bolted ! AT

Now, what I want to know is: what's the
explanation ¥ As I say, I've never been & chap to
believe in ghosta and things ; but unless you beheva
the giddy piane was haunted, how the dickens can
you account for it playing on it own 1

If anyone can give me a satisfactory answer, I
alhall be jolly glad to hear it } ] i

(Fortunately, young Tubb, we're in the position
of being able to explain the " mystery " ocom-
pletely. The fact is, that a large tamily of mise
recently built their nests inside Hoskina® piano,
and thaif anticsl mém" the wuLk:t_nf tﬁ_tgﬂhﬂﬁ&;ﬁi
frequently resulted in ita starting to play, v
g,p;rlearamaﬂ, without assistance | Hoskns has

now had the mice cleared out.—ED.)

WARNING!

Tho Remove bumerista who bave dubbed

Hoskins ‘‘ the Camel ** beeause of his loping

walk and the funny way he sticks out his

neck, had better deaist. Poor H, has got the

hump over it already, and if it keeps on 1b'@
bound to put his back up!

ODD FACT!

—

Horace Colker Tu be knows ! n :

Billy Bunfer to put in half sll there iz to En bout architecture, and has complsis| of winning the Remove sculling surlsrider, practising af Pegg OCourifield have already. been We recentl ve the Third the wire that
hour da?]l;r on & rg:ing-mnnhi;; ﬂhami:t:r;. When haﬂg]mizlmd ::mnﬂﬂ ;fr:r plannsd om wlim. ch ip when he bed the Bay, at _considarable parso viclated by Coker of the Filh— (gker was aﬂﬁ?amm blood, and the Third
Bunter obeyed—Ilor onme dsy ! a forbidden experiment on his modarn lines enlirely by himsell, misfortons to break & scull nesr risk. Burl-riding on a narrow though Coker claims It was & ... jyust in time to fix-up & booby-trap of
At the end ol the hself-hour, owno in the » there was an Newland plans to **build » hiy the winning post, Wharton, hig board is pol 20 ¢asy as it Jooks— acaldent, He says he skid- i ek fop Rl

Bereze oo G Lol Wit Sac, oo e Clker ot sy, Iare e Bk Pt ) NSRS Orienteh, Taund Rumouie v+ Ll o Reorie” whak to kaom o - Wo dropped thes a bint—oud they dropped

& gave up, praferr risk & brows r was * blown up ¥ g ars liky like the spor . % St N
" &51;:? IE::H"P;I Lidh it more ways than unﬂw Skinner or Bumter]! ; 0 row the race again. the wromg kisd when he frisd ] Coker -(a)kidding P him g tint ]
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